
 

Tour of Scotland 2019 

Day One 

Scotland! Who could resist a 6 day jaunt into the wilds? Nine of us it seemed, all present 

and correct at Bassett's Pole, for wheels rolling at 9am Wednesday. The first day was simple 

- 'get there', but it wasn't without fun. Fuel, coffee, pee. Repeat. Beyond Blackpool the 

motorway traffic eased off, and keeping tight formation was straightforward, only for us to 

be brought back down to earth by sunny Glasgow at the height of rush hour. With some 

nifty filtering all emerged on the other side in Dumbarton for a coffee. We also annoyed the 

Travelodge lady by taking up the whole car park - not that anyone else actually wanted to 

park there. From Dumbarton onwards we hit the hills and lochs - Loch Lomond. The heather was just in bloom 

on the lower slopes - truly beautiful - even grown biker men noticed. Even if they did think of Purple Haze. The 

sun shone, and roads flowed, and we had a quick stop to gaze across the loch: 

 

The viewpoint over the loch was a weird wooden 

structure built to hold a coach-load of people, 

but which you could also walk under, and take a 

classic framed shot, if no one gets in the way. 

Oh. Roger + rabbit framed: 

 

 

 



 

Our first night was at the Crianlarich Youth Hostel. 

Luckily they didn't ask for age verification, but we 

had a heated discussion later on about who was the 

baby of the group. 

The nine of us were divvied into 3 rooms, with the 

tallest having the luxury of a double bed to lie 

diagonally across (thanks chaps!). 

 

We unpacked and then walked to the Rod & Reel pub for our meal in Crianlarich, 'Gateway to the 

Highlands'. With a population of 185, its main selling point is being 'designated a primary destination in 

Scotland, signposted from as far as Glasgow in the south, Perth in the east, Oban in the west and Fort 

William in the north.'. Okaaayyy. More noteworthy is the pool table in the pub: 

 

It also had a bizarre sloping floor in one corner, designed to make you fall into the clutches of the sofas, and 

thus drink more. It worked. 

And so to bed. Bunk beds! Who knew they were 

made for smaller people - youths, even. However, 

once in bed they were comfier than expected. After 

a pint or two. The stability of some bunks were in 

question, but no structural damage occurred - just a 

lot of sniggering about who was going on top. 

Snorers? Well, maybe a few, but not enough to stop 

well-earned beauty sleep. 

 

 

 

 

http://www.gateway-to-the-scottish-highlands.com/Crianlarich.html
http://www.gateway-to-the-scottish-highlands.com/Crianlarich.html
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=r7jJuWB6jZU


 

 

Day Two 

Fully refreshed - OK partly 

refreshed - day two was a long 

enjoyable wriggle up to Skye, and 

then a spin round it to finish off.  

We rode through Glencoe, a 

magnificent 'U' shaped glacial valley (geography 

lesson not wasted). Beyond Glencoe we stopped at 

the Commando Memorial. 

The memorial was created straight after Second 

World War to commemorate the good work done by 

the commandos, who trained in this area. They look 

over the valley towards Ben Nevis, which was 

somewhat cloudy: 

 

 

 

 

 

Then, over Skye Bridge to stop for lunch at 

Harry's, where we spotted a crumbling 

ruin. There was also a castle in the 

distance. 

 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Commando_Memorial


 

After lunch a photo opportunity with Skye Bridge + unexpected javelin pinning Martin P firmly in place: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The loop around Skye introduced us to the idea of single track roads with passing places - how quaint! Well 

worth taking the detour over the hills, a little slowly, but not without charm. Then it was back to complete the 

loop and stop for the night at Broadford Youth Hostel. The view from the hostel was stunning: 

 

Hang on, what's that buzzing noise? They said 

midge season doesn't start until mid-June! So 

wrong. Luckily Gilbert came to the rescue, with 

Avon So Soft. 

Avon what?! 

Now, which is worse - midge bites or being a fully 

signed-up sweet-smelling member of Avon Calling? 

No contest - we all sprayed up (thanks Gilbert), and 

wafted into Sia Cafe for pizza. Lovely boys. If it's 

good enough for the Royal Marines and the SAS, 

it's good enough for us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.smidgeup.com/midge-forecast/
https://www.scotsman.com/news-2-15012/avon-s-spray-finds-calling-as-midge-repellent-for-royal-marines-1-1403152


 

Day Three 

The third day was a complex ride 

travelling up the west edge of the 

Highlands. First we made our way to 

the Skye coast to return to the 

mainland with a memorable ferry 

ride. 

