
I found a small beach on which to set up the pack raft and I made 
use of a slight tailwind to assist me as I paddled across the loch. It’s not 
a big loch and it didn’t take long to cover the 1km. I deflated the pack 
raft, rolled it up, loaded it into my rucksack and walked over the lip of 
the col. Eventually, I found a well defined path that leads to the valley 
floor and continues to the head of Loch na Sealag. Around me all the 
surrounding summits had cleared except, of course, Beinn Dearg Mòr. 
This is a remote place with huge mountains and I had a feeling that 
I was the only person here in the middle of this great wilderness at 
this point in time. It was a long slow journey out, back along the loch, 
picking up my food stash and having a rest with some hot food and 
then back through the bog to reach my bike for the final bike out. I 
made it back to the car as the light was fading. I had completed 28 miles 
and had been on the go for almost 14 hours, not so much as a challenge, 
more like a brutal episode of SAS, who dares wins, but with only myself 
as the bullying instructor. I felt somewhat knackered as I changed into 
dry clothes and started the drive south to my next destination, Ben 

Avon. I hooked my wet gloves over the air vents in the hope that they 
would dry.

I didn’t get as far as I would have liked, mainly owing to being 
somewhat exhausted, and I stopped just before Carrbridge at 11pm to 
take an early night and a well earned sleep. 

It was damp when I awoke and so I brewed a quick cup of tea and 
drove on. As I drove through Grantown and over to Tomintoul the hills 
were shrouded in cloud. The ski centre at the Lecht was fogbound; it 
exuded the eeriness of a deserted resort from a Scooby Doo episode. As 
I followed the snow roads there was a hint of brightness and the dark 
clouds were starting to clear. I was concerned about arriving late at the 
carpark as everywhere appeared busy now with the lockdown being 
eased but there were only three cars in residence at the Keiloch carpark. 
By 9.30am I was packed and on my bike and heading up the road and 
tracks in to Ben Avon. Generally, the going was good with a few spots 
to push the bike up as the path climbed over the Slugain and led in to 
the head of the glen before starting climbing in earnest. I left the bike 
at the ford and, after a second breakfast of sausage and beans, started up 
towards the sneck. It was reasonable going and at the sneck there was 
a short steep ascent to reach the plateau. The sun was trying hard to 

The bike ride back from Loch Bienn Dearg.

Heading towards Ben Avon.

The sneck in cloud.The air dryer.
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