
2018	GASBAGS	Annual	Ride	–	Galway		 	 	 	 	 	 	 July	4th	2018			
	
October	2017	till	June	2018	–	Trip	organisation	
	
On	October	1st	Mike	sent	out	an	email	to	GASBAGS	proposing	November	9th	or	16th	as	dates	to	meet	to	look	at	the	
next	GASBAGS	Annual	Ride.	The	early	email	was	destined	to	give	everyone	time	to	come	up	with	ideas.	
There	were	a	few	initial	replies:	

• Alec	Dick	expressed	interest	but	thought	that	his	future	shoulder	operation	might	rule	him	out	
• Bushy	replied	saying,	“Hoped	to	make	the	ride	but	who	knows	what	fate	has	in	store”.	

	
Proposals	came	through	over	the	weeks	ahead:	

• Mike	sent	out	a	detailed	proposal	for	a	Portuguese	holiday	starting	in	Porto	
• Mike	sent	out	a	less	detailed	proposal	for	a	cycling	trip	in	Rhodes	based	upon	a	‘Macsadventure’	holiday	
• Jeff	sent	out	a	proposal	to	cycle	in	the	Algarve	in	Portugal,	as	he	knew	friends	who	had	enjoyed	a	ride	there	

and	believed	that	there	less	chance	of	rain	than	in	northern	Portugal	
• Alec	sent	out	a	proposal	for	a	ride	in	the	Trossachs	in	Scotland	

	
The	meeting	date	was	set	for	November	15th.	The	day	before	the	meeting	Bushy	sent	out	an	email,	“I	have	a	scan	on	
November	27th	on	2	existing	clots	–	can’t	confirm	or	book	flights	till	after	this	date”.	
	
Alec	chaired	the	meeting	with	Jeff	&	Pam,	Bushy	and	Mike	being	present,	and	went	around	the	table	to	get	more	
detail	about	the	proposals:	Mike	–	Rhodes,	Porto;	Alec	–	Trossachs;	Bushy	–	La	Rochelle	(from	the	previous	year;	Jeff	
–	Algarve,	Galway.	
We	also	 looked	at	who	might	possibly	come:	 Jeff	&	Pam;	Bushy	&	Bridget;	Mike	&	Naoko;	Alec;	 JohnNAG;	Barrie;	
Ann;	Fiona.	John	&	Amanda	had	ruled	themselves	out	as	too	busy.	
The	group	thought	that	every	 idea	sounded	excellent	but	due	to	the	Bushy’s	health	 issues,	and	the	group’s	desire	
that	he	could	 join	the	ride,	 it	was	decided	to	concentrate	on	the	Galway	ride	(short	flight)	&	the	Trossachs	ride.	 It	
was	agreed	that	Mike	would	help	Jeff	&	Alec	work	up	their	rides	so	that	a	common	format	could	be	presented	to	the	
wider	group	of	those	that	might	come.	Jeff	prepared	an	excellent	sales	brochure	for	Galway,	showing	the	route	and	

where	 the	overnight	 stays	would	be.	At	a	 further	meeting	on	November	25th	
there	was	a	unanimous	decision	that	Galway	should	be	chosen.	
Ann	confirmed	that	she	was	not	free	for	the	chosen	starting	date	of	June	10th,	
with	Fiona	asking	if	she	could	come	along	without	Ann,	and	told	definitely	that	
she	was	very	welcome.	John	&	Barrie	expressed	great	 interest	but	wanted	to	
see	details	of	longer	routes	from	Alec	before	they	would	commit.	He	provided	
detailed	longer	routes	after	a	few	days,	and	they	both	agreed	to	come	along.	
Alec,	 Jeff	&	Mike	had	 the	hotels	booked	by	 the	end	of	November.	Mike	had	
checked	out	that	there	were	bike	hire	companies,	and	asked	Fiona	if	she	would	
look	after	the	hire	of	bikes	as	 it	would	make	her	 feel	part	of	 the	team.	Fiona	

checked	out	two	companies	in	Galway,	kept	the	main	group	informed	to	get	feedback,	and	finally	chose	‘Bike	Hire	
Ireland’,	as	much	cheaper	than	the	other	company.	
Mike	gave	the	go-ahead	to	book	the	flights	on	December	14th	as	all	the	required	elements	had	been	sorted	out	and	
booked.	Mike	issued	out	the	final	itinerary	on	May	24th,	and	the	GPX	files	for	the	routes	from	hotel	to	hotel	based	
upon	Jeff’s	original	routes.	Alec	followed	this	up	by	issuing	the	GPX	files	for	the	longer	routes	shortly	afterwards.	
We	had	two	cycling	teams	to	which	names	were	given	retrospectively:	

• Magnificent	7:	Jeff	&	Pam;	Ray	&	Bridget;	Mike	&	Naoko;	Fiona.	
• Super	3:	Alec,	Barrie,	John.	

	
	 	



