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IMPORTANT NOTICE 
All planned section events, up to and including July 

1st will NOT take place. Information on events 

following that date is listed below. There is absolutely 

no guarantee that these events will take place, so 

the dates are for planning purposes only. We will 

continue to update the calendar, based firmly on 

government guidelines at the time. You can be 

assured that the health and welfare of section 

members will be our only priority. 

 

FUTURE EVENTS 
Wednesday May 27th - H&H Classic on-line Auction, 

bidding starts 13:00. 

This is the first of what are expected to be regular 

monthly on line sales, featuring a mix of Cars Motor 

Cycles and Automobilia. To H&H and those who 

have consigned machines, we say a big “thank 

you” for keeping the market alive. Almost 50 bikes 

are listed at the moment and further entries are 

invited. There is plenty to catch the eye, not least this 

handsome 1929 JAP engined 350cc Excelsior de-

luxe. In single ownership since 1931 and recently 

restored. With a sensible guide price of £6,500 - 

£7,500, it should find a new owner. 

 

Another gem is this 1968, 250cc Motobi Barracuda. 

Occasionally badged Benelli in some markets, these 

rarely come up for sale under either brand name. 

Allegedly kicking out 24 HP and weighing (dry) 

105kg, this was one the quickest and best handling 

250s of the era. The styling has more than a hint of 

Marmite about it, but despite that, it too should find 

a new home, with a lower estimate of £4,000. You 

can find full details on the H&H web site.  

https://www.handh.co.uk/auction-calendar 

 
 

Sunday June 28th – Herefordshire on the Edge,  

CANCELLED – CANCELLED – CANCELLED 
The latest government announcement makes it 

clear that pubs and cafes will not be open until July 

1st at the earliest and the Welsh Assembly’s current 

position would prevent us from riding for pleasure in 

Wales. In combination those two factors make it 

impossible to run the event in its current format. With 

regret, we have no alternative but to cancel the 

2020 event. Anyone who has already paid to enter 

will receive a full refund or can elect to have their 

entry carried forward to 2021. We have some ideas 

for alternatives later in the year, which will be 

announced when we are clearer on what will be 

permissible. 

Thursday July 2nd  - The Greyhound Hotel 3 Garth 

Road, Builth Wells, Powys, LD2 3AR 7:30 p.m. – Club 

night West  

If pubs are open by then, this could be our first 

section meeting for almost 3 months. It’s a chance 

to get together with other section members and to 

meet new and intending members - Gary Jones- 

07870 389317 

 

Tuesday July 7th - Sally's Place (the open air cafe) 

British Camp, Upper Colwall, Malvern, WR13 6DW – 

09:30 for 10:00 - Breakfast meet. 

Meet up for breakfast. A chance to show off your 

bike and join up with fellow enthusiasts. You choose 

your own route there and back. 

 

Sat & Sun July 11th & 12th VMCC Festival of 1000 Bikes 

– Mallory Park. 

CANCELLED – ALL ENTRY FEES WILL BE RETURNED  

 

Tuesday July 14th Brunch ride-in - Honey Café in 

Bronllys, Brecon, Powys, LD3 0LH  - 11:00 

Just meet up for Brunch (morning coffee if you like), 

no organised ride, plan your own route. 

https://www.honeycafe.co.uk/ 

 

Thursday July 17th – The Moon Mordiford, HR1 4LW – 

7:00 p.m. – Annual Bike Show 

 
One of our most popular and best supported events 

of the year – Bring anything – all shapes and sizes 

welcome. 

https://www.handh.co.uk/auction-calendar
https://www.honeycafe.co.uk/


CHARTERHOUSE ON-LINE AUCTION MAY 2ND  
Charterhouse, whether by circumstance or by 

choice held their auction on-line. Despite a high 

percentage of unsold lots, it must be considered a 

success and Charterhouse should be congratulated 

for their ambition. Perhaps learning from the rather 

turgid presentation of last months H&H on-line 

auction, Charterhouse featured an actual 

auctioneer on an actual rostrum, making the whole 

process much more “normal”. 

