A TRIBUTE TO NAN LYLE

Nan d An Essence

1  Onyour first meeting 8 sparkling br ight blue eyes.

2 Bustling/Energetic 0 seen at its best on the Kenya expedition where she was the
catering officer and camp manager. She ran it like clockwork.

3 Organised /Meticulous 01 ooked after the equipment
peg! All tents wer e colour coded and that was the last big job she was doing
with the new tents that she helped buy last summer. Lots of little bits of
coloured tape around the tent guy ropes.

4 Fun for all ages, charismatic. On our trip to Elementeita we lost her. She was
f ound among a throng of little kids.

5 Brave or daft? &In Nyeri on Saba Saba day (7 " July 1997) there was shooting and
tear gas going on. A local shopkeeper got them in behind a counter to hide for
safety and Jim Shepherd had to keep pulling her back down  from having a
look to see what was happening.

6  Speedy 0 fastest woman on a bike. She would tell this with a glint in her eye. She
was too fast for her own good. In Norway we had to walk behind her and in
front to stop her from falling over as she was tryin g so hard to keep up. She
was dangled from behind and caught from below on the steep descent on our
walk. Fell over five times in the one day such was her drive to keep in touch
with the younger members of the group.

7 Determined & she walked across Scotland 9 times and was certainly not
discounting another shot. If you can do that then you need a bit of
determination as an octogenarian.

8  Encouraging 0 she did this as part of a training team and as a leader on the
Exploration Group trips. She allowed youngst ers to take on tasks and then
guided them to success.

9  Enthusiastic & how can we measure her enthusiasm? Try this in BEG since 1991.
Lesotho, Kenya, Mongolia recce, Norway, Zambia, Skye, Ocean Bounty
(numerous times for BEG and as independent trips with ad  ults), Eclipse and
Rum. She has been a bit of a traveller in the last twenty years. BUT
overheard saying to a friend of mine

10 Forthright o8 you always got a straight forward and honest opinion with
understanding and gentleness.

11 Generous 0 she gave freely of her time. Scouts, BEG, Christmas Post and many
other worthy causes.

12 Entertaining & she did innumerable slide shows to all types of organisations that
asked her back time and time again. She raised a lot of money  for the school
in Kenya through this.

13 Relaxed? 81 did catch her once being relaxed as she slept on a sun bed in Kenya at
the beach in Mombasa.

14 Held in High Regard 0 having known her for less than two weeks the community of
Kiawaithanji named their schoo | after her.

15 Commitment 8 she gave it at 100% to all the groups she belonged to. If she
were critical of the younger generation she did think that they were not as
committed to their involvement as those of the older generation.

16 A Friend & most of all.

| was asked to give an essence of NAN and | hope that | have, but if we could all
have just a tiny pinch of the essence of NAN we would all be better people.
I would like to finish with a quote from the Pastor in Kenya, Charles Macharia,
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Nan, I n G bahdydu now rest
In our hearts you live for ever.

RON




This was at Thaba Boise in Lesotho. Also in the picture (from left

to right) are Alastair Glennie, Sally Wilkinson, Dr Kate King, Nan
(Nicola Saunders just in behind Nan) Marie Hope and Tommy
McMannon, Nan was a true people person and a true inspiration to
everyone who knew her. She continued to help shape the lives of
all the young - and not so young - people she knew. VICKY

My name is Susan Jackson (Susan Thomson as it was back on the
Lesotho 93 Expedition). | am proud to be able to say that Nan
was a friend of mine. We met through Lesotho 93 and my earliest
memory of Nan was on the first training weekend at Bedrule.
With her scouting experience she shopped and cooked up a storm
for the group. When there was some doubt as to whether we
were going the right way out on the hills she stated simply that

all we had to do was shimmy up that hill and check from the top
and off she went, with the majority of venturers left out of
breath less than halfway up. On the road building phase in the
Maluti Mountains she put in a hard days graft and still had time

and energy for all the laughs in the evenings. She was fit,
capable, always cheery and a great friend to me. They say the
eyes are the window to the soul
most - a clear blue with such a sparkle, showing her zest for life.