The	Ride		
	
Sunday	June	10th	–	Home	to	Galway	-	Dry	
	

• Hotel	in	Galway:	Corrib	Village	
	
At	 last	 the	 day	 had	 arrived	 for	 the	 GASBAGS	 ride	 around	 Galway.	 It	 now	 seemed	 a	 long	 time	 ago	 that	 Jeff	 had	
proposed	Galway	as	our	GASBAGS	annual	ride.	At	the	time	flying	further	away	had	been	in	the	air	to	ensure	that	we	
would	get	lovely	dry	warm	weather,	but	Bushy	had	been	desperately	ill	and	as	we	would	all	miss	him	if	he	did	not	
come	 along,	 we	 chose	 a	 place	 with	 a	 very	 short	 flight.	 Since	 then	 he	 had	much	 improved,	 his	 purple	 nose	 had	
lightened,	 his	 two	 blood	 clots	were	much	 reduced	 in	 size,	 so	 perhaps	we	 could	 have	 flown	 further	 but	we	were	
booked	into	Galway	and	we	were	going	to	enjoy	it,	come	rain,	snow,	hailstones,	high	winds	and	midges.	At	least	it	
was	different	to	Scotland	if	only	in	name.	
We	had	almost	the	same	group	going	on	the	ride	from	GASBAGS	land,	with	Ann	being	replaced	by	Barrie,	and	John	&	
Amanda	not	being	 available.	 The	 car	 allocation	had	been	 just	 like	 last	 year	until	 the	 last	moment.	Ray	&	Bridget,	
Mike	&	Naoko	were	to	be	taken	to	the	airport	by	Alec	in	his	ancient	car	that	had	almost	gone	200,000	miles.	Barrie	&	
John	were	to	go	in	Jeff’s	car	at	a	nice	sedate	pace.	Then	at	the	last	moment	Barrie	said	that	he	had	to	take	his	own	
car,	with	Ray	&	Bridget	jumping	at	the	chance	to	transfer	to	Jeff’s	car,	now	knowing	that	they	would	definitely	arrive	
at	the	airport.	John	was	not	so	lucky	as	he	had	to	transfer	the	other	way.	
John	collected	Mike	&	Naoko	at	3:25,	drove	to	Alec’s	house,	and	we	switched	to	Alec’s	car.	Mike	wondered	where	
John	had	stashed	all	his	clothes	as	he	only	had	one	pannier	–	perhaps	this	was	his	new	technique	as	on	his	trip	last	
year	 in	 France	 he	 had	 proven	 that	 one	 pannier	was	 sufficient	 as	 his	 other	 one	 had	 not	 appeared	 at	 La	 Rochelle	
airport.	
We	arrived	at	the	airport	after	an	hour	to	see	the	other	car-load	just	in	front	of	us	though	not	in	a	car	as	these	were	
forbidden	inside	the	airport	terminal	buildings.	The	Ryanair	flight	was	delayed	as	usual	but	this	time	we	could	see	for	
ourselves	why	–	there	was	a	mist.	Our	delay	was	only	short	and	we	arrived	in	Dublin	just	10	minutes	late.	
Our	flight	had	been	due	in	at	7:35	and	we	could	have	arranged	to	get	the	8:45	GoBus	to	Galway,	but	we	had	decided	
to	wait	 for	 Fiona	whose	 flight	was	 due	 in	 at	 8:25.	 Initially	 Fiona	 had	 asked	 if	 one	 person	 in	 the	 team	 could	 stay	
behind	to	accompany	her.	Mike	had	mentioned	this	to	both	Alec	and	John,	and	both	were	very	happy	to	stay	behind.	
Naoko	 said	 that	 she	and	Mike	would	 stay	behind,	 then	Bushy	declared,	 “We	should	all	 stay	behind	–	we	are	one	
team”.	Jeff	or	Pam,	never	easy	to	guess	who	had	replied	on	their	joint	email	address,	backed	up	Bushy’s	statement.		
So	the	whole	team	switched	to	booking	the	9:45	GoBus.	
Jeff	and	Mike	searched	out	the	GoBus	stop,	and	it	was	then	decided	that	we	would	sit	in	the	airport	main	terminal	
and	facing	the	 ‘Arrivals’	board.	Fiona’s	 flight	was	delayed	by	30	minutes,	and	there	was	concern	 in	case	the	delay	
grew.	Fiona	texted	Alec	at	9am	to	say	that	her	flight	had	landed.	Fiona	soon	appeared	at	the	baggage	exit	door,	and	
one	by	one	we	gave	her	a	hug	–	even	Barrie	who	had	never	met	her	before	and	he	didn’t	intend	to	miss	out	on	any	
hugging.	Our	team	was	whole,	and	we	proceeded	to	the	GoBus	terminal.	
Mike	&	Naoko	went	to	the	back	of	the	bus	to	get	space	for	Mike’s	enormously	 long	 legs,	whilst	the	rest	clustered	
around	the	front.	After	a	few	stops	the	bus	was	full,	and	we	continued	across	Ireland,	arriving	in	Galway	at	12:30.	
Mike	had	the	location	marked	of	the	stop	for	the	Corrib	Village	shuttle	on	the	map	on	his	iPhone	but	it	did	not	seem	
right.	Alec,	being	our	Corrib	Village	representative,	phoned	the	Village	and	was	told	that	the	bus	was	running	and	
should	be	there	by	1:30.	We	alighted	the	shuttle	bus	and	within	20	minutes	we	were	at	the	village.	Reception	initially	
told	us	that	the	rooms	would	not	be	ready	till	4pm,	but	then	found	rooms	for	all	but	Jeff	&	Pam	and	John.	Perhaps	
this	was	 fortunate	as	 Jeff,	who	 loves	chatting,	 found	out	all	about	the	Galway	town	from	the	Reception	staff,	and	
where	we	should	head	to	–	the	pub	called	‘The	Quays’.	

We	set	off	towards	the	town,	through	the	university	grounds,	following	the	
blue	dots	painted	on	the	pavement	–	it	would	not	be	possible	to	get	lost.	Jeff	
led	the	way,	and	without	a	step	out	of	line,	led	us	straight	to	‘The	Quays’.	We	
found	a	table	then	ordered	Guinness,	all	but	Bushy	who	was	 into	Murphys,	
and	Bridget	and	John.	
By	 now	we	were	 feeling	 hungry,	 and	 should	 have	been	 feeling	 tired	 as	we	
had	been	up	for	over	12	hours	but	we	were	excited	as	at	last	our	adventure	
had	begun.	We	booked	a	table	in	the	restaurant,	drank	more	Guinness,	then	
walked	around	Galway	for	a	time.	There	were	a	few	singers	and	dancers,	and	
a	place	to	put	your	head	through	a	panel	so	you	looked	like	a	‘Leprechaun’.	



