PETE AND KEV’S END TO END
Or
The Camel goes up-country!!!
By
Kevin N. Ward, BSc, SRN, RODP, MAHGTC

Being the Journal of the epic 1000 mile trek from Land’s End to John O’Groats (with a few detours and
other places thrown in!), by Dr Peter Salmon and Kevin Ward, Town Crier and Bellman to the Court Leet
and Court Baron of the Manor of Bromsgrove, from 31st May to 13th June 2008.

INTRODUCTION
As many of you will know, I am a dedicated Cyclist, preferring to travel by bike at every opportunity.
(Definition of a “Cyclist” – “Someone who, on mounting a cycle, immediately thinks the world is a better
place”!) I’m currently riding 4-5000 miles a year, mainly just back and forth to work and since starting to
seriously record totals in 1985 am now on about 120,000 lifetime miles, so I thought that I was
reasonably fit!
I originally met Kate and Peter Salmon, who live in Cofton Hacket in Birmingham, when their Son Dan
was a romantic item with my Daughter Natalie several years ago and happily we kept the friendship going
after the children went their separate ways. I’m not sure exactly how much I’d had to drink when Pete
first muttered to me about doing the End to End in September 2007. Apparently his other son, Tim had
done it the year before and he wanted to now follow him and do it, but he “needed an experienced Cyclist
to do it with!!!” I have to admit that I’d never really thought about doing the End to End, knowing it was
going to take a considerable amount of planning, training and probably logistical support, but given an
appeal to my pride and expertise like that, I didn’t really have a choice, did I!!!.
A very early decision was that we would do the ride sponsored for Charity. Pete had recently spent 2
years in Uganda working with a charity that gave Computer opportunities to disadvantaged young people
called Net-2-Work. In 2001, Julie and I hosted 2 members of a Diocesan exchange group from Malawi,
which included Eric Pemba, a teacher from St Barnabas’ School in Zomba, Malawi. Many will know that
we have quietly supported Eric’s community and the School ever since, the last donation we sent in 2007
bought all the Uniforms for the children who couldn’t afford them. Sadly, I can think of at least 4
members of my immediate family who have been diagnosed with various forms of Cancer, some now in
remission. I therefore decided to split any money I raised between Cancer Research UK and St Barnabas’
School.
In the planning stages, it soon became apparent that we were going to have to do this in the first 2 weeks
of June and we would only have that 2 weeks to do it in, so, immediately we were committed to between
70-80 miles a day and no chance of any rest day. There was also no chance of any logistical support,
following car or anything like that, so we had to carry all our own kit. There would be one night at home
as we passed through, my Brother in Law in Portishead put us up for a night and Frank and June Barton,
Town Crier of Carnforth also offered marvellous hospitality. Youth Hostels covered most of the rest, but
with them there were a couple of gaps with no Hostel at an appropriate mileage point, so we B&B’d it for
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the rest. Many other friends and relatives made wonderful offers of hospitality that we would have loved
to have taken up, it was purely a logistical decision that they had to be at the right mileage point for a
day’s end that sadly meant we had to decline those offers. I also wanted to meet up with as many Town
Criers as I could arrange on the way, so that also added a couple of detours. Trains down to Penzance and
back from Wick covered getting to the start and home from the finish.
Training started in October and every week or two we’d do a 70-80 mile day ride, as well as pottering
around on our normal work and socially related trips. I knew that this wouldn’t be a problem for me as I
know that for a single day ride I can do up to 150 miles, but it was well worthwhile for Pete. I then hit the
infamous Badger in January and was off the bike for a month, but Pete persevered, getting in some really
good rides. Following a 2 day trip to Pete’s relatives in Newbury in March, by April we were both going
quite well, but I knew that the next problem would be stringing several long days together, so, in May, we
arranged a 4 day training weekend to Snowdon and the Berwyns. That went really well (as long as you
ignore the broken chain and 7 punctures and the story from the fellow who got to day 2 of his End to End
trip, fell off and broke his ribs!) so we knew that we could cope with at least 4 days, don’t worry, only
another 9 to go after that!
Train tickets proved to be awkward. We thought we had Penzance sorted (Oh dear, the confidence of
ignorance! More of this later!) but when Pete went to get the Wick tickets at 7am on the morning that
they became available, all the Bike reservations had gone! It quickly became apparent that all my plans
of being back in time for the Barnt Green Choral Society Concert on Saturday 14th were completely
scuppered. We were totally committed to schedules and dates because all the accommodation had been
booked, so it looked like we were just going to have to hang around Wick for 24 hours until we could get
the bikes on the train. At least it would give us a days rest at the end. Ho hum!
For maps I got the Ordnance Survey 1:250,000 Road Travel series, which covered the whole route in 5
maps and appeared to have sufficient detail to allow us to find the minor roads when they were available.
We really didn’t want to just run up the main roads! There were several canal paths and tracks that we
fancied, but we knew where they were so didn’t need any finer detail.
A complete service of the bike, an intense week at work and running round like the proverbial at home to
ensure that I could leave everything for a fortnight and not worry and, suddenly, the great day dawned.
DAY 0 – TO LAND’S END, Friday 30th May
My first problem was the 900 foot summit of the Lickey Hills that separates Bromsgrove from
Birmingham, but we set off from Cofton Hacket promptly at 8am, seen off by Kate and Julie to make our
way to New Street station to catch the 9.10. to Exeter. Bikes were loaded smoothly and we were only 15
minutes late leaving New Street, we were in high spirits, relieved to be actually starting. Off at Exeter to
change to the Penzance Train, as detailed on our tickets, Pete got halfway into the Penzance Guard’s van
before he was forcibly thrown back onto the platform in a heap by what looked like an irate Gorilla. “You
can’t put those on here, my van is full” “What do you mean, we’ve got Bike Reservations all the way to
Penzance!!” The Gorilla examined the Tickets. “No you haven’t, you’ve only got reservations to Exeter”
“But how are we going to get to Penzance, we’ve got an entire fortnight’s schedule resting on this?” “I
don’t care” was the reply, “You’re not getting on here, I’ve had to refuse others back down the line, go
away” and away went our train! This is an edited version of what was a furious, full scale and very
unpleasant and very loud row. In retrospect, we were lucky not to be forcibly removed from the station
and arrested. Imagine our thoughts. We weren’t going to get to Penzance. Even if another train came
through we wouldn’t get the bikes on because it would be full with the others that he had turned away
further up the line and our tickets were only valid for that one train because of the cheap deal we’d got.
Because all the accommodation was booked, we couldn’t allow the schedule to slip even by a single day.
9 months of planning had fallen at the first hurdle. The halfwit who had sold us the tickets to Penzance
had only reserved the bikes to Exeter, despite Pete being very careful to ask for the reservations. The
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saddest thing is that the fury that I felt at the time will never be properly visited on the head of the person
responsible, who will probably, blissfully ignorantly, continue to screw up peoples lives.
In a dreamlike state of utter despair we faltered along the platform, bumping into a Cross Country Trains
Platform Host who had clearly heard the commotion. We poured out our tale of woe to him, emphasising
the importance of getting the bikes to Penzance that day. While he wouldn’t promise anything he started
phoning his colleagues to see if he could help us out. Pete meanwhile went over to the Ticket Office to
try and sort some Bike reservations and see about the
tickets for us. With the Platform host checking with
Guards on incoming trains about spaces, we managed to
get a deal whereby we could get as far as Plymouth, at
least it was progress.
The platform host at Exeter turned out to be solid gold, he
really paved the way. We were pounced on as we got off
the train at Plymouth. “Are you the guys from Exeter with
the Bike problem?” We were led like royalty straight to
the Penzance Train which was unlocked to let us put our
bikes on, so that no-one else could steal the spaces.
Everyone had heard about us and were really helpful, in
The Tamar Bridge and Estuary at Plymouth
complete contrast to the Gorilla Guard at Exeter
.
The run into Penzance was in a state of totally drained
relief, I felt like I’d used up the entire trip’s worth of
adrenaline already, hardly the best start. In fact, we rolled
into Penzance only half an hour later than we’d originally
expected. To actually get on the bikes and head off to St
Just took our minds off the near disaster that we had
experienced. A Pint of Skinners “Betty Stoggs” at the
Cape Cornwall Golf Club also went some way to making
me feel better
Pete on the wall at Cape Cornwall Golf Club
From there it was down the lane and up a tiny track to the
St Just Youth Hostel. We sat outside eating dinner with a glorious sunset developing and were entranced,
watching the (very fat!) Hostel cat “Lileth” patiently and oh so carefully stalking something in the grass
in front of us. Suddenly she pounced and popped up
with a fully grown rabbit, which she then proceeded to
demolish! “No dinner for you tonight, Lileth” said the
Warden!
Sunset at St Just
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DAY 1 – TO GOLANT, Sat 31st May
Away from the Youth Hostel at 8.45 the road to Land’s
End runs past the Airport, at one point I stopped to remove
the carcass of a dead rabbit from the middle of the road.
Into Land’s End at 9am and it’s virtually deserted. We
were sad to discover that the famous signpost was only a
post, they have to remove the signs when they aren’t there
for fear of them being stolen, we certainly weren’t going to
hang around
for them to
open
at
11am!! As we
sorted out a
volunteer to take some photographs, a group of Francis
Barnett motorcycles accumulated who were also about to
start the End to End. To provide suitable atmosphere,
Longships Lighthouse was sounding it’s foghorn in thick
mist just off shore. I reset my electronic milometer to zero
and away we went. First stop was in Penzance to meet their
Crier, Phil Rowley who was in fine fettle on the steps of the
Town Hall.
Phil Rowley, Penzance

