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Paths are made for walking 
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Tayberries 
Originate from the banks of the Tay – sweet and hardy 

In celebration of the outdoors, past and present 
members of the Tayberries, and all who have found 

enjoyment and increased fitness through Nordic walking. 
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About ‘Women Afoot’ 

Origins 
‘Women Afoot’ originated with an idea of a member of the Tayberries, a Nordic walking group 
in the Tayside area of Scotland. Vivian had read ‘She Explores’, a collection of first-person 
stories, photographs, and artwork from women who are inspired by the adventure found in 
the outdoors (https://she-explores.com/book/). Vivian’s encouragement and description of 
that book inspired us to produce our own assembly of first-person reflections, stories, and 
images about walking and exploration. We also decided to include some of our other 
activities, and reflections on the restrictions imposed during the 2020 Covid-19 crisis. 

Idea 
The idea of this collection is to share our love of the outdoors, walking and exploration with 
others. We hope this will inspire readers to enjoy the opportunities that exercise and 
friendship in a shared activity can bring. Outdoor exercise can be inexpensive and accessible 
to everyone, even if there are restrictions on ability or mobility. With some imagination and 
determination, the results can provide benefits for your physical and mental health as well as 
taking you to unexpected experiences. An exercise group may evolve into a supportive social 
group, such as the Tayberries, and here we share with you our experiences of being members 
of a such a group. Whether exploring the outdoors remains a private experience or you 
choose to share it with others, the most important thing is to take the first step. 

Context 
Despite good intentions, ‘Women Afoot’ might not have emerged from the general hustle and 
bustle of members’ everyday lives if the Covid-19 crisis had not intervened in Spring 2020. 
Suddenly, everyday routines were disrupted by lockdown and the need to ‘stay home and 
stay safe’. This situation has not been easy for many, but it has encouraged some to take 
stock. For some it has also created space for writing and other creative activities. 

Organisation 
We begin with an introduction to the Tayberries Nordic Walking Group: its origins, its 
activities, how it operates, and the way in which it has developed into an enabling and 
supportive group of friends and explorers. The stories and reflections are then presented in 
five sections: 

 The joys of walking and being outdoors 
 Favourite places and walks in Tayside and Fife 
 Special walks from further afield 
 Memorable journeys and travels afar 
 Reflections on the Covid-19 lockdown 

While accounts that focus on life during lockdown are in the final section, all contributions 
are coloured by this experience as they were written during the height of the restrictions. 

Finally 
We hope you enjoy ‘Women Afoot’. We do not expect you to read it from the beginning to 
the end: start where you want and dip in when you have a moment. 
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The Tayberries Nordic Walking Group 

Morag 

Nordic Walking is described as a walking technique where you use specially designed poles to 
help propel you along. You work your upper body as well as your legs, which provides an all 
over workout that doesn’t feel like one. The upper body action is similar to that used in cross-
country skiing and it’s an exercise that can be enjoyed at many levels of fitness, from low to 
high intensity. It’s estimated that there are more than 10 million people worldwide who enjoy 
Nordic walking (https://britishnordicwalking.org.uk/).   

As part of Dundee Women’s Festival in March 2013, a large group of women gathered at the 
Botanical Gardens for a free taster session in Nordic walking. The group waited but no tutor 
arrived, so we moved indoors to the café! There, as well as drinking coffee and eating cake, 
we created a list of our email addresses. One of the women, Jenny, volunteered to try to find 
another Nordic walking instructor to deliver our taster session. She did this and then went on 
to arrange further training over the next few weeks for those who wanted to learn more. At 
the end of the training, some of us bought the Nordic walking poles recommended by the 
instructor, Caroline (who is now a member of the Tayberries). We discussed joining a local 
Nordic walking group, but none could be found. After a few weeks, I emailed the others asking 
if they wanted to Nordic walk together. This resulted in the inaugural walk of the Tayberries 
Nordic Walking group in Dundee’s Riverside Nature Park on 5th June 2013.  

The group is informal. No one is in charge. There are no specific criteria for joiners other than 
an interest in Nordic walking. I’ve taken on the role of coordinating the group’s activities and 
keeping everyone informed. The group’s expanded over the years, mainly as a result of 
members inviting friends, and requests from others seeking Nordic walking as a rehabilitation 
exercise after treatment for cancer or a heart condition.  

 

 

There tend to be 12-16 of us on each walk. We walk every Wednesday morning for around 1-
1½ hours. Everyone walks at their own pace with the faster walkers doubling back to keep the 
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group together. Some prefer to take in the views, others try to maximise their exercise. No 
one ever walks by herself and we have fascinating conversations along the route. At the end 
of each walk we go to a café for lunch/coffee and discuss every topic imaginable (and some 
that are not!), including whether this particular eatery deserves an entry in ‘our favourite café 
book’. In the café, we decide where we’ll walk the following week. Someone suggests a route 
and usually also volunteers to lead the walk. An email and/or WhatsApp message with details 
of the next walk is sent to everyone. Those intending to join the walk confirm their 
attendance. If rain’s forecast, an hour or so before the start time of the walk, there’s a 
WhatsApp chat to agree whether we set out or cancel the walk. Normally, if the walk’s 
cancelled, some of the group meet somewhere central for a coffee and agree details for the 
next walk. 

We aim to travel no more than 30 
minutes to the start of a walk, but 
that’s not always possible as we 
live in a variety of locations in 
Dundee, Perthshire, Angus and 
Fife. We try to use meeting points 
that are easy to find and reachable 
by bus. We also car share from 
central points where possible. 
We’ve walked in most of the parks, 
woods and beaches in the area, 
estates with rights of way, and 
anywhere that has a good café at 
the end of a walk!   

So that’s how the group originated and how it works, but that has not given the real feel of 
the group. We started by chance and grew randomly, but over time we have evolved into 
much more than a Nordic walking group with a discerning taste in cafés. We inspire each 
other, offer support and help when life throws a curve ball, and celebrate when there’s good 
news to share. Collectively, we’ve made Nordic walking an amazing source of enjoyment, 
support, learning, adventure, skill sharing and, of course, exercise!   

Someone always knows the answer to a diverse range of questions: identifying plants and 
wildlife, how to use  a new phone, the phone number 
for a good plumber, advice on recipes and ailments, 
how to fix a drill bit you’ve left in the wall, and even 
instructions on how to build a dry stone wall.     

We’ve travelled together for short breaks and longer 
trips. A small group started this by using free rail 
tickets to venture to Arran. Fuelled by the success of 
that trip, members have continued travelling and 
exploring together with Nordic walking breaks in 
Crieff and Moness and groups of us travelling together 
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to  Cornwall, Berlin, Giverny, Paris, Lanzarote, Tallinn, Milan, Copenhagen, Istanbul, Budapest, 
and last year, five of us toured Northern India. 

We exchange books and magazines and loan each other equipment.  Over the years we’ve 
also shared other experiences: from a trip to Glasgow to see an episode of Bargain Hunt being 
filmed, watching rare sea eagles in their nests, participating in wine and gin tastings and 
charity coffee mornings, to even learning to ride an electric scooter! Two members of the 
group jointly organised their own film screenings and unique pop-up cafés. The latter are 
definitely worthy of an entry in our favourite café book.    

We’ve held periodic social events and 
we’ve attended each other’s special 
birthday celebrations. A group of us 
learned to play bridge, some have gone 
together to creative or exercise classes, 
while others have joined choirs, book 
groups and another walking group. 
During the pandemic a number of the 
group collaborated to produce masks for 
NHS and care workers.   

Although we’ve been unable to walk 
together during the Coronavirus 

pandemic, we’ve continued to meet by video conference. During June, we celebrated our 7th 
birthday via a virtually-shared afternoon tea, where we metaphorically raised our poles in a 
toast to the amazing Tayberries!  
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Section 1: The joys of walking and being outdoors 

 

The first three accounts in this section, by Caroline, Sandra and Sheila, focus on the joys of 
walking and the many benefits that arise from this form of activity. Two strong themes 
emerge: the dual benefits of walking alone and with others, and the added advantages of 
walking with Nordic poles. In the fourth contribution, from Ann, the gift of a map reawakens 
her memories of childhood explorations and she reflects on how these have seeded her love 
of the countryside and being outdoors. Following that, Dorothy shares her delight when 
stopping to admire wildflowers during walks in the countryside. Finally, Ann guides us through 
the principles and joys of dry stone walling, and then invites us to try this absorbing outdoor 
activity.   
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The wonders of walking together 
Caroline 

On the surface, the Tayberries are a group of women who meet every week to go for a walk, 
with Nordic walking poles, in the beautiful countryside surrounding the magnificent River Tay. 
However, there is much more to the group than this; walking is the core activity that binds 
us, but it does not restrict us. 

Having provided the initial Nordic walking training sessions for founding members of the 
Tayberries, I witnessed the group’s inception. Shortly afterwards I moved away from Dundee, 
but I remained on the email circulation list, so was able to follow the group’s activities from 
afar. When I returned to Dundee in 2018, I re-joined the group’s weekly walks. I was 
impressed by how welcoming and supportive individual members were and how the group 
had evolved in the intervening five years into something much greater than the sum of its 
parts. This somewhat disparate collection of 
women had developed into a group that 
supported, educated, sustained, and 
encouraged each other. They travelled 
together and had achieved a strength of skills, 
knowledge and sheer joy for the common 
good that no one could have imagined at the 
beginning of the group. How had this 
happened? And to what extent might it be due 
to the very act of walking together?  

While on my solo walks during the Covid-19 
lockdown, I have reflected on the wonders of 
walking together: the benefits for individuals and for the collective development of groups. 
There is good scientific evidence to support claims about the benefits of walking and how 
these benefits are intensified by walking with others. The explanations and associated 
benefits fall into three main categories. 

Firstly, the physical benefits of regular physical activity. This increases average life 
expectancy through influencing the development of chronic diseases, by lessening age-
related biological changes and their effects on health and well-being, and through 
maintaining the ability to perform tasks and activities that people find necessary or desirable 
in their lives1. These benefits appear to be intensified by Nordic walking. Nordic Walking UK 
refer to research by Northumberland University that recorded an improvement in the 
performance of walkers who used trekking poles. They also note the added benefit of using 
Nordic Walking poles because they provide further upper body work2. 

Secondly, the additional benefits of outdoor physical activity, which is sometimes referred 
to as ‘green exercise’. These benefits occur for two main reasons: exercising outside increases 
levels of physical activity while at the same time lowering perceived levels of exertion; 

 
1 WJ Chodzko-Zajko et al, 2009, Medicine & Science in Sports & Exercise, Volume 41, Issue 7, pp 1510-1530 
2 https://nordicwalking.co.uk/?page=about_nordic_walking&c=24 
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increasing people’s link with nature reduces stress and generally improves mood and self-
esteem3. 

Thirdly, the further benefits arising from the 
social relationships formed while walking 
together. Lack of good social relationships is a 
major risk factor for health — competing with 
the effect of recognised risk factors such as 
cigarette smoking, high blood pressure and 
obesity4. People seem to be naturally inclined to 
desire contact with both nature and with others. 
This may explain why doing green exercise with 
other people is such a good way to improve our 
health. Taking part in activities, such as walking, 
increases opportunities for social interaction. 
Anecdotal evidence also suggests that it is often 
easier to form social relationships while engaged in a joint activity, such as walking, than it is 
to do so without a shared endeavour. 

At a recent on-line meeting of the Tayberries, members spoke about both the physical and 
social benefits of being a member of the group. Several members commented that walking 
with Nordic walking poles had enabled them to continue walking for far longer than might 
otherwise have been possible due to problems with backs, hips and/or knees. Others 
reported how the exercise had helped them to recover from surgery or broken limbs. All felt 
their lives had been enriched by being a member of the group. The very act of walking 
together will have contributed to the many reported benefits but that is not the full story. 
The strength of the Tayberries results not only from the weekly schedule of walking and 
talking but also from the values underpinning how the group operates (inclusivity, equality, 
kindness and support). These values were modelled by the original members of the group and 
they continued to be reproduced when new members joined. They are evidenced and 
reinforced by the patient and understanding way in which Morag has co-ordinated the 
group’s activities over the last seven years. 