There	is	always	one,	and	for	us	it	was	Barrie	who	
tried	with	his	glasses	on	and	off	to	see	which	face	
looked	 the	most	 Leprechaun-like.	 Alec	 could	 not	
resist	trying	and	tried	the	wide-eyed	Leprechaun-
look.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
Monday	June	11th	–	Galway	to	Maam	Cross	–	Dry,	15	DegC		 	

Day	Leaders:	Mike	&	Naoko		

• Magnificent	7:	38	miles;	Elevation	gain	437m	 	
• Average	speed	including	stops	–	6.25mph;	excluding	stops	–	7.5mph	
• Super	3:	52	miles;	Elevation	gain	500m	
• Hotel	in	Maam	Cross:	Peacockes	Hotel	with	tower	

	
Fiona	was	our	link	to	the	bike	rental	company	-	‘Bike	Hire	Ireland	
(West	Side	Cycles)’	with	 the	key	contact	being	 the	owner	Alan.	
She	had	arranged	that	one	of	our	team,	Mike	had	volunteered,	
would	 stay	 at	 the	 village	with	 all	 the	 bags,	 and	 he	would	 then	
help	 Alan	 to	 load	 up	 the	 bags	 when	 he	 arrived	 at	 9am.	
Meanwhile	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 team	would	walk	 to	 the	 bike	 shop.	
However	it	did	not	work	out	like	that.	When	Fiona	phoned	Alan	
she	 discovered	 that	 he	 could	 take	 6	 in	 his	 van.	 So	 now	 the	
expectation	was	that	there	would	be	a	fight	for	the	seats	but	the	
reverse	happened.	Everyone	wanted	to	walk	except	Mike,	Pam	
and	Fiona.		
Most	of	our	rental	bikes	were	in	the	front	of	the	shop	when	the	
van	arrived	back	at	the	shop	at	9:30.	Mike’s	guess	was	that	the	

team	would	be	cycling	off	at	the	latest	10:30.	However	there	were	multiple	small	issues:	fitting	MPV	peddles	to	four	
bikes;	attaching	Bridget’s	bags	to	her	bike;	searching	for	Bushy’s	glasses;	etc	etc.	

The	Magnificent	7	never	realised	that	the	Super	3	had	cycled	off	till	they	had	
gone.	After	a	photograph	of	the	team	less	the	Super	3	by	Alan,	we	finally	set	
off	at	11:10.	
After	4	miles	Fiona	had	a	puncture,	with	Mike	and	Jeff	far	out	in	front.	Bushy	
had	 removed	 the	wheel	 and	 the	 tyre	 by	 the	 time	Mike	&	 Jeff	 returned	 to	
help	out.	Mike,	of	course	by	mistake,	knocked	Fiona’s	glasses	off	a	wall	and	
they	 fell	 down	 on	 the	 other	 side	 into	 a	 forest	 of	 trees.	 It	 looked	 like	 they	
were	 irretrievably	 lost,	but	Naoko,	being	nimble	and	slim,	climbed	over	 the	
wall,	 dropped	 down	on	 the	 far	 side	 and	 rescued	 the	 glasses.	Mike	 put	 the	
inner	tube	and	tyre	back	onto	Fiona’s	wheel	in	recompense.	

A	short	time	later	Bridget’s	pannier	became	entrapped	in	her	back	wheel.	Jeff	helped	Bushy	stabilise	the	panniers	by	
putting	bungee	straps	around	them	–	it	almost	goes	back	in	GASBAGS’	folklore	that	these	bags	have	to	be	held	on	by	
bungee	straps.	Bridget	had	been	very	 fortunate	to	not	have	had	an	accident,	and	could	easily	have	 landed	on	her	
face,	but	she	was	used	to	landing	on	her	face	so	would	probably	have	just	kept	on	smiling.		
Alan	had	told	us	that	the	traffic	should	be	much	reduced	once	we	had	passed	the	entrance	to	the	ports	but	what	he	
did	not	make	 clear	was	 that	 the	port	 entrance	was	over	20	miles	 from	Galway.	 	 Cars	 and	 trucks	were	passing	us	
continually	but	as	we	were	to	discover	later,	this	traffic	was	light	compared	to	the	traffic	when	entering	Galway	from	
the	north.		



Alan	had	also	told	us	that	the	only	place	to	 find	a	café	on	the	route	was	at	
Spiddal,	 after	 12	 miles.	 We	 arrived	 at	 Spiddal,	 expecting	 a	 tiny	 café	 but	
instead	we	found	a	craft	village,	with	lots	of	visitors,	and	a	large	café.	Some	
of	us	had	sandwiches	that	we	had	bought	in	Galway,	and	we	ate	these	on	the	
village	benches,	before	proceeding	to	the	café.	The	whole	team	ignored	the	
craft	shops	–	we	were	here	to	cycle	not	to	look	around	shops,	and	we	did	not	
have	the	space	in	our	panniers	for	any	purchases.	That	is	not	totally	true,	as	
it	is	very	likely	that	Bushy	and	Bridget	could	have	stashed	more	away	in	their	
enormous	 panniers,	 and	 if	 necessary	 given	 some	 of	 Bridget’s	 numerous	
dresses	to	the	craft	shops.	Mike	was	in	front	and	stopped	at	the	road	that	led	

to	the	ferry.	“Anyone	for	cycling	down	to	the	ferry?”	asked	Mike,	when	the	rest	had	all	arrived.	“We	are	cycling	on,”	
grunted	Bushy,	glancing	at	Bridget	to	ensure	that	she	concurred.	“I	am	cycling	to	the	ferry,”	said	Jeff,	ever	enjoying	
seeing	something	new.	“I	will	join	you”,	said	Fiona.	So	those	two	cycled	down	to	road	to	the	ferry,	whilst	the	rest	of	
us	continued	cycling,	and	at	first	up	an	incline.	
We	 arrived	 at	 the	 Peacockes	 Hotel,	 at	 5pm,	 with	 the	 Super	 3	 already	 settled	 in.	 On	 the	 route	 we	 had	 passed	
numerous	waterways,	with	some	of	these	being	called	‘Lough’,	the	Irish	word	for	‘Loch’.	The	hotel	had	a	high	tower,	
and	from	this	vantage	point	the	interesting	landscape	could	be	enjoyed.		

