
21 in 21 Act 3 (Dearg Mòr, Avon)

A Foxy is the combined traverse of 
a loch or lake (over 1km) and the 

summiting of a mountain (over 2,000 
ft) bearing the same name; there are 
21 Foxys. (See May 2022, p21.)

A window of opportunity presented itself. My wife had a planned 
long weekend of walking on Hadrian’s Wall and I kindly offered to 
drop her off and pick her up at the Sill. She initially thought this was 
a generous offer until she realized that I had another agenda, heading 
north to the legendary Fisherfield Forest area of Scotland.

 It takes several hours of driving to reach the Sill and it had rained 
almost nonstop, not looking good for the wall or for Scotland. After 
the dropoff I continued north. Glasgow, Stirling, Perth, Aviemore, 
Inverness, Garve, the miles rolled by. Just north of Garve and at about 
1am I parked up at the Silver Bridge carpark. This has been designed to 
support campervans with plenty of parking and a toilet block. I had a 
few hours of fitful sleep until about 4.30am when I decided it was time 
to get up for a comfort break and a brew.

Once I was awake I felt the need to move and I was back on the road 
at 5am, continuing north on the Ullapool road until I turned off past 
the Falls of Measach and followed the coast road to reach Gruinard Bay. 
I parked up just beyond the bridge over the Gruinard River, brewed a 
coffee and porridge, packed my bike and rucksack and started cycling 
along the track in to Loch na Sealga. Ahead of me the cloud base was 
starting to rise, revealing the peaks of An Teallach to the north but still 
hiding the summit of Beinn Dearg Mòr. It’s a 5 mile cycle in to the 

loch where there are the remains of a boathouse. I locked the bike to a 

tree root, repacked my rucksack and started the hike along the southern 
side of the loch.

The path is not well defined and it was damp and boggy underfoot 
until I dropped back down to the shoreline. After three miles I reached 
the outflow from Loch Toll an Lochain which is situated higher up and 
out of sight in a corrie below the ridges of Beinn Dearg Mòr.

I treated myself to a rest and a second breakfast of sausages and beans. 
I left a bag of excess food and the stove here before I started upwards 
towards the corrie. There is no path of note here and as I crested the 
rise into the corrie I could see no obvious path up to the ridge, either. 
I opted for a gully to the left of the corrie; however, this ended up as a 
grubby scramble with lots of unnerving foot slipping until I reached the 
ridge. Looking behind me, An Teallach appeared and disappeared in the 
swirling clouds but my route to the summit of Beinn Dearg Mòr was 
still cloudbound. I needed to make frequent use of my OS Maps app to 
track location, direction and altitude as I ascended. At the summit cairn 
there were brief glimpses of the buttresses below the summit but the 
cloud was still not lifting. I made my way back down to the col and this 

time dropped off to the south, down to the shores of Loch Bienn Dearg. Paddling on Loch Bienn Dearg.

Bienn Dearg Mòr rises ahead.
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