If you were looking for a Royal Enfield restoration 

project, then this was the sale for you. More than a 

dozen “barn-find” machines, from a deceased 

estate, in various stages of completeness and all 

without reserve, sold for prices which seemed fair to 

both buyer and seller. 

As we’ve noted in recent auctions, unrealistic or 

over-ambitious reserves seem to be the principal 

reason for more than 40% of lots failing to find new 

homes in this sale.  

Clearly the “on-line” auction format had some 

bearing on this high rate - no chance to really look 

over the machines and no tension in the saleroom 

to squeeze the last few bids from buyers, but 

Charterhouse provided good photographs and 

helpful video clips for most machines.  

 
Purchased new by actor George Lazenby, this 1969 

BSA Rocket III was used to travel from his Bayswater 

flat to Pinewood Studios when making the James 

Bond film 'On Her Majesty's Secret Service'. 

Difficult to value, despite being well restored and 

with good provenance, it didn’t come close to its 

lower estimate of £25k, perhaps more of a reflection 

on Lazenby’s Bond than on BSA’s triple. 

Inexplicably guided at a paltry £3,000 - £5,000, this 

“barn-find” 1921 “Vee” twin Enfield sold for £11,600. 

The second highest price paid for a bike on the day.

 
Largely complete, it will make a good project for 

someone with the skills and the passion. 

The “Big Ticket” lots, like the 2 road-going MV 

Augusta “S” models and the two Egli Vincents all 

failed to meet their reserves, leaving the Rob North 

replica Triton with the “trick” P&M 850cc motor, top 

bike at £14,000. 

Top price of the day - £16,000 - was paid, not for a 

bike, but for a large collection of genuine TT signs 

and memorabilia, including these corner warnings. 

 
Just to confirm that the world hasn’t lost its marbles, 

this beautiful 1959 Velocette Venom, impeccably 

restored by former TT winner Steve Tonkin, found a 

new home for £7,000 – bargain of the day?

 
 

UNDER £1000 
Our series which finds useable, VMCC eligible (made 

before Jan 1st 1995), bikes, ready to ride, with MOTs 

(where required) for less than £1,000.  

Sweet, simple and shiny – What more can you want? 

This 1963 Villers powered (perhaps power isn’t the 

right word) 98cc Exclsior Consort (below), could be 

just the sort of companion you need for pottering 

around Herefordshire’s sunny lanes.  



 
Said by the vendor to be “in excllent condition”, It 

sold for just£950 on eBay. 

If you’re a believer in “bigger is better” then this 1994 

BMW R1100 RS, with new tyres, battery, 5 months 

MOT and a little over 40,000 miles on the clock would 

surely get the job done. Selling on eBay for just £965, 

it surely must be the best buy we have seen in the 

series so far.  

  
Why didn’t you buy it? Come to think of it, why didn’t 

I buy it? 
NB - Prices are the advertised asking prices or actual selling 

prices and are correct at the time of writing, We have not verified 

any of the details vendors have used in their advertsiing – that has 

to be your responsibility. 

TIME AND DISTANCE 
You may recall Roger Bibbings's excellent piece on 

“lockdown” in our last issue. This document has now 

helped to inform the drafting of a proposed “COVID 

19 riders’ safety code” which has been adopted by 

the VMCC, the BMF, the TRF and MAG. This will be 

sent to Secretary of State for Transport, Grant 

Shapps tomorrow, with an accompanying brief to 

the All Party Parliamentary Group on Motorcycling. 