	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
Tuesday	June	12th	–	Maam	Cross	to	Clifden	–	Dry,	15	DegC		 	

Day	Leaders:	Jeff	&	Pam		

• Magnificent	6:	42	miles;	Elevation	gain	600m	 	
• Average	speed	including	stops	–	6.1mph;	excluding	stops	–	7.2mph	
• Super	3	+	Fiona:	64	miles;	Elevation	gain	800m	
• Hotels	in	Clifden:	All	the	Two’s	Lodge	(7);	Clifden	Bay	apartment	(3)	

	
Jeff	 &	 Pam	 were	 the	 Day	 Leaders	 and	 aimed	 for	 us,	 the	
Magnificent	6,	to	be	cycling	off	by	9am	but	it	was	9:20	when	our	
pedals	 began	 to	 turn,	 delayed	 by	 Bridget’s	 panniers	 being	
attached	on	 the	wrong	 side	–	Bushy	 forgot	which	was	 left	 and	
right.	Perhaps	next	year	he	should	write	‘Left’	and	‘Right’	on	his	
hands.	 We	 were	 reduced	 to	 the	 Magnificent	 6	 as	 Fiona	 had	
transferred	to	the	Super	3	for	the	day.	She	needed	to	stretch	her	
legs	more	as	the	pace	the	previous	day	had	been	too	slow,	and	
she	had	recently	cycled	fast	on	long	rides	in	Majorca.	Mike	tried	

to	transfer	Bushy	as	well,	even	offering	a	transfer	fee,	but	the	offer	was	rejected.	
The	 major	 event	 on	 this	 day,	 not	
glorious	day	as	it	was	going	to	be	dry	
but	 not	 sunny,	 was	 Bridget’s	
birthday.	 	 We	 tried	 to	 sing	 ‘Happy	
Birthday’	 to	 Bridget	 over	 breakfast	
but	we	weren’t	really	in	the	mood	–	
we	could	try	again	later.	
We	cycled	past	more	large	ponds	or	
loughs,	past	bogs	with	peat	cuttings,	
past	 peat	 bricks	 adjacent	 to	 the	



road.	Mike	had	a	text	from	Barrie	just	after	midday	to	say	that	the	Super	4	had	stopped	for	lunch	at	Glynsk.	We	were	
ahead	of	 them,	and	 there	was	no	 turning	back.	Our	Day	Leaders	had	decided	 that	we	would	stop	at	Roundstone,	
which	we	would	reach	after	26	miles.	

We	 arrived	 at	 Roundstone	 at	 12:40,	 with	 Jeff	 rejecting	 the	 first	 small	 café	
that	 we	 passed,	 which	 was	 fortunate	 as	 we	 arrived	 in	 the	 centre	 of	
Roundstone	 to	 find	 a	 larger	 café	 facing	 onto	 the	 Atlantic	 Ocean.	 Normally	
Jeff	 &	 Pam	 would	 be	 changed	 into	
their	 swimming	 costumes	 at	 any	
sight	 of	 the	 sea,	 but	 this	 never	
happened	 on	 our	 Galway	 holiday,	
with	 perhaps	 the	 sea	 looking	 less	
inviting	at	an	air	temperature	of	just	
15	DegC.	We	resumed	our	ride	after	

an	hour.	As	the	team	was	approaching	Clifden,	Mike	&	Naoko	were	well	 in	
front	and	stopped	to	admire	Clifden	in	the	distance.	They	didn’t	realise	that	
they	were	facing	the	restaurant	where	we	were	to	eat	in	the	evening.	
Mike	&	Naoko,	having	been	given	permission	by	 the	Day	Leaders,	arrived	 first	at	 the	hotel,	All	 the	Two’s	Lodge	–	
named	after	the	phone	number,	at	just	after	four	o’clock.	A	lovely	elderly	lady	in	a	wheelchair	greeted	us	and	made	
us	feel	very	welcome.	Fiona	contacted	Mike	to	find	out	the	location	of	the	hotel	as	she	was	in	the	centre	of	Clifden	
with	the	Super	3.		

Alec	texted	Mike	to	arrange	the	evening	meal.	 It	 turned	out	that	 the	Super	
3’s	 accommodation	 was	 right	 in	 the	 centre	 of	 Clifden,	 facing	 the	 sea,	 and	
next	 door	 to	 a	 restaurant	 with	 a	 terrace	 that	 overlooked	 the	 sea.	 Alec	
proposed	that	we	meet	there	to	eat	and	drink.		
The	Magnificent	7	walked	the	one	mile	 into	Clifden	with	the	odd	scratching	
due	 to	 midges.	 Again	 Guinness	 was	 the	 order	 of	 the	 day	 for	 most	 of	 the	
group,	 followed	 by	 a	 meal,	 with	 three	 choosing	 mussels.	 We	 were	 much	
more	 in	 the	 mood	 to	 sing	 ‘Happy	
Birthday’	 to	 Bridget.	 Alec	 led	 the	
way	 with	 a	 long	 ‘Haaaaappppyyyy’,	

followed	by	the	rest	of	the	group	joining	in	–	most	had	experience	of	singing	
‘The	Messiah’	at	the	Royal	Albert	Hall.	
The	walk	back	to	the	hotel	was	difficult	due	to	the	numerous	midges	in	the	
air,	with	Mike,	Ray	&	Bridget	wearing	their	anti-midge	mesh-nets.	We	were	
about	to	pass	Lidl	when	someone	proposed	that	we	should	look	around	the	
store.	At	 the	checkout	desk	 the	staff	were	giving	out	bouquets	of	 flowers.	
Naoko	took	three,	Pam	took	1,	Fiona	took	1,	and	Bridget	took	1.	Outside	the	
shop	Bridget	was	presented	with	all	the	bouquets.	
	

Wednesday	June	13th	–	Clifden	to	Leenaun	–	Very	wet	and	windy,	14	DegC		 	
Day	Leaders:	Ray	&	Bridget		

• Magnificent	7:	25	miles;	Elevation	gain	570m	 	
• Average	speed	including	stops	–	5mph;	excluding	stops	–	8.3mph	
• Super	3:	52	miles;	Elevation	gain	850m	
• Hotels	in	Leenaun:	Portfinn	Lodge	(7),	Leenane	Hotel	(3)	

	
The	 weather	 forecast	 for	 this	 day	 was	 dreadful	 with	 possible	
continual	 rain.	 Fortunately	 it	was	 our	 shortest	 day	 in	 distance.	
Breakfast	was	unique	with	 the	breakfast	 table	 filled	with	 the	6	
bouquets	 of	 flowers	 that	 had	 been	 presented	 to	 Bridget.	
However	there	was	no	need	to	sing	‘Happy	Birthday’	as	her	day	
had	passed	–	she	was	now	a	day	into	her	next	age	year.	
The	Magnificent	7,	with	Fiona	re-joined,	cycled	off	at	9:20,	with	
Bridget’s	 panniers	 again	 causing	 problems.	 Mike	 wondered	 if	



