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“A Tour in Ross”
by F Kenderdine

Preparatory to giving a summary to my tour
in Ross, it is necessary I should state that the rivers
were completely waterless and the Lochs bright as
a looking glass. Having no brother angler with me,
of course I had no inducement to put my rod
together, and can therefore, only give what
information I could gather up from the natives,
respecting the angling capabilities of the district.

We were a party of six at the Central
Station on Wednesday evening the 18" of August
1880, and took the six p.m. train for Liverpool;
went on board the Owl, and sailed for Greenock
about nine o’clock, arriving there about one p.m.
on Thursday. About seven we embarked on board
the Clansman Steamer for the Hebrides and the
west coast. Our route is by Arran, round the Mull
of Kintyre to Oban; which place we reach at eight
o’clock on Friday morning. Much cargo having to
be taken in and discharged, we have a short time
on shore. Every accommodation that a traveller
needs can be obtained at many good hotels and this
is evidently a rising and fashionable sea-side
resort. There were a number of yachts in the bay,
some of them S. S. of apparently five hundred tons.
The two largest belonging to Mr Ashbury and Sir--
-- Coats of Paisley.

Leaving Oban we soon arrive at the
beautiful scenery of the Sound of Mull, discharge
cargo at Loch Aline and Salen and have two hours
on shore at Tobermory. Our course from here is
round Ardnamurchan point, up Sleat Sound to



Glenely. Day light declines as we proceed through the narrows at Kyle Rhea into Loch Alsh. At Balmacara a large raft of timber was pushed
overboard for a boat that met us to tow to land. It is now quite dark and after passing the light house at Kyle Aken we retire to our births. During the
night our boat does business at Broadford and Portree in Skye, leaving the latter place at early morning. As we passed through Raasay Sound the sea
was quit alive with what the Scotch call Lythe synonymous with Pollack. On entering the Minch, really the Atlantic Ocean, a whale swam for a
considerable distance under the bow of the vessel, showing itself well when it came to the surface to breathe. It appeared about ten feet long and of a
light slate colour. We had previously seen one at the mouth of the Clyde and I think they must have been Dolphins.

Our destination was the next stopping place Ullapool on Loch Broom in Rosshire. Here is a good Hotel, some stores and two or three
establishments for curing herrings. We had a days fishing in the Loch, caught about twenty, the largest a codling of three pounds and saw two seals
sporting close by. The scenery in every direction is grand. A mail car runs daily to Garve Station on the Dingwall and Skye Railway. There are three
rivers. The Dundonnell, which runs into Little Loch Broom, let with the shootings, the Broom also let and the Ullapool river at present with the Moor
in the hands of the Hotel. The
banks of the last river for a mile
are very precipitous and rocky,
but afterwards, there are some
nice reaches of water. It runs out
of Loch Auchall, which is
strictly preserved, and contains
both salmon and trout. Twelve
miles on the road to Garve is
Braemore, the residence of Mr
Fowler C.E. The river Broom
here runs through narrow and
very deep rifts in the rock and
being close to the high road, with
paths to the most striking views,
can be seen without any loss of
time, a great advantage when
travelling. In one place the water
falls perpendicularly two
hundred and  fifty  feet.
Immediately over is a light
suspension bridge affording a
fine view.

Ben Slioch from Bridge of Grudie




Going forward another twelve miles we arrive at Altguish a lonely inn on the Blackwater. This river contains salmon and trout. The water
above the Inn looked good with nice grassy banks and deep pools. Below for miles it is all rock and big boulders, among which I saw an angler
pecking his way. There is accommodation to be had in the house and I think a few days could be very pleasantly spent here. It is in the midst of a deer
forest and during our drive we saw a large herd of them. We continue our journey down the river to Garve a distance of twelve miles and here take the
main to Achnasheen passing Lochs Luichart and Achanalt.

The landlady at Achnasheen said the trout in the latter Loch reach three and four pounds and that she had the use of two boats for her visitors.
The fish were small in Sheen water but plentiful. There is a respectable looking Inn adjoining Achanalt Station. A glorious moon shone as we drove
by Lochrosque to Kinlochewe. The road passes through Docherty pass, which is so steep and precipitous on one side that for the future I should prefer
walking it. The river Garie is close to the Hotel, running into Loch Maree. It contains both salmon and trout.

The following morning we went along the side of Loch Maree ten miles to the Talladale Hotel, occupied a year or two ago by Her Majesty. On
the opposite side of the Loch rises Ben Sliack to the height of 3216 feet with no smaller peaks intervening and although I saw other Bens 4,000 feet
high, this to me was the Big Ben. Next day we retraced our steps to Achnasheen and took tickets for the terminus of the railway at Stomeferry on Loch
Carron, passing several small lochs, I believe let with the shootings, on the way. There is a good Hotel here and our carriage previously ordered was in
attendance to convey us to Balmacara Hotel on Lochalsh.