It will also be circulated to the motorcycling press 

and other interested parties. In summary it says: “As 

lockdown measures are eased, whether you ride for 

essential reasons or just for exercise and recreation, 

observe social distancing and good hygiene 

measures at all times to help halt transmission of the 

virus. Ride solo or only with members of your own 

household. Stop well away from other people. Take 

food and drink etc with you. Be COVID safe at fuel 

stops. Do not gather in crowds. Know what COVID 

safety kit you are going to take with you and use it 

sensibly. Plan your route so you can always return 

home safely the same day. Know how you are going 

to deal safely with any emergencies. Do not ride at 

all if you or members of your household have 

symptoms and need to self isolate. Think carefully 

about the risks if you are over 70 or have a pre-

existing condition. Don't damage the image of 

motorcycling in the lockdown by riding 

irresponsibly.” On behalf of us all, I would like to 

thank Roger for his work on this important issue. 

 

WHEN WE WERE YOUNG – OR “THE OLDEN 

DAYS” AS THE GRANDCHILDREN CALL IT. 
Rick Stevenson sent us this great picture taken in 

1977 outside his parents’ house in Barnet, North 

London. Rick recalls buying the Kawasaki off a 

publican somewhere around Archway – “The deal 

was struck during the works lunch hour, so Barnet to 

Archway – do the deal and back to work all in an 

hour (including a test ride)” 

…..“All things considered” says Rick,” I think I have 

come off quite lightly – my memory of the time was 

summer attire for city riding consisted of shorts and 

flip flops. Longer rides to the coast were taken more 

seriously with Levis and trainers. It wasn’t unusual to 

go in the sea in the Levis and then dry them out by 

riding home.  

 
At the time the bike could have only been a few 

years old but if you look carefully you can see the 

silencer rusting through – even during the shutter 

speed of the camera. The exhaust was changed 

shortly afterwards for the loudest 2 into 1 I have 

heard. A friend fabricated some baffles from old bits 

of tin which at least allowed me to get within a mile 

of home before coasting the last leg to avoid 

parental displeasure. Another highlight was the 

“chicken shit” welding on the frame. I remember 

stripping it all down and sending the frame off to be 

stove enamelled. But overall it was a great bike – it 

handled much better than the inline fours of the 

time and never missed a beat. 

OILY TRIUMPH 

The Kawasaki was bought to replace an oily Triumph 

Trophy which broke down often and inconveniently. 

It was originally moss green but I resprayed it maroon 

and then my mates helpfully painted “Lunge” on 

the side in bright yellow Hammerite after Ogri’s 

sidekick Malcolm. Sadly no pictures have survived. 

Fast forward 42 years and I felt the need to ‘invest’  

in a classic motorcycle – the choice, a 1973 

Bonneville – some folks never learn.”  



1977 was an epic year, Petrol reached the dizzy 

heights of £   0.75 per gallon ((£0.16 per litre). Star 

Wars opened to huge acclaim, Charlie Chaplin 

 
died, Muhammed Ali visited Newcastle, Aston Villa 

won the League Cup (beating Everton in the 

second replay), Punk exploded in our faces and we 

celebrated the Queen’s Silver Jubilee with Street 

parties across the land………. Oh, and the 

embattled Triumph Co-operative launched the 

limited edition T140J Silver Jubilee Bonneville. 

    

VE – 75th CELEBRATIONS 

 

Talking of street parties, David Spruce’s splendid G3 

Matchless ‘Bertha’ was called into service to 

brighten the neighbourhood for the VE Day 

celebrations. David had low expectations for Bertha 

as she hadn’t been anywhere for 4 years and still 

had the same petrol in the tank. To David’s delight 

she started up 2nd kick and even managed a little 

run up the road and back. “Modern technology 

would not have done that.” 

There is more on wartime G3s in the piece about 

WWII despatch rider Colin Adams. (See below) 

Mr & Mrs Editor were snapped disporting themselves 

at a (socially distanced) VE75 street party at a secret 

Herefordshire location. 

 
 

COLIN ADAMS  
An everyday story of a WWII Despatch Rider 

We are grateful to Gary Jones for this fascinating 

tale. Gary first heard of Colin Adams’ story through 

members of the AJS & Matchless Owners Club 

(AMOC) and VMCC……………. 