Bridget’s	bike	would	be	decorated	with	flowers,	but	her	panniers	provided	sufficient	drag	to	slow	her	down.	
The	 rain	 was	 not	 heavy	 initially	 but	 incessant,	 and	 we	 took	 respite	 in	 the	
Connemara	 Visitor	 Centre	 at	 Letterfrack	 after	 10	miles,	 though	 needing	 to	
cycle	up	a	long	hill.	We	walked	around	the	Peat	exhibits	then	repaired	to	the	
café.	There	was	no	rush	so	we	stayed	there	almost	an	hour	and	a	half.	Mike	
worked	out	then	checked	out	a	shortcut	to	get	back	to	the	main	road	–	for	
once	the	group	looked	up	to	Mike.	
Our	 main	 stopping	 point	 had	 been	
planned	 by	 Bridget	 or	 was	 it	 Bushy	
or	was	 it	 Jeff?	This	was	to	be	the	at	
Kylemore	 Abbey,	 and	 we	 arrived	

there	after	cycling	another	4	miles	at	12:30,	 feeling	even	wetter.	We	soon	
deduced	 that	 the	 Abbey	was	 too	 expensive	 to	 look	 around	 –	 perhaps	we	
would	 have	 been	 more	 interested	 if	 we	 had	 been	 dry.	 We	 sat	 in	 the	
adjacent	café	for	an	hour,	drinking	more	coffee	and	eating	more	cakes.	
We	 still	 had	11	miles	 to	 cycle	with	 two	hills	 along	 the	way.	 Pam	 tried	her	heavy	breathing	 technique	 though	 she	
sounded	 like	 she	was	 dying.	We	 arrived	 at	 our	 lodgings,	 Portfinn	 Lodge,	 at	 2:30.	 Jeff	 had	 booked	 this	 hotel,	 and	
checked	us	in.	The	staff	were	remarkable,	as	they	made	us	very	welcome	as	we	trooped	through	to	our	rooms	with	
wet	panniers,	soaked-through	shoes,	and	wet	raincoats.	
Alec	had	booked	us	all	 in	for	dinner	at	the	Leenane	Hotel,	 the	Super	3	hotel,	which	we	had	cycled	past	and	500m	
from	our	hotel.	The	distance	did	not	sound	far	but	the	wind	was	stronger	when	we	set	out.	Only	Mike	&	Naoko	had	
brought	umbrellas,	and	both	were	turned	inside-out	after	a	heavy	gust	of	wind	(up	to	60kph	had	been	the	forecast),	
with	Naoko’s	suffering	irreparable	damage.	

The	 Super	 3	 were	 sitting	 at	 the	 bar	 drinking	 yet	
more	Guinness	when	we	arrived.	They	told	us	the	
tale	of	them	cycling	across	a	tidal	causeway,	with	
Barrie	showing	his	video	recording	to	us	all.	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	 	



Thursday	June	14th	Leenaun	to	Westport	–	Very	windy,	initial	rain	
Day	Leader:	Fiona		

• Magnificent	7:	34	miles;	Elevation	gain	606m	 	
• Average	speed	including	stops	–	5.2mph;	excluding	stops	–		5.7mph	
• Super	3:	46	miles;	Elevation	gain	800m	
• Hotels	in	Westport:	Cloonen	House	(8),	Colonelwood	House	(2)	

	
Alan,	 from	 the	 bike	 shop,	 had	 recommended	 to	 us	 all	 that	we	
should	take	the	shortcut	across	the	mountains	from	Leenaun	to	
Westport,	 as	 the	 views	 that	we	would	 get	would	 be	 immense.	
His	idea	initially	sounded	good,	as	the	thought	was	that	then	we	
could	drop	off	 the	panniers	and	head	north	for	a	circular	route	
on	a	cycling	clearway.	Mike	had	checked	it	out	the	previous	day,	
and	 it	 looked	 to	be	 a	non-starter	 for	 the	Magnificent	 7,	 as	 the	
slopes	went	up	to	15%,	which	would	be	too	high	a	gradient	for	
the	whole	 team	with	 panniers	 on	 the	 bikes,	 and	 especially	 for	
Bushy.	The	 idea	had	been	 rejected.	Our	 choices	were	 to	either	
cycle	directly	to	Westport	on	the	N59	or	go	around	the	edge	of	
the	 mountains.	 Fiona	 decided	 to	 call	 a	 meeting	 the	 following	
morning	to	discuss	the	options.	
Breakfast	arrived	but	Fiona	was	not	to	be	rushed,	and	waited	till	
after	 breakfast	 to	 call	 the	 meeting.	 All	 the	 Magnificent	 7	
clustered	around	Fiona	to	discuss	the	two	options	(1)	straight	to	

Westport	18	miles	along	the	valley,	with	traffic,	and	cross-winds	or	(2)	keep	to	the	original	38	mile	plan	–	into	the	
wind	at	the	start	for	7	miles	along	the	lough,	then	north	with	cross-winds	for	13	miles,	then	14	miles	with	the	wind	
behind	us,	and	all	with	less	traffic.	
	Bushy	said,	“I	am	keen	to	cycle	on	the	original	route	into	the	wind	and	die	happy,	than	be	knocked	down	by	a	car.”	
These	words	might	not	have	been	exactly	what	he	said	if	he	said	them	at	all,	but	they	give	the	impression	that	Bushy	
is	a	strong	cyclist.	The	group	backed	him	up,	so	Fiona	chose	the	original	route.	

The	expectation	was	that	there	would	be	high	winds	at	a	speed	of	48	kph	but	
no	rain	at	10am,	which	was	the	time	that	we	cycled	off.	We	turned	right	out	
of	 the	 hotel	 with	 the	 wind	 behind	
us,	 then	cycled	around	 to	 the	other	
side	of	 the	 lough	and	now	the	wind	
was	 directly	 in	 our	 faces.	 Part	 way	
along	the	lough	the	rain	started	and	
we	 sheltered	 for	 a	 short	 time	 then	
cycled	 on	 in	 the	 rain.	 Bushy	 had	 to	
push	 his	 bike	 for	 a	 short	 time	 up	 a	

slight	slope	due	to	the	strength	of	the	wind.	Soon	after	we	turned	north	the	
rain	 stopped,	 the	 sky	 brightened	 and	 mountains	 could	 be	 seen	 in	 the	
distance.		

