Scotland/Schottland Tour 2015
Day 1: Peterborough to Carlisle
The ride north from the AGM started well up the A1 until
a diversion around Retford caused a slight delay.
Undaunted, the 10 bikes with 4 Brits and 8 Germans
steered past Wetherby and finally exited the A1 (at last)
just north of Ripon. Now the real riding started. The
winding road through Masham to Leyburn was a nice
intro to north country lanes and brought us to our first tea
stop. The compulsory cakes and sandwiches outside a
very fine café set us up for the next leg of the journey.
Leaving Leyburn is quite dramatic as
anyone who has been on the Reeth road will
know. Climbing rapidly up onto the moor
all 10 bikes shot past a dawdling Sunday
driver and had a clear run into the Pennine
hills enjoying the hairpins and villages en
route to Barnard Castle and the next pitstop
at Middleton in Teesdale. Another favourite
café was very welcoming before heading
over the moors again to the highest market
town in England; Alston. A tricky moment
here as the only rain of the day began just
before we hit the steep cobbled hill to drop
down through the town. Steep wet cobbles
are not the best surface for two wheels but having safely negotiated the tricky descent we headed
west on the wonderful Brampton road ( a biker’s dream of endless swinging bends) and on to the
Premier Inn at Carlisle.
Slight problem here. I seem to have confused myself and one or two others with changing bookings
and it transpired that Paul and Jenny and all of our German friends were booked in to a different
Premier Inn. Quick change for Brenda and I and we switched to the other Inn not realising that our
new members Dennis and Erica were in the original one. The best laid plans and all that. Apologies
all round and we all met up the next morning ready for the push into Scotland.

Day 2: Carlisle to Fort William
Another slight mix up over filling up at two
different tankstelles caused us to miss three bikes on
the M74 but we picked them up a while later and
after negotiating Glasgow we cruised into the
Highlands at Loch Lomond. The weather was still
kind as we enjoyed the pleasant run to Inveraray for
lunch and ice cream. While most of us found a
suitable café Christoph was on a mission to find
some haggis and was not disappointed when he

wandered into the George Hotel. Now that at least one of our party had sampled sheep’s innards we
felt we had really arrived in the land of Burns.
North towards Fort William proved interesting as
we managed to find one of ‘Barry’s roads’
alongside the River Orchy with grass and gravel as
added features. A sliding rear wheel or two later
and we emerged unscathed on the main road into
Glencoe and the inevitable photo stop. The A82 is a
great road and we were moving along quite briskly
when a GS with Christoph at the helm shot past us
passing every vehicle in sight. He had only had the
new bike for a week or so and decided to put it
through its paces. Judging by the speed at which he
vanished into the distance I think he was quite
satisfied, although he did admit that a tightening bend had caused a sphincter constriction at one
point. We’ve all been there. Then across the bridge at Ballachulish and on to Fort William

.

Day 3: Mull Tour
Early start after breakfast and on the road to
the Corran Ferry and over to Ardgour with a
single track road to Lochaline and the Mull
ferry. On disembarking we unfortunately had
a slight delay and allowed a coach to get in
front of us. Bad move. On the road to
Tobermory there are not too many passing
opportunities and despite the signs directing
slower vehicles to allow overtaking the bus
driver (a stereotype with large girth, tattoos,
and fag) showed no inclination to let us past
until forced over to the side by another
oncoming lorry. Once we had the open road
the fun could continue. Tobermory proved as
popular as ever but the presence of a large cruise ship meant that the usually agreeable cafes were
all bursting at the seams.

With a picnic in mind we sped off towards Calgary Bay via a delightful stretch of winding road,
past Dervaig and down to the beach. After charging our personal batteries by the sea we trundled
along a very narrow and twisty lane high on the hillside with wonderful views of the Mull
mountains and coast. Once again the gravelly bits in the centre of the track concentrated the mind
especially on the hairpins. Back to Fishnish and ferry to return us to Ardgour. Our run to the Corran

ferry this time included a diversion via Glengalmadale and Kilmalieu. What a great little road.
Parts were reminiscent of a roller coaster ride with dips and twists while other stretches provided
wonderful views across Loch Linnhe. As long a you missed the sheep and didn’t hit the wall or cliff
it was a great riding experience.
Corran ferry once again and return to Fort William and the Premier Inn. By this time most people
were tiring of the predicable Premier Inn food on offer so for three nights we ventured into the
centre of Fort William for our evening repast. The first evening we opted for an Indian experience.
Our German friends, not being familiar with the delights of Anglo Indian cuisine needed a little
guidance over the menu but the onion bargees, tandoori chicken masala etc soon won over any
sceptics. The bottles of Tiger Beer helped. That next night was an OK Wetherspoons but it was a
little too busy for a convivial group session.

Day 4: Ardnamurchan and Mallaig
Rain was forecast and the Ulysseans from Deutschland decided to take a break from the bike and
took the train on the ‘Harry Potter’ line to Mallaig. It must have been a good lunch as a couple did
not make the evening meal back in Fort William. I suspect Malt Whiskey and Chowder may have
taken their toll.
Dennis and Erica also took the opportunity to have
an easy day but Brenda and I together with Paul
and Jenny braved the conditions to tour
Ardnamurchan. In truth the weather wasn’t that
bad and we had no rain until mid afternoon. The
usual mix of tea shops, lochs, castles, and
mountains proved very pleasing. A particular
highpoint was lunch in the Glenuig Hotel. One to
note for anyone in the area. It was a shame the
beer from a local microbrewery could not be
enjoyed along with the fine food on offer.
On our last night together we booked the Ben Nevis pub on Fort William’s main street. A winner.
The lamb shanks were excellent and a good time was had by one and all.

Day 5: The Breaking of the Fellowship
Next morning we said our goodbyes and the Brits
began their journey south while the Germans
continued north to Torridon and east to overnight in
Inverness. They then spent the following night in
Edinburgh before riding to Newcastle for the ferry
home.
All in all a highly enjoyable trip with the suggestion
that there is considerably more to explore on the
islands and in the far north. Next year?
Barry Boggild (vanamonde)