“I was told that Bob Fisher (late Chairman of the 

VMCC’s West Wilts section) was the man to contact. 

He arranged for Colin to come to visit us at the East 

Berks section of AMOC on 13th June 2005.  Our in-

house WD expert John Tinley arranged for a number 

of his friends to bring a wide range of genuine WD 

bikes that Colin would have known and ridden 

during his service as a Despatch Rider.  

 
Colin was 83 but still riding and still very interested in 

motorcycling.  He looked at the WD bikes and after 

all these years, much to each owner’s amazement, 

was still able to remember the good and bad points 

of each machine. His favourite was the Matchless 

G3L.I’d found out previously that Colin was a 

reluctant speaker and it was only by Bob cajoling 

him that he did it. His original talk was given off the 

cuff at his local British Legion when the designated 

speaker failed to turn up and Colin was persuaded 



to tell a few of his wartime tales. The people there 

were so amazed that both the BBC and French 

radio interviewed him. When we heard his story told 

over 1½ hours our jaws hit the floor and we told him 

it deserved a book or film to record it. 

 
When Colin joined the Army they wanted volunteer 

driving instructors. He had been driving tractors from 

an early age on the family farm in Wales so he 

stepped forward. However he met his match when 

instructing two recruits from Cardiganshire 

(“Cardies”) who refused to learn and kept driving 

into things.  He took them to a large open quarry 

and they still deliberately hit objects, so he swore at 

them. They reported him to the CO and he called 

Colin up in front of him.  “Did you swear at them?”. 

“Yes!” said Colin “and I’ll bloody well swear at them 

again if they won’t learn”. This resulted in the CO 

putting him on a transfer and he ended up as a 

Despatch Rider eventually with the war 

correspondents and assigned to Richard Dimbleby 

bringing his despatches back so they could be 

transmitted on the airwaves. 

YOU CAN’T SHOOT HIM – ITS COLIN! 

On one occasion he was riding on his own near to 

the front line. He emphasised how important the 

reliability of his G3L was in these circumstances as his 

life depended on it. He was low on fuel and saw an 

American tank nearby with fuel cans strapped to 

the outside. He asked them for a fill up but got some 

strange looks from the GI’s. When they heard his 

“foreign” (Welsh) accent they took him to be a Nazi 

spy dressed in allied uniform as this was happening 

at that time.  They took him prisoner and that night 

while locked in a French farmhouse cellar he heard 

them planning to shoot him the next morning. Later 

on he heard another voice that asked the GI’s to 

show him the spy. Fortunately for Colin the visitor was 

an American War Correspondent who recognised 

him and said “Geez you can’t shoot him –it’s Colin!” 

He was also with Dimbleby when they went into 

Belsen and witnessed the horrors there, but refrained 

from saying any more. They also went into Berlin as it 

was falling and he and Dimbleby were the first into 

Hitler’s Chancellery. As they went through the 

destroyed entrance Colin noticed two doors either 

side. They then walked up to Hitler’s desk which was 

raised up so he could look down on anyone walking 

the long corridor towards him. Colin broke off the 

corner of Hitler’s marble desk with his Sten gun. At 

this point some Americans ran in and told them they 

shouldn’t be there as it had been agreed that a 

photo shoot would show the Russians going in first. 

 
As Colin exited he looked behind the two doors near 

the entrance. Behind one he saw pigeon holes with 

medals in them.  Colin grabbed a handful including 

an Iron Cross, a 1936 Olympics Silver Medal (the year 

in which Jesse Owen beat Hitler’s athletes) and 

several medals issued to German Mothers in 

recognition of their service to the state. But to get 

the Gold version you had to give birth to eight or 

more children!  

He then looked behind the second door and also 

saw pigeon holes but these contained small books. 