We	passed	a	potential	café	stop	but	the	sky	had	brightened	so	much	that	we	
cycled	 on,	 just	 in	 case	 the	 rain	 returned.	 Just	 a	 bit	 later	 Bridget’s	 pannier	
became	stuck	in	her	wheel	again.	Mike	tried	to	help	then	Jeff	appeared	and	
as	he	had	much	more	experience	of	
Bridget’s	panniers,	Mike	stood	aside	
and	 let	 Jeff	 take	 over.	 A	 van	 swept	
down	 the	 road	 fast,	with	 its	wheels	
slicing	 through	 a	 large	 puddle	 of	
water.	 Jeff	 was	 soaked,	 turned	
around	 and	 shouted	 after	 the	 van.	
He	 spied	 an	 open-air	 sports-car	

approaching.	He	waved	it	down,	“Please	chase	after	that	van,	and	tell	them	
to	 be	 careful	 next	 time”,	 Jeff	 begged.	 Mike	 could	 not	 hear	 what	 their	



response	was,	but	they	probably	told	their	mates	about	meeting	a	wild-eyed	man.	
We	cycled	on	through	the	Doulough	Valley	up	a	hill	that	went	on	for	a	long	
time,	with	Fiona,	Naoko	and	Mike	reaching	the	top	first	to	find	a	monument	
to	one	of	the	darkest	moments	of	the	great	famine.		
Bushy	was	a	dot	 in	the	far	distance	but	struggled	on	–	what	a	man	–	full	of	
determination	under	any	circumstances.	
As	we	approached	Louisburg	Fiona	spied	a	Farm	restaurant	and	thought	that	
this	would	be	a	good	place	to	stop.	We	locked	up	our	bikes	 like	horses	at	a	
coral.	 	 A	 lady	 in	 the	 restaurant	 approached	 us	 in	 the	 restaurant,	 and	 she	
explained	that	the	kitchen	was	almost	shut	but	could	make	us	some	chips	to	
go	with	 scones.	 At	 this	 point	 of	 the	
ride	any	 food	was	welcome	and	we	
all	 said	 ‘Yes’	 as	 it	 was	 unlikely	 that	
we	 would	 find	 any	 other	 eating	

establishment	for	the	rest	of	the	way.	
We	arrived	at	our	hotel	in	Westport	at	16:20,	with	our	lowest	average	speed	
of	the	trip	due	to	the	high	winds.	

In	the	evening	we	searched	out	for	a	
restaurant.	Fiona	said	a	 firm	 ‘No’	 to	
eating	 Chinese,	 Others	 were	 wary	 about	 eating	 Indian	 for	 the	 effects	 that	
might	appear	the	following	day.	So	we	chose	an	Italian	restaurant.	The	main	
restaurant	 looked	 to	 be	 full,	 but	 a	 slim	 effeminate	 waiter	 with	 an	 Italian	
accent	 showed	us	 to	our	own	 room	on	a	 floor	above	–	perhaps	 the	waiter	
kept	slim	by	going	up	and	down	the	stairs.	He	said	that	he	would	do	anything	
for	us,	hoping	that	good	tip	would	be	 in	the	offing.	 In	Mike’s	view	the	food	
was	ordinary	but	expensive,	in	Alec’s	view	his	Pasta	Carbonara	was	the	best	
that	he	had	ever	eaten.	What	was	good	was	that	we	had	the	whole	room	to	
ourselves,	 even	 if	we	were	 crammed	 in.	 During	 the	meal	 Barrie	 told	 us	 all	
how	John	had	walked	up	a	hill	for	about	the	first	time	in	his	life	–	except	for,	
of	course,	when	he	had	walked	up	all	the	Monroes.	

	
	
	
	 	



Friday	June	15th	Westport	to	Cong	–	Dry	
Day	Leaders:	Jeff	&	Pam		

• Magnificent	6:	34	miles;	Elevation	gain	378m	 	
• Average	speed	including	stops	–	6.5mph;	excluding	stops	–	7.3mph	
• Super	3	+	Fiona:	48	miles;	Elevation	gain	1200m	
• Hotels	in	Cong:	Michaeleens	Manor	(8)	–	all	about	Quiet	Man	film,	Villa	Pio	(2)	

	
Alan,	 from	 the	 bike	 shop,	 had	 recommended	 that	 we	 should	 avoid	
going	on	the	main	roads	due	to	the	heavy	traffic,	the	route	that	we	had	
planned,	 and	 should	 head	 straight	 for	 Tourmakeady	 on	 the	 edge	 of	
Lough	Mask.	 This	 was	 the	 route	 that	 the	 Super	 3	 had	 chosen.	 Mike	
checked	out	the	elevation	of	this	ride	and	it	looked	there	would	be	too	
much	 climbing	 for	 the	Magnificent	 6,	 and	 informed	 the	 Day	 leaders,	
Jeff	 &	 Pam,	 of	 his	 opinion.	 Jeff	 decided	 that	 we	 should	 stick	 to	 the	
original	route,	heading	south-west	then	joining	the	N84	to	head	south.	
We	cycled	off	just	after	nine	thirty,	and	found	that	there	was	very	little	
traffic	 on	 the	 R330	 heading	
towards	 Partry.	We	 arrived	 in	
Partry	at	11am	after	cycling	13	
miles,	hoping	that	there	would	
be	 a	 café	 or	 pub	 to	 stop	 for	
coffee.	Mike	 arrived	 first,	 and	
crossed	the	road	on	the	N84	–	
made	easy,	as	again	there	was	

very	 little	 traffic.	Mike	 spied	 a	 pub	displaying	 on	 signs	 outside	 that	 it	was	
open	all	day,	and	food	was	served	all	day.	This	seemed	to	be	an	ideal	place	
to	stop	except	that	it	was	firmly	shut	–	perhaps	the	Irish	have	8	days	in	a	week!	