There are many wonders that arise from 
walking together. The Tayberries’ experience 
reinforces the evidence that Nordic walking 
with others is a potent formula for a healthy 
life5. This formula is intensified when a 
walking group begins to do other things 
together, but the magical additional 
ingredient for a truly fulfilling experience 
seems to be lived values which are inclusive 
and supportive. 

 
3 R Mejia, 2010, Environmental Science & Technology, Volume 44, Issue 10, pp 3649-3649 
4 House et al, 1988, Science, Vol. 241, Issue 4865, pp. 540-545 
5 If you are interested in trying Nordic walking you can search for a class near you via the Nordic Walking UK 
website: https://exercise-anywhere.com/ 
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Walking through 

Sandra 

My mother tells me that I was 10 months old when I started to walk and my imagined joy of 
those first steps is reignited every time I step out of the door. I love to walk pretty much 
anywhere that is reasonably safe: in the countryside and in cities; during the day and at night; 
up hills and down dales; in crowds and in splendid isolation; with others and by myself. There 
is simply no better way to enjoy what life has to offer. It is also a great way of making new 
friends, as I found when I joined the Tayberries Nordic walking group. 

However, as much as I enjoy exploring places in the company of others, I also need to walk 
alone. When I walk by myself, I look inwards as much as outwards; it is a time for exploring 
and processing thoughts and feelings. I have never been able to meditate but walking alone 
is my way of downing tools. I find the rhythm of walking calming; the inner voices of self-
doubt become less persistent, I can see new ways through and around problems, and it helps 
me to come to terms with emotions. 

I first realised the 
importance of walking 
alone when I was about 
eight or nine years old. 
Whenever the going got 
tough at home, I roamed 
the fields and woodlands 
around the small 
Shropshire hamlet where 
we lived. This became vital 
during my adolescent years 
when previous certainties 
crumbled before me.  

 

I felt that need to escape the day my maternal 
grandmother was buried. I did not think the funeral would 
bother me because we had not been close; she seemed to 
enjoy catching me out and I stayed out of her way as much 
as possible. Why was I so upset? During my walk that day, 
I focused on some of her redeeming features and reflected 
on the tough life and times she had lived through. I 
realised that my grief had a lot to do with dealing with the 
death of an immediate family member for the first time. If 
my grandmother could die, so could my mother and where 
would I be then? 

I lived in the red-roof house between the barn and farmhouse 

RWS 
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I returned from that walk feeling more peaceful. I had 
remembered the story of Little Red Riding Hood, which had been 
my grandmother’s bedtime story of choice during occasional 
baby-sitting duties. “Oh grandmother, what big ears (and teeth) 
you have!” Both of which were true, but while she wasn’t a 
lovable granny, she was not a wolf either. 

Since those early days, walking has remained my way of 
exploring both the vagaries of life and the wonders of the world 
around me. It enables me to think clearly and creatively, and I 
composed this reflection in my head when I was walking alone. 

 

  

Sandra 
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Walking with sticks 

Sheila 

Walking with a stick is second nature to 
me. Walking with two ‘sticks’, or rather 
Nordic poles, now makes it possible for 
me to still get out and enjoy nature on 
foot! 

I spent my childhood holidays with my 
family at our remote ‘but and ben’ in the 
Braes of Glenlivet. We didn’t have any 

transport, so shank’s pony was the only way out. My 
father always walked with a stick which he fashioned 
himself from hazel growing nearby. We liked to copy him 
and would use anything to hand. It was an ideal tool and 
support. You could feel the ground before you, turn over 
suspect matter, dead-head thistles with a swipe, ford 
rivers, scare off curious cattle and carry objects in the 
fashion of Dick Whittington... and much more.  
 

So when, later in life, I began to suffer the pain of arthritis in 
my knees and had difficulty, even with painkillers, doing the 
activity I enjoyed most, discovering Nordic walking was a 
revelation. Suddenly I had two supports, one in each hand - 
miraculous! But these were no ordinary supports and the 
technique for using my Nordic poles effectively was very 
different to walking with two pieces of whittled hazel. After 
some Nordic walking training sessions, I found that, by using 
my upper body correctly, my new poles propelled me forward 
in a smooth walking action that eased the pressure on my 
knees. 

But wait, I cannot attribute the easing of my discomfort when 
walking solely to my two new poles. Since joining the 
Tayberries, the added joy of walking with a group of women, 
each with their own stories to tell, further engaged my mind 
and diverted the pain – a third and unequivocal support. 
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Maps and memories 

Ann 

I love maps. The contour lines which snake through a landscape of paths, trees and waterways 
never fail to fascinate. They give a visual image of unknown places and if read carefully 
provide a wonderful tool for investigating an area.   

It is of course possible to explore an area without a map. As a child I roamed across fields, 
paddled through burns, and climbed hillsides and always managed to find my way back home.  
I developed my own internal map of the area and sites became known for the games played, 
trees climbed, birds and animals spotted, and flowers found.   

Recently my daughter gave me a present of an Ordnance 
Survey map with Northfield, my childhood home, in the 
centre. It was lovely to explore the area on the map and regain 
a sense of where known places were in relation to each other.  
In doing this I realised that what I had remembered as a vast 
area was often very small, covering little more than one square 
mile. The large wood was only a tiny belt of trees, the long 
walk barely half a mile, but the adventure which I had once 
undertaken, wandering further and further away from home, 
could have led to disaster had I not had the sense to return 
before it was too late. Looking at the map now I see the 
undulating woodland area and the wide expanse of moorland 
beyond, which would have taken me, if I had continued in a 
straight westerly direction, at least 5 miles from home before 
I would have found any habitation.   

Many of the features I remember still remain; the 
whinstone quarry, the familiar houses and farms, 
roads and bridges, but much has changed in the 
intervening years.  A section of the M80 runs 
through the area where I used to wander freely.  Slip 
roads and underpasses have been added, while 
other roads have been altered by straightening or 
blocking them off, a burn has been diverted and the 
quarry extended.   

The map however doesn’t tell the full story of 
change.  Hedgerows are still shown, but the once rich boundaries teaming with bird life are 
now scruffy, dusty and barren.  The burn is polluted from the nearby factory and the hens 
which once scratched freely have long gone.  Some fields have been reduced in size and oil 
seed rape now flourishes where cattle once grazed, and potato acres have been turned into 
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grass. Sheds have been built to house livestock and 
the cottage where a family lived is now a ruin.   

But it is the memory of what the area looked like in 
my childhood, which dominates.  During these early 
years, the seeds of my love of the countryside and of 
being outdoors were sown.  Over the years I have 
enjoyed walking and climbing, long distance cycling 
and dry stone walling.   

The adventurer Bear Grylls states (The Times, Saturday 
18th April 2020) that he ‘couldn’t get through lockdown without…. maps to plan his future 
adventure’.  The anticipation can be as great as the thing itself.  I too enjoy looking at maps 
and have in the past, particularly enjoyed planning walking or cycling trips, but currently it is 
not the maps which sustain me.   

It is the memories of time spent walking 
alongside the river at Dunkeld on a spring 
or autumn day, climbing the hills in Glen 
Lyon, cycling through the Angus 
countryside or building a dry stone wall at 
a local farm.  And although I would enjoy 
doing these activities alone they are all 
enhanced by the company of friends and 
family. 

Spring is my favourite season and this 
year we have all had time to watch it unfold.  Walking round my local area I enjoy seeing the 
magnificent array of delicate colours and hearing the myriad bird-songs unhampered by the 
rumble of traffic.  The natural world is continuing on its cycle unaware of the virus which has 
gripped humankind.   

A few days ago, I read that 90% of people want to change 
their lives as a result of lockdown.  They don’t want to go 
back to the way things were.  They appreciate the extra 
time they can spend with their family and the 
opportunity to be outside walking in their local area. I too 
like being able to spend time in the garden or to walk 
around the local area where acquaintances now stop and 
chat (at a social distance), but I really look forward to life 
returning to normal: to restarting regular walks with 
friends in the areas I love, indulging in that pre-walk 
coffee or after-walk tea and cake, meeting up with 
friends and family who live further afield, going to my 
first dry stone walling event of the season and perhaps 
one day soon seeing my grandson for the first time.  
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Weeds and wishes 

Dorothy 

I love when the Nordic Walking Group is out on a walk and we stop to admire the wildflowers. 
I do carry a plant identification book, but I rarely need to get it out of my backpack. Usually 
someone within the group knows the plant's name and quite a bit about it. In the early spring 
we have walks dedicated to snowdrops or wild garlic and later, in May, to bluebells.   

Below, the photograph of the snowdrop walk was taken in Cambo, Fife and the bluebells were 
spotted on the group's riverbank walk in Dunkeld, Perthshire. The calligraphy is my own. I 
love plants and even in my garden I leave "weeds", if I can. The bees don’t discriminate 
between flowers and weeds, so neither do I. They are all beautiful in their own way. 
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Dry stone walling – creativity outdoors 

Ann 

I think my interest in dry stone walls started when my father announced that he was going to 
cement the boundary wall, which separated the field in front of our house from the country 
road. I don’t think I was just being an argumentative teenager, but I believed something 
important was being lost: a habitat for wildlife, a place where lichen and moss could grow. I 
think my father realised this too; he was simply tired of people jumping over the wall and 
kicking down a few stones in the process. I still remember the sorrow I felt when the wall was 
rebuilt with cement. 

Fast forward 40 years and 
having discovered that the local 
branch of the Dry Stone Walling 
Association (DSWA) was running 
a Beginners’ Training Course I 
decided to enrol. Thus began my 
introduction to the world of 
founds, builders, throughs, 
covers, copes and most 
important of all hearting. During 
the weekend I learnt the basic 
principles of how a dry stone 
wall is built, the importance of using a line and pins, of ensuring that the base is wider than 
the top and that the wall comes in gradually as it rises. I possibly also heard about the first 
and second lift, when and how to use throughs and the need to ensure the copes were an 
even height. There was a lot to learn in one short weekend, but I was hooked and decided to 
join the Central Scotland Branch.  

Most of my knowledge has developed over 
the years since, through taking part in 
weekend branch activities. The walls built in 
Angus are mainly ‘double dykes’. This means 
that the wall is built from either side with a 
space in the middle where the hearting is 
placed to add strength. The most important 
thing to remember is that no stone should be 
placed directly on top of another, ‘leaving a 
running joint’, but should overlap the space 
between the stones below. Sometimes the 
old wall has to be stripped down completely, 

but if the foundation stones are level and firm then building can be done on top of them. The 
final appearance of the wall varies according to the type of stone in the area and whether it 
has been cut and shaped. Our local sandstone cuts easily and looks neat although a dry stone 
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wall built with boulders is certainly an 
impressive achievement. Sometimes a 
particular style will be required to give a 
distinctive finish, for example herringbone.  

Most of our amateur work is done for 
other charities and community groups. 
Many are small jobs recommended by 
local professionals. As well as repairing 

traditional farm dykes, we also work in country parks and 
estates, building walls and different types of seats. 
Sometimes special features are incorporated – a recess 
for a decorative item or a lunky to allow an animal to get 
through. One particularly interesting project was the 
repair to a causeway in Cowden Japanese Garden (near 
Dollar). The group has also been involved in bridge 
building, a garden of remembrance where walls formed 
planters and even an experimental broch.  

Regardless of the project, it is 
completely absorbing. The everyday 
world is left behind. Although you 
may spend time working alone on a 
particular area, it is important to be 
aware of what others are doing, and 
to ask for help if it’s needed. It’s a 
group activity and everyone needs to 
ensure the wall is kept at roughly the 
same height all the way along its 
length, for a sound result. You 
become absorbed in the project, 
forgetting about things that might have been worrying you that morning. 