If | have even half Nan 6s energy, ent husi as
when | reach her age, | will feel extremely fortunate. SUSAN

My first memory of Nan was when | was in the Cub Scouts
when | was around about 10 years old. | arrived at the Scout
hut one night and looked in to the equipment room to see Nan
sitting repairing a massive troop tent on an old sewing machine;
to me the tent looked huge and it was clearly heavy and,
looking back, the canv as must have been really cumbersome to
work on. | think it goes to show the lengths that Nan would go

to make sure that kit went out in the best possible
condition. JONO

Thoughts of Nan Lyle 8 From Roger Hemming

Nan arrives in Africa for the very first time

From the Lesotho 93 Expedition Report:
Roger Hemming and Nan formed the advance party on
BEGO6s very first expedition

On day 2 of their recce First of July 1993:
Nan wrote:

60 Around 4:30 am | awoke, [
window and saw a very large star, Venus? Then watched
the sun rising over the plains of Africa. Quite excited
now feeling that at last | am arriving in Africa.

6: 30 am Jodberg Airport: m
friendds home. Then off ag
Jodbang the train to Bl oem
windows for a long time taking in all we could see.
Everyone we met on the train was very pleasant.
Watched the sun set on our first day in Africa as we
were passing the Gold Mines. Met by Joe and Moira
Forr est. We got into their car and journeyed in the
dark to the Border and so arrived in Lesotho. Made
very welcome at their house, very comfortable indeed.

Also from the Lesotho 93 Expedition Report:

Things | (Nan) will miss now that the expedition has
finished.

1. The company of everyone 0 the friendliness of
everyone and laughs
2. The happy Basutho people 8 so many
The mountains and the sun
4. The feeling of being in a different life
freedom from pressures and routines
It was all just great! Thankyo u to all.

w
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Roger reflecting on Nands m
Nan is the only person he knows that knows how many
cornflakes there are in a packet! (for sharing out).

Nan always purposefully rushing around.

Inexplicable graffiti On arrival at a ruined bothy at
the Wisp 0 north east of Mosspaul with Burnfoot
Ramblers group in c. 1982, Roger came across the
foll owing spray painted gra
was @ éut kméwing Nan and her love and respect of
the great outdoors there must be another N an Lyle! &
but surelv there can never be another Nan Lvle.
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When Roger Hemming and | first advertised for leaders for the Lesotho
expedition early in 1992 Nan responded. At that time her husband Rob had
passed away 18 months prior and it was really the first major thing Nan had
become involved in since then. She came along to the Leaders selection
with the clear intention to act as support, make up the numbers and
generally help out when required. Little did s he suspect that her
attendance at Bedrule Village Hall that weekend would have such a
profound and life changing effect on the next 20 years of her life. During
the weekend Nan fully immersed herself in all aspects of the selection
activities putting folk  half her age to shame with her level of fitness,
enthusiasm and commitment 8 the highlight being a full sit down meal with
trout and cucumber sandwiches and home made jam on the summit of
Ruberslaw in a snow blizzard 6t he phot ods ar e tNbkedless
to say Nan was selected without reservation; she was astounded that we
should want someone her age as part of the Team. It was probably one of
the best decisions Roger and | ever made as it was to benefit BEG
enormously for years to come and it a Iso allowed Nan the opportunity to
find her passion for foreign travel and expeditioning with young people.

One of our early recollections and one that really highlighted what Nan was

all about happened at a meeting early on in the Lesotho
training. Discussions took taken place regarding the buying of food for the
weekend when Nan suddenly announced she would deal with all this herself
dits all very simple she said you get 12 generous helpings of Cornflakes in a
7509 box, 15 if you scrimp!!  We all sat op en mouthed in awe of what would
have been useless information at any other time but at that moment it was
invaluable. Nan was Queen of the Campsite Kitchen and her skills and
knowledge in this area knew no bounds and dwarfed even the most
hardened camper.