We	cycled	south	along	the	N84,	with	a	detour	off	to	avoid	the	non-existent	
traffic	 and	 which	 went	 through	 an	 eerie	 road	 with	 what	 looked	 like	 dead	
trees	on	either	side,	until	we	reached	Ballinrobe	after	20	miles	of	cycling	at	
12:30.	For	once	we	found	traffic,	with	the	centre	of	 the	town	blocked.	 Jeff,	
being	sharp-eyed,	spotted	a	café	called	McHughs’	Café.	It	was	almost	full	but	
we	found	two	seats	in	each	of	three	corners.	On	the	wall	was	a	large	brown	
board	describing	how	Ballinrobe,	or	was	it	Cong,	was	chosen	for	the	location	
of	 the	 film	
‘The	 Quiet	

Man’	 in	 1952,	 and	
explaining	that	McHughs’	
Café	was	opened	in	1952.		
There	was	a	 lovely	poem	
about	McHugh’s	 Café	 on	
the	 wall.	 I	 asked	 one	 of	
the	waitresses	 about	 the	
film	 ‘The	 Quiet	 Man’	 as	
every	 village	 and	 town	
seemed	 to	 own	
allegiance	 to	 the	 film.	 I	
explained	 to	 her	 that	
where	we	 lived	we	had	Captain	Cook	–	her	eyes	 seemed	 to	glaze	over.	After	almost	an	

hour’s	rest	we	continued	on,	now	going	on	another	side	road	away	from	the	N84.	The	side	road	turned	almost	due	
south	but	one	sign	was	missing,	and	Naoko	cycled	fast	along	the	wrong	road.	Mike	tried	to	catch	her	but	Naoko	was	
too	fast	so	he	called	her	on	his	phone.	The	detour	turned	out	to	be	2.7	miles.	Jeff,	who	had	been	behind	the	rest	of	
the	Magnificent	6,	had	cycled	along	the	correct	road.	We	met	him	as	he	cycled	slowly	back.	



We	arrived	in	Cong	at	2:50,	way	ahead	of	the	Super	3	+	Fiona	as	they	had	a	long	route	plus	1200m	of	elevation.	Jeff	
had	 booked	 all	 but	 Alec	 &	 John	 into	Michaeleens	Manor,	 which	was	 very	 close	 to	 Ashford	 Castle.	 The	 B&B	was	
themed	on	 the	 film	 ‘The	Quiet	Man’	 and	 there	were	numerous	photographs	 taken	 from	 the	 film	of	 John	Wayne,	
without	a	gun,	and	Maureen	O’Hara.	 Jeff	and	Mike	cycled	towards	the	Ashford	Castle	Lodge,	which	 is	a	bar	and	a	
restaurant.	Mike	turned	back	due	to	light	rain	so	it	was	Jeff	who	described	all	about	the	Lodge	to	the	group.	

Jeff	 proposed	 that	 we	 should	 have	 a	 drink	 at	 The	 Lodge,	 and	 possibly	 eat	
there	 –	 which	 became	 a	 firm	 ‘Yes’	 by	 the	 group	 just	 in	 case	 the	 rain	
restarted.	 Jeff	 arranged	with	 Alec,	 and	we	 learnt	 that	 John	 had	 a	 stomach	
problem	and	would	not	be	joining	us.	Alec	said	that	he	would	walk	down	to	
the	Lodge,	and	we	only	 learnt	when	he	arrived	that	
his	walk	was	over	1.5	miles.	
Guinness	was	the	chosen	drink	again	by	most	of	the	
team.	 The	 Lodge	 was	 again	 themed	 on	 ‘The	 Quiet	
Man’	 film,	 with	 photographs	 of	 the	 film’s	 stars	 on	
the	walls,	and	even	 in	 the	 toilets.	The	men’s	 toilets	

were	palatial	but	a	painting	on	one	wall	seemed	out	of	place,	though	very	interesting,	and	it	
particularly	amused	Jeff,	and	Mike.	
After	dinner	we	walked	into	Cong	and	posed	next	to	a	statue	of	John	Wayne	and	Maureen	
O’Hara,	based	upon	the	‘The	Quiet	Man’	film.	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
Saturday	June	16th	Cong	to	Galway	-	Dry	

Day	Leaders:	Mike	&	Naoko		

• Magnificent	7	+	John:	34	miles;	Elevation	gain	391m	 	
• Average	speed	including	stops	–	6.2mph;	excluding	stops	–	7.2mph	
• Super	2:	53	miles;	Elevation	gain	500m	
• Hotels	in	Galway:	Corrib	Village	

	
Pam	 proposed	 that	 out	 route	 should	 go	 past	 Ashford	 Castle	 and	 Cong,	 as	 Bushy	 &	
Bridget	had	not	walked	into	Cong	the	previous	evening,	as	Bushy	had	felt	rough.	We	
started	out	at	9:15,	and	soon	reached	Cong.	We	stopped	at	the	statue	of	John	Wayne	
and	Maureen	O’Hara	 –	would	 Bushy	 lift	 up	 Bridget?	 There	was	 little	 doubt	 that	 he	
would	not	as	blue	 lips	don’t	match	a	purple	nose,	but	would	Bridget	 lift	up	Bushy	to	
save	the	Vamplew’s	honour?	‘No’	was	the	answer.	We	returned	to	the	main	road	and	
cycled	along	 for	a	mile	and	a	half	 to	where	we	picked	up	 John,	who	was	still	 feeling	
under	the	weather,	from	Villa	Pio.	
We	 reached	Headford	 that	was	on	 the	N84	at	11	o’clock	 after	 cycling	11	miles,	 and	
stopped	at	another	McHugh’s	café.	There	was	an	 identical	board	on	 the	wall	 stating	
how	Cong	had	been	chosen	for	the	film	‘The	Quiet	Man’.	After	three-quarters	we	were	
back	on	the	road,	first	on	a	road	to	the	west	of	the	N84	for	5	miles,	then	on	a	road	to	
the	east	of	the	N84	for	8	miles	and	circling	around	very	close	to	Lough	Corrib,	taking	us	
within	8	miles	of	Galway	with	 the	 remaining	 section	 to	be	along	 the	N84.	 	The	 road	