On we went, past St Michael’s Mount and Marazion, picking up the B3280, definitely the A30 avoiding
route! On through Cambourne and Redruth, to meet up with John Sweetman, Town Crier of Truro. He
took us to a fabulous vista overlooking Truro and the
Cathedral for Photographs and then to the Wheel Inn at
Tresillian where he had arranged a lunch. After a couple of
Cries explaining to the customers what was going on, John
took the hat round and collected over £50! It was absolutely
fabulous, what a start!
Truro, Cathedral in background

We dodged a shower of rain whilst in the pub and then took
a detour through the lanes to the village of Veryan which
was having a bit of a festival of open gardens, one of which
belonged to Pete’s Uncle and Aunt,, Graham and Linda, who he had not seen for several years and they
provided us with a fabulous Cornish Cream Tea! I could get to like this lark! From there it was a simple
run in (Ha! Simple? Have you seen the hills round there?) to Golant Youth Hostel for our first night.
I stayed at Golant with Julie on a tour of Cornwall that we did in 1980. I had an abiding memory of the
wonderful staircase in the centre of the Hostel, because at 3 in the morning on that trip, I was woken by a
terrified Julie who was convinced the place was haunted. As you came out onto the staircase you could
hear what seemed to be the Hound of the Baskervilles howling in despair, with the reverberating rattle of
bones cascading down! It turned out that the hound was a young puppy who had never been left on his
own before by his owner who was the Hostel Warden, and he had gone away for the night leaving the
Hostel in the care of a helper, who was too frightened to go to the dog to comfort him! The “bones” were
pigeons clattering across the glass roof of the stairwell, disturbed by the dog! It was a magnificently
echoic acoustic!
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Golant Youth Hostel

The Acoustic Stairwell!

73.16 Miles from Land’s End at average speed 13.2 mph, ( and a total of 30.2 to get to Land’s End ).
DAY TWO – TO EXETER, Sun 1st June
With the dawning of a beautiful day, we were away by 8.20 across the long track from the Hostel to the
road and away to Lostwithiel. We’d had a bit of a debate the previous evening about whether to take the
B3269 which looked to be an easier climb but much further, or dive down and very up a tiny lane that
looked a great shortcut. The shortcut won and at least it gave us a chance to try out our tiniest gears! In
perfect conditions with the wind behind us we sailed through Taphouse towards Liskeard, going really
well and well ahead of schedule, until we were about 3 miles from Dobwalls when suddenly
HISSSS………..BANG! Pete’s rear tyre exploded! Somehow, we managed to cobble together a patched
repair of the shredded tyre, with the tube having to be replaced twice before we were able to get going
again, but we knew it was desperately temporary, we needed a new tyre and where are you going to get
one of those in the middle of darkest Cornwall on a Sunday? Pete gently nursed it along to our first
appointment which was in Liskeard.
Frank Beer is the Town Crier of Liskeard, but he was unavoidably detained at a Church Function at the
time we were due through, so he had asked Dennis Cook,
Town Crier of Callington to meet us in Liskeard and take the
appropriate photographs. Whilst we were taking the photos,
we showed Dennis the problem, to which he informed us that
he had arranged with the owner of the Bike Shop in Callington
to open up for us as we went through “….just in case we
needed anything!”. I felt like the drowning man who has just
seen the Lifeboat coming over the horizon! All we had to do
was get to Callington, 9 miles away. With various secondary
plans in mind just in case the tyre went finally terminal
(including the old chestnut of stuffing it with grass!) and
Dennis leapfrogging us in his car every couple of miles to
With Dennis Cook in Liskeard
make sure we were still going, Pete did a fabulous job of
gently nursing the, by now, hugely bulging invalid tyre to salvation. In Callington, also to meet us was
the delectable Hilary Fairhurst of Calstock Parish! Whilst we were taking the photographs there was a
slightly nervous wait, would the Bikeshop owner actually turn up? Turn up he did, even apologising for
being late! Grateful and relieved does not describe how I felt, Dennis must have been nudged by some
serious Divine Guidance to make him arrange this. We had some new brake blocks as well for Pete and a
chainring bolt for me.
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Hilary Fairhurst and Dennis Cook at Callington
With renewed enthusiasm, away again, up and over, to be
Rung through Gunnislake by Dennis, then it started to rain
as we approached Tavistock. By the time we got there, it
was absolutely bucketing it down. They were holding a
huge Steam Fair, a massive affair with lots of Traction
Engines simmering away and vehicles of all descriptions but
sadly everyone was sheltering in the Café! There we found
Bob Rose, Crier of Tavistock with Jennie, and a fabulous
Barbeque, from which I demolished 2 Mega-burgers straight
off.
The “Drowned Rat” look, with Bob Rose, Jennie and Dennis Cook at Tavistock
By half past two, the rain appeared to be easing slightly, so
off we went again, Rung away by the assembled company.
Everybody that you speak to, every article you read about the
End to End talks about how hard the next bit is, up and over
Dartmoor. Truth be known, because we were so prepared
and expecting it, it didn’t appear almost as impossible as it’s
advertised. I’m not belittling what you have to do, it is a long
and difficult climb, it was hard and I’m not saying it was
easy, but we
both knew it
was something
you have to endure, almost like a rite of passage. Now that
it was stopping raining, the run across the top was
beautiful, encountering a herd of ponies with foals. We
stopped at Postbridge, I had a pint of Dartmoor Ale in the
East Dart Inn and the hard ups and downs continued, going
over the highest road summit on Dartmoor before we
dropped down to Moreton Hampstead. With a Magnum
Icecream to sustain us, we came to the real sting in the tail,
the last 15 miles into Exeter. These hills and descents are
the hardest of it all, perhaps because you think you’ve
Dartmoor Ponies
done when you get to Moreton, well you haven’t and it
really hurts now. For me it was a matter of survival mode, I knew what I had to do to keep going, ignore
the pain in the legs and blunt stupidity was what kept me going. Even when you get to the Exeter bypass,
there’s still another 200 foot climb to get into Exeter itself!
We’d decided to eat that evening in Topsham so that I could at least wave to Jonathon Read, the Crier,
sadly I’d been unable to contact him beforehand, so, sorry we missed you, mate! We ate at a very fine
Brasserie on the Harbour, in a beautifully warm sunlit evening, a complete contrast to the rigours of the
day. And so, 3 miles back up the road to Exeter Youth Hostel where we were sharing the dorm with a
couple of potential Airline Pilots who were starting on training courses the following day!
78.32 Miles in the day at average speed 11.6 mph, 151.5 from Land’s End.
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DAY THREE – TO PORTISHEAD, Mon 2nd June
Gordie Pring, the Town Crier of Cullompton actually lives in
Exeter and that morning had arranged to take his car for
MOT so couldn’t be in Cullompton to greet us – so he turned
up at the Youth Hostel instead! Nonetheless, we gave the
obligatory wave to Collumptonians as we passed through,
and Pete bought some chain oil to replace what had been
washed away in yesterday’s storms. Glorious clarity in the
air gave us a splendid view of the Blackdown Hills and the
Wellington Monument. On arrival in Taunton, we took to
the Taunton to Bridgewater Canal. This excellent route has a
complete model of the Solar System with the Sun at the halfway point and
Gordie Pring at Exeter
models of all eight Planets radiating on each side! It is
completely to scale with the Sun and Planets at correct size
and the correct distances involved. Pete managed to get
photographs of all eight planets and the Sun, the full path is 14
miles long!
Swans with Cygnets on Canal
Lunch in Bridgewater and away up the A38 and Pete began to
show a worrying trend for me of just powering away on the
flat, I had to get him to slow and could only just keep up by
slipstreaming him. I hate the Somerset Levels anyway and was glad to have someone doing the work to
traverse them. On to Axbridge, to meet with Yvonne Chamberlain, a lovely chat over a pint of Butcombe
ales, a couple of Crys together and pass the Hat round again, very nice!
The Strawberry Line is a relatively new cycle path that is on the old
railway line from Axbridge to Yatton. The fabulous thing about it is
that it bypasses the awful hills over the Mendip edge and up to Felton
and Bristol Aerodrome. There is a tunnel that should have lights that
are activated by sensors as you approach, but the edge of the cutting
had collapsed and killed the lights. Workmen were trying to repair it,
but all they had managed to do was break their Digger and we had to
pick our way past numerous Transit vans and repair wagons that
nearly completely filled the track. Down to Yatton, then Clevedon
and the final roll into Portishead where we were staying the night at
my Brother-in-Law’s. (They come from Leicestershire and he does
Archery as a sport – should that be Brother-Out-Law?) Thankyou,
Tim and Wendy and don’t forget to give my favourite Nephew Ethan
a loving clip round the ear for me!
Yvonne Chamberlain, Axbridge