I love finding the right stone for a particular part of the wall: 

Searching through the pile of stones behind me, I lift one and hold it in my hand.  I 
contemplate its shape, questioning which way it should go.  Sometimes I turn it round, 
try different positions until I am happy.  A satisfying ‘clunk’ may reassure that the 
choice is good. 

Being outside makes it particularly enjoyable and there is always plenty of time for chat at 
drink breaks or over a picnic lunch. Several sites offer wonderful hospitality. Sometimes 
people ask how I can manage to lift heavy stones. I certainly prefer to work on projects where 
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the stone is manageable. It is however possible 
with the help of a sack and up to 3 other 
people to move most stones. A pinch bar can 
also be very helpful. Fortunately, there are a 
number of sites to which we return regularly 
where most stones can be lifted without too 
much difficulty. 

Dry stone walling stretches back at least 5,000 
years.  Some of the earliest sites are on Orkney 

and include the Knapp of Howar (a 
Neolithic farmstead on Papa Westray), 
Skara Brae, and Quoyness burial 
chamber (on Sanday).  Brochs, 
souterrains and blackhouses, all use dry 
stone work and can be found in various 
parts of Scotland. The same techniques 
are employed today for similar work. 

It’s wonderful to be involved in keeping 
this ancient traditional craft alive.  Why not give it a go?  Many people are given a dry stone 
walling course as a retirement present. It’s never too late to learn. (For more information see 
www.dswa.org.uk & www.csdswa.org.uk) 
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Section 2: Favourite places and walks around Tayside and Fife 

 

Two native Taysiders begin and end this section with their stories and images of favourite 
places and walks. Morag recalls her childhood memories of Camperdown Park in the first 
story, and then, in the last story, she relives memories of the beach at Broughty Ferry. She 
explains why she still loves visiting and walking in both locations. In the penultimate story, Liz 
discusses her love of being by water as she recalls a walk along the lively riverside in Dundee. 
Sandwiched between these three stories are four contributions by Tayberries who spent their 
childhoods outside Scotland. In the second story, Dorothy explains how walks in Scotscraig 
inspired her to create a thread painting to add to her family’s long tradition of embroidery. 
Sandra then describes why the landscape and wildlife of Tentsmuir, on the south side of the 
Tay, make it such a favourite walking area for her and the Tayberries. Following this, Lucy 
outlines the joys of the Monks’ Path that runs nearby her new home in Fife; she also includes 
a recipe that uses the wild garlic that grows in profusion beside the path. Portia then shares 
a painting that was inspired by a regular journey through farmland in the Sidlaw Hills.  We all 
realise how lucky we are to have such wonderful walking locations and places of inspiration 
close by.  
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A walk in the park 

Morag 

I’ve never considered myself a ‘serious’ walker, or a particular lover of the outdoors. As a child 
I hated being dragged to the countryside or hills of Scotland for a weekend walk.  The only joy 
for me was the picnic my parents brought. Once that was over, my objective was to get home 
without dilly-dallying looking at views and wildlife, but there was one place where I never 
needed the inducement of a picnic for a walk and that was Camperdown Park. 

Throughout my life, I’ve always felt my mood is lifted by the simple pleasure of being in 
Camperdown Park. Maybe it’s because the first house I lived in was situated at the main gate 
of the park.  As a child I considered it a magical green space.  There were so many different 
areas to explore, things to do and see.  We visited the donkeys, flamingos and ducks, played 
tennis and putted golf balls.  We rolled our eggs there at Easter, but we also just walked, ran, 
played and enjoyed the freedom of the verdant green space and woodland. At that time, I 
had no idea of the historical aspects of the park.  

I remember being filled with 
excitement when we arrived at the 
main gate at the start of the tree 
lined drive that led to the 400 acres 
or so of park.  On the way up the drive 
we’d spot birds and trees and try to 
name them.  Occasionally we were 
treated to a squirrel or deer passing 
in front of us.    

The path running along the side of 
the drive makes it a gentle walk all 
year round, with the trees providing 
a lush green canopy in summer and 
an explosion of colours in autumn.   I like the ease of walking in the park, where there is no 
summit to be conquered and where there are lots of paths but no precise route that needs to 

be followed.  It’s just a 
wonderful place to be, to 
stroll where the mood or 
view takes you.  Browsing 
the spectacular trees, 
some of which were 
planted over 200 years 
ago, I’m always intrigued 
by the diversity of shapes 
and colours.    
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There’s so much variety - oak, lime, willow, rowan, 
spruce, pine, sycamore, chestnut, ash, larch, copper 
beech and some exotic trees such as monkey puzzle, 
weeping lime, and the weeping elm named after 
Camperdown. This tree was discovered around 1840 
by Lord Camperdown's head forester, David Taylor, 
who found a twisted elm branch and grafted it onto 
the trunk of a wych elm tree. It’s a rare example of a 
plant that cannot reproduce by itself, from its seed. 
It’s believed every Camperdown Elm can be traced 
back to a cutting from that original tree. 

When I was a child one of the delights 
during a walk in the park was a visit to 
Camperdown House. Over the years it’s had 
many incarnations but I remember it best as 
a café. I always thought it was a spectacular 
old building that sold ice cream and coffee, 
but didn’t realise its historical significance.   

 

Camperdown House is the largest Greek Revival house remaining in Scotland. It was built in 
the 1820s for the Duncan family who purchased the estate, then known as Lundie, in 1682.  
Adam Duncan, the second son of the family, was born and educated in Dundee. He became 
an Admiral in the Navy. In 1797 he was credited with achieving victory in the Battle of 

The Camperdown Elm Tree 

Monkey Puzzle Tree 
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Camperdown against the Dutch, who were threatening to invade Britain. It was one of the 
most significant victories in naval history. Admiral Duncan’s son, Robert, renamed the house 
and estate Camperdown, in memory of his father's victory. Between 1805 and 1859 Robert, 
with his head forester, David Taylor, designed the park and planted most of the trees. The 
estate passed through the Duncan family until 1937, after which it had several owners before 
being bought by Dundee Corporation in 1946. To the side and behind Camperdown House 
lies the golf course. This is regarded as quite a challenging course to play.  As a novice, and 
not having the audacity to call myself a real golfer, I can say with confidence that 
concentrating on hitting a wee ball round this course really does spoil the pleasure of a 
beautiful walk! A stroll round the golf course yields wonderful woodland and beautiful views 

over the River Tay. Many local golfers have been saddened by the decision to close the course, 
but it does now mean that it can be enjoyed by walkers and wildlife without the constant 
hazard of low flying golf balls.  

Throughout my life, I’ve used this park for various forms of exercise, depending on my level 
of fitness, from energetic running, tennis and golf to gentle strolling when I’ve been 
recovering from injury or just needing some thinking time, or for power or Nordic walking 
when I’ve been trying to reduce my weight. When the lockdown is over and there is freer 
movement, although my need will be more for vigorous exercise to work off the extra pounds 
gained, it will be a joy to just wander and appreciate this magnificent park, whether it’s in the 
green open spaces, woodland areas with ancient trees still standing unaffected by the 
pandemic we’ve experienced,  or viewing the patches of bulbs and shrubs with seasonal 
displays of snowdrops, crocuses, daffodils, bluebells and the beautiful pink, red and purple 
shades of rhododendrons. 
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 Scotscraig 

Dorothy 

There is a tradition of embroidery in my family. Each generation has produced at least one 
sampler and one thread painting. The earliest is dated 1823 by Annie Meechan in Ballycastle. 
God bless her for she would never have made a lady's maid, sewing fine silks and lace, as her 
needlework was not skilled. She did however achieve something quite special. She inspired 
all the women in the Moffat/Nelson/Cowings/Brown bloodline to add to the family collection 
of embroideries. 

This thread painting 
is a photograph of 
an autumnal walk 
the Tayberries make 
frequently at 
Scotscraig (near 
Tayport). It’s the 
stage where the 
path tantalisingly 
levels out before a 
sharp bend and 
another steep climb. 
The views at the top 
are panoramic and 
lift the spirits.  

The photograph was 
printed on a paper 
backed cotton sheet 
in an ordinary 
printer. The fabric 
photo is backed on 
scrap fabric that 
won’t be seen, but which makes it easier to mount in an embroidery hoop. The threads are 
DMC stranded cottons. I am in the process of embellishing the foreground of the photo only 
using satin stitch and French or Bullion knots. I'm hoping to achieve a slight 3D effect. It will 
be mounted in an antique frame to match the other embroideries in the collection. 

I'm missing the walking group and its activities. Some of the scenic routes that we have 
enjoyed are unreachable while the lockdown rules apply. This is my way of keeping the 
memories of this wonderful walk fresh in my mind. I'm so looking forward to when we can 
meet and climb Scotscraig again. 
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Tentsmuir 

Sandra 

Tayside and Fife are blessed with many good walking areas and routes. One of the jewels is 
Tentsmuir on the south side of the Tay. Here it is possible to combine a walk along open 
beaches with an exploration of forest trails and the rich wildlife of Tentsmuir National Nature 
Reserve. Unsurprisingly, it is a popular all-season destination for the Tayberries Nordic 
Walking Group.  

One of our favoured routes starts at the car park 
close to Lundin Bridge. From here we walk 
towards Tentsmuir point via the beach, or the 
path next to the beach, and then return by one of 
the forest trails. The paths are largely flat, wide 
and open. Most of the time it is possible to walk 
two or even three abreast and thus catch-up with 
friends while reaping the benefits of exercise 
outdoors. The terrain invites you to stride out, but 
it is also good to adopt a gentler pace and make 
the most of the views across the Tay Estuary and allow time to discover the hidden treasures 
of the sand dunes and forest trails. Either way, there are many things to look out for on the 

way. 

Changing tides and weather conditions 
mean that the foreshore is never the 
same; each high tide leaves behind new 
delights (and some horrors) for 
beachcombers. Looking further out to 
sea, I always scan for boats and 
sometimes see dinghies racing off 

Broughty Ferry, yachts arriving or leaving 
Tayport Harbour, a coastal trading vessel 
making its way up or down the Tay, and the 
slow march of tankers and container ships 
across the mouth of the estuary. At Tentsmuir 
Point, the ever-shifting sand banks and dunes 
are a magnet for sea birds and seals. In the 
autumn, the sand banks offshore become a 
noisy nursery for seals having their pups. At 
very low tides, it can seem as if you could walk 
across to Broughty Ferry but you cannot, and 
you should not try this! 
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The remains of a World War II coastal defence system can be found at various places along 
the beach and in the forest (including concrete anti-tank blocks, gun emplacements, pill boxes 
and command posts). These were built by Polish troops based in Scotland. For me, they are a 
good reminder of the important contribution that many foreign nationals have made and 
continue to make to life in Scotland. 

Three main areas comprise Tentsmuir National Nature Reserve: Tentsmuir Point, Tayport 
Heath and Morton Lochs. Each area preserves wonderful habitats for birds, wildflowers and 
insects. The Tayberries regularly walk to Morton Lochs (via the golf course) to watch the 
squirrels, water birds and dragonflies that thrive there.  All the Nature Reserve areas have 

good interpretation boards to help you identify common 
and rare species. Two years ago, while walking around 
Tentsmuir Point, I met a woman surveying the butterfly 
population. She gave me a copy of a local butterfly 
identification guide. Sadly, despite studying its pages, my 
ability to distinguish different species remains a bit erratic. 
I am still apt to shout ‘Red Admiral’ when I see black, red 
and white markings or ‘Cabbage White’ at the sight of 
translucent white wings. Nevertheless, I enjoy watching 
these beautiful insects and the identification guide tells me 
that Tentsmuir Point is one of the region’s best butterfly 
sites.  

