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We boarded the coach at the village hall at 

4.30am bound for Bristol Airport. Our bikes 

and gear were already on their way north in 

tƘƛƭ ŀƴŘ [ŀǳǊŜƴǘΩǎ ǾŀƴǎΦ !ŦǘŜǊ a couple of 

ǘŜƴǎŜ ǿŜŜƪǎ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ LŎŜƭŀƴŘΩǎ ǾƻƭŎŀƴƛŎ ŀǎƘ 

plume and wondering if our journey plans 

would be wrecked, luck was on our side ς the 

volcano was cooling off and we were well and 

truly on our way. 

We had 37 in the party, 32 in the saddle. In six 

Řŀȅǎ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŎƻŀŎƘŜǎΣ ǇƭŀƴŜǎΣ 

boats, buses, trains and of course bicycles. 

²ŜΩŘ ōŜ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǿƛƭŘΣ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ 

ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŦǳƴΦ 

The Clyde was like a mill-pond for our first 

crossing to the beautiful island of Arran. We 

ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ƎǊŜȅ ǎŜŀƭǎ ΨǇƻǊǇƻƛǎƛƴƎΩ 

their way out of Brodick Bay ς no doubt in 

pursuit of some fishing boats in the distance. 

Brodick was busy as it always is, when the 

boat arrived but the vans were soon 

unloaded, bikes assembled and checked and 

the riders on their way. It was warm and 

sunny for our first ascent over to Lamlash. 

Stuart grew up on the Clyde Coast and his 

family had joined the party for the trip to 

Arran. This was a rare chance to catch up with 

his nieces and nephews. 

Whiting Bay Village Hall provided our first 

overnight refuge ς we made camp in style - 

the stage being the favoured spot to make a 

bed. While the catering crew were busy in the 

kitchen Chris Lorimer got to work on inflating 

his double mattress. Chris had taken a 

ŎŀƭŎǳƭŀǘŜŘ ƎŀƳōƭŜ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ {ǘǳŀǊǘΩǎ ŜƳŀƛƭ ŀōƻǳǘ 

taking as little as possible ς ΨōŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

ΨǊƻǳƎƘƛƴƎ-ƛǘΩ ǘǊƛǇ ŦƻǊ /ƘǊƛǎ ƳŜŀƴǘ ς pack the 

mattress. For Elise and Ian and little Ed (11 

months) ς it meant a Bed & Breakfast nearby. 

We woke to the only grey morning of the 

week. But by lunchtime the sky was clearing 

ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ ōƭǳŜΦ !ǊǊŀƴΩǎ ǿŜǎǘ 

shore is its weathered shore, here the road 

runs alongside shingle and rocky beaches for 

miles on end. Common gulls and 

oystercatchers nest on the pebbles within 

metres of the road. With a tail wind and the 

sun on our back we were in heaven. 

²Ŝ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ΨƳŀƴ ƻǾŜǊōƻŀǊŘΩ ŘǊƛƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ 

the slipway at Lochranza confident that we 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜǿ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ 

thing on our 30 minute crossing to Cloanaig at 



the top of the Mull of Kintyre. It was blowy on 

deck but we huddled-up to take in the view ς 

Phil bagged the warm spot by the funnel. 

Skipness Hall had pulled out all the stops for 

our visit ς  fast-tracking the welding of the 

new BBQ, opening the shop for our arrival  

and ordering in a load of fresh food. The 

school next door with 6 pupils (dropping to 

one next year) came over to say hello. The 

midges too were keen to meet us. 

The A83 is the only main road to Cambeltown. 

Although its not busy, its fast and carries all 

kinds of heavy vehicles. We split the group 

into three pods and covered the 6 miles into 

Tarbert safely and smoothly. No one could 

resist some chips from the harbourside café 

while we waited for the next boat to take us 

across Loch Fyne  and on to our stop that 

night at theTighnabruich hotel where Jackie 

and Toni, our hosts for the next two days 

were expecting us. A shower at last and a real 

bed for Chris! Luxury. We filled all the rooms 

and the overspill made camp in the function 

room. With the weather set fair we made 

plans for tomorrow ς some off-roading and 

picnic on the beach at Ostel Bay.  

To say Ostel Bay is beautiful is an 

understatement ς on a hot sunny day its 

sublime, a wide expanse of sand looking south 

to Arran. We watched the tide come in, 

played cricket, swam and picnicked. But we 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƭŀȄ ŦƻǊ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎ ς back in 

Tighnabruich Donald was waiting to take us 

ƻǳǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ōƻŀǘ ΨaƻǊŀƎΩ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎǊǳƛǎŜ 

round the Kyles of Bute ς and some fishing 

ǘƻƻΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǘŎƘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ς ΨƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǿŜŜ ōƛǘ 

ŜŀǊƭȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŀŎƪŜǊŜƭΩ - but we did have a go 

at the wheel and most of us spotted a seal or 

two. 

.ȅ ƴƻǿ ǿƻǊŘ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ΨōƛƎ 

ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ƪƛŘǎ ƻƴ ōƛƪŜǎΩ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ 

Robin Ross a local singer and entertainer 

popped along to see us after supper. A lullaby 

ƘŜΩŘ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƎǊŀƴŘŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ 

seemed to be working on Flora at least. 



We said our farewells to Jackie and Toni, our 

generous hosts in Tighnabruich and set off 

along the shore for Colintraive and the ferry 

to Bute. This was our shortest crossing at only 

5 minutes and ferry number 4 out of 5. 

Tomorrow we would leave the island from 

Rothesay and start our journey home. 

Port Bannatyne like many places on the Clyde 

has faded since the glory days of the steamers 

when so much wealth was generated from 

ship building and the merchant trades in 

Glasgow and the Clyde Ports. But the pier still 

stands and ƛǘΩǎ brilliant for crabs! The post 

office was soon doing a roaring trade in crab 

reels and fishing rods and bacon ς the perfect 

bait. Our empty cake tins were handy holding 

tanks to compare our catches before we 

returned them.  We rang our fish and chip 

orders ahead and with the waves lapping at 

our feet enjoyed our last supper together on 

the shore. 

Izzie Berkley|Ed Ellicot|Flora Ellicott|Will 

Ellicott|Paddy Ellicott|Elise Ellicott|Ian 

Ellicott|Mitch Fisher|Erin Fisher|Rhianna 

Fisher|Rick Fisher|Siobhan Fisher|Kai 

Duverge|Chloe Henry|Lewis Henry|Laurent 

Duverge|Tom Hodkinson|Sue Hodkinson|Lyn 

Jenkins|Robbie Lorimer|Jonny Lorimer|Chris 

Lorimer|Josie Morgan|Richard 

Morgan|Charlie McFadzean|Mary 

McFadzean|Stuart McFadzean|Jo 

Treweek|Lauren Sanders|Ali Smith|Beth 

Squires|Ruth Squires|Rachel Squires|Phil 

Squires|Hannah Stanbury|Rachel Stanbury 

www.kjcc.org.uk| www.bikeclub.org.uk 

 


