
Isle of Arran – 13 Sep
Day 5. Isle of Arran – Sep 13th, 2013

After a 07:00 breakfast, we boarded the coach in Glasgow at 08:30 hrs.

The first thing the Tour Manager did was issue everybody a bar of soap. The hotel in Glasgow had 

given us only a square inch sliver of soap for three days. He said the Scots have short hands and long

pockets.

We headed off in a SW direction for the Ferry Terminal in Androssan in cool, dull, grey drizzle. By 

08:46 we were passing the airport where we had landed a few days ago.

We travelled through the rolling hills of North Ayrshire. It was very much the typical British 

countryside of green paddocks separated by hedges and populated by flocks of shorn sheep and 

multi-coloured cattle. Many of the croft-like cottages were field stone.

The British are decommissioning their nuclear reactors. We saw a lot of wind farms, but were told 

that wind turbines are only 20% efficient. I don’t understand that as a free wind seems to be 100% 

efficient.

By 09:00 we had bright sun to brighten up the lovely landscape. We were at Androssan by 09:30, a 

tad early for the 11:05 sailing. There was a yacht park nearby with about 200 boats on the hardstand 

in their cradles.

While we were waiting I heard a cute story. The setting was Russia and involved an encounter 

between a Russian senior official walking his dog and a militia guard. The militiaman started to 

threaten the official. The official pulled a hand grenade out of his pocket, pulled the pin and threw it 

at the militiaman. The official’s dog raced off to pick up the grenade and brought it back to his 

master – boom!

While our driver put the coach on the ferry vehicle deck, we marched up the pedestrian gang plank 

onto the ship. It was about a one hour crossing on gently undulating waves with white caps. I went 

on deck a couple of times to take the mandatory photos. There was a good cafeteria on board, but I 

held off.

When we were about to land on the Isle of Arran, the Tannoy ordered us down to the vehicle deck to 

board the coach. Once on dry land in Brodick we were joined by our local guide who told us he was 



IIan with two eyes.

The first thing I noticed were the palm trees, which at 55 degrees north is a fair trick, had it not been

for the Gulf Stream. In the distance was the highest mountain on the island, one named Goatfell at 

850 metres.

We went straight to Brodick castle arriving at 12:30 for a 15:00 departure. The tour was self-guided 

so I decided to take advantage of the increasingly sunny day by bypassing the castle and going for a 

walk in the adjacent countryside.

It was so peaceful with only the lowing of Heeland Coos. I got a photo of a rose-breasted thrush. 

There was a patch of deciduous trees that had decided it was time to go autumnal.

I hung my backpack on the fencepost and had a leisurely lunch of apples, viennese finger biscuits 

and scotch.

At 14:00 I started my tour of the castle. There was a docent for each room, which was a bit of 

overkill, and each was wanting to tell you about their room. But, I was not allowed to take photos so 

I did not linger.

I perched on a bench outside the tea room when I noticed the sign for free WiFi. I quickly posted the

first four segments to the Word Press blog and retrieved my e-mail.

Outside the tea room I noted agapanthus and a most unusual hedge made entirely of fuchsia – I 

took photos.

We left the castle at 15:00 and checked into the Auchrannie Spa Resort on the outskirts of Brodick.

As soon as I got into my room, I did the cavalry officer thing and started looking after my kit. I did 

some washing to hang up on the heated towel rack and used the ironing board and iron to freshen 

up some clothing.

We trooped down to the bar for drinks at 18:30 and I had a very tasty dark ale from the Arran 

Brewery. Dinner was the mandatory Fish and Chips on Friday.

After dinner I turned on the TV to watch a biography of the Carpenters, learning for the first time 

that Karen had been the band’s drummer. Then it was a retrospective on Elton John.

I took a Scotch sleeping pill. Lights out.
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