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Day 4. New Lanark/Glasgow – Sep 12th, 2013

I woke up at 03:00 and that was it. This is a typical pattern. I sleep well the first night due to sheer 

exhaustion, and then the body goes into jet lag mode and keeps me awake the second night. I will 

have to go to Sainsbury’s to buy some Scotch sleeping pills – they sell them by the litre.

I have one of those lovely electrical vertical Corby trouser pressing boards in my room. So, I have 

been able to get the wrinkles out.

In my room the TV offered BBC, Sky News, Russia Today and Al Jezeera news channels. Noticeably 

missing were EU and American channels – I have always found Deutche Welle to be excellent. So, I 

was able to following the unfolding decommissioning of Syria’s chemical warfare capability. It will 

be very dangerous work for the non-military inspectors.

The BBC reported that the Royal Mail is having the same problem as Canada Post. Electronic mail 

has killed the letter post and now parcel post, due to on-line shopping, is the only profitable 

segment. The Minister responsible came on BBC announcing that the Royal Mail delivery 41% entity

would be floated on the stock market. The Post Office, a totally separate business where you buy 

stamps and other services, will remain a crown corporation.

The Beeb also said that 35% of elderly hospital patients were suffering from dementia.

The forecast for was mainly cloudy and 12 Celsius. So, I wore my light blue T-shirt from the Darwin 

Centre in the Galapagos under my heavy blue Tilley long sleeved shirt. Complete with blue Voyager 

jacket and new blue waterproof bonnet, I would be a Bonnie Blue.

The routine was buffet breakfast from 07:00 with a departure at 09:00 hrs.

As we drove around George Square, we passed the War Memorial in front of City Hall. On the base 

was a plaque that said that Glasgow had raised over 200,000 of the 8,654 ,465 of His Majesty’s 

troops engaged at home and abroad. I can only assume that was a reference to WW2 and that would 

have meant a Glaswegian contribution of 2.3%.

Today’s visit featured the World Heritage Site of New Lanark, a historic cotton mill village whose 

mill was once managed by the Welsh social pioneer Robert Owen. The Visitor Centre is an award 

winner.



New Lanark was built from scratch by David Dale starting in 1784. It is situated 1.4 miles from 

Lanark on the banks of the Clyde River. Water from the Clyde was diverted to water wheels which 

drove the cotton spinning machinery. Raw cotton was imported from New Orleans and processed 

into spun cotton thread, which was then exported to America to be woven into cloth. By 1820 the 

village had 2,500 inhabitants and was the largest spun cotton processor in the country. In one week 

it would produce enough thread to go around the world three times.

We toured examples of the old living conditions. In one room would be the grandparents, parents 

and children with no indoor plumbing. Some had come to New Lanark as a result of the Highland 

Clearances ( where English landowners evicted crofters to make room for more profitable sheep).

By 1813 Robert Owen became the boss and instituted all sorts of reform, the principal of which was 

that children would no longer work and would receive an education. Owen was about eighty years 

ahead of his time and was a benevolent dictator. Spun cotton production ceased in 1968.

In 1975 the site started to be refurbished and is now a UNESCO World Heritage Site and a 

museum/hotel operation. A limited amount of wool spinning is done.

The Rochdale Pioneers carried forward the Owen’s legacy of social reform. Today it is manifested in 

the Co-operative chain of food stores found throughout the UK.

For lunch I could have had “Haggis Panini”. Instead I had apples and biscuits.

We drove back to Glasgow, passing a petrol station selling at $2.25 per litre. The housing is a bit 

drab, with stone or pebble finishing and grey slate roofing. With a sixty metre tide on the west coast, 

Scotland is a world leader in wave power generation and is selling the technology to China.

Arriving at the hotel at 15:00 hrs, I rushed off to Marks and Spencer’s to buy some replacement 

chinos. Thirty pounds later I dragged my prize back to the hotel in the rain. Then I dropped by 

Sainsbury’s to buy a sleeping pill.

At 16:30 we drove to the village of Craigie in East Ayrshire. We were met at the Craigie Inn by a 

piper who piped us into the Inn.

A table for twenty had been set in a dining room with an oak beam ceiling. After a hearty soup with 

real chicken, the drone of the pipes announced the arrival of Mr Haggis. The owner dutifully 

slaughtered the poor beastie with a dirk.



What followed was a kilt-busting feast. Any of the courses would have been enough. After the haggis,

tatties and neeps, I had a delicious steak pie with red wine sauce and crusty pastry. Dessert was a 

raspberry-topped sweetened oatmeal dish called Cranachan.

Throughout the meal we had been entertained by two young ladies. The violinist had an eighteen 

inch waist while the electric pianist was of more traditional proportions.

By 20:00 we were stuffed and ready for bed. It took us forty-five minutes to drive back into Glasgow.

We went to bed with the grim warning to have the bags out by 07:00 hrs.
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