82.72 Miles in the day at average speed 13.7 mph, 234.2 from Land’s End.
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DAY FOUR – TO HOME, Tues, 3rd June
With a long day in prospect, we got away early, picking our way through the cycle route and onto the
Avon Motorway Bridge. It’s a typical Sustrans route, taking a 2 mile detour rather than use the difficult
road, but I was aiming to avoid the worst of the hills through Bristol. As we ran past the camouflaged
wartime
fuel
depot
below
Almondsbury, a Deer popped out of
the woodland and trotted across the
field. Up onto the A38 again, then
right at Milford Heath and through
the lanes to Wooton-Under Edge,
where we gave a wave for George
Carpenter, who, sadly, was unable
to turn out. We knew that there is a
difficult hill between Wooton and
the next destination, Nailsworth,
home of the Chairman of the Guild
of Town Criers, Tony Evans, just as
we got on it, it started to rain.
Climb, climb, climb, and there at the
top to ring us over was David Fry
from South Gloucestershire! By the
time we got to Nailsworth, the rain
From Left, Bill, David, Ken, Mayor, Supertanker, Tony
was, once again, torrential, but our
spirits were lifted by the fact that 5 Criers and the Mayor had turned out for an Official Reception! Very
soggy photographs and an interview for the local paper, then back to the Town Hall for Coffee and
sustenance. Thankyou, Tony, David, Bill Turberfield (Ledbury), Ken Brightwell (Cheltenham) Maurice
“Supertanker” Jones (Fairford) and Councillor Norman Kay, Mayor of Nailsworth for turning out in such
awful weather, it was really nice to see you and gave me a lot of encouragement.
From here it was back to the A38 and a straight slog through Gloucester to the next appointment in
Tewkesbury. In really unpleasant conditions, we were pressing on quite hard and getting way ahead of
schedule. We decided in the end that, instead of both of us waiting an hour in Tewkesbury for the
appointed time, Pete, who, in fact had further to go than me and the awful 900 foot Lickey Hills summit
to contend with to get home, would press on. So for me it was into Weatherspoon’s “Old Hop Pole” in
Tewkesbury for an hour, a pint of Sly Fox, but, more importantly, stand in front of the hand dryer in the
loo to dry off and put on a clean shirt! Bliss! Round to the Town Hall at the appointed hour of 3pm to
find Mike Kean-Price and the Mayor of Tewkesbury, Councillor Barbara Cromwell, reporters from two
papers and the news that we had been featured on Radio Gloucester all day! Sadly, the rain was even
worse, I knew the pressure was on as I still had 30 miles to ride and time was getting on, in my rush to get
away I forgot to take any photos myself, so, sorry Mike, you’re the only Crier good enough to turn out
(and in such awful weather) who doesn’t get his mugshot in these pages!
Thankfully, the rain stopped as I was passing Upton on Severn, so I had the final 20 miles in the dry, Pete,
passing through earlier, had rain all the way home! The bonus was that I could put all the soggy clothes in
the Washing machine overnight and repack the bags with dry, clean clothes. Perfect!
89.86 Miles in the day at average speed 13.1 mph, 324.0 from Land’s End.
DAY FIVE – TO CHESTER, Wed, 4th June
Whilst I was at home, I had another look at the route and schedules and realised that with the extra day at
Wick, if we rearranged the Youth Hostels a bit, then we could fit in Cape Wrath as well to take up that
day, a fabulous bonus. I cannot believe how easy it was to rearrange it all, because Scottish Youth
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Hostels all have a central booking office, about 90 seconds on the phone and it was done. I’m really
impressed by the SYHA.
After a bit of a lie-in, on the road at 9.15, over the Lickey summit and away from Pete’s at 10.10, a little
later than we wanted, but very relaxed, because we knew exactly what was coming, we’d taken this route
up to Chester on the first day of our Wales training trip and the wind should be with us on this relatively
flat stage. Onto the Canal at Selly Oak, on the run through Gas Street we were pursued by another cyclist
who had a duck-call as a horn! Away to Wolverhampton still on the canal, I wonder whether it’s that you
can’t follow the passage of the towns and villages that makes it seem so far? Then, at virtually the same
place where I’d snapped my chain when we were doing the Wales training trip, with a lurch my back axle
snapped! Luckily, the quick-release skewer held it together enough for me to nurse it the last few miles
to Wolverhampton. A quick sausage sandwich in the Café, then once again to Fred Williams Cycles, cap
in hand….. “Hello, it’s us again, you remember you replaced my chain last time and we said we were
training for the End to End? Well we’re doing it, and guess what I’ve done this time…..?” Thankfully,
they took pity on us and we were away again with a new axle fitted (at a ridiculously cheap price!!)
within the hour, fabulous service.
Onto the awful A41, and Pete put in another huge effort, I could only just hold on, using all my expertise
built up over many years of Club cycling of slipstreaming. We had a break at Hinstock and found a
minor road that went past Calverhall Manor, Pete stopped for a moment to take photo’s where he had
been for a Retreat several years earlier. Into Whitchurch and out on the Malpas road, I was really
struggling and getting some severe leg pain on what hills there were, but I managed to keep going and
Pete again did some fabulous work on the front, finally rolling into Chester at 6.30. My diary notes “A
boring day but good progress and the wind was with us!”
89.50 miles in the day at average speed 14.2 mph, 413.5 miles from Land’s End.
DAY SIX – TO CARNFORTH, Thurs 5th June
Once again out onto the A41 and heading up to the Mersey Ferry at Seacombe, but there were loads of
Traffic Lights and we just couldn’t get going. I knew that the ferry sailed at 9.50 and it needed a huge
push to get in, arriving at 9.43 to discover that the 9.50 was actually going to be a river cruise and not
straight across. Next ferry at 10.40! At least it gave us time for a coffee and to look at the German UBoat U-534, that has been salvaged, cut into sections and mounted ready for display with clear battle
damage where the depth charge that sank her exploded.

