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What Forres means to me
We had entered Forres on the road from Elgin and were immediately greeted by the white, clean and attractive foot bridge that watched over the Forres bypass. This was my first experience of the town closest to my new home, RAF Kinloss, when we moved north in 2005. Minutes later I saw the key to Forres’ fame: Forres in Bloom. The wonderfully shaped floral displays, which shone with every colour of the rainbow and more, welcomed us to this cheery Scottish town. The cricketers, playing in the field of luscious green grass surrounded by majestic trees and the undulating landscape, evoked a sense of great community spirit. This great open space – I later discovered – was called Grant Park. I had never before lived anywhere that had had ‘parks’ of this nature; only playgrounds by schools where the unsuccessful school drop-outs festered. Nelson’s Tower emerged through the canopy and the Saltire quivered in the gentle summer breeze. I was going to enjoy growing up here.
But how wrong was I? My original ideas about Forres were complete misconceptions: Forres in Bloom was a target for youth vandalism – ruining the beautiful scenery that so many people had worked hard on and that so many people had enjoyed. Nelson’s Tower turned out to be a notorious drinking spot for troubled youths and ‘alchies’ alike and the ‘community’ centre was a beautiful example of Soviet architecture that’s sole purpose seemed to be the housing of the aged of Forres. The tracksuit-teens that could be seen stalking the streets did nothing to make the community seem as friendly as I had first hoped.
However, as I am getting ready to leave this town, it is only now that I am becoming aware of my true feelings about Forres. It will be difficult to say goodbye to Forres and all of the people who I have been so fortunate to meet during my time here. But I am sure that I will return here to reminisce about the good times that I have had and to reunite with my friends. It has been a fantastic place to spend my youth and has offered many unique attractions.
One such attraction, which I discovered after about a year, was the hidden jewel at the bottom of the hill from my house – Sanquhar Loch. This beautiful body of water is home to many species of birds and is surrounded by magnificent, evergreen pine trees with dozens of walks weaving their way around its perimeter. It is sublime. Both in the summer and the winter, it is a focal point for photographers and walkers alike. In fact, it was the venue for my first kiss, well, my first ‘proper’ one anyway. So it holds a place in my heart and I am sure that I will pace its paths thousands of times over in the years to come. It has offered me peaceful freedom and retreat which is something that I will miss when attending university.
University is my next adventure in life and, whichever institution I attend, I will be at least four hours away from home. It will throw me into the deep end: giving me independence and my first taste of life in the ‘real world’ and I will have to learn to swim pretty quickly if I am to be successful in my studies. To be honest, I can’t wait. The city that ends up being my adopted home will have limitless opportunities: something that Forres cannot offer. I will have no boundaries: Anything I want to do - I can do. Anything I want to try - I can try. Anywhere I want to go - I can go.
It will also, however, be the longest I have ever been away from home. At first, this may seem like an appealing idea, but I have never experienced life on my own for more than a week and I am sure that I will feel a strong sense of isolation and that the home sickness will kick in after at least two weeks. The liveliness and rush of city life is also something that will be new to me; contrasting with my peaceful and relaxed life in rural north-east Scotland. On the other hand, I will meet many new and interesting people who will help me cope, but I am sure that they will never replace my current friends.
The majority of my friends live in and around Forres, with a good portion living within an extended walking distance from my house and we manage to pull each other through the boredom that Forres can at times force upon its inhabitants. Our group branches out through all of the post codes and social classes of Forres and it is almost certain that I have created strong bonds with these people and we, I am sure, will be friends for life. Unfortunately, it is just as likely that we will all part indefinitely as higher education draws nearer. This inevitable separation is due to the few opportunities that life in Forres and the north of Scotland provides. Until last year; it seemed that there could still be hope.
This final blow to the sense of opportunity in Forres, and Moray in general, was the confirmation of the closure of RAF Kinloss. Headlines were ablaze with stories of the crushing consequences that were going to befall the RAF dependent area: the economy would collapse; house prices would fall; schools and businesses would close. It was this that concluded my personal dilemma: What is there for me here? Thankfully, my Dad was transferred to nearby RAF Lossiemouth so we weren’t directly affected too severely.
It has been six years since I moved to Forres and, despite my early impressions, I have come to see that it has been a fantastic place to grow up. Though it lacks opportunity, Forres is a wholesome place for the youth of today and the warm and friendly community celebrates the triumphs of the new generation. I believe that Forres is not just the rural pit stop along the A96 that most people see it as. It is only when you live here that you appreciate Forres for the beautiful, inviting and homely Scottish wonderland that it really is.
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