was	 truly	packed	with	 traffic.	Bushy	was	 finding	 the	going	 tough	and	kept	 stopping.	We	arrived	at	 a	 convenience	
store,	with	Jeff	buying	sandwiches	on	his	favourite	brown	bread.	Bushy	needed	plenty	of	time	to	recuperate,	before	

we	 started	 out,	 taking	 a	 20-minute	 break.	 We	 cycled	 the	 four	 miles	 into	
Galway	still	along	busy	roads,	and	to	the	Corrib	Village,	arriving	at	2:45.	
Fiona	 phoned	 Alan	 to	 ask	 him	 to	 fetch	 the	 bikes,	 with	 him	 saying	 that	 he	
would	 be	 there	 shortly.	 He	 arrived	 at	 4:15,	 after	 being	 delayed	 by	 a	
customer,	 and	 soon	 had	 the	 bikes	 loaded	 into	 his	 van,	 and	 suitcases	
unloaded.	Nothing	was	missing!	
The	evening	arrived	and	all	but	John,	who	still	felt	ill,	followed	the	blue	dots	
into	town.	We	were	certainly	off	Italian	food,	Chinese	food	was	off	the	menu	
as	Fiona	would	not	step	a	foot	inside	

a	 Chinese	 restaurant.	 Our	 discussion	 about	 food	 came	 down	 in	 favour	 of	
Galway’s	 famous	 fish	 &	 chip	 bar,	 McDonagh’s.	 Pam	 looked	 particularly	
happy	about	eating	fish.	
Bushy	 felt	 tired	 so	 stated	 that	 he	&	Bridget	were	 returning	 to	 the	Village,	
and	Mike	felt	the	same	so	persuaded	Naoko	to	walk	back	as	well.	The	rest	
wanted	 a	 real	 night	 out	with	music	 and	 possibly	 dancing	 so	went	 back	 to	
‘The	Quays’.	 	Part	way	back	to	the	Village,	Naoko	said,	“I	am	not	tired	and	
want	 some	 fun”.	 Mike	 reluctantly	 turned	 around,	 phoned	 Jeff	 to	 check	
where	the	rest	were,	and	then	the	two-some	returned	to	 ‘The	Quays’.	Jeff	
was	waiting	near	 the	door	 to	greet	 them.	The	rest	were	on	the	balcony	watching	and	 listening	to	 the	group,	who	
were	playing	to	a	packed	large	audience.	Naoko	joined	the	others	 in	staring	down	through	almost	peep-holes,	but	
Mike	was	too	tall	to	look	through	these,	so	joined	Jeff	in	watching	the	World	Cup	football.	
	

Sunday	June	17th	Galway	to	Dublin	
	
Mike	had	checked	with	the	reception	staff	the	previous	day	whether	the	whole	team	would	be	able	to	get	on	the	
10am	Village	shuttle	bus,	and	been	told	that	there	would	be	plenty	of	space.	The	timing	was	 important,	as	all	but	
Fiona	had	booked	on	the	10:45	GoBus	back	to	Dublin.	
So	we	all	felt	that	there	was	no	rush,	and	strolled	to	breakfast,	packed	our	suitcases,	met	up,	at	Mike’s	request,	for	a	
short	review	of	the	ride.	A	few	comments,	which	might	not	have	been	the	exact	words!	
	
Mike	–	“It	was	a	great	 ride	despite	 the	rain,	wind,	midges,	but	perhaps	next	year	somewhere	warmer.	 Jeff	did	an	
excellent	job	in	creating	the	route.	Thanks	to	Fiona	for	organising	the	bike	hire.	Thanks	to	Jeff	and	Alec	with	booking	
the	hotels.	Alec	certainly	had	good	practice	as	rooms	were	booked,	cancelled,	booked.”	
Alec	-	”I	was	just	trying	to	get	the	best	value	for	the	three	men	–	I	am	Scottish	after	all.”	
Fiona	–	“I	was	very	pleased	to	be	accepted	on	the	ride	even	though	Ann	was	not	going.	 I	 thought	 that	 I	wouldn’t	
have	any	jobs	to	do,	then	Mike	asked	me	to	organise	the	bikes.	It	kept	me	involved.”	
Barrie	–	“I	really	enjoyed	the	ride	and	the	comraderie.”	
Naoko	–	“Thanks	to	Barrie	for	getting	me	out	on	Sunday	rides	and	thus	maintaining	my	cycling	fitness.”	
John:	“	Can	we	get	on	with	it.”	
Bushy	–	“I	came,	I	saw,	I	conquered,	I	lived	to	tell	the	tale.”	(He	did	not	say	this	but	perhaps	suitable	words).	
Bridget	–	 “As	Bushy’s	 carer	on	 the	 ride,	 I	would	 like	 to	 thank	 the	 rest	of	 you	 for	helping	out.”	 (Did	 she	 really	 say	
this?).	
Jeff	–	“Thanks	to	Mike	for	co-ordinating	the	ride	and	issuing	the	itinerary.”	(Jeff	&	Mike	are	in	a	mutual	admiration	
society	ever	since	cycling	to	Copenhagen).	
Pam	–	“I	enjoying	huffing	&	puffing	when	cycling	up	hills	but	an	e-bike	might	make	my	life	easier	next	year.	I	enjoyed	
Galway	as	it	is	so	alike	to	my	dearest	Scotland.”	
	
After	the	meeting	Alec	said	that	he	would	take	the	keys	back	to	the	Village	reception.	John	went	with	him.	The	rest	
of	us	took	our	suitcases	to	the	bus	stop	and	waited.	Alec	phoned	to	let	us	all	know	that	the	bus	was	full,	and	he	had	
arranged	for	a	mini-bus	that	should	arrive	at	10:15.	The	bus	went	past	our	group,	with	John	smiling	away	inside	–	at	



least	he	could	return	to	Leeds-Bradford	airport,	but	would	have	difficulty	after	that	if	Alec	was	stuck	in	Dublin.	Alec	
called	again	to	say	that	the	mini-bus	had	been	switched	to	two	taxis.	We	were	now	concerned	whether	the	eight	of	
us	would	get	in	the	taxis.	Then	at	10:20	a	mini-bus	turned	up	with	Alec	inside	and	just	enough	seats.	We	arrived	at	
the	GoBus	just	in	time,	with	the	bus	totally	filling	before	it	departed.	
	
Mike	
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