These were used by Nazi bomber pilots to navigate 

over Britain and included information such as maps 

and even pre-war tourist postcards of aerial views of 

coastal towns. Colin removed the ones that 

covered his part of Wales. At this point Colin fished 

around in a briefcase and showed us the medals 

and desk fragment which were housed in an old 

cigar box. He also showed us the books used by the 

bomber pilots. I realised that I’d seen similar ones in 

museums. I wondered on the value of the cigar box 

contents.  

Close to the D Day landing beaches Colin took a 

fag break on the cliffs at Arromanches.  He heard 

high pitched insect like buzzing noises overhead. On 

getting back down to the beach he mentioned this 

to an officer and was told that the noise was due to 

large shells being aimed from a long way out at sea 

and that he was quite safe as they were at least 

twelve feet over his head.  

CHURCHILL IN HIS DRESSING GOWN 

He also had other assignments. Two days after D 

Day he arrived at 10 Downing Street after midnight 

with the latest news, which due to radio silence, 

could not be relayed via other means. He was let in 

by the doorman and spotted by Churchill who was 



in his dressing gown. He asked Colin what it was like 

over there and gave him a tumbler of whisky. 

Feeling the effect of the whisky, Colin then had to 

weave his way back through blackout London with 

his masked 6V headlamp.  Sixty years later in 2004 

Tony Blair got to hear of this meeting and invited 

Colin back to No 10 to tell him about the 

conversation. This time he only had a cup of tea. On 

exiting the PM’s assistant said that no doubt he 

would now be voting for them. Colin’s reply was 

explicitly in the negative.  

 
 For more detail on this meeting, click on 

http://news.bbc.co.uk/1/hi/wales/3609193.stm, 

Sadly two weeks after he gave his talk he died 

suddenly while having a shave at Bob Fisher’s House. 

 

VIRTUAL BIKE NIGHT 
Worcestershire section have come up with an 

ingenious idea to keep club night’s alive. In lieu of 

their monthly gathering at The Bell, they held a 

“Virtual bike night”, inviting members to attend on 

line.  

Amongst the ingenious and creative attendees  was 

this beautiful Norton, but all is not quite as it seems 

as owner Keith King explains… “This is the bike I 

would like to be out and about on, I am going to 

paint it white to match the famous elephant of the 

same colour because I cannot start it! It has a 90 

degree crank and having virtually no flywheel, you 

get no inertia from that part of the engine, so a 

virtual ride is about the best I could do with it!” 

 
 

5 WHEELS TO LEWIS (part 3) – Mike Hunting 
WEDNESDAY started with a more definite plan, we 

were booked on the afternoon ferry to Lewis and 

even had a campsite booked for when we got 

there. The question was how to get to the ferry 

terminal at Ullapool. Given that it is further up the 

west coast from Fort William you'd think that going 

up the coast would be logical. The problem is that 

this far north the roads are even thinner on the 

ground and the west coast is particularly crinkly on 

the map so going up the west is far from direct. Since 

we were also likely to return by part of the west 

coast, we opted for an alternative. Fort William sits 

at the southwest end of the Great Glen geological 

fault and the huge trench runs dead straight in a 

northeasterly direction to the east coast.  

 

The Glen has three freshwater lochs, Loch Lochy, the 

smaller Loch Oich, then the huge Loch Ness which 

stretches for about 23 miles, nearly into Inverness. 

They are all linked by the Caledonian Canal which 

thus connects the west coast at Fort William with the 

east coast at Inverness. The A82 sticks close to the 

Loch most of the way, though sadly trees restrict the 

view over much of the way.  

After about 18 miles of loch side we swung around 

the headland at Urquhart Castle and shortly arrived 

at Drumnadrochit. This place is "Nessie Central" for 

the tourist trade, so at least we were spoilt for choice 

when we stopped to look for tea and a snack, oh, 

and plastic monster anyone? 

 
Another 40 miles or so of excellent road followed, 

winding between impressive mountains and passing 

beside Lochs Garve and Glascarnoch before 

arriving at Ullapool on the edge of Loch Broom. 