One other great memory is that of the infamous campsite evacuation
during the night. On this occasion it was a training weekend at Riddell
Estate where 4 leaders including Nan were sleeping in the same tent. We
went to bed around midnight after a very b usy day and lay chatting for a
while; it was all arranged for the alarm to be sounded at 2am, only the 4
people in the tent knew it was going to happen. At 2am one of the 4 left
the tent and sounded a Claxton horn from the middle of the campsite
area. We all scrambled to get dress and evacuated our tent with great
speed and efficiency as we didnot
the venturers. | was last out the tent, or thought | was, because in the
torch light | glanced across and lying on the  far side of the tent still fast
asleep was Nan!! | di dnot have the HMeadadta véno
successful campsite evacuation and when it came to the head count at the
end there was obviously one person missing, | quickly explained to the
group that Nan was indisposed but she was accounted for.  We all headed
back to our tents and slept soundly until | was awoke by the clanking of
pots and pans in the mess tent, it was 6am & Nan was up first as usual
preparing breakfast! | slowly ambled across 10 m ins later to be met by a
bright and breezy Nan who wished me good morning. 06 Di d you
cancel t he pl anned campsite evak was
dumbfounded but remained composed with a wry smile 3 to this day Nan
never knew the evacuati on had taken place and she had slept through the
lot!!!

A remarkable woman who was an inspiration to so many in so many different
ways - i ndeed i1itdés the end of an er a
replaced. ALLAN
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| was on several Ocean Bounty trips  with
Nan, each one different but all equally
wonderful. The attached photo is from a
2002 trip, the other people in the photo
are Bob Young and Wattie Scott of the
Hawick walking group and George Scott
Watson, the owner of OB which can be
seen in the back ground in Tobermory
Harbour. JOYCE

A photo (above) of Nan during the Kenya
expedition (July 1997) visiting Robert &
Olave Baden - Powell's grave at Nyeri
in Kenya, during the BEG expedition there.
Lunch at Treetops in Kenya, (below) where
princess Elizabe th was staying in 1952 when
she became Queen Elizabeth. Gayle
Tomlinson and Jennifer Tindley sitting
either side. Quite a lot of history in that
expedition . JIM
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Zambia 2007

Nan was my oOobuddydé on the Zam
hadnoét r eal | otherlbafooevthe tragnengblegan
but she was so easy to get on with and so willing to share
her wealth of experience that it was a privilege to spend
time with her. For the five and a half weeks of the
expedition Nan, Louise Cook and | shared atent - the
tidiest of them all (maybe not too difficult!) and, as we
discovered at the end of our stay in Zambia, the only one in
which we had all faithfully slept in our mosquito nets (far
from easy!). We had a fantastic time together.

Here are just a few memorie s of being with Nan on the
Zambia 2007 expedition.

e Arriving at Lusaka airport and seeing three beaming
faces - Nan, Jim and Laura, the advance party -
waiting for us.

e Nands tales of her mad shdad
three days in Zambia before our arrival . As
catering and equi pment <cod
food (including heaps of TVP mince, not surprisingly
the last of our food stocks to be eaten before we
left Mulamba), pots, pans, basins, huge charcoal
barbeques, éé.

e The classroom being transformedint o a oOki t
and o0dining room6 for 33
under her guidance.

e Nan, like a queen bee, in that area, organising us all
and keeping things running smoothly & with a snappy
but kind o6thank you!d6 at t

e The endless food shopping lists she always seemed
to be writing.

e None of us really understanding her propensity for
buying cabbages!

e Nands skill i n negotiating
local policemen about lighting the charcoal before
sunrise for us.

e The community of Mulamba taking to Nan and
referring to her as O0ambuy
that anyone could ever be so old!

e The fondness that Chris, our main Zambia contact,
felt for Nan within a short space of time.

e The respect all of the Venturers and Leaders had
for N an.

e We three tent mates regularly getting tangled up in
the aforementioned mosquito nets and unable to
extricate ourselves because of laughing so much!

e Nands constant smiley f acse
amazingly blue eyes!

e Great fun!