A Tentsmuir walk almost always 
ends with a refreshment stop at the 
ever-welcoming Harbour Café in 
Tayport. I love both the café and 
harbour. Having spent many 
summers sailing on the west coast of 
Scotland, I become nostalgic at the 
sight of yachts in a harbour. The 
sound of halyards clanking on masts 
prompts my gait to widen in 
anticipation of balancing on bobbing 
pontoons and swaying boats. Then 
my back stiffens as I relive the acceleration of a sail catching the wind. This Pavlovian response 
further heightens my appetite for the café’s fare.  

There are so many reasons to visit Tentsmuir and enjoy its varied trails. It is a great place for 
all the family at any time of year. If your appetite is whetted, you can find further information 
at https://forestryandland.gov.scot/visit/tentsmuir and https://www.nature.scot/enjoying-
outdoors/scotlands-national-nature-reserves/tentsmuir-national-nature-reserve. It is good 
to have a map when venturing into the forest and a sketch map of the area is available at 
http://leuchars.org.uk/pdfs/Tentsmuir_Map_of_and_Eden_Estuary.pdf.  
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The Monks’ Path 

Lucy 

Although Robert and I were city dwellers for over forty years, it was always our intention to 
live in the countryside in our retirement, so when the time came we began to set our plans in 
motion. After much searching to find a home we now find ourselves living in a hamlet on the 
south shores of the Tay estuary. 

Nearby, a public footpath, The Monks’ Path, leads down to the village of Balmerino where 
there are the ruins of a Cistercian Abbey. It was founded by Queen Ermengarde in 1229 and 
it is rumoured that the huge Spanish Chestnut tree in the grounds dates from that time, but 
actually is between 400 and 435 years old. It is believed the Abbey was destroyed during the 
Reformation in the 16th century, so it is more likely that the tree was planted then. 

Surrounding the abbey in the month of January is a dense carpet of glowing yellow aconites. 
Later snowdrops make a show followed by the intense violet of bluebells. A few paces away 
from the Abbey, the Fife Coastal Path hugs the edges of the Tay and it is probably the first 
walk I did after moving to this area. It is now one of the walks I enjoy sharing with The 
Tayberries. 

In early spring a glorious profusion of wild garlic displays itself and as you walk the meandering 
paths it is impossible not to bruise the edge of the plants, which releases their heady aroma 
into the sharp spring air. It was an obvious choice to include it in my cooking and I made a 
garlic pesto –the recipe is below. I have always taken pleasure in foraging for food wherever 
I have lived. I enjoy cookery too and during the Covid-19 crisis it has been a great solace to 
me. 

I so look forward to renewing face-to-face contact and friendships within the Tayberries 
Nordic Walking Group when the Covid-19 crisis is over.  
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Wild Garlic Pesto 

Ingredients 

1. 150g wild garlic 
2. 50g parmesan - grated  
3. 1 garlic clove – finely chopped 
4. Half lemon – zested and a few squeezes of juice 
5. 50g pine nuts – toasted 
6. 150ml olive oil. If you prefer a lighter taste use rapeseed oil. 

Method 

1. Rinse and roughly chop the wild garlic leaves. 
2. Blitz the wild garlic leaves, parmesan, garlic clove, lemon zest and pine nuts to a rough 

paste in a food processor. Season, and with the motor running slowly, add almost all 
the oil. Taste, season and add a few squeezes of lemon juice. 

3. Transfer the pesto to a clean jar and top with the remaining oil. 

This will keep in the fridge for two weeks. 
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The Sidlaw Hills 

Portia 

This painting was inspired by a weekly drive in all seasons through farmland in the Sidlaw Hills 
on my way to see my grandchildren in Scone.  I loved looking down from the tops past 
ploughed fields or baled hay, all of the way down for a glimpse of the Tay.   
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Dundee Riverside Walk 

Liz 

Having been born and brought up as a ‘beachie’ – someone who lived on the beachfront in 
Broughty Ferry - water has always played a big part in my life. The sound of water, whether a 
trickle or a torrent, stirs memories of my youth. It also reminds me of the power of water to 
provide, enchant and overwhelm. 

I still live with a view of the Tay estuary, though my 
vantage point is now from the west end of Dundee. 
One of my favourite local walks is Dundee Riverside 
footpath, particularly the stretch from Bridgeview 
Station Café (with its iconic 1870s railway carriage) 
to the imposing V&A Dundee, Scotland’s design 
museum.  

This is a walk for all weathers: from a cold and 
windy winter day to a warm summer one.  

I recall a walk along this footpath one warm and 
gloriously calm day, which really awakened my 
senses, with sight, sound and touch all going 
into overdrive. The sun glistening on the water 
looked like dancing diamonds and, atop these 
diamonds, majestic swans swam proudly with 
the air of having found something that others 
are searching for. The gulls circled overhead, 

ready to swoop down to retrieve food dropped by the many people enjoying the footpath. 

Despite the maelstrom around me – the 
chatter of fellow walkers as they passed by 
and youngsters with their elders laughing, 
moaning, and nearly knocking you over on 
their bikes – the gentle lapping of water 
against the riverside wall provided a focus that 
mostly blocked out the myriad other sounds.  
Added to this, the feel of the sun on my face 
was enriched by a slight breeze that provided 
a wisp of saltiness that rekindled memories 
and seasoned the soul.  

What can top a walk like that? Well, cake and banter with friends afterwards is also a 
wonderful experience to savour long after the event. 
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Broughty Ferry to Barnhill Rock Garden 
Morag 

 

It’s sunny! Mum’s making a picnic and packing our swimming costumes. She tells us to get 
our buckets and spades. We’re going to the beach.  We’re excited and skip to the bus stop. 
There’s a long queue. We’re hoping the bus will come soon and there will be room for us all. 
Here it comes now. We clamber on. The bus keeps stopping and more people get on. We 
need to squeeze up. I’m now sitting on Mum’s knee and loads of people are standing. Mum 
says the next stop is ours. The conductor rings the bell. The bus has arrived in the Ferry. As 
soon as it stops, we jump off and walk to the beach. We swing our buckets and walk quicker 
and quicker. 

We’re at the beach now. Mum picks out a space and we drop everything here. She opens the 
bag, takes out a blanket to sit on, and gives us our swimming costumes. We race to put them 
on and dash off to the water.  We run back and forward 
chasing the waves. After a while we decide we’ll come out 
of the water and build a sandcastle. We go back to the 
water and fill our buckets to empty in the moats. We stand 
back. This is a grand castle just like the one at the end of 
the beach. We go to look at the castles our friends have 
built and then Mum calls us for our picnic. We play some 
more in the water and collect shells. Mum says it’s time to 
dry off and change into our clothes as we need to go 
home. Loads of us are waiting for the bus. We talk about 
who’s swum the furthest, who’s made the best sandcastle, 
skiffed stones that skimmed the water more than any 
others and compare the shells we’ve collected in our 
buckets. 

This was a familiar scenario to many of my generation who lived in the Dundee area. As we 
grew older it remained a place where, even if the weather wasn’t sunny, we would go to walk 
along the sand or the promenade. I still like the simplicity of this walk. I have no sense of 
direction and can get lost crossing a road, but this is suitable for all levels of fitness and, even 
for me, it’s virtually impossible to get lost. It lends itself to a strolling pace especially on a 
warm day but, if you’re feeling athletic or there’s a cold sea breeze blowing, it’s easy to 
quicken your pace as there are no hills to climb or obstacles to navigate. There is space to 
walk alongside others and chat as you go and, because you follow a linear route, you can 
decide how long you want to walk and just turn round at half that time. The coastal route 
from Broughty Ferry Castle to Barnhill Rock Garden and return is about 2 miles. 

This route starts at Broughty Ferry Castle which has stood on this site since 1496. It was 
constructed to provide a defence against English naval invasion. It passed between English 
and Scottish hands before finally returning to Scottish control. In 1860 the threat of French 
invasion prompted substantial rebuilding and it became a garrison for the Forfarshire Artillery 
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Volunteers and later was used by the Submarine Miners who laid mines across the Tay. The 
castle was further adapted to ward off the threat of invasion in the two world wars.   

Since 1969 the castle has been used as a museum with displays depicting the history of 
Broughty Ferry, military history, whaling and fishing industries. From the castle, if you look to 
the west, you can see up the river to Dundee and both the Tay Bridges. 

 

It’s a straightforward walk along the shoreline 
in an easterly direction from the castle to 
Barnhill Rock Garden. On a warm sunny day, 
it’s lovely to walk along the sand, enjoy the 
movement of the waves and spot the wildlife 
on the water, stopping occasionally to take in 

the view across to Fife. If you prefer a flatter 
path than the undulations in the sand, there’s a 
pavement which runs alongside the road next to 
the dunes. At various places, there are steps 
between the path and the beach so you can 
change surface. 

Around half a mile from the Castle on the 
opposite side from the esplanade you can divert 
into the Broughty Ferry Nature Reserve. It’s an 
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oasis of calm where you can wander and enjoy the peace. On a windy day it’s a sheltered 
place where you can see the different species of trees, bushes and flowers such as bluebells, 
gorse, broom and hawthorn blossom. 

 At the east end of the Nature Reserve, past a steep 
metal bridge, on the left, which goes over the railway 
line, there’s a slight incline which then drops down to a 
grassy area at the beginning of Barnhill Rock Garden. 

The garden was started in 1955 by clearing an area of 
volcanic rock which had been the old shoreline. The 
area now extends over two hectares. It contains an 
abundant variety of trees, shrubs, alpine and other 
plants.  The display changes with the seasons so there 
is always something of interest to see. From the rock 

garden there 
are clear 
views over 
the River Tay. 

At the end of the garden, there are tables, where 
you can relax and enjoy a picnic, with  views of the 
coast or, if you want to extend your walk, cross over 
the road and follow the straight path that runs 
above the sands along the coast to Monifieth. 
Alternatively, you can retrace your steps along the 
beach towards the castle. If you have time, rather 
than end the walk back at the castle, a visit to one 
of the excellent cafes in Broughty Ferry is a good 
way to round off your walk and to plan your next 
walk. 

 
 
 

  



31 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Section 3: Special walks from further afield 

 

The Tayberries also enjoy walks beyond the Dundee area. All but one of the six walks 
described in this section are in Scotland.  Starting in the Angus town of Edzell, Vivian describes 
a recent walk by the River North Esk to the beautiful Rocks of Solitude, which she enjoyed 
with her son.  We then move south-west to Callander, where Carol D shares her enthusiasm 
for walks in the ‘Highlands in Miniature’ as she describes a westward walk beside the River 
Teith. Following this, Ann retraces her walk alongside the interesting and varied Water of 
Leith, which is described as a ‘silver thread in a ribbon of green’.  Next, we travel 400 miles 
south to enjoy Margaret’s vivid account of walking along the coastal Viking Trail between 
Broadstairs and Margate.  For the penultimate route we return to Angus, as Sandra recounts 
her climb of Scotland’s most easterly Munro (a Scottish mountain over 3,000 feet high), 
Mount Keen, and the changes this brought to her life.  Finally, Vivian describes her passion 
for the Isle of May and its spectacular bird life. It is clear from these stories that the Tayberries 
enjoy walking beside water, as befits a name derived from the River Tay.   
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Rocks of Solitude 
Vivian 

In 2016 I was diagnosed with ovarian cancer, 
stage IV. My oncologist told me this could be 
managed, for a while, but there wasn’t a cure. The 
statistics for five-year life expectancy aren’t great, 
and though some new treatments are finally 
becoming available, the benefits they provide are 
modest. With this in mind, my older son Rowan 
decided to take a 3 month leave of absence from 
his job and life in Seattle to spend some time with 
me. We are both keen travellers, so we planned a 
3-week trip following the coast of northern Spain 
from Bilbao to Santiago de Compostela and then 
south to Porto and Lisbon. Then we hopped to 
Morocco for a 10-day tour. It was fabulous to 
share that experience with him.  