Cross Section of U-534

Battle Damage

Also on display is “Resurgam”, one of the very first experimental but reasonably successful, (It only
drowned about 20 sailors!!) wooden submarines. The Ferry was the “Royal Iris” and we got on with 2
other cyclists who were doing the End to End, but they were travelling very light, all luggage in a back-up
vehicle. There were fabulous views of Liverpool waterfront and, as we disembarked, THAT song playing
on the ships PA system!
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Onto the A59 with awful road surfaces and more Traffic Lights, very stop/start riding. Whilst Pete was
using a hole-in-the-wall, I bought some Peaches from a traditional Barrow Boy, I haven’t seen one of
them for years! We took ages to get clear of the built-up area, but then suddenly you’re away and with
the wind behind us, cruising easily at 20mph. In big capital letters in my diary “ENGLAND IS
FLAT!!!”, some fabulous views towards the Moors inland and the coast. We took lunch on the banks of
the River Ribble in Preston, having averaged 15.9mph in spite of the delays leaving Liverpool!
Through Garstang, scene of an infamous railway accident, then we stopped at the Galgate Inn for a very
nice pint of Black Sheep. When Pete was at Medical School, he had taken a few days off, hitchhiked up
to here, walked a little way along the canal and pitched his tent by a little stream that ran under it. He
now wanted to revisit the site for nostalgia’s sake. It wasn’t difficult to find, but a huge tree has now
grown on the little embankment where he pitched and it was all completely overgrown. We continued
along the canal towards Lancaster, disturbing a Heron which flew gracefully in front of us for some
distance. After Lancaster, a short ride to Carnforth and I was pleased to note that some power had
returned to my legs, I was feeling a bit better today. June and Frank Barton’s hospitality was fabulous, a
huge dinner with all Frank’s home-grown veg. A really good development as I went to bed was to note in
my diary “NO LEG PAIN”!!!!!! Maybe I was beginning to be able to do this after all!
78.62 miles in the day at average speed 14.3 mph, 492.2 miles from Land’s End
DAY SEVEN - TO CARLISLE, Fri 6th June
When we couldn’t finish the huge breakfast that June supplied us
with, the left-overs went into enough sandwiches to keep us going
for 2 days – thankyou June and Frank. A quick whiz round to the
War Memorial for photo’s, a cry and pass the hat round again and
away up the A6, but we were going to go through the Lake
District, hopefully avoiding the worst of the main road and Shap,
looking for prettier countryside.
Frank Barton, Carnforth
As we approached Milnthorpe, for about two miles there were
masses of yellow ribbons draped on the roadside fences and
hedges – we never
did find out who
for! Pete got his
second puncture, this time in the front. We turned left at
Levens and found a
beautiful view of the
Mountains to come.
Then it was up the
Lyth Valley and I
suddenly saw a farm
building stacked full
of Romany Caravan
Bodies!
Straight
through to Windermere
Romany Caravan Bodies
where we stopped for Coffee, but, sadly, the perfect view over the
lake and pier head to the Mountains was spoilt by the row from the
compressor on a refrigerated delivery van. Through Grasmere and
the climb up to Dunmail Raise with it’s AA Box that is a perfect pair
with the one at the top of Porlock in Somerset.
Dunmail Raise
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Thirlmere
Skirting along the western slopes of Hellvelyn, we took
the minor road around Thirlmere which meant that we
came across the Dam at it’s head, with it’s magnificent
and beautifully maintained Dedication Monument. From
there, it was up to Castle Rigg Stone Circle for Lunch
and I was just overcome by the impossible grandeur of
the fabulous views.
After lunch it was down to Keswick for a quick 2 minute
break drinking in the sights across Derwent Water, then
we found a lovely byroad around the north of Skiddaw
which led on to a hard final climb up to Caldbeck and our maximum height for the day of 938 feet. This
was the final hill and drop down to the plains leading to Carlisle which we could see in the distance, so I
really let it go down this long steep drop, maximum speed 49.5mph! About half way down and at just
about maximum speed, something went bang and zinged past my ear like a bullet, I thought I’d picked up
a stone, but it was only when our speed had abated about a mile from the bottom of the hill, that I realised
my striker driven milometer on the front wheel axle had gone! It was a very rapid decision not to bother
going back to look for it, because a) no way was I going to climb back up that hill again and b) if it was
what had gone past my ear, then it had probably landed somewhere in the Irish Sea! It was only a backup anyway, I still had the electronic milometer.
Pete decided to put in one of his mega-efforts and we fair hurtled along towards Carlisle until we had
what is best described as “a bit of a moment” going down a particularly steep bank at full throttle, the
corner tightened just at the point where the road surface deteriorated into a gravel strewn trap. I still don’t
know why we didn’t both fall off, I had both wheels scrabbling across the gravel towards the ditch,
suddenly the front found grip and I managed to slalom it round, I can remember seeing Pete with both
wheels off the ground and his bike cranked over at 45 degrees flying away from me! I rather insisted that
we slowed down a bit after that. At a more gentle pace, at one point I stopped to put a stunned pigeon
into the hedge and the final ride into Carlisle passed without further incident!
77.82 miles in the day at average speed 13.6 mph. 570.0 miles from Land’s End
DAY EIGHT – TO NEW LANARK, Sat 7th June
On the road at 8.30, Pete nipped off to photograph the
house where his Sister used to live. We took the minor
road through Rockcliffe rather than go straight on to the
A74, but we had to join it to cross the River Esk, about
3 miles before Gretna. With no warning we came to a
massive roadworks, contraflow working on one
carriageway and a sign that said “Bicycles prohibited,
use diversion”! What diversion? We looked around
and could find nothing. A car driver stopped and told
us that we had to go back down the road where we
should find the diversion signs and it would take us on
a 7 mile detour! We went back and duly found a tiny,
handwritten sign that you couldn’t see as you approached The Old Blacksmith’s Shop, Gretna
the roadworks. If someone had tried to do it deliberately to annoy cyclists, it couldn’t have been done
better. No alternative but to go all the way round through Westlinton and Longtown, I was not a happy
bunny, because if we’d known about this, we would have gone a shorter route.

Pete and Kev’s End to End, Page 11

Over the Scottish border and straight into Gretna and the obligatory visit to the Old Blacksmith’s Shop.
“Ye cannae parrk yer bikes theire, ah’m expectin a Weddn Parrtie…..!” We moved on! The B7076 runs
parallel to the A74M and, once again, proved my theory that if you have a road running next to a
Motorway, all the Traffic’s on the Motorway and your road’s quiet! As we went through Kirkpatrick
Fleming we saw a sign to Robert the Bruce’s Cave, so went to have a look. Whether it’s actually the real
one is, apparently, questionable, but there was definitely a spider’s web up in the corner!
The Memorial at Lockerbie is a very special and moving place. Regalia was donned and I hope that I
paid Due Deference on behalf of the Citizens of Bromsgrove, in particular to the Memory of Flora Swire,
Daughter of one of Bromsgrove’s most prominent GPs.
Beattock is well known in trainspotting folklore, being one of the major climbs in the railway’s route to
the North and we were running parallel to the railway. I
clocked this climb at 14 miles, but, thankfully, we flew
up it. It was our first taste of what was to come on many
Scottish roads, they don’t climb desperately high and
they’re not steep, but they go on for absolutely ever! We
took lunch by the roadside at the summit and then it’s all
downhill. We stopped at Abingdon for a picture of the
Clyde running through the valley and right on cue a train
came through, giving me a photo that duplicates a scene
that I have seen many times in Train books
The Clyde and Train at Abingdon
I was feeling really good and pushed hard on the descent to Lanark, all 14 miles of it, a continuous 18 –
22 mph. We then discovered that the Hostel was part of New Lanark, which is a World Heritage Site. It
was developed by the philanthropic Robert Owen who created a Cotton Mill using water from the Clyde,
but, like Cadbury’s in Birmingham, he worked hard to improve the conditions for the workers and created

Falls of Clyde

New Lanark
this beautiful environment. Our problem was that it is at the
bottom of a 200 foot ravine – I wasn’t looking forward to
climbing out in the morning! After dinner, we walked up to
the Falls of Clyde, but declined the further mile’s walk to the
Peregrine Falcon’s nest!