 

 

 The 'A' road down to the ferry was another single track 

road with passing places: 

 

 

 

We got to the ferry early to beat the queues. The place was deserted, apart from the seals. The seal to bike 

ratio was about 1 to 1. And they didn't want to use the ferry. Success! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Twenty minutes later a queue did develop - one minibus. The ferry was still warming up on the mainland, but 

eventually it picked up 6 cars on the far side, and made its way over to us. We had a in-depth tech discussion 

about how on earth the ferry was going to dock against our slipway - straight up, or to the side, and how do 

you disembark on a bike? It all became clear. The ferry, the MV Glenachulish, is the last manually operated 

turntable ferry in the world: 

 

A very stable little ferry. No straps for the bikes, no rocking, and a 5 minute crossing. It takes 6 cars. Or in our 

case, 9 bikes and a minibus. But only 12 people max at a time are allowed to cross (the lifejacket count?). So 

most of the minibus inhabitants had to wait for the next crossing. And nobody minded at all. Sweet. On the 

ferry, with the abandoned minibus people behind: 

 

Next stop - Eilean Donan castle for tea and scones: 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/MV_Glenachulish


 

Having been fed, watered and de-watered, it was on to the Bealach na Ba road to Applecross. This was 

probably the most technical and dramatic road we tackled all week. It's a single track road with passing places 

(there's a theme emerging here), then throw in several hairpins at the top, and you have something meaty to 

concentrate on. And a police car secreted halfway up. Weird, since all vehicles were politely waving to each 

other as they gave way. As our esteemed leader correctly surmised, 9 bright lights coming towards you on a 

single track means it's probably best to give way. I've never waved thank you so many times in a week. 

Applecross was our lunch stop, shared with some classic scooters: 

 

The collective word for a gathering of scooters? A fug of scooters.  

We met them again over the other side of the next climb, where we all filled up at the petrol station. And yet 

more tea. Our destination for day four was Ullapool - the big smoke on the west coast. It has a proper ferry 

terminal for the Western Isles, but it's still tiny and unspoilt: 

 

Yet again a hostel with a wonderful seaside position, with very friendly member of staff who was 

contemplating running away to join the circus. No, really. Is this what living in North West Scotland does to you 

after a few years? 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Pn8eYl_VSQc


 

 

The evening's entertainment was live folk music in the pub. Things started well, but as the audience got louder 

and louder, the lead singer also got louder and louder. The audience eventually won, but some of us admitted 

defeat early and left for a pleasant walk along the seafront. Back to bed, and the latecomers rolled in 

somewhat worse for wear and tittering, but still managed to navigate into their bunks with no hitches. 

Day Four 

Did I mention the single track roads with passing places? They're 'A' roads, but only because 

there are no other roads. Day four saw us take said 'A' roads almost exclusively to reach the 

top left corner of Scotland - Durness - for a petrol stop.  

One pump, one automated card machine, and 9 bikes meant a 30 min stopover!  By the 

time we'd finished there was small queue of other bikes backed up behind us: 

 

 

On the way we crossed the iconic Kylesku Bridge. 

With: 



 

 

And without: 

 

Then it was lunch at Tongue (but no tongue sandwiches for sale - a promo chance missed) and back down the 

centre of the Highlands to the top edge of Loch Ness at Drumnadrochit. At this point, we did get properly wet 

as we turned southwards. However, the restaurant laid on a minibus to take us to and from the 

Drumnadrochit hostel, thus avoiding the rain in the evening, which continued to fall all night. Scottish rain 

seems to be much wetter than English rain; it's barely visible and yet you still get drenched. 

Day Five 

Day five saw us head back 

down to the very south-east 

of Scotland, via Balmoral, 

Cawdor (no Thane to be 

seen), and over Glenshee, the 

highest ski lifts in Scotland. It 

may have been wet at the 

top, but this gave the most open aspect yet, 

with views of a mile or more - meaning plenty of 

time to plan a route through the near-empty 

bends. Lunch was taken at the top of Glenshee. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Glen_Shee


 

 

We had a little more rain just after 

lunch, but it stopped quickly as we 

descended. 

We crossed the Forth to admire the Forth Bridges from the south side (who knew there were three of them): 

 

Martin W had an in-depth discussion about Avon sales with the tattooed owner of Skullduggery, a shop in the 

shadow of the original bridge. He was now a proud Avon rep, having placed a £400 order for Avon So Soft. If 

it's good enough for him, etc.  Tea next door was courtesy of the hardest Hells Angel tea lady in Scotland - 

"Whatdayerwant?" "Tea please." "£1.50!" Hand shoots out for money. "Milk's there, sugar's there. Next!". 

Service with a crooked smile. 

Our final accommodation stop was an affiliate youth hostel at Kirk Yetholm, the official end of the Pennine 

Way and, back in the day, Scotland's Romani capital: 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kirk_Yetholm


 

Food was a short walk to the next village, Town Yetholm, for a very enjoyable last supper: 

 

 

Day Six 

The long run home, but the first 50 miles were a hoot with many rollercoaster hills in the 

Cheviots. At least one BMW bike was rumoured to have taken off.  

Another dual carriageway blast down to Doncaster Morrisons for a last break (Livin' the 

Dreemtm), and then everyone went their respective ways. 

All in all, a very enjoyable trip, with lots of good memories. 

 

Thanks very much to Roger for all the excellent organisation, and to my travelling companions for their good 

company and humour. 

 

Richard Taylor May 2019 


