
Isle of Arran – 15 Sep and Transfer to Bowness – 
16 Sep
Day 7 – Isle of Arran – September 15th

This was our scheduled day off at the Auchrannie Spa on the Isle of Arran. But, Mother Nature 

decided to deliver the first autumn storm. I slept in until 07:30 and got out of bed to look at sheets 

of rain coming in horizontally under gale force winds.

My plan was to have a very slow day. So, I did not go to breakfast until 09:30 and ate as slowly as 

possible. I had to stretch it out to permit my room to be groomed.

The resort was reputed to have a great spa, but I figured that their lotions and potions would do little

for me.

This morning the Great North half marathon launched on the Northern England mainland. About 

56,000 runners were supposed to start despite the storm.

Back in my room I used my iPad to work up and post my blog segments. It is amazing to see how 

many typos the virtual keyboard on the iPad induces.

I had lunch in my room as the weather refused to let up. An umbrella would have simply inverted or 

swept me up in a Mary Poppins.

By 15:00 I was suffering from cabin fever. I decided to take a chance and to walk into the village. I 

took a narrow winding residential 10 mph covered route to get as much protection from the wind as 

possible. My biggest problem was keeping my bucket rain hat on my head. It was 1.5 kms to the Co-

op store to buy an Arran Brewery beer to have before dinner. I spotted two men flying a kite. More 

correctly, I saw two men trying not to get sucked into the stratosphere by their flying machine.

I noted that the ferry was at the dock and the store clerk told me it had not sailed all day. Colin, our 

coach driver, had gone back to his family in Glasgow on the Saturday evening ferry. Now there were 

two questions. One, would Colin get back from the mainland and two, would we sail to the 

mainland? Fortunately, Iian Two Eyes was a qualified coach driver and he could drive the coach 

down to the dock and onto the ferry if Colin could not get back.

On the way back to the Auchrannie I kept spotting squalls of rain one side or the other. I was was 

very lucky to get back without getting wet.



I watched RT Russia TV to get a different spin on how President Putin had saved the day over Syria.

That Arran beer tasted great and I went down to dinner at 19:00 hrs.

Day 8 – Isle of Arran and Eden Valley/ Bowness – Sep 16th, 2013

After a three hour weather delay, the five hundred million pound recovery of the Costa Concordia 

started off the island of Giglio, Italy.

Our day started with bags out at 07:30, breakfast and an 08:30 departure. Colin had made it back 

from Glasgow last evening. The big question was whether the ferry trip back to the mainland over 

wind-swept waves would be too much for tender tummies. We were lucky, and despite a slight delay,

we loaded onto the ferry and had an uneventful crossing. In fact, the ferry was remarkably stable in 

winds of 25 to 35 knots with gusts to 50 knots.

Back on the mainland, we stopped at 13:00 in Dumfries for a toilet stop. I bought my lunch 

sandwich for one pound at Poundland. This summarizes prices very succinctly. In Canada we have 

Dollarama, and in the UK they have Poundland – 1.6 times the price.

We arrived at Gretna Green in rain at 14:15 hrs. It was immediately obvious that it is a tourist trap 

with hideously expensive prices.

Gretna Green is a village in the south of Scotland famous for runaway weddings. It is in Dumfries 

and Galloway, near the mouth of the River Esk and was historically the first village in Scotland, 

following the old coaching route from London to Edinburgh.

It has usually been assumed that Gretna’s famous “runaway marriages” began in 1754 when Lord 

Hardwicke’s Marriage Act came into force in England. Under the Act, if a parent of a minor (i.e., a 

person under the age of 21) objected, they could prevent the marriage going ahead. The Act 

tightened up the requirements for marrying in England and Wales but did not apply in Scotland, 

where it was possible for boys to marry at 14 and girls at 12 with or without parental consent.

The local blacksmith and his anvil have become the lasting symbols of Gretna Green weddings. 

Scottish law allowed for “irregular marriages”, meaning that if a declaration was made before two 

witnesses, almost anybody had the authority to conduct the marriage ceremony. The blacksmiths in 

Gretna became known as “anvil priests”, culminating with Richard Rennison, who performed 5,147 

ceremonies.



Our group assembled in a side “chapel” and the local “priest” married Peter and Brenda. They laid 

their hands on the anvil and the priest pounded the anvil with a hammer. So, I assert that they did 

not get married, they got hammered.

At 15:40 we left Gretna Green in the pouring rain. We were into Cumbria, England shortly 

thereafter. We drove through some beautiful landscapes marred only by the rain.

Soon the dry stone walls separating paddocks were evident. This was the precursor to the Lake 

District.

By 17:30 we were in the Belsfield Hotel in Bowness on the shore of Lake Windermere. The hotel 

could best be described as very tired Victorian. This was my third visit to Bowness and it has rained 

every time.

At 18:00 the BBC reported that the most critical phase of the Costa Concordia had been completed 

with a rotation of ten degrees.

Dinner at 19:00 in the large dining room was pleasant and the food both delicious and proportions 

generous.

I watched TV until I nodded off.
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