89.87 miles in the day at average speed 14.8mph. 659.8 miles from Land’s End
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DAY NINE – TO PITLOCHRY, Sun 8th June
This was scheduled to be the longest day, so we took the climb
out really gently as a warm up, then down to business. It was
cloudy but dry and with the westerly wind behind us, we flew
along. The tone had been set and it was gentle but very long ups
and downs, the A706 to Forth and then A704 to Livingstone, we
had views of the Forth Rail Bridge from a long way out. I had to
take a photo of the warning sign for Badgers! We turned North at
Wilkeston and now with a cross-wind it became rather harder.
We struggled to keep to the route because of poor map detail and
suddenly we came out above the Forth Road Bridge. After
buying elevenses at Tesco’s we arrived on the bridge to find the
walkway closed with no instruction of what to do (again!). We
turned back, mentally dreading a possible 20 mile detour if we
couldn’t cross, but Pete spotted a subway to the other side, which
was open, thank goodness! We had a fabulous view over the estuary, there was a Train on the railway
bridge that seemed to take ages to cross. We stopped on the north bank for our doughnuts and to
contemplate the view over some scrapyards to the river! When we got going again, the wind wasn’t too
difficult and we managed to keep up a good pace,
sadly there was no café in Kinross so we decided to
crack on to Perth. There is quite a climb up to the
top at Glenfarg, but this leads onto the Glen itself
which is a fabulous twisty 6 mile descent which
really tested our bike handling skills. Pete later rated
this as one of his highlights of the trip, but he was
leading and able to look up and savour the sights, I
was following him so had to keep a close eye on him
and was unable to look up as easily. The last 4 miles
into Perth were really hard into a rising wind, but
we’d done really well, we were there at 1.30 having
covered 70 miles! We had a leisurely lunch on the
banks of the Tay and then out onto the infamous A9,
but with seemingly hundreds of Traffic Lights, it
Perth and the Tay
took us ages to get going. Depressingly, the sign said
Inverness 113 miles, John O’Groats 229! The 6 mile steady climb to Waterloo and 7 mile drop to
Dunkeld were very hard into the wind but Pete just powered on, again I struggled to stay with him, he
was putting some serious pain into my legs. I was really grateful when we rolled into Pitlochry. I’d
noticed that my toeclips on my pedals were looking a bit bashed but luckily there was a bike shop who
had what I needed and a good job too, because the left one snapped off as I was changing them that night!
96.22 miles in the day at average speed 14.6 mph. 756.1 miles from Land’s End.
Sadly, a couple of incidents in the Hostel overnight, being woken by a drunken Scotsman collapsing into
the Dorm at 5 past midnight and throwing on the light and the following morning we noted that Pete’s
drinking bottle had gone.
DAY TEN – TO AVIEMORE, Mon 9th June
Bit of a slow start, for this was going to be a short day after such a big day yesterday, and as we left at
9.30 that wretched Scotsman was still snoring away in the blissful sleep of the innocent! We went down
to the Dam where there was supposed to be a fish ladder – this turned out to be a series of pools with big
drainpipes between them and between 2 of the pools there was an underwater observation window where
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you could watch the fish swimming up against the current!
Sadly no Salmon, but there were several Trout.
Fish Ladder, Pitlochry Dam
Off on the B8079 and up to Blair Atholl with it’s beautiful
Castle, on a steady climb, then we had no choice but to join
the A9 again. This climb up to the pass of Drumnochter
rapidly turned into a horrible agonising grind up into the
teeth of the westerly gale which was howling down the glen
on a wide open carriageway with no hope of shelter. Pete
was again putting in a massive effort, several times I couldn’t
follow him, he just rode away from me and I had to call him
back. I was absolutely on the limit of what I was capable of,
I was just praying that as the pass turned round towards the
north-east the wind would come behind us. We were
climbing for an hour and a half, I’m not sure how I kept
going. I was just setting myself little targets, let’s get to that
bend just up there, it might be the top and the turn, then I can
ease off, oh bother, it isn’t, there’s some more, okay let’s just
get to that summit just up there, and so on, and so on, and so on. Gradually and oh so slowly, the
direction of the wind crept round onto our shoulders, then suddenly we were over the top, onto the
descent and the wind behind us, what a relief. On that descent we never dropped below 25mph, 20 miles
of top gear bliss in 45 minutes!
After a coffee at Newtonmore we were onto the
minor roads through Kingussie, and watched a red
deer doe bounce away across the field. This was
followed by the sight of the “Royal Scotsman”, a
named, livery clad (sadly Diesel hauled) Corridor
Coach Train! Then, as we passed some road works
in Lychatt I inhaled something and ended up
coughing and choking for the final 10 miles, only
managing to cough it up as we entered Aviemore.
It was only 1.45, I had an afternoon off and boy did
I need it! Pete decided he hadn’t done enough,
(Madman!) so, after lunch he went up the Cairngorm
Snow on the Cairngorm in June!
ascent, marked on my map as “The Queen’s Forest” to Loch Morlich. I did the sensible thing and, after
investigating the steam hauled Strathspey Railway, ensconced myself in the Cairngorm Hotel and
sampled 2 delightful pints of Cairngorm Stag.
59.06 miles in the day at an average speed of 15.7mph. 815.7 miles from Land’s End
(This turned out to be the fastest average speed of the whole trip, merely indicative, after the slow speed
of that awful climb, just how fast we were going on the descent after we had turned the corner and the
wind then behind us)
DAY ELEVEN – TO CULRAIN, Tues 10th June
Away at 8.40 and almost immediately onto the A9 again, with the wind to start with, then the climb up to
Slochd summit, though into the wind again, wasn’t as bad as yesterday. There was a fabulous railway
viaduct over the River Fondhorn that we stopped to photograph, then on to the B9154, which is clearly
the original road as there is a memorial stone to General Wade’s original construction in 1728 Then it
Pete and Kev’s End to End, Page 14

River Findhorn
Wade Memorial Stone
was back on the A9 and finally into Inverness where we had coffee in the Victorian Market and I bought
some “Culloden Mixture” pipe tobacco. And so to our last appointment, with Alan Nicholls, Crier of
Lossiemouth, who I had arranged to meet on the Kessock
Bridge over the Moray Firth. Gentle reader, you may
have noticed that Criers are few and far between once
you get into the “frozen north”. I have never met Alan
before and was really pleased to be able to do so in these
circumstances. Thankyou, Alan, for turning out for me.
Alan Nicholls, Lossiemouth, at Inverness
Away we went, but as soon as we got on the bridge we
were struck by a gale force headwind that reduced me to
an absolute desperate crawl, again on the limit. Halfway
up, a girl was stopped beside her bike, I’m devastated to
admit that I was in so much trouble myself, I didn’t dare stop to see if she was all right, I just forged on.
At least when I got to the other side there was a bit of shelter and I could wait for Pete. Bless him, he’d
stopped and asked if she was okay. Apparently, she’d bought the bike that morning and as her first trial
run had decided to go over the bridge and having been beaten to a stand by the wind, didn’t know what to
do…….!
Over the top and back down to the Cromarty Forth Bridge at sea level, a horrible narrow, single
carriageway with the trucks hurtling across, looking so dangerous that I took to the footpath, which was
almost unrideable, a bumpy glass and grit strewn mess of broken up tarmac, so bad that it jolted Pete’s
chain out of the gearchange mechanism’s guide cage. A break for lunch while he fixed it, then onto the
B9176, I noted with some satisfaction that, apart from crossing it in Thurso expected on the last day into
John O’Groats, after 3 days and 128 miles it was goodbye to the awful A9! Over Easter Ross and down
to the Dornach Firth, the last 10 miles was again into the wind and really hard, on the limit, having to ask
Pete to slow for me again, I just couldn’t hold him when he pulled away, then there was a steep final little
climb up to the Hostel itself.
Carbisdale Castle was built for the Duchess of Sutherland in the 1900s as part of a Divorce Settlement. It
was acquired by Colonel Salversen (of Christian Salversen transport) and during the Second World War
was very important for the Norwegians, holding several major conferences and hosting King Haakon.. It
was donated to the Scottish YHA by the Colonel’s son Captain Salversen in 1946. It is a fabulous,
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Carbisdale Castle