This is a charming resting place. Every
accommodation requisite, good cooking and a
hardworking landlord. Our first excursion here
was a walk of four miles to Dorney ferry on
Loch Duich and then a boat eight miles to the
head of the Loch. Here is Shiel House Inn a
noted place for salmon fishers. The charge is five
shillings per day. I saw four idle rods at the door
and in the kitchen ten trout of half to three
quarters of a pound each.

Another day we drove to Duncraig and
after hiring a boat for the day, crossed Loch
Carron to land my friends for a walking
excursion. It being a most sultry day I preferred
sea fishing. I was supplied with an enormous fly
made of scarlet and yellow worsted, with a
mallard wing. The line was of the usual coarse
sea kind, but during the row of twelve miles to
the place of rendez-vous I caught five Lythe of
two to three pounds each. I have strong




impression that our “society” could make great reforms in sea fishing.

After five days sojourn at Balmacara, we left by steamer for Oban and for the first time had rain and a stormy wind. We found Oban, I believe
as usual at this season of the year, awkward as to sleeping accommodation, but finding ourselves alive the next morning took the boat for the Crinan
Canal. Arriving there we found the thirteen locks on it all dry and had to walk three miles to the little steamer Linnet to take us forward. Cars, as |
think is always the case carrying the luggage.

Arriving at Ardrishaig we went on board the Columbo, the finest passenger steamer in Great Britain, having day accommodation for a thousand
persons. In fact it is a floating first class hotel and runs daily in the season from Glasgow to Ardrishaig and back. The upper deck is a level promenade
of three hundred and sixteen feet, below, a magnificent saloon and lower still a fine dining room, where you may have anything you order at your own
time. Our route is now through the Kyles of Bute by Dunoon and Mellaw to Glasgow.

I am unable to write a description of the scenery we passed through but finer I should say is not in Scotland. Beds are the bugbear! This need
not frighten the ladies, I mean we had to take our nights rest, unless arranged beforehand, how we could. We slept or tried, on the floor, often on sofas
and chairs, in a Schoolhouse and once I was one of two in a bed at the Bankers. The exceptionally dry and sunny weather probably accounts for the
great influx of visitors.

F. Kenderdine 1880

Respecting the scenery, ‘I would I were A Bird’, (Isabella) and then I could describe all the glowing colours of sun rise and sun set, but being only an Angler my
descriptions would be very fishy.



SONNET “In memorium H. L. Rolfe”

The chair is vacant in the Studio,
No sketch reclines upon the easel now,
The busy fingers and the thoughtful brow
Rest in the grave. No more shall tale of woe’
Reach that sympathetic heart now laid low,
But once so prompt its love of love to give
His gentle words and kindly deeds will love
In many hearts, with thankfulness aglow
With pleasant memories, his nearest friends,
They who shar’d his love, and knew him best,
Who knew he never strove for selfish ends,
Whose pure intent could bear the closest test
Must feel a loss t’were hard to make amends,
Save in the thought a good man found his rest.

The Torrent’s Winter Song.

Igo! Igo!Igo!
Underneath the snow;
I leap from rock to rock,
With tremulous shock,
Into the vale below.

I flow! I flow! I flow!
Under frozen snow,
And round the moss grown stones,
In low dulcet tones,
Sing to the vale below.

I spring! I dash! I go!
O’er the fleecy snow,
Falling into a plasm,
A pellucid chasm,
Down in the vale below.

And as I leap or flow,
O’er the sparkling snow,
I hang icy lustres,

In pendant clusters
Above the vale below.




A Dream of Spring time at Pen-y-bont”

Earth her ermine mantle changes,
For the emerald of spring,
Zepyher o’er the moorland ranges,
On his balmy scented wing;-
Blooms the willow by the river,
Early haunt of bury bees;
Flows the brooklet singing ever,
‘Neath the tall o’er hanging trees.

Dappled kine are in the meadows,
Lambs are playing on the hills,
Pleasant are the lights and shadows,
Sweet the sound of mountain rills;
Birds sing out of wood and bower,
Musical is earth and air,
Nature moves with magic power,
Bids us throw aside our care.

Woos us to that charming valley,
Through which runs the “Sacred Dee”,
Over rocks with sudden sally,

On through deeps of mystery,
Where the noble Salmon hideth,
Or where leaps the spotted trout,
Or grim patriarch abideth,

That no angle hath found out.

Woos us to the flowing river,
Where it leaves the mystic hill,
On whose top the tall pines quiver,
Musical if seeming still;

And the spirit of Glendower,
Seems to beckon us away,
From the city to his bower,
“Come! O Come!” he seems to say.

“I have known of care and trouble,
“Fightings north and fightings south,
“Seeking “reputation’s bubble”,
“At the “cannon’s fearful mouth”.
“Here my friends is peace and quiet,
“Here no warrings after wealth,
“All is calm and free from riot,
“Here find gentle sport and health.”
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