> ==
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The Legend that is Nan Lyle

| am a lucky guy! 01 shared one of the most incredible weeks of my life in the company of Nan Lyle.

We had volunteered to form the advanced party for the Kenya 1997 expedition and little did either of us realise what an adven ture we were
about to embark upon. Why on earth Ron Sutherland agreed to send Nan and | to cover this will forever be a mystery but | will be eternally
grateful that he did!

These scribbles are not from a diary but are memories imprinted on my grey matter.

| frst met N\an back when BEG was in its infancy trying to get the Lesotho
ridiculously fit she was! She had the look of a sweet old grandmother and the power and stamina of Mrs Doubtfire. The trainin g back then was
more aligned to an SAS selection process, rompingup t he highest hills we could find and you do

It was however years later we set off together, Africa bound on our first expedition together on the 2 " of July 1997. A s always, she beamed,
not just with her smile but with her eyes as we left Edinburgh with a list of contacts, instructions and golden rules.

The fun began on the flight from Schipol Airport in Amsterdam when some foolish air stewardess offered free drink 0 being partial to the odd
whisky was something that both Nan and | had in common. In fairness the whisky buddies did remember the Golden Rules as they downed the
Golden Nectar but the dastardly deed was done, the rules had been breached! On the other han d we were still in Euro air space and maybe it

di dnot count ?

The flight was a great opportunity to blether and | was only starting to really appreciate a fraction of what Nan had actuall y packed into her

ever so hectic life. | was exhausted just trying to take it all in, thirsty work all that yatter:i
Arrival in Niarobi was a real eye opener. We were met by Pastor Charles, an utterly charming gentleman and my first lesson in Kenyan etiquette.

The elders hold high ran k & office and from now on Super Nan was chief of the advanced party, | toddled behind (just like Dennis used to do

behind Maggie Thatcher). Our chariot arrived, by UK standards it would never have made it out of the breakers yard, by Kenya n standards it

was one of the better to be seen cruising the highways. Nan had pride of place in the front while | scuttled around in the ba ck, trying to

construct an improvised seatbelt using my rucksack. It was all a bit strange & | had a clearer view through the holes in the floor than they had

through the cracked windscreen but hey, this is what expeditions are all about.

First stop was a supermarket where Nan produced the list of goodies necessary to keep us fit and well for week one. As we daw dled around the
sparcly populated isles we took advice from Pastor Charles on the essentials. We hovered at the beers and asked whether PC was a co nnoisseur?
Oh yes he announced, very partial: shell shocked we exchanged glances, briefly deliberated and decided in that case we h ad better add a crate
to the list & if we had only known we could have brought him a malt!

The days were busy, hard work but always fun and filled with excitement. You never new what the next day would bring and the camp was
becoming a really homely, happy place. To be staying with people who had so very little (from a material perspective) but shared so much and
were so visibly happy, was for us both, unbelievably humbling.

There was however a little storm brewing. Pastor Charles was becoming nervous ab  out the arrangements to collect the group on Saba, Saba day o
the 7™ of the 7 !

His contacts had warned of student unrest against the government and it was due to kick off on the same day the main group we re due to arrive.

After prolonged negotiations a nd despite pleas from Paster Charles to change the plans, it was agreed we would be heading for Nairobi the next

day. All our preparations were in place and the last thing we had to do was get a bus to collect the main party from the airp ort, take them to  the
hotel for the night and then ship us out to Kiamaithainji on the 8 "1 Simple!!!