beautifully maintained stately home. The first thing you
see as you arrive is the magnificent Statue Gallery, stuffed
with Marble statues and Oil paintings, and there are more
everywhere you look. The bike-shed is in the dungeon! It
rivals anything you will see and you’re staying in it for £25
a night! We sat in the Lounge, enveloped in sumptuous
armchairs and Pete whispered to me “This Lounge is bigger than my House!” But, sadly, for all it’s
magnificence, it does feel quite reserved and unsociable, you do rattle around in it. There was a party of
drunken French lads who were clearly doing the “Scottish Experience”, fully kitted out in identical Tam
O’Shanters, Tartans and Kilts, and a party of New Zealand girls who were trying to find out if anything
was worn under the Kilt! I don’t think either of them got much sleep that night. Thankfully, the massive
walls and full Oak doors of the various rooms meant that their uproar didn’t disturb us much! It is an
unmissable experience.
An indication of how tired and unco-ordinated we were both getting is given by the fact that at Dinner I
dropped a complete plate of salad all over the Dining Room floor and Pete dropped a bottle of Milk all
over the Kitchen. Oh dear!
74.87 miles in the day at an average speed of 13.6 mph. 890.0 miles from Land’s End
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DAY TWELVE – TO DURNESS, Wed 11th June
Away at 8.20, we finally found the cycle route over the river,
unfortunately it was down a massive staircase to a footbridge
hung on the railway bridge. Quite how they expect you to ride
a bike over it, I’m not sure!
Is this a Cyclepath?
We’d only got about a mile up the road when Pete suddenly
said “I can’t change gear!” His gearchange was the modern
type operated through the brake levers (not like mine with
downtube levers!) and the ratchet mechanism for the rear
changer wouldn’t engage properly, he was stuck in top gear!
He knew that it wasn’t something he could fix at the side of
the road, because he’d had it apart before for maintenance and
it took him all day to put it back together again! Our only
option was to screw the gear down to 3rd and use the front
changer for variation. For the first time, as we were sorting
this out, we were really troubled by a swarm of midges, we
had to sort it quickly and move on.
He had a think about it whilst we rode up to Lairg, where we bought provisions, and he cadged a piece of
string to see if he could use that to change gear. He had to rebodge it a couple of times, but, brilliant lad,
he came up with a workable system and we were soon back up to speed – well, if you call 37 miles into
the wind on the A838 speedy! Thankfully, the wind had eased slightly from yesterday, it was still hard,
but today I was coping with it. The other thing was, with Pete struggling with his gears, it slowed him
down a bit so I didn’t have to struggle so much to keep up!
The road runs beside Loch Shin and about half way up is the Overscaig Hotel. This really is the middle
of nowhere. It is the only refreshment house for 17 miles each way, they have an absolute monopoly. In
England, in a similar situation, you would pay the Earth for rubbish, because they know there’s no choice,
they could have charged £10 for instant coffee and you would have been grateful. Here, we had an
enormous Cafetierre of real Coffee, and 2 huge slabs of a delicious homemade cake for £4! They were
really chatty and sociable as well, apparently there was another couple of cyclists doing the End to End
about an hour ahead of us and they usually have 4 or 5 groups go through in a day! Fabulous!
It was a hard climb up to the watershed before Kinloch
and as we went around Loch More, Ben Stack reared
above us looking exactly like an extinct volcano. All the
way up, our spirits had been lifted by the utterly stunning
scenery around us, the lochs, the mountains bare on top
and green on the lower slopes, it quite took your mind off
the pain in the legs.
Ben Stack
At last we reached Laxford Bridge where we hoped that
the turn would take us out of the wind and we had lunch
by the boathouse in the lee of the wind looking out over Loch Laxford. Immediately we were confronted
with the steep climb out, up and over to Achlyness and our hopes were dashed to discover that the wind
was still against us. Then the real killer was the final, stunningly hard climb up to the watershed at
Farmhead. The road looked flat, but, in fact, we had risen from sea level to 564 feet. Then, on the
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descent, I was just overcome by the beauty around me,
the wild desert, clouds on hilltops, the mountains,
valleys, lochs and streams of crystal clear water
cascading over jewel like rocks ………! I just ground to
a halt, entranced, and stood for several minutes,
soundless, all my senses overwhelmed by nature in the
absolute raw……..

A picture cannot capture what you see in your heart!

Tomorrow was the rearranged schedule for us to get to Cape Wrath, but I still didn’t know if we could
actually get there. My fascination for this place stems from when I used to read “The Comic” as the
weekly publication “Cycling” was known in the 70’s! There would be regular articles from an author
called “Wayfarer” who wrote about big tours and off-road cycling before the Mountain Bike craze had
even been thought of. The “Big 3” that any true cyclist had to experience at some stage in their lives
were the Nant Rhyd Willym over the Berwyns in Wales (which has a memorial to “Wayfarer” and a
record book to sign at the very summit, which I did with Julie in 1984), the Larig Ghru across the
Cairgorms from Aviemore to Braemar, and Cape Wrath. The only road up to the Cape is cut off from the
mainland by the Kyle of Durness and you have to take a ferry to get across. There is a minibus on the far
side that can take you out to the Cape, but we wanted to ride. The difficulty is that the road runs through
a Military Firing Range, and if it’s active you aren’t allowed through. I knew that the Cape was closed
today, but all I could find out was that there were “manoeuvres” tomorrow, but no-one seemed to know if
it would be closed or whether you would be allowed through in lulls in the “fighting”. We went to the
ferry slipway and were lucky enough to find the ferry man scraping barnacles off the bottom of the ferry.
Apparently, the Navy had been shelling inland today which was why it was completely closed, but they
would be bombing an island off the coast tomorrow and we would be allowed through, but only if we
went through when they weren’t scheduled to be actually dropping the bombs! To do that, we had to be
back at the slipway at 7.30 the next morning, when we would be taken over with the Range Security
Officers. Oh well, early start then!
A final climb up to Durness, after Carbisdale Castle I
couldn’t wait to see what delights the SYHA would
present us with now – 2 Nissen Huts!! Yet in
complete contrast to the coldness of Carbisdale, this
had probably the warmest welcome and camaraderie,
as we all sat around the Aga in the members kitchen
swapping tales. This is also the land of the midnight
sun – I was woken at half past one by a drunken
Dutch Biker snoring (my ear-plugs had fallen out)
and found it light enough to easily read by!

Half of Durness Youth Hostel
68.19 miles in the day at an average speed of 12.4 mph. 958.2 miles from Land’s End
We had conquered all adversities and experienced sights, sounds and euphoria that I will probably spend
the rest of my life trying to duplicate. One of my best days cycling ever!
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DAY THIRTEEN – TO TONGUE, Thurs 12th June
For once I decided to travel light, I left the panniers with
spare clothes and kit at the Hostel and just had my
saddlebag. We only just fitted into the tiny boat that they
use, particularly as the 2 Range Officers (A Gent and a
Lady!) had huge rucksacks that obviously carried
everything they needed for the day and the Lady had
brought her dog!.
Durness Ferry, Ferryman in Orange.
The male Range Officer was really chatty, offering us
coffee and sustenance if we wanted them as we went
through, the Lady was quiet and kept herself to herself.
On disembarking, they went off in a 4X4 whilst we started off on the track. The track was obviously
tarmaced some time ago but the tarmac has deteriorated into little better than a stone strewn path,
obviously only maintained enough to get the Minibus through. The initial half mile is unridable because
it is steep, about 1 in 3, and with the broken surface it was impossible to get traction to climb. I noted
with some amusement that the Ferry House which is about 200 feet up from the Ferry slipway on the
Cape side was for sale! Perfect for someone who wants isolation, particularly in Winter!

Fancy This House?

That’s the View every morning!