 

http://news.bbc.co.uk/1/hi/wales/3609193.stm


By now the sun was out again, which was just as well 

since we had some time to kill. Having had our fill of 

the shops, we walked down to the Caledonian 

MacBrayne office at the port to enquire about fares. 

Linda had booked the Lomax on as a car, not being 

sure of their definition. It turned out that CalMac 

charge three wheelers at the same rate as 

motorcycles and the guy was happy to amend the 

booking and issue a refund, nice one!  

IN FOR A ROUGH CROSSING 

Harris and Lewis is part of the Outer Hebrides. The 

only Scottish Island I'd been to before is Skye, part of 

the Inner Hebrides, but Linda had been to Lewis 

before as a youngster with her parents. Even now 

she remembers it was a rough crossing, (she is not a 

good sailor). Imagine her delight then when, having 

just set off down the end of Loch Broom for the three 

hour crossing to Stornoway, the captain announced 

that we were in for a rough crossing! Incidentally, I 

was a little surprised that it is CalMac policy for bikes 

to be put on their main stands for their crossings, 

where they have one, something I'd not 

encountered before. Fortunately there were staff on 

hand to help me hoist it up, with petrol and camping 

gear loaded it must have been over 300Kg, a bit 

tricky on a wet deck! 

It was evening by the time we disembarked at 

Stornoway, Linda swearing never to do that crossing 

again. Stornoway is on the east coast of the island 

so we still had to cover about 20 miles to get to the 

campsite at Shawbost on the west side. It was still 

light when we had finished pitching our two man 

tent and squeezed the Lomax and GS onto the 

pitch and made a brew.  

HARRIS AND LEWIS 

As we know, is one island, though made up of two 

very different parts. Harris in the south is where all the 

mountains are concentrated and the roads are 

narrow and twisty. Lewis makes up the bulk of the 

island and is much flatter and open and the main 

roads at least, are wider and straighter. The scenery 

is also less dramatic, though interesting in its own 

way. The Inner and Outer Hebrides, incidentally, are 

collectively also known as the Western Isles and 

Harris and Lewis is the largest of these. In fact it is the 

third largest of the British Isles, that's with Great Britain 

and Ireland as one and two!  It is nearly four times 

the size of the Isle of Man for example, though 

personally I think it cheats a bit!  The interior consists 

of a great many small Lochs, and a few larger ones, 

all of which seem to be set in a boggy lowland. I 

reckon that if you only counted dry land it would 

plummet down the list. Skye, at number four, would 

probably move up a slot then! 

SEA EAGLES 

The campsite was actually quite plush, not only did 

it have the usual toilets and showers, but a laundry 

(though in line with island practice, you are 

requested not to hang out washing on a Sunday), a 

fully equipped kitchen and a dining room - a sort of 

youth hostel without the bedrooms. We camped 

there for three days and the threatened storm finally 

caught up with us, passing through in about 17 

hours. Fortunately it started in an evening so by 

lunch time the next day it was just about over. We 

know that because that was when someone burst 

into the dining room with a Sea Eagle alert! We had 

been told there was a pair in the area that can often 

be spotted perching on a tree in the next field and 

they were back now after the storm. Okay, they 

were some distance away, and as far as I knew 

could be any type of large bird, but it counts as a 

tick in my book! After that the day dried up and we 

went up to the most northerly point of the island, 

stopping off at a community centre for some lunch 

on the way. To my mind the most northerly point is 

the top end so I was a little bemused by its name, 

Butt of Lewis. No doubt it is also the Butt of Many 

Jokes!  

 
Actually, during the three days we fitted in a lot of 

trips and sight seeing, sometimes in just the normal 

Western Isles rain (wet but less windy), and 

sometimes in the dry, though it was a couple of days 

before the GS dried out enough that the gear 

indicator panel started working correctly again.  