A couple of days before his return to Seattle in 
early March, just as the Coronavirus pandemic was revving up and we entered lockdown, we 
had one last walk together near Edzell. The Rocks of Solitude is a walk I hadn’t been on, though 
it is less than an hour’s drive from my house. I was keen to combine this walk with a meal at 
The Drovers Inn just north of Kirriemuir.  I was also intrigued to see what magic was behind 
the mysterious blue door, which you see as you drive over Gannochy Bridge. The 6.5 mile 
(10.5 km) walk is along the river North Esk, through woods and with some open views. We 
passed a few people walking their dogs but otherwise we had the path to ourselves.  

After leaving the main street in Edzell at the 
sign for “Gassy Brae, Shakin’ Brig, North Esk 
Water, River Walk”, the path leads down to the 
river. Turning left, and not crossing the 
suspension bridge, the path then starts to 
meander through the beech woods high above 
the river, which is quite wide and languid at this 
stage. Before long we were treated to red 
squirrels scampering in the lower branches of 
the beech trees then climbing effortlessly into 
the canopy, occasionally cheekily peeking from 
behind the tree trunk. Rowan was thwarted 
repeatedly in his attempts to get a photo of 
them, though eventually his perseverance was 
rewarded.  
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Beyond the beech trees, the path is, hopefully temporarily, closed due to a landslip. Then 
after about 1.5 miles the path meets the B966 (a quiet country road which takes you back to 
Edzell) where you cross the Gannochy Bridge over the River Esk. Now on the east side of the 
river, you are in front of the intriguing blue door. Passing through it, the walk follows a livelier 
stretch of the river with the water noisily crashing through a narrow gorge and over massive 
rocks. This is where the Highland fault splits Highland and Lowland Scotland geologically and 
the results are impressive.  

  

Further along, the path reaches the skeleton of a derelict suspension bridge hanging over the 
churning water. It must have been thrilling to go across it in the past. Tree roots anchored 
into the eroding rocks warrant marvelling at and photographing. The path then crosses a 
stone arch bridge before turning back towards the river and along a narrow, high stretch as 
the water starts to mellow towards the Rocks of Solitude.  
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Here, contemplation seems inevitable, 
drawn into the majesty of the landscape 
and the tenacity of the cycle of renewal 
and demise, aware of our privilege to 
witness this.  

Afterwards the path becomes sketchy 
and some scrabbling over tree trunks is 
required, but the view opening to the 
countryside and the hills in the distance, 
brings the north end of the walk to a sort 
of conclusion.  

Returning south along the higher path, a rather romantic folly, the Doulie Tower, built around 
200 years ago by the General Lord Adam Gordon, brings fodder for the imagination. Was this 
a place for tea parties, lovers to meet, novels to 
be devoured privately in the turret, children to 
play hide and seek? A bit further along, the 
General’s substantial Georgian mansion, Burn 
House, planted in manicured lawns, comes into 
view. Built between 1791 and 1796, it has been 

expanded and remodelled and is now an 
educational charity that provides 
residential retreats for academic groups 
from around the world.  

Arriving again at the Gannochy Bridge, an 
option is to follow the path (or lack of path) 

along the east side of the river. It passes between more beech trees, another playground for 
red squirrels. The path then descends roughly to the riverbank, then relents, before coming 
to the suspension bridge that leads you back to Edzell.  

This was a good walk. Memories were made, another experience shared, the blue door 
opened, and a resolution made to come back to have another go at capturing photos of those 
frisky squirrels. 
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Callander 

Carol D 

Callander is one of my favourite places in Scotland. It is a pretty, bustling tourist town which 
sits within the Trossachs National Park. It takes just over an hour to drive there from Dundee 
and about the same from Glasgow, which makes it an ideal half-way point to meet my 
Glaswegian friend, Lorna. 

In the summer months we meet there to 
catch up and enjoy a walk. We try to 
choose a different walking route each 
time so that the day turns into an 
adventure. We usually meet at about 
11am and wander around the craft and 
gift shops that abound in Main Street. 
Before choosing where to go for lunch, 
we check Ancaster Square, where an 
event is often in progress. After lunch, we 
set off on one of the many walks that the 
town has to offer6.  

On a sunny summer afternoon there is no nicer place to be than by a river. The Meadows car 
park is beside the River Teith, which flows south east from Callander to join the River Forth 
near Stirling. Our favourite walk, when it is too hot to attempt the walks around the Callander 
Crags, which as the name suggests involve a great deal of uphill effort, begins in the car park. 

We follow the path by the 
riverside and head west towards 
a distant Ben Ledi. The first part 
of the walk is through the area 
known as ‘The Meadows’. The 
water is slow moving here and 
often we pass family groups 
swimming and playing in the 
waters of the Teith. A little 
further along we come to the 
confluence of two rivers, the Eas 
Gobhain and the Garbh Uisge, 
which join to form the River 
Teith at this point. 

The tourist leaflets tell us that this area is an old hay meadow that supports a rich mixture of 
grasses and plants which are still cut to prevent the trees and shrubs taking over.  It acts as a 

 
6 https://forestryandland.gov.scot/images/pdf/rec_pdfs/Callander_paths.pdf  
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flood plain during wet conditions as Lorna and I have found out to our cost. The route follows 
the river around the edge of the meadow and more than once we have had to pick our way 
through the flooded landscape avoiding the waterlogged path. 

Leaving the Meadows, 
we head over a bridge 
and the next part of the 
walk follows the 
cycleway that runs 
along the old Oban 
Railway line to 
Strathyre.  It is straight 
and level, with lots of 
wildlife to spot along 
the way.  It is part of the 
Rob Roy Way and many 
people make the 9-mile 
trip to Strathyre.  Lorna 
and I hired bikes on one 
of our adventure days 
and I can attest that it is an easy ride, with stunning views of the diverse surrounding 
countryside and the hills beyond.  The Trossachs area certainly deserves to be called ‘The 
Highlands in Miniature’. 

When walking, we turn right at the main road which runs between Kilmahog and Brig O’Turk 
and follow the road into Kilmahog. There is no pavement on this road but it is not far to the 
old Lade Inn, where we are sure of a friendly welcome and coffee in the garden or the snug. 
Afterwards, we retrace our steps to the car park in Callander.  

We usually end our day watching people and wildlife by the river. There is nothing more 
perfect than sitting by the slow-moving Teith watching the world go by. It is a popular spot 
with both locals and tourists, and there is a lot to see: ducks squabbling and diving, while 
children feed them, salmon leaping (depending on the season) and sand martins swooping in 
and out of the riverbank opposite.  

Eventually it is time to go home and we have to tear ourselves away from the peaceful, 
picturesque scene and return to our city lives. Oh well… until the next time! 
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‘A silver thread in a ribbon of green’ 

Ann 
Perhaps it was the sunshine, the beauty of the scenery, the interesting features en route, 
enjoyable company, the sense of achievement or a combination of all of these which makes 
the Water of Leith Walkway stand out in my memory as one of the best walks I did last year. 
Over the years, on trips to Edinburgh, I had walked short stretches of this walkway, in 
particular some sections between the Gallery of Modern Art and Leith. However, until last 
summer, I had not walked the western section from Balerno to Roseburn.   

We arrived in Balerno in time for morning coffee at The Mill at St Joseph’s, which is one of 
the most amazing church cafes I have ever been to - no cups of instant here, but mugs of 
americano, latte and cappuccino, as well as every type of scone and cake imaginable. Thus 
nourished we set off on our walk.   

 A winding metal strip on a wooden sculpture at the start 
represents the strip of nature which the path brings to 
the city. This lovely first section along the old railway 
line, with the sun dappling through the trees and 
sparkling on the river, was a peaceful start.  Evidence of 
mill ruins reminded us that less than one hundred years 
ago this would have been a much more industrial and 
noisier place. 

This stretch goes past Currie, Juniper Green and on to 
Colinton.  Currie was home to Dougal Haston, who used 
the steep embankments to hone his climbing skills, on 
his way to becoming one of the first two Brits to climb 
Everest.   

 

 

 

 

The Water of Leith 
 

Imagine, 
water surging, powering 
wheels turning, 
grain threshing, 
smoke rising, 
trains whistling, carrying, 
people harnessed, 
looms spinning,  
waulkers singing, 
surviving in the city’s heart. 
 
Now it’s quiet, 
The river gently flows 
herons fish, dippers dip, 
wildflowers carpet, 
people stroll, 
past old railway cuttings, 
beneath ancient trees, 
enjoy time away  
from the city bustle, 
on ‘this silver thread,  
through a ribbon of green’. 
 

Ann 
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New housing estates built on the site of old mills and the city bypass thundering overhead did 
not detract for long from the beautiful river with its occasional weir, bird song, and 
wildflowers. 

Shortly after Spylaw Park we entered the Colinton Tunnel. Initially we were struck by how 
gloomy it was, with its unsightly graffiti, but as we approached the end we were amazed at 
what we saw.  Here the walls were painted in bright, colourful artwork. We were conscious 
that words were incorporated into this and as we read them aloud - ‘lumping along with man 
and load’; ‘each a glimpse and gone forever’ - we realised that we were reading lines from 
Robert Louis Stevenson’s ‘From a Railway Carriage’.  A leaflet informed us of Colinton Tunnel 
Art Project’s plan to tell the history of the Balerno railway line as well as how the Water of 
Leith villages grew up thanks to the mills.  They believe it will be the largest social history 
mural in Scotland involving a range of individuals and community groups.   

An STV news broadcast in early March 2020 
highlighted that the project was on its way to 
creating over 80 metres of brilliantly illustrated 
poetry, but, sadly, lockdown will have 
prevented progress in recent months. This 

project is not only preserving local 
history, but it is also making people 
smile. Even the small section we saw left 
a strong mark on our memories and we 
exited the tunnel trying to remember 
the lines of Stevenson’s poem beyond 
‘Faster than fairies, faster than witches’.  
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From here we continued through the beautiful 
Colinton and Craiglochart Dells and on to 
Slateford and the Water of Leith visitor centre.  
It was good to rest outside the centre, 
underneath the twin arches of the Slateford 
aqueduct and viaduct, and enjoy a much-
needed picnic lunch with hot refreshments 
from the café inside. 

My strongest memory from the final stretch of the day, between here and Roseburn, is of 
Saughton Park and its wonderful rose garden.  In 1908 the park housed a massive Scottish 

National exhibition. Little remains apart from 
the rose garden and the white bridge into the 
site on one side and an iron footbridge at the 
other. It was certainly colourful and prolific in 
July. 

In total, we walked 8 of the 12.75 miles 
between Balerno and Leith. It was tempting 
to keep going after Roseburn, but realistically 
we knew that for most of us that was a step 
too far in one day. We could perhaps have 

walked a little faster and lingered a little less, but we would have missed so much. It was good 
to absorb the wonders of the route, which have given me a strong desire to return and explore 
it in more depth as soon as I can.  For now, I am dependent on my memories. 
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The Thanet Coastal Path 

Margaret 

Walking the Viking trail between 
Ramsgate and Reculver is a great way 
to explore the Thanet coast, which is 
said to have the longest continuous 
stretch of chalk coastline in the 
country. I used to live in Margate, one 
of the towns along the trail, and for 
me there is nothing nicer than walking 
by the sea in this area and watching 
people enjoying themselves at the 
various beaches along the way. The 
complete trail is about 25 miles long 
but these days I tend to walk it in sections, usually when I visit a friend who still lives in 
Broadstairs. One of my favourite sections is the six mile stretch between Viking Bay, in 
Broadstairs, and The Turner Contemporary in Margate.  

I like to start the walk in Viking Bay, especially if the wind 
will be behind me for most of the way. There is a 
picturesque beach here with plenty of seaside 
paraphernalia, including two ice-cream parlours. The 
bay is popular with tourists and Princess Victoria used 
to holiday here.    

