Arran – Island of Milk and Honey (and lager, beer, wine, vodka, baileys, pizza, spare ribs, crisps and crackers)

Friday 31 October  - Sunday 02 November 2003

THE BUILD UP

The weekend began (for some of us) with a couple of sherbets and a bite to eat in the Hip Flask in Sunny Saltcoats.  Two more beers followed on Caledonian McBrayne’s luxury liner before we headed to our board and lodgings.

With the fire roaring and the Halloween decorations in place we made plans for the next day and settled down for an early night (not). Food was served, wine and beer were flowing, karaoke was in full swing (the boys won the ‘Paradise By The Dashboard Light’ competition) and the stories from Andy and Chris were being recounted.

At approximately 2.00 a.m. there was a loud crash and the lights went out. Was it an earthquake? was it David Icke’s prediction coming true?……no it was Chris ‘stepping out’ of bed (the top bunk) and landing flat on his face.

Time for bed - 3.00 a.m. and looking forward to a good night’s kip. Unfortunately no one told me there were repair works getting done in our room and the noise from the pneumatic drills ensured that I managed about 15 minutes shut eye.   

THE WALK – GLEN SANNOX

After a healthy breakfast served up by Peter “Cook” Reid, it was time for walkies. The Super Six - Steve Morley, Alison Montgomerie, Peter Reid, Kevin Fawcett, Linda Murchie and myself - decided on Glen Sannox, so with a spring in our step and a throb in our head we set off into the crisp November sunshine.

Our first pit-stop was some 90 seconds into our journey. Off came the fleeces, the thermals and on went the summer t-shirts – all this on the 1st November – superb.

The Sexy Six made their way up the Glen stopping now and again to take in the scenery, in particular Cioch-na-h-Oighe which loomed up on our left hand side as we trudged our way through swampy ground.

Another pit-stop in the shadow of Cir Mhor gave Mr. November (aka Peter) the chance to strut his stuff and show off his well sculptured and toned physique….not a bad body for an eighty year old.

A short time after this our group split into two. Steve, Linda and Alison picked a path straight up to the top of the ridge (known as the ‘Dress Circle’) which gave stunning views over to Loch Tanna at the summit. Myself, Peter and Kevin picked out a scramble close to Caisteal Abhail (The Castles). This part was a bit of a challenge which separated out the men from the boys. Having met the other half of the group at The Castles (an incredible rock formation) we decided to have a spot of lunch whilst taking in the views of Campbletown, Mull of Kintyre, the Holy Isle, North Goatfell and Goat Fell.

Where were Peter and Kevin at this point, I hear you ask. After several shouts and exchanging worried glances Peter appeared over the horizon. He had to belay Kevin up onto the ridge as the youngster’s knee started to give him problems – to make matters worse Kevin threw one of his walking sticks to the side and then found that he could not retrieve it (when your luck’s out eh!). As Kevin came into view we greeted him with cheers and a round of applause and we knew he was happy because he waved to us several times (with two fingers).

The walk along the ridge was extremely variable and we eventually ended up at Ceum-na-Caillich (The Witches Step). This involved a few descents to a narrow ledge looking over The Saddle and down Glen Rosa. At this point we took in the stunning views and watched Peter belaying Kevin down to the ledge. It was here we noticed Kevin’s designer trousers with the ripped effect at his left buttock (checkout Steve’s photos).

Time was now a factor, so as neither Linda nor I had torches, maps, compass etc – not clever I know – we decided to get off the hill as soon as possible. The last hill was Suidhe Fhearghas and again stunning views up and down the Clyde Coast with the Arrochar Hills silhouetted in the distance. 

Light was fading as Linda and I trudged down the last hill and onto ground level where, among other sights are, old mines, a disused railway and a set of guiding lights known as Mile Markers (unfortunately these were of no use since they were facing the wrong way).

As darkness crept in and rain began to fall a well earned pint in the Sannox Hotel was in order – a fine establishment known for it’s welcoming and hospitable charm (NOT).

Needless to say I caught a bug over the weekend…………….a bug for future walks in Arran.

Kenneth MacLeod