It was a steady climb up to the East Range Officers Hut, the Barrier was down, I have a feeling that he
didn’t want to let us through unless we stopped for a chat, I think he gets a bit lonely! The Coffee was
wonderful as well. We were duly logged in, he phoned
the Naval Security Control to check that we could go
through and the Lady at the West Hut to watch out for
us, up went the barrier and away we went. The road
was a bit up and down, we were going steadily into the
wind, but seemed to arrive at the West Hut quite
quickly. The Lady Officer confirmed our speed by
commenting as we went through that we had come
through quickly, she wasn’t expecting us yet! Again,
another moment of euphoria when I realised that after
all those years of gazing wistfully at the map of
Northern Scotland and wondering how I was ever
going to do it, I was actually going to get to Cape
It’s probably a bit lonely!
Wrath today!
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As we approached the lighthouse at the end of the road,
we saw 3 Naval Sea Harriers flying off shore and
shortly afterwards the crump of Bombs falling! At the
Lighthouse there is a bothy and an American and a
German came out to meet us. They had apparently
walked in up the West Coast, avoiding the firing range
and had waited in vain for the Minibus to take them out
yesterday! They were most grateful to hear that they
would get out today! There is an old ruin above the
Lighthouse that looks like old barracks but from there
is an amazing view of the Cape and the surrounding
coastline. The name “Cape Wrath” has nothing to do
with the terrible storms that batter the coast here, it is
Cape Wrath Lighthouse
actually a derivation of the Norse for “Turning Point”,
it was where the Vikings turned south for the Irish Sea if outbound or East for home if inbound! So that
was it, another tick in my list of Life’s Great Ambitions Fulfilled!
On our return, there was no-one at the West Hut, it was all shut up with no sign of the Range Officer or
her dog, but the barrier was up. For several minutes we looked round for her, but eventually concluded
that it must be safe to go through if she had left the barrier up and she had probably taken her dog for a
walk! Obviously a lull in the “fighting”! About half way through we stopped again, this time
deliberately to take in the splendour of our surroundings, because the track was so difficult that we
struggled to look up whilst riding. This scene remains one of my absolute highlights of the trip, the brutal
rugged grandeur of the mountains, the birdsong, the wind blowing across the moor and no engines or
background rumble of any sort. I have often wondered what the world sounded like before the infernal
combustion engine was invented and I think I got quite close to experiencing it that day. On arrival at the
East Hut we again stopped to chat with the Range Officer and swapped some of his cups of hot soup for
some Twix bars that we were carrying. We were a little early for the ferry when we got to the pier so had
our lunch but got seriously cold waiting, exposed in the wind and the showers that were now starting to
sweep across. Back up to the Hostel to pick up our bags and we were able to sneak in for a couple of
crafty cups of Tea and a warm in front of the still blazing Aga.
Away again, down, up and down to Loch Eriboll with the wind mostly behind us. We shook hands and
congratulated each other as we passed the 1000 mile mark. A major climb up and over at Hellam, then
even worse, a 1 in 6 rising from sea level to 732 feet at A’Mhoine. There is a wonderful plateau here
with the mountains in the background that reminded me of the famous shots of the flat Arizona Desert in
the USA with the mountains again in the distance. There was a long, freezing cold drop down to the Kyle
of Tongue and then we had to go 2 miles past the Youth Hostel to get to the village for provisions for
dinner! Again, the camaraderie was excellent and we had a long chat in the evening with fellow
Hostellers about our experiences.
59.76 miles in the day at an average speed of 10.9 mph. 1017.9 miles from Land’s End
DAY FOURTEEN – TO JOHN O’GROATS, Fri 13th June
Here we are at the last day, this should be easy, we’ve only got 68 miles to do, plenty of time and with the
wind that had risen again powering behind us, we should be able to just roll it in! With a 9.10 start, we
took the minor road at the side of the Hostel and quickly got onto a climb that took us up and over to
Coldbackie. Half way up, Pete saw what he thought was an Eagle fly off out of the corner of his eye, we
immediately stopped and we could hear the “peep” of the chick on the nest, but we couldn’t see where the
nest was. That climb up and over was a precursor to what degenerated into a really difficult time for me,
for the rest of the morning we were just continuously going from sea level to 300 feet over the top and
back down to sea level, seemingly endlessly. The wind increased in strength from due North making it
more of a cross wind and occasionally head. It felt bitterly cold as you went into it, but as soon as you
Pete and Kev’s End to End, Page 20

turned out of it and you were running with it, you boiled. My morale plummeted and I really struggled to
turn the pedals over, I knew we were nearly there, we should just be able to ride it in but this was
becoming seriously hard.
We sheltered from the first rainstorm under a peat bank. We pushed on, up and down, up and down, just
like the Cornish Coast. We stopped at 11.15 at the Strathy Inn for coffee and shortbread and we’d only
covered 18 miles in the 2 hours. It started to rain again as we left and we then sheltered in a Bus Shelter
until it eased, but it became continuous with horrible glowering clouds, at least the wind was now mostly
behind us. We saw a pair of Eagles gently circling overhead then 5 deer crossed the road in front of us.
We jumped off the bikes and ran up a little ridge to see if we could see them on the moor, only to catch a
glimpse of them rapidly bouncing away, but when we were back on the bikes a few hundred yards further
down the road they crossed again in front of us! The moor before Thurso was very bleak and open,
reminding me of what we had come across on Dartmoor. At last, we dropped into Thurso and straight
into the first café where my first cup of tea had 4 sugars
and the second 5 – I was in resuscitation mode! Hot soup,
Scotch pie and an enormous piece of chocolate cake
followed rapidly and I began to feel a bit better.
The Mole!
As we came out, the rain had stopped and the sun was out
but the wind was getting even harder and colder. As we
were coming round Dunnett Bay, there was a Mole in the
middle of the road!
We then got into a series of gentle but awful grinds up and
down, very long and really hard, then I finally cracked
completely trying to stay with Pete up yet another hill. I
have written in my diary in big letters “I JUST WANT
THE PAIN TO STOP”! For about half a mile I just ambled
along whilst I got my breath back and tried to get my head
in some semblance of order. It was then that I realised that
my morale and effort problem was that subconsciously I
didn’t want to finish! We had had such an amazing
adventure with such glorious sights and experiences, as
soon as we finished we wouldn’t have any more and it
would be back to the daily humdrum routine life that was at
home. With that realisation, I knew that I had to knuckle
down and get on with it, the sooner we got there, the sooner
I could relax and the sooner the pain would stop! We ran
along in the crosswind to John O’Groats, but there’s
virtually nothing there and, with no signs, went the wrong
way before we finally found the road up to Duncansby
Head and the finish line. The final sting in the tale is that
there is a steep drop and ascent as the last thing up to the lighthouse!
Where were the signs, the ice-cream van, the tacky Gifte Shoppe, the admiring crowds of onlookers to
congratulate us on the completion of this fabulous achievement? In complete contrast to Land’s End,
there’s the lighthouse and that’s the other side of a barbed wire fence and that’s it! We managed to find
one willing volunteer to take the important photograph but we were nearly blown over by the wind as we
posed! I tell you this, it had really made us work hard to complete, so much for an easy day and just
rolling it in!
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The Finish Line!
67.86 miles so far in the day at average speed
of 13.3 mph. 1084.9 miles from Land’s End
From there it was 4¼ miles back to the Youth
Hostel. We stopped off at the Post Office to
see if we could get any souvenirs, we got
some postcards but the owner was very
scathing about catering for the unwashed
masses of tourists, so we just celebrated with
a glass of Coke each! Another fabulous
welcome at the Hostel and the Warden
presented us with Certificates that showed we
had managed to complete the End to End. I
also found a record book that others had
completed with details of their journeys so was up until midnight writing my account in it and completing
my postcards announcing that we had finished.
The Journey Home
Don’t think the adventures finished just because we’d finished the ride! The ride to Wick was easy, with
the wind behind us and fabulous views of the coast with the occasional castle thrown in! We stopped off
at Tescos and as we were stood in the car park, watched a 50 seater coach carefully manoeuvring in the
car park, until he suddenly drove straight into a lamppost smack in the middle of the front of the coach
and demolished it completely! It was a fabulous V-shaped dent in the front! I finally managed to find a
tacky gift shop in Wick itself, then we sheltered from a storm in the café feeling very relaxed, but, quietly
ticking away in my mind was the difficulties we’d had with the train to Penzance, would we find another
unexpected problem?
I needn’t have worried, it all went swimmingly, straight on the train that left smack on time. The run
from Wick to Inverness is famous in train-spotting circles as one of the most fabulous vistas you can
experience, literally out into the middle of nowhere and wildlife in abundance. I saw 3 separate herds of
deer quietly enjoying themselves in the dappled sunshine. But then, the wildlife joined us on the carriage,
as a twenty strong Hen Party, clearly out for a good time, erupted on board at Lairg. Seeing what was
coming, I kept my head well down, intently

scrutinising my maps that I was following the route
on. Pete made the mistake (or was it deliberate?)
of talking to them. Next thing he knew he was in
the middle of the party, being chatted up and the
wine and fruit cider was flowing like water. I knew
I couldn’t just let them go, so when I’d got the
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prospective bride and groom’s names, I put the Regalia on and, as the train rolled into Inverness did an
abridged version of my standard Weddingram which I think went down quite well. There again, they
were so drunk, they would have loved anything! Pete won’t admit that he had to be helped off the train,
but for most of the afternoon he was sitting there with a daft grin on his face, giggling and muttering
“Things like that don’t usually happen to me!”
Edinburgh Youth Hostel is a huge, impersonal roadhouse. We were in room 312 which had 8 beds, all
occupied. It was 4 flights down to the members kitchen. They couldn’t even make their minds up about
the reception area which had televisions blaring away but you couldn’t hear them because of the pop
music that was blasting out of the main PA. I won’t bother going back there!
We got to Birmingham at 4 pm on Sunday 15th, 2 days to travel home on the train gives an indication of
the vast distances involved in the North! There was, at least, one final, wonderful moment – I soared over
the Lickey summit with ease and then passed through the speed camera in the 30mph section at 42 mph as
I finally dropped into Bromsgrove!
From Duncansby Head, an additional 30.8 miles making a total for the entire trip Bromsgrove to
Bromsgrove 1145.9 miles

The Pete Salmon © Gear Change Mechanism
Slide the piece of string along the top tube to increase and decrease
tension in the gear cable and change gear!
Confucius, he say, “Young fit Bloke on Bike held together with bits
of string still faster than old Codger on fully functional bike!” Doh!