From the bay, the route heads up Harbour Street 
passing the Palace Cinema, built in 1900. The privately-
owned cinema is quaint, seating 111 people, and on 
Sundays it screens silent movies with piano 
accompaniment. From here the path turns right along a 

cobbled underpass into a walkway with shells decorating the flint walls. Occasionally, you may 
see a giraffe peering over a wall, not a real one I hasten to add!  Soon you approach the 
Eastern Esplanade, passing Bleak House where Charles Dickens lived in 1801.  

From the esplanade, on a clear day, the French coastline 
is visible, but it is more likely that your gaze will be drawn 
to the forest of wind turbines growing in the sea. Further 
along you reach what the locals refer to as ‘The Thirty-nine 
Steps’, which lead to Stone Bay beach. These steps feature 
in John Buchan’s famous book of the same name; he lived 
for a while in Broadstairs for health reasons. The next 
official landmark along the coast is the North Foreland 
Lighthouse, which was the last Trinity House lighthouse to 
be automated. However, before then, I like to visit the 

Foreness 
Point 

Broadstairs 

Margate 
North 

Forland 

Palm 
Bay 

Botany Bay 

Kingsgate Bay 

Joss Bay 

Stone Bay 

Viking Bay 

Turner 
Contemporary 
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North Foreland Estate, which I both love and hate. The cliff-top location of the estate is 
stunning, and I have fond memories of the daily drive here to take our son to school. However, 
many of the former houses, including the school and the nunnery, have been knocked down. 
There are now massive, £1.5 million, square-block, ‘Grand Design’ monstrosities and huge 
flats. The whole place is a building site and few gardens have survived, due to homes being 
rebuilt within inches of their plot boundaries. My friend and I like to walk around the estate 
scrutinising and critiquing each new development. 

Beyond the lighthouse, you reach Joss Bay, a surfers’ 
beach, then Kingsgate Castle, which is perched on the 
cliff edge facing the elements and now houses privately-
owned apartments. The Romans built houses along this 
part of the coast and vegetation is still found by coastal 
wardens, which indicates the nature of gardens from 
that era. Nick Faldo used to live here and wield his clubs 
at the North Foreland golf course opposite. Towards the 
end of Kingsgate Bay, you can enjoy a refreshing drink 
at the Captain Digby, a flint-clad pub. After Neptune’s 
Tower, you leave Kingsgate Bay and walk alongside 
Botany Bay towards Foreness Point. 

From the Point you begin to head due west, 
towards Margate. There is always a cacophony of 
birds swirling over the cliffs. Looking inland, you 
will see the Walpole Bay Hotel, a quirky and 
anachronistic hotel, which is the very antithesis of 
minimalism. It has an original sliding door lift and a 
plethora of curios; it is often used as a set in period 
TV dramas such as ‘Poirot’. Nearby, the lido, the 
once grand 1950s setting for bathing beauty 
competitions, is faded and filled in. Soon you drop 
down to the Winter Gardens, which was an 
awesome entertainment venue before lockdown. 
Looking ahead you get your first glimpse of the 
striking Turner Contemporary building, which 
dominates the landscape behind the RNLI Lifeboat 
Station. Nearby is where Turner lived with his lover 
Mrs Booth. As you reach the Turner Contemporary, you may see an Antony Gormley 
sculpture, which he installed in the sea opposite the building but, as it is in a tidal area, 
sometimes you see it and sometimes you don’t.  

The Turner Contemporary has changed Margate old town and regenerated the whole area. 
There are now many cafés and the atmosphere is arty and bohemian, with a retro emphasis. 
It is a great place to visit. The gallery itself has interesting exhibitions. I was fortunate enough 
to see the Turner prize exhibition in 2019, when Russell Tovey opened the preview of exhibits. 
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The atmosphere was good, but I still prefer an earlier exhibition by Grayson Perry to the 
exhibits of the four winners of the Turner prize. 

Revisiting Margate always reminds me that there used to be a mangled, storm-damaged pier 
here. In 1979, I thought it would be a great idea to take my class of school children to the 
blasting of this structure. Fortunately, the first attempt at blasting the pier just caused the sea 
to bubble from the underground explosions. I did not take my class to watch the second 
attempt, which was a lucky escape as that time pieces of metal shot into the walls where we 
had been standing during the first attempt! 

I like to finish the walk browsing in the Turner 
Contemporary, looking at exhibits, visiting the 
shop and then having a well-earned cake and cup 
of tea in the café. It is interesting to sit and discuss 
the many changes that have taken place in the 
town thanks to one building. Let us hope Dundee’s 
V&A will have a similar impact on its waterfront.  
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Mount Keen – the ups and downs 

Sandra 

It was a cold, crisp January morning and snow glistened on the hills against a clear blue sky. It 
was a wonderful day for walking up Mount Keen with friends. I was full of anticipation for the 
day ahead, but could not have guessed it would leave such an indelible mark on my memory. 

Mount Keen is the most easterly of the Scottish Munros (mountains over 3,000 feet high).  It 
can be accessed from several directions and our starting point was the car park at Invermark, 
which lies at the top of Glen Esk.  We 
arrived early to make the most of the 
day. From the car park, the route 
heads up Glen Mark. Initially the 
track was slick with ice, so we made 
our way carefully through the 
vegetation lying either side of the 
path. As we gained height, ice gave 
way to powder snow and the going 
became less risky, though the depth 
of the snow in places slackened our 
pace. The scrunch of each footstep 
was amplified by the stillness of the 
air - it was exhilarating to be out on 

such a day. Eventually the 
track gave way to a path which 
led, across open moorland, to 
the dome of Mount Keen. 
Despite the slow going, we 
made it to the summit in time 
to enjoy lunch on snow-
covered boulders on the lee 
side of the summit. From here 
we had panoramic views of 
the Grampian mountains.  

Suitably fuelled by food and 
the satisfaction of success, we 
began our descent. The 

gradient was in our favour and we soon retraced our steps across the open moorland to the 
main track through Glen Mark. My thoughts turned to the prospect of freshly-brewed tea and 
warm scones in Edzell. I was feeling light-hearted and began to stride out. Then two things 
coincided: I hit a patch of snow that had melted in the morning sunshine and had then 
refrozen in the afternoon shade; and I passed a group of walkers heading in the opposite 
direction. My gaze moved from my feet to the passing walkers as I greeted them. In a trice, 



44 
 

my feet slipped and I hit the ice. I felt embarrassed and, for a moment, I thought it was only 
my pride that was hurt; I soon realised it was more serious. 

I had damaged my shoulder in the fall, but my more immediate problem was that I fainted 
each time anyone tried to help me into a sitting position. I lay on the snow for 20-30 mins 
and, despite being covered with spare clothes and a space blanket, my friends began to worry 
about hypothermia. There was no mobile phone signal, so one of them went ahead to raise 
the alarm. After a while my husband remembered a bar of Kendal Mint Cake that had been 
at the bottom of his rucksack for years. The sugar rush it provided worked miracles and after 
just a few squares I was able to stand on my feet and soon felt well enough to continue 
walking down the mountain. A bandage from our first aid kit was used to bind my right arm 
to my body to keep it secure and a passing stranger kindly put her pull-on ice traction grippers 
on my boots. 

With the support of friends, I made it safely back to Invermark. The friend who had gone 
ahead to raise the alarm had knocked on the door of 
the first house in the village. The owner could not 
have been more helpful. He greeted us, phoned the 
emergency services to cancel the air rescue 
helicopter that had been placed on standby, and 
insisted on making me a mug of sweet tea before we 
headed off to the accident and emergency unit at 
Ninewells Hospital. An x-ray showed a fracture at the 
top of my upper arm bone (a proximal humerus 
fracture), but there was minimal displacement and 
hence the prognosis was good. I breathed a sigh of 
relief. 

In the weeks and months that followed I heeded all the physiotherapy advice and gradually 
regained mobility and strength in my arm. I had been lucky, but three months after the fall I 
did not feel fortunate. My fracture had triggered an appointment for a bone density scan and 
the result was a diagnosis of osteoporosis. I could hardly believe it; I did not want to believe 
it. I was strong, fit and healthy, not someone who needed to take care when undertaking 
physical activities! I also rebelled at the thought of taking the standard medication of 
Alendronic Acid, with all its potential side effects. In short, I hated the osteoporosis label and 
all that it implied. To make matters worse, I knew I had no right to feel so aggrieved because 
osteoporosis is an underlying condition with few or no symptoms for much of the time – there 
is just an increased risk of fractures. It is also a common problem for women over the age of 
60 (one estimate suggests that around 30% of all postmenopausal women have osteoporosis 
in the US and Europe). 

Gradually, with the aid of the Royal Osteoporosis Society’s excellent resources and telephone 
helpline, denial and anger gave way to acceptance. For a while, the pendulum swung too far 
in the opposite direction. I became overly cautious and tentative about physical activities. I 
gave up gardening, pilates, hill walking and cycling and I was in danger of wrapping myself in 
cotton wool.  Friends and family helped to coax me out of this and six months after my 
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osteoporosis diagnosis I had returned to most of my 
usual activities.  I joined the Tayberries Nordic Walking 
Group two years ago partly because Nordic walking is 
a great way of improving bone strength. The poles not 
only work the upper body but also aid stability. I often 
wear a 5kg weight vest to intensify these benefits.   

Three years on, I now feel lucky to have had an early 
diagnosis of osteoporosis because it prompted me to 
pay attention to ways of strengthening my bones. 
Although I am wary of walking in icy conditions, I still 
enjoy climbing hills. I have learnt how important it is to 
focus on what you can do rather than what you cannot, 
but I no longer shy away from participating in activities 
that are important to me.  
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The Isle of May 

Vivian 

I can’t help it. After every visit I have made to the Isle of May, I rave about it with unabashed 
enthusiasm. Scotland is blessed with so much glorious scenery; however, the Isle of May is an 

international treasure. I have never 
been anywhere else in my travels where 
there is such an abundance of birdlife in 
such proximity.  Over 285 bird species 
have been recorded on the island, but it 
is from May to July, when the island 
becomes most avian, with over 200,000 
seabirds breeding there. It has the 
largest puffin colony on the east coast 
of Britain, and nearby, Bass Rock has the 
world’s largest colony of Northern 
gannets.  

The Isle of May is located in the mouth of the Firth of Forth, the fjord that makes a cleft into 
the interior of Scotland from the North Sea. The island is an igneous intrusion, a reminder of 
ancient volcanic activity that took place in this area; another is the nearby imposing volcanic 
plug of Bass Rock. The island is 1.8 km long and less than 0.5 km wide. On the west side are 
cliffs, 45 metres in height, and then the land gently slopes to the east to where there are rocky 
coves with sandy beaches. The island is a national nature reserve, owned and managed by 
Scottish Natural Heritage. 

On my visits, I have sailed 
from the harbour in 
Anstruther, Fife, either on 
the 100 passenger May 
Princess or the more 
exhilarating 12-seater 
Osprey. Departure is 
dependent on the 
weather and the tide 
because of the narrow rocky channel where the boats 
dock on the island. The whole trip lasts around 5 
hours, with up to 3 hours to explore on the island.  

Well before arriving at the island, the sight of puffins, either bobbing on the water or 
frantically flapping to stay airborne, becomes more and more common to the delight of the 
puffin fanatics. Gannets are also frequently spotted either flying in small groups in military 
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formation or plummeting into the sea 
head-first as they dive for a fish. The island 
is readily spotted with its Stephenson’s 
lighthouse perched on the top. The boat 
lands on the east side after negotiating a 
narrow passage. After disembarking and a 
brief introduction to the island by one of 
the rangers, the first close encounter with 
the birds begins. The terns have their 
colony at the jetty and greet the visitors 

with loud clacking and swoop down to peck them on 
the head, while their fluffy grey offspring wander 
around obliviously. When I first visited the island the 
tern colony was higher up near the lighthouse but 
predation by gulls has forced them to move. Crossing 
quickly through the colony, while protecting your 

head, the path 
rises to a 
visitors’ center 
where you can 
find out which 
birds have been spotted on the island. Heading north 
on the path, the puffin burrows can be spotted and 
numerous puffins posing, fetchingly on the rocks. The 
puffin burrows are made in the soft, humus soil so it is 
imperative to stay on the path to avoid crushing them. 
The rangers keep 
a lookout for 
anyone that 
strays! Another 
reason to stay on 
the path is that 

female eider 
ducks can nest right next to the path. They do this so it 
is easier to escort their youngsters to the Loch in the 
centre of the island. This is where they congregate in a 
collective crèche staffed by all the females, regardless 
of whether they have their own young.  The females are 
remarkably well camouflaged and remain placid 
despite the visitors’ feet  passing so close to their nests. 
The path passes a second lighthouse which now serves 
as a bird watching centre and then the land slopes 
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downwards as it appoaches the peninsula at the north end of the island, Rona. 