Saba, Saba day arrived and after breakfast we set off to Nyeri in the Paddy Wagon. Pastor Charles took Nan aside and explaine d that he would
not be joining us on the journ ey to Nairobi but, he would get us as far as Nyeri, yet another real indication that he was desperately unhappy that

we were even contemplating the trip. The arrival in Nyeri provided a more visible example of what lay ahead. As we crawled th e few miles, w e had
no extra passengers, nobody was walking to town that day and when we reached the outlying streets, they were bare and empty. A small group
were assembled, armed with big sticks and shields, we were told they were government riot troops put out on the street to keep things under
control.

Walter drove into the Matatu station (bus station) in the centre of the town o wow, now we knew where everyone was!

It had been a few days since Dastardly and Muttley had put their size 10 feet in it but boy did we excel ourselves over the next few minutes. All
looked fine when we popped our heads out of the back of the Paddy Wagon. The only two white faces for miles around stepped ou t the bean can,
no great shakes, cameras in hand, a Kodak moment! One photograph and then holy mother of god, all hell broke loose. We were instantly singled

out as government agents, Charles bundled the pair of us back into the Paddy Wagon, Walter made a sprint for the driving seat and the next

thing we knew we were surrounded. Loads of thumping on the bean can, yowling & wailing, us inside tugging the door shut and the noisy rabble

outside , tugging to try and get the door open. Pastor Charles employed all his powers of diplomacy and considerable brute strength unt il Walter
Schumacher secured our escape.

Was Nan panicking? Not in the slightest, partly | suspect b eomave foeealye
appreciate the predicament we were in. Walter and Charles however, were far more street wise a nd reckoned it was time to Part Company with
Dumb & Dumber before we landed them in even more trouble. They dropped us at the local grocers (someone we had made good frie nds with on
our many shopping ventures) a lovely shop that still sold Coca Cola in the  proper little glass bottles. The proprietor was a charming Indian gent

who had a fantastic collection of Regimental Army Shields and had a real shine for non other than the Queen Mum look alike he rself. We used
his phone to call our contact atthe Army Ga rri son in Nairobi but the news wasndt the great
that the rioters were hell bent on setting fire to and our Officer had no vehicles / transport at his disposal to help us.




Time to employ plan B, if only we had one!

The Coca Cola King came to the rescue & he had contacts, a relative who would arrange to get us to Nairobi and get Matatus for the homeward
journey. Brilliant! One condition however, we had to leave his shop (our reputation obviously had spread quickly!), he would arrange for us to be
collected from the hotel across the street in around an hour or so.

The street outside was quiet so we trotted across to the hot etheme wasf
emerging) but the garden had a reasonably high wall and it kept us out of sight.

You could hear the racket getting closer, the street boys were using the opportunity to loot the shops / premises and came ch arging down the
road smashing windows and grabbing what th ey could. In hot pursuit you then had the  baton waving troops armed to the teeth with  dustbin lids.
Nan bobbed up and down trying to get a better view of the anarchy while | cursed the bright purple trousers / top / hat that | had chosen to

wear, not exact ly Mr Camouflage blending into the background.

Nan was bored / fed up waiting on the taxi to arrive; why not take a wander down to see the grave of Robert Baden -Powel | in
cemetery? Fab idea, so once the melee toned down a bit, off we dawdled. T he lovely little church was the last resting place of the founder and
most famous Chief Scout of the World and here | was with probably the second most famous scout in the world. In the circumsta nces it was
completely surreal. The place was silentandnot a wor d was spoken as we scanned every inch of
to the huge tracking sign at the bottom of the head stone, the circle and the dot 00 Gone homeo.

Our silence was rudely interrupted, loud but very distinctive a couple of gunshots rang out followed by the rumpus of a crowd on the move. We
could hear it getting closer and it was time for the sinners to pay a visit to the Lords House. Surprise, surprise we were pr actically the only
visitors apart from a lovely wee caretaker who obviously sensed that we had no real desire to remain outside and kindly offered the use of a
private chamber to sit, meditate and remain calm. It resembled a broom cupboard, complete with bucket, mop and bristleless br ush but for us it
was a cosy sanctuary that seemed a million miles from the delights that Saba Saba day had unleashed.