We visited the over popular standing stones at 

Callanish. We went down the single track dead end 

road as far as Uig bay where the Lewis Chessmen 

were discovered - the cafe and visitor centre were 

shut due to lack of staff. We went to the Harris 

Distillery at Tarbert where Linda found another 

acceptable gin to add to her growing collection of 

craft gins at home.  

 
We visited a weaver making Harris Tweed in his 

garden shed, buying some of his produce too. We 



spent some time back in Stornoway. On the way to 

Harris we discovered a roadside snack van, 

overlooking Loch Seaforth, which specialised in 

seafood dishes alongside the more common fare.  

The southeast coast of Harris is particularly crinkly (I 

think it was a sampler by Slartibartfast before he 

moved onto his award winning coast of Norway), 

We had an excellent time on the single track 

switchback road that weaves its way between sea 

lochs on one side and freshwater ones on the other. 

 
With the crossing back to Ullapool out of the 

question, the alternative way off the island was the 

ferry from Tarbert to Uig on Skye.  

 

The CalMac guy at Ullapool had said we probably 

wouldn't need to book, there usually being some 

space. Linda, who was booking things ahead on her 

iPhone via the Internet found that not to be the 

case. The only crossing we could get in the near 

future was on the Saturday evening. That meant we 

needed accommodation on Skye booked in 

advance, which proved to be easier said than 

done. Only one place seemed to have vacancies 

for B&B that night, we suspect that was because 

they wanted £600!!!! I kid you not, forget Fort William, 

buy a place on Skye! Fortunately Linda saved the 

day yet again. She found a hostel just outside Uig 

and gave them a ring. They were used to people 

turning up from late ferries after reception had 

closed and would leave a room key out for us. We'd 

probably be sharing a four bunk room with someone 

else, but they certainly had space for us at about 

£20 each, bargain! Job done.  

MILLPOND SMOOTH! 

The crossing this time was only two hours and really 

quite pleasant, the sea, despite the recent storm, 

was now doing millpond impressions and there were 

plenty of islands and things to look at. Having the 

only bike onboard meant that I was first off, though 

I had to wait outside the port for a while before the 

Lomax appeared, then it was only a few minutes to 

the turnoff for the hostel. There had been some 

mention of a steep drive up to the hostel. Steep? 

Never mind the Bealach na Ba, this was north face 

of the Eiger! I'm sure some of those hairpins were 1 in 

2 ! The place was pretty smart and new, the shower 

rooms and loos even had underfloor heating and, in 

the end, we had the room to ourselves so were very 

comfortable, we could also make ourselves tea and 

coffee at no extra charge.  

DOWN THE SLIPWAY TO KYLERHEA 

SUNDAY morning was sunny and we had excellent 

views back over Uig Bay as we had some breakfast 

that we had foraged from the left food cupboard! 

Once we had abseiled down the drive we were on 

our way once more. We followed the A87 virtually 

the length of the island. The views of the mountains 

are superb throughout and the road hugs the coast 

for much of the way. We made a few stops for 

petrol, food and photos, and eventually turned onto 

the minor road to the ferry. 7 miles of glorious single 

track followed, mostly unfenced and climbing up 

Glen Arroch to the summit at Bealach Udal before 

dropping down to the slipway at Kylerhea.  

 
The ferry was on our side but the crew had just 

started their half hour lunch break so we had plenty 

of time for taking photos and admiring the view. 

Presently a hired space wagon full of Americans 

drove past us and stopped on the slipway, Linda 

pointed out that we were actually the queue and 

they apologetically pulled back behind us up the hill 

and all piled out to also admire the view. 

Unfortunately American tourists and hire cars 

requiring the use of handbrakes can be a disastrous 

combination and inevitably it started to roll forward. 

Much screaming and scrabbling ensued and they 

did manage to stop it again. You could have 

probably got a few fag papers between their 

bonnet and the back of the GS, but certainly not a 

whole packet! 

………………To be continued 
 

  Updates and other stuff can 

befound on our Facebook page – VMCC 

Herefordshire section. Feel free to add your views. 