Numbers!
How popular is the End to End and how many people are doing it? Nobody really knows and there isn’t a
register or central record, but, judging from what we saw it must, literally, be thousands. I have not
mentioned in the text how, virtually every day, we would see several others going either north or south, in
groups or alone or stood by the side of the road, often with tee-shirts or signs on the bike advertising what
they were doing. A quick shouted greeting and query “End to End?” invariably replied “Yes!” In every
hostel, cafe and B&B there were stories of others been through, in that night or expected. We passed one
girl who was absolutely loaded down, panniers at both ends and a rucksack doing about 10 mph. It turns
out that she would ride for about 15 hours a day and just camp wherever she had got to. The couple who
were with us in the café in Thurso were staying in B&Bs, would just get on the bike in the morning and
ride as far as they wanted then find another B&B, averaging about 30-40 miles a day, they had no time
limit at all. The guys on the Mersey ferry were doing 50-60 miles a day on an organised trip. But the
most crucial evidence of numbers involved comes from our 20 minutes stood on the Kessock Bridge at
Inverness with Alan Nicholls. Okay, it’s a bit of a bottleneck, if you’ve come up either the east or west
coasts then you would come through here to access the A9 for John O’Groats, but in just 20 minutes 4
other groups of cyclists all individually on the End to End went through. Assuming time off for
refreshment and a 5 hour riding day, that’s 60 groups of cyclists in one day!!! I hesitate to think how
many per year!!
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The Aftermath!
I cannot believe the reaction and how tired I was when the adrenalin finally dropped after I got home. I
was on a day-off on Monday and spent all day hurtling round, only getting to bed about midnight. On
Tuesday I made it into work feeling dreadful but, luckily, I had a student with me who did all the work
and I was able to supervise from the safety of a stool behind several cups of coffee! By Wednesday
morning I was seeing double and tripping over my feet! I had to take the rest of the week off and slept
solidly for 2 days.
So why did I struggle so much, when I thought I should be able to cope as a much vaunted enthusiastic
cyclist? I suppose that the End to End is an enormous challenge for anybody. I had deliberately wanted it
to be hard so that my potential sponsors thought I earned their money, well, reading the above I think I
managed it! Whilst I am not looking for excuses, I had been working extremely hard in the weeks
leading up to the ride, with sorting out the House on my own and a particularly busy time at work, I was
desperately tired before we started, hardly the best way to be.
Of more interest is why I think I struggled so much to keep up with Pete once the ride got really going,
when I had been riding away from him and waiting for him in all our training rides? I had said all along
that Pete had more to gain in terms of fitness for Bike-riding than I would. I have spent the last 20 years
riding at my own pace around Birmingham and my body is now totally attuned and fixed to that pace on
terrain that has steep but relatively short hills that you can blast up and then recover. Probably the most
difficult hills I ride up would be Angel Bank on Clee, Dover’s in the Cotswold or the Lickey Summit, but
all of these are over in 10 –15 minutes maximum and then you can recover freewheeling down the other
side. All the hills on my routes to work last 1 -2 minutes and I’m usually saving myself on the way in and
too tired to push hard on the way home, hardly intensive training. To climb for an hour and a half is
completely outside my remit. Add to that the difficulties with the wind and as soon as I was asked to up
the pace, I couldn’t. Pete, it turns out, had been saving himself a bit on the training rides because he was
uncertain whether he would be able to sustain the effort over the full distance. Once he caught on to the
fact that he could make an effort and then recover later, there was no stopping him. Critically though, I
think, is that he has a more rounded fitness regime, in that whilst he does ride the bike, he also regularly
attends a Gym for strength training and goes swimming for stamina training.
So here is my advice to anyone who wants to do the End to End. Ride the Bike and be sure you can do
the mileage required, sustained, everyday, over a period. But also do other fitness activities that will
ensure that your body can cope with the strength and stamina required.
My nickname and nom-de Plume in the Speedwell Bicycle Club is “The Camel”! This originally came
from a reference to the amount of luggage that I used to carry and enough tools and spares to keep
everyone going, with the comment that the front and rear of my bike looked like a Camel’s humps. The
other point about a Camel is that it’s pretty ugly, it moans and complains all the way, it’s not the fastest
transport, but it absolutely reliably gets there in the end! I’m honest enough to acknowledge the
similarity! Hence the sub-title to this piece of drivel!
Would I advise anyone to do the End to End? Unequivocally and with true feeling in my heart, definitely
YES! It is an incredible experience that produced some of the best days Cycling of my life and has left
me with memories that I will savour forever.
Will I do it again myself? I doubt that the memory of the pain and the difficulties encountered will ever
fade enough for me to willingly do it again, unless someone comes up with an EXTREMELY good
reason. And would you believe it, someone already has!! I was at a family party a week after I finished
and met up again with Tim and Wendy, thanked them for their hospitality and regaled them with the tale
of the rest of the ride. When I finished, 6 year old Ethan turned to Tim and said “Daddy, can I do this ride
with Uncle Kevin when I’m big?” Oh dear, I’d better start training now!!
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DAILY ANALYSIS
DAY

1 - To Golant
2 - To Exeter
3 - To Portishead
4 - To Home
5 - To Chester
6 - To Carnforth
7 - To Carlisle
8 - To New Lanark
9 - To Pitlochry
10 - To Aviemore
11 - To Culrain
12 - To Durness
13 - To Tongue
14 - To Duncansby Head
TOTALS

1

RIDING TIME
(HH:MM:SS)

MILEAGE
(Miles)

AVERAGE
SPEED
(MPH)

5:32:33
6:45:06
6:02:11
6:50:22
6:15:57
5:28:29
5:40:37
6:03:22
6:34:41
3:45:03
5:29:49
5:27:07
5:25:34
4:56:04
80:11:55

73.16
78.32
82.72
89.86
89.50
78.62
77.82
89.87
96.22
59.06
74.87
68.19
59.76
67.86
1084.9

13.2
11.6
13.7
13.1
14.2
14.3
13.6
14.8
14.6
15.7
13.6
12.4
10.9
13.3
13.5

1

MAXIMUM
SPEED
(MPH)
36.3
43.7
30.4
33.8
42.2
26.7
49.5
32.4
33.5
33.1
35.5
28.6
39.2
44.1
―

ATTAINED
ON 2

HIGHEST
POINT3
(FEET)

?

488' - SW411277
1427' - SX673808
531' - ST080155
800' - ST793964
905' - SO994792
161' - SD477658
938' - NY336414
1033' - NS992154
1040' - NS955581
1541' - NN633753
1345 - NH836255
564' - NC300562
732' - NC515602
508' - NC764619
―

Letaford
?
B4058 - Kingscote
Lickey - Rose Hill
?
Caldbeck - Welton
Covington
Glen Farg
Drumnochter
Struie Hill
Into Laxford
Achuvoldrach
Coldbackie
―

COMMENTS

Cornwall
Dartmoor - Rain
Flat
Rain
Flat
Flat
Lake District
Wind Good - Undulating
Wind - difficult finish
Pass of Drumnochter
Wind Against
Wind Against
Cape Wrath
Storms
―

NOTES
1 – Riding Time and Average Speed – My electronic milometer clock stops if the wheel is stationary for ten seconds – so the clock stops when stood at
junctions, traffic lights, etc. It does not, therefore, give you the full average for the entire day, just rolling average speed.
2 – Maximum Speed Attained – Only given if certain of which hill it was attained on and given as the descent to or from a point if the actual hill’s name is
not known.
3 – Highest Point – derived from metric contours or spot heights at 1:25,000 scale on Ordnance Survey mapping, converted to feet, given as the full OS Grid
Reference (because I don’t know the proper names of most of them!). (See www.ordsvy.gov.uk)
Given 30.2 miles to get from Bromsgrove to Land’s End and 30.8 miles from Duncansby Head to Bromsgrove

Total Trip Milage – 1145.9 Miles
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