Heading south, the path leads to the remains of an ancient chapel dedicated to Saint Adrian 
of May and the ruins of a 1,100 year old monastery. In the past, the island was one of 

Scotland’s most important 
Christian pilgrimage destinations. 
Turning to the west, if you have 
the timing right, bladder campion 
will be flowering in profusion and 
the vivid pink pompoms of sea 
thrift punctuate the view. 
Continue walking and the cliffs 
become closer; even if you can’t 
see them the smell is telling. 
There are no barriers so it is 
possible to come very close to the 
cliff edge, within almost touching 

distance of the guillemots, razor bills and kittiwakes crowded onto narrow guano-coated 
ledges with their eggs or chicks. These are such handsome birds! 
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At the south end of the island is another former lighthouse. Beyond this the land descends 
steeply to the rocks where the seals lounge or poke their heads out of the water to observe 
you with their curious, black marble eyes.  

Returning to the boat, the final treat is to pass around the southern end of the island, past 
the seals and then along the cliffs to get another look at the bird colonies or of a solitary shiny 
cormorant. Maybe a dolphin will break surface or very rarely whales may be spotted during 
the return to Anstruther. 

This year, while we are in lockdown due to the 
Coronavirus pandemic, the birds have returned for 
another breeding season on the Isle of May. The wardens 
record and count them, and post daily reports as the 
various species of birds arrive and lay eggs, their young 
hatch and then fledge. The birds have some privacy for a 
change, while they get on with their parental duties 
before they make their remarkable return to the sea.  

I would have made another visit this year with some 
friends from Spain had things been different. I look 
forward to visiting this wonderful natural gem with them 
when the time is right.  
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Section 4: Memorable journeys and travels afar 

 

Some members of the Tayberries have travelled far and wide, while the explorations of others 
have been closer to home. In this section we chart some of the most memorable journeys and 
places visited. The section begins with Sheila’s story of how flying to France with the 
Tayberries gave her the confidence to take to the skies again, and eventually enabled her to 
fulfil her ambition to visit Japan. Following this, Lucy describes a magical tour of India in the 
company of Shiv, her kind and generous Indian driver. Ann then remembers her first long-
distance cycling trip, which tackled the Sea to Sea (C2C) route across Northern England, from 
Whitehaven on the west coast to Sunderland on the east coast. This is followed by an account 
of another cycle challenge, Sandra’s six-day cycle through France. She was part of a team 
celebrating the 600th anniversary of the University of St Andrews; she also celebrated her 60th 
birthday at the same time. Afterwards, Margaret takes us on a unique tour around the world 
by sharing the stories associated with twelve of her many hats. Margaret’s next story takes 
us on a train journey from Moscow to Beijing aboard the Trans-Mongolian Express; we are 
treated to descriptions of the outside landscape and the activities of the passengers. The 
section ends with a compendium of images and stories of more tell-tale hats from afar as 
Ruth, Vivian, Portia, Liz and Morag share their images and recollections of some hats and head 
coverings that have featured in their explorations. 
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Overcoming a fear of flying 

Sheila 

I’ve never been comfortable with air 
travel and it became even more 
stressful after I became a parent. My 
late husband was also anxious about 
flying, preferring life on the water 
rather than in the air. So, the prospect 
of flying to France in 2017, with some 
other members of the Tayberries 
Nordic walking group, filled me with 
dread. It had been 15 years since I was 
last in the sky and a lot had changed in 
that time, not least all the security at 
airports. 

Buoyed along by the company of a band 
of joyful women, I was encouraged and 
looked after throughout the journey. 
Thankfully, we arrived safely at our 
holiday gîte in Vernon. From here, we 
visited Monet’s beautiful gardens in 
Giverny. Monet was heavily influenced 
by Japanese art and design, as can be 
seen in the bridge over his lily pond and 
in the collection of Hokusai prints in his 
home. As a fellow lover of Japanese 
culture and art, I was in my element. 

While in France, as is the wont of the 
Tayberries, we also indulged our love of tea 
and fine cakes.  

The trip to Vernon was a turning point for me. 
It gave me the confidence to fly again and, in 
the company of my Nordic walking 
companions, I’ve since taken flights to 
Lanzarote, Cornwall and Estonia.  

All these experiences gradually helped me to 
fulfil a long-held ambition to visit Japan. The 
opportunity to do so arose when I met Jill at 
a Quilt Fair in Glasgow. She was in the process of organising a bespoke textile tour within 
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Japan. I booked a place, organised the flights and, in November 2019, I spent two fabulous 
weeks in Kyoto.  

In Japan, I visited various artisan workshops, gained 
many new skills, and enjoyed the wonderful 
landscape. There was a lot of walking too.  One of 
my fellow travellers calculated that we walked 130 
miles over 14 days! Despite my aching limbs when 
I left, I was excited by the prospect of returning. 

 
 Thank you, my Nordic walking friends, for opening up the world to me. 
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Travelling in India with Shiv 

Lucy 

India assails the senses and is overwhelming in every aspect: from the hustle and bustle of 
towns and cities to the cool tranquillity of the hill stations; from the arid sands of the 
Rajasthan desert to the vibrant colours and intoxicating scent of spices and humanity in many 
other places. Robert and I toured India for fifteen days in 2016, but here I focus on the nine 
days from 19th to the 27th October when Shiv drove us around this wonderful country in his 
car. 

Our first encounter with Shiv was the morning we 
were to visit the Taj Mahal and it was not a 
promising  one. We had arranged a sunrise visit with 
a guide, but early the next morning the driver we 
had booked for the next nine days, Shiv, was 
nowhere to be seen. After many phone calls from 
our guide in exceedingly irate Hindi, he eventually 
appeared. There was another battle of words, 
followed by profuse apologies, then off we went to 
join what by this time was a long queue. However, 
we did eventually get to see the amazing Taj Mahal. 

The following morning our regard for Shiv initially 
sank even lower when we embarked on our journey 
across Northern India, without the aid of a map, to 
places he reluctantly admitted he had never visited 
before. Our navigation was to be by his ancient 
mobile phone and the kindness of complete 
strangers. His pride was dented even more by us 
checking the route with our Lonely Planet guide. However, during that journey he eventually 
won us around as the trip was made more interesting by the myriad side roads and blind 
alleys down which he led us. 

Our journey the following day was a gruelling six hours from Agra to Jaipur via Fatehpur Sikri 
and the Abhaneri Stepwell. In India, when the money runs out, so does the road and we often 
found ourselves travelling on little more than dirt tracks. Drivers in India seem to follow no 
rules and overtaking is done at break-neck speed and completed just in time. Shiv was an 
excellent exponent of this art. I frequently shielded my eyes and uttered ‘Oh my God’.  Shiv 
was quick to pick up on this expression and, assuming it was a compliment on his driving, was 
often heard exclaiming ‘Oh my God, Mrs Lucy Gee’! 

Last in line at the Taj Mahal 
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At lunch time we stopped at the side of the 
road for a picnic. The hotel had provided us 
with an ample lunch which we shared with 
Shiv. No sooner had we started eating than 
the car was surrounded by young children. 
We felt intimidated as the throng grew and 
we quickly distributed what was left. Shiv by 
now had become not only our driver but also 
our protector and he suggested we should 
move on swiftly. By three o’clock in the 

afternoon we had reached Abhaneri 
Stepwell, a truly amazing architectural 
feat located in a remote part of the 
Rajasthan Desert. You have to imagine 
an upturned step pyramid, which 
resembles an Escher drawing, sunk 
into the ground. The whole structure 
is some hundred feet deep. Shiv was 
as impressed as we were, and we all 
lingered there taking photos before 
continuing to Jaipur. 

Finding our hotel in Jaipur proved yet 
another challenge for Shiv. After 
many stops and starts, innumerable 
conversations with people and frantic 
scrolling of his phone, we ended up 
outside an unlikely pair of crumbling 
gates down a back alley, which 
opened to reveal the most deliciously 
cool courtyard with fountains and 
lush tropical plants spilling over. Shiv 
had eventually delivered us to our 
destination again and the detours and 
encounters along the way had given us yet more glimpses into life in India. 

The next stage of our journey was another gruelling six-hour drive to Jodphur. On the way, 
going through a small village, we found ourselves engulfed by a sea of goats. Robert wound 
down the car window to photograph the spectacle only to have his phone snatched from his 
hand by an irate goat herder. Shiv immediately leapt from the car remonstrating with the 
herder and wrestling the phone back from him. He then dived back into the car and locked 
the doors. Shiv went on to explain that there were good and bad villages, and this was a 
particularly bad one. We never found out what constituted a good or bad village, but we 
suspected it was just a gut instinct. 

Sharing our roadside picnic lunch 

The Abhaneri Stepwell 

Lucy and Shiv 
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A few days later we found ourselves driving into the 
Aravalli Hills en route to Udaipur. We had promised 
ourselves a visit to the Jain Temples at Ranakpur 
which are located amidst a lush forest. We spent a few 
hours exploring the beautiful temple complex before 
Shiv came to collect us and we continued driving up 
the steep road. Robert urged him to stop the car so he 
could take a photograph looking back down at the 
temples. Shiv reluctantly agreed but was cautious and 
accompanied Robert. It was only after returning to the 
car that he explained in his broken English that we 
were in the middle of a tiger reserve. 

As we descended from the hills towards Udaipur, Shiv 
suggested he would like to treat us to afternoon tea 
at a roadside café. While enjoying a very sweet, hot 
cup of Chai and biscuits, he went on to explain with 

great excitement the Diwali 
preparations he was making for his 
family; the children were to have 
new outfits and his wife a new 
piece of jewellery. By this time, we 
had been travelling for nine days 
from his hometown of Agra, but 
Shiv was planning to make the 
return journey in one day. This 
seemed well-nigh impossible but, 
given his tenacity and love for his 
family, we could not rule out the 
possibility that he would make it. 

We had reached the end of our trip too. It was a memorable adventure, made even more so 
by this kind and generous man. Shiv drove us to the airport the next day and we had an 
emotional parting. To this day we still have his number on our phone in the hope that one 
day we’ll enjoy his company and unique driving skills again. 

  

The Aravalli Hills above Ranakpur 

Jain temple interior, Ranakpur 
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Sea to Sea (C2C) – a Cycling Adventure 

Ann 
 

Perhaps there is something about turning fifty that makes one think time is 
running out.  Certain ambitions need to be set in motion before it’s too late. 
For a number of years, I had been keen to cycle again.  The purchase of my 
first new bike, in my early 40s, led to short cycling trips and then a couple of 
holidays.  

Thus inspired, as I approached fifty, we decided to 
sign up for the Sea to Sea (C2C) cycle challenge, a 
route across Northern England from Whitehaven to 
Newcastle/Sunderland. The plan was to have our 
luggage carried ahead each day but, when we 
discovered the company offering this service did not 
get into gear until May, and we wanted to go in April, 
we took the plunge and decided to carry our own 
luggage. This meant purchasing cycle panniers and, 
since we knew the terrain would be hilly, a new bike 
for me, one with a few more gears.  Thus, at end of 
my fifth decade, I bought my second new bike. 