We joked how nobody was ever going believe this tale as we wandered back up the street and slunk back into the garden of the Hotel.

True to his word, the tax i arrived (after what seemed hours but it arrived) and we clambered aboard. The next pick up point however provided
an unwel conmgjadoée BE& Hook us back to the Matatu station; | coul d fNare
and she gave me a sheepish nervous grin d we slunk down into the seats of the Matatu, cameras buried deep inside the pockets.

The Matatu was loaded to capacity and off we sped in a cloud of dust heading for the big city.

The relief was short lived as  we then became the focus of a political debate. They may have been country yocals from a small village in Kenya but

they wanted to know exactly what we thought of Maggie Thatcher! As luck would have it the discussions were interspersed by prolonged stops at
government road blocks, 7 in total if | remember correctly. The routine became familiar, stop in front of the big spiky tyre traps, open window
to allow a bit metal / wooden pointy thing to poke in (I think its called a Lee Enfield .303) deny we were st udents, or knew any students or

supported any students and hey presto, you are on your way.

Hallelujah we had made it to Nairobi! Not looking at its best it has to be said! There were a couple of strangely parked cars (one upside down and
one its side) and not that many people around, which is really peculiar for downtown Nairobi. After some much needed repairs to our tyres ( we
were down to our last fully inflated Michelin) it was off to the airport to meet the incoming flight. True to her motto 6 Be pRredd N
stashed a choccy bar, way back at breakfast time and as the last light of day disappeared we sat down to share our main meal of the day.

The last twist in the tale involved the hotel we were all booked into for the night in the city. It wa s located right next to the University, right
next door, a stones throw (bad analogy) to where all the hassle of Saba Saba day spilled out of.

The flight duly arrived and out of the departure | oun g enniaio partyctel® met bye
none other than Mr & Mrs Grumpy.

Our instructions were pretty blunt and amounted to roughly the following.

When you arrive at the hotel:

1. Please shut up

2. Get your backsides out of the Matatu as quickly possible

3. Get your backsides into the hotel as quickly as possible

4 . Dondt venture out on the street tonight
5. We will answer any questions later 0 ideally tomorrow

Back on red soil in the wonderful surroundings of Kiamaithainji village, under a brilliant starry sky, be side a crackling eucalyptus fire, Nan and |
relaxed and as usual blethered about our antics of the last few days.

Dastardly and Muttley had completed most of advanced party tasks they were supposed to and got involved in a lot of antics th at they were
never supposed to!

What followed was another fantastic 4 weeks of crazy, out of this world adventuring, culminating in the unveiling of the Coco Nan Lyle (MBE,
PHF) Academy - another story!

It will stand as a fitting tribute and legacy to one phenomenal lady, whom | like many others, was proud to have known and shall never forget!
Purple Jim!




Nan was someone who made a huge impression on
me, and who, | have to confess | was always
slightly scared and in awe of! She was so organi sed
and in control of so many facets to her life, and
ruled over the BEG kitstore and catering tent with

rod of iron (metaphorical rather than real of
course). She gave her advice freely and willingly,
and was you were at your peril not to follow it for
two reasons - one, it was usually right, and two,
she'd soon let you know if you'd done something
wrong. That makes her sound unfairly like some
military style dictator, which couldn't be further

from the truth - she was alwayspolite and
friendly in pointin g out what you'd done wrong,
and keen to share her vast experience to help
things go more smoothly. So to this day, and well
into the future, I'm sure | wont be able to make a

pot of tea without a little bit of me wondering if it
would have been up to Nan's exacting standards,
and if the correct amount of teabags have been
left to steep for just the right amount of time!

And since cups of tea are a regular feature of
BEG training weekends and events, it means my
mind will frequently wander to Nan, and remember
everything she did , her 'can do' attitude and the
inspiration and example she is to so many people.

RUTH

Nan's interest in, and energy for
everything was astonishing and quite
inspirational.....a truly marvellous lady!

ANDREW AND FRANCES
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