From Whitehaven to Langwathby (Days 1 and 2) 
From the west coast town of Whitehaven the C2C 
route follows an old railway line, enhanced with 
metal sculptures of bikes, which rises gently 
through Cleater Moor on its way to Ennerdale.  
From here the Lake District opens up with 
beautiful views of the northern lakes.  From the 
summit of Whinlatter pass, the steepest climb of 
this section, the route descends into the lovely 
town of Keswick and onward to Troutbeck, Penrith 
and Langwathby.  

We had no problems on the first section of 
the route but finding our way out of 
Keswick proved problematic and we ended 
up underneath the A66, before locating the 
route to Threlkeld. Once through that 
village we were able to enjoy the lovely 
country road to Troutbeck. However, our 
joy was short lived, as the derailleur on 
George’s bike broke. With no simple way to 
repair this, we had to push on to Troutbeck.  
After discussions about buses to Penrith 
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and cycle shops in the town, we decided to keep on pushing and free-wheeling for another 
12 miles. Just when we thought it couldn’t get any worse, it started to rain.  

There was a happy ending as the bike shop in Penrith will always be remembered as one of 
the best.  Within what seemed like minutes the bike was up on a stand, the derailleur 
repaired, and everything was once again in working order for the final few miles to 
Langwathby, famous for the tearoom in Brief Encounter, and the end point of our second day. 

From Langwathby to Sunderland or Newcastle (Days 3, 4 and 5) 
After Langwathby it’s up hill and down dale, to Hartside and Garrigill and the fascinating old 
lead mining areas of Nenthead and Allenheads, before finally dropping down to Consett and 
the level stretch to Sunderland or Newcastle. 

It was a bitterly cold morning as we left Langwathby on a minor road heading through Little 
Salkeld and past the Little Meg Stone Circle.  With snow flurrying we began to speculate if the 
café on the 1,903 foot summit of Hartside would be open.  The map indicated it was seasonal.  
In April, we could not be sure what that would mean. Was that smoke coming from the 
chimney? Yes? No? Yes, it was!  Hooray, we could have a hot drink.  In fact two hot chocolates 
each were consumed.  We had only come 10 miles, but these drinks were among the best I 
have ever tasted. 

Once over the summit it was 
downhill for several miles before an 
undulating road led us into Garragill.  
From here the last five miles seemed 
like ten as we climbed steeply and 
relentlessly before descending to 
Nenthead. The landscape before us 
was like none we had ever seen 
before.  To my eyes it seemed 
desolate.  Old lead and silver mines 
littered the side of the road and 
ruined houses scattered the hillsides.  
I found it to be bleak and yet the 
couple with whom we stayed that 
night loved it.  They were artists who 
had escaped the confines of 
Birmingham and had come to live in 
what they considered to be a 
beautiful and inspiring landscape. They made me re-think my views of the world around us.  I 
have always remembered that and have never forgotten them or their beautiful long-haired 
cats. 

As we sat in the pub on that third evening enjoying a meal, a group of young men landed 
exhausted at the bar, having cycled from Whitehaven (82 miles) that day.  The following 
morning as we pushed our bikes up the hill in the direction of Allenheads they waved as they 
cycled past, intent on reaching the east coast by that evening.  We still had two more days to 
go! 
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Before and beyond Allenheads, on steeply undulating roads, there was much evidence of old 
lead mines and we felt as though we had been absorbed into a strange and different world. 
Dropping down from the hills we found ourselves on the Waskerley Way, an old railway line, 
which took us to Castleside Farm, a wonderful stop for the night.  The sociable owner fed and 
entertained us that evening. The final day saw us largely on cycle tracks, in sometimes not so 
scenic urban areas, until we reached our chosen destination of Sunderland.  We had achieved 
our goal – 140 miles across northern 
England – under our own steam, unless 
you consider staying in B & Bs 
cheating!  It certainly wasn’t easy.  
Sustrans describe it as ‘challenging’ 
and probably it wasn’t the best choice 
for relative beginners on their first 
independent touring holiday.  In its 
favour, it is fairly short and, spread out 
over 5 days, it’s achievable by anyone 
used to cycling regularly.  We were 
certainly exhausted by the end, but we 
also felt extremely satisfied.   

For us the bug had been caught and we have never looked back!  In the years since, we have 
covered many of the Sustrans’ routes and others of our own planning. However long or short 
the journey there is always the satisfaction of knowing you have travelled under your own 
steam. Writing again about C2C 20 years later has made me realise how varied and fascinating 
in equal measure it was.  I’d love to go back and do it again.  Could I manage it now? 
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Celebrating 60/600 years with a cycle challenge 
Sandra 

It is important to mark a 60th birthday and, in 2013, I was looking for ways to do so. Such an 
opportunity arose when the University of St Andrews announced that, as part of its 600th 
anniversary celebrations, it was organising a cycle relay to retrace the route used to carry the 
‘Papal Bulls’ (documents that founded the university) from Peñiscola in Spain to St Andrews. 
Staff and students were invited to participate, and I volunteered to join the team that would 
cycle from Le Boulou (just north of the Spain/France border) to Tain l’Hermitage (just south 
of Lyon).  

On August 4th my team arrived in Le Boulou to pick up the relay baton - a tube containing 
replica copies of the Papal Bulls. We had planned to set off for Narbonne early the next day 
but, as we were keen to get going, we decided to leave that afternoon for the half-way point 
of Barcarès. The downsides were that we set out at 3.30pm (the hottest part of the day) and, 
with no pre-booked accommodation in Barcarès, we struggled to find a bed for the night.  A 
lesson was learnt. 

During the first half of our route we 
traced the coastline of the 
Mediterranean, riding by or just 
inland from its shores. Cycling 
through coastal sea-side resorts in 
the cool of the mornings was a joy: 
the boulevards and marinas 
sparkled in the early sunshine and 
we swooped through them without 
impediment. By contrast, later in 
the day, such resorts were chaotic 
with crowded beaches and 
pavements and slow-moving traffic. 

 
Cycling along the towpath of 
the Canal du Robine to 
Narbonne was a beautiful but 
bumpy ride. The canal runs 
through a narrow sliver of land 
between two bodies of water: 
the Ètang de l’Ayrolle and the 
Ètang de Bages et Sigean. We 
cycled to the sound of bird 
song and crickets. After 
Narbonne, we joined the 
wonderful Canal du Midi at 

Cycle route and schedule                                      Miles 
Day 1 Le Boulou, Argelès-sur-Mer, St 

Cyprien, Canet-En-Roussillon, le 
Barcarès  

34  
 

Day 2 le Barcarès, Port Leucate, Port-la-
Nouvelle, Narbonne  

44  

Day 3 Narbonne, Vinassan, Colombiers, 
Béziers, Agde, Frontignan 

68  

Day 4 Frontignan Plage, Palavas-les-Flots, la 
Grande-Motte, Aigues Mortes, Arles 

65  

Day 5 Arles, Avignon, Chateauneuf du Pape, 
Orange, Pierrelatee, Bourg-st-Andeol  

65  

Day 6 Bourg-st-Andeol, le Teil, le Pouzin, 
Valence, Tain l’Hermitage  

64  

Cycling along the Canal du Robine towpath 
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Colombiers and followed its towpath all the way to  Agde.  As 
we approached the ancient city of Béziers, the canal descends 
through an impressive flight of locks as it heads towards the 
Mediterranean. At Agde, where the canal opens into a series 
of basins, friends and families partied on the moored boats.   

After Agde we returned to the coast. Frontignan Plage is one 
of the least commercialised parts of the Mediterranean coast 
and our early morning ride along this strip of land and then 
around the Ètang de Vic was peaceful and pretty, though we 
did wonder at times whether the path would take us 
anywhere apart from into the water!  

 Once we hit the strip of coast after 
Palavas-les-Flots, people had started to 
take to the streets and the pavements, 
though we did find a way through the 
growing mayhem. Beyond le Grande du 
Roi, our route became tranquil again. We 
cycled over coastal inlets and through 
miles of marsh land to the sight and 
sound of a myriad of sea birds. We 
paused in the beautifully preserved, 
medieval town of Aigues Mortes, and ate 
our lunch perched within its stone 
ramparts.  

Our onward journey to Arles 
took us through the western 
edge of the Camargue, which is 
famed for its salt marshes, bird 
life and wild horses. We 
thought we would see lots of 
water and wildlife but the 
bamboo growing alongside the 
road was so high that we could 
not see beyond it. We did, 
however, see an egret perched 
on the back on a pony. We 
arrived in Arles in the late 
afternoon, hot but pleasantly 
tired from the ride. That 
evening we explored the delights of this ancient city on foot and ate dinner in a small, ‘slow 
food’ restaurant overlooking the spectacular amphitheatre.   

Pushing our bikes around Aigues Mortes 

The Canal du Midi 
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From Arles, we continued north via 
the Rhone Valley. At Avignon we rode 
by the city walls and visited the iconic 
Pont d’Avignon. After a slightly hectic 
exit from the city, it was a relief to 
enter a landscape of vineyards and 
rolling countryside en route to 
Chateauneuf du Pape. Our next stop 
was Orange, which has some excellent 
Roman ruins, but I remember the city 

most as an endless traffic jam. The 
final part of our journey took us 
along the banks of the Rhone, 
through several enticing villages 
and towns. After Valence, a 
dedicated cycle path led directly 
to the centre of our final 
destination, Tain l’Hermitage, 
where we handed over the baton 
to the next relay team. Here a 
glass or two of celebratory 
bubbles passed our lips. 

As hoped, the relay was a 
memorable way of marking my 

60th birthday. This was the first time I had cycled so far on consecutive days and I was pleased 
that I did not yet seem to be ‘over the hill’. It helped that the terrain was mostly flat, my 
teammates cycled at a relaxed pace, and the winds were kind. The main problem was the 
heat, but I coped by drinking lots of water and adding salt tablets to one of my drinking 
bottles. Amazingly, given some of the cycle path surfaces and patches of broken glass we 
encountered, none of us had punctures or mechanical problems with our bikes. Lady luck was 
with us!  

Seven years later, I still cycle, though these days you are more likely to see me on the back of 
a tandem than on my solo bike. 
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Around the world in twelve hats 

Margaret 

I love buying hats in the places I visit. Each one reminds me of that place, and they all have a 
tale to tell. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

This hat was bought from a betel-chewing 
woman in Thailand. We were in some far-
flung village, having been down rapids in a 
rather flimsy boat. I, of course, had not 
read the blurb and had a fit, as I can’t swim. 
As he had organised the trip, I was so 
pleased it was my husband who fell out. 

I bought this hat in a shop in Kircudbright, 
Scotland. A few years later, I was in 
Edinburgh at the Arts and Craft fair during 
the Festival and saw hats being sold by the 
same maker. She insisted that she did not 
sell to shops, but I proved her wrong and 
got a discount!. 

I bought this hat in Shimla (India). I did not 
realise I had bought their traditional hat. I 
gained many smiles that day walking about 
with it on my head. 

Before the earthquake in Christchurch 
(New Zealand) I bought this hat in the art 
centre. We had taken the sightseeing tram. 
So sad to see Christchurch now. 
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When I cycled around Iceland (the country 
not the shop!), I bought this hat in 
Reykjavik. On the back it says ‘Hufur sem 
hlaeja’, which means ‘caps that laugh’! 

This hat was bought in a ‘happy store’ in 
Beijing – it was pouring with rain at the 
time. At the time, we had to use Foreign 
Exchange Currency – a weird idea. 

This hat was given to me by an Indonesian 
friend in Jakarta. I had commented on a 
little girl’s hat and so was given the adult 
version. 

I bought this hat in a French ‘vide grenier’ 
(garage sale), in the Pyrenees Atlantique. 
It had seen better days, but it is good 
quality. 
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When I purchased and wore this hat in a 
touristy place in Bali, many shopkeepers 
asked me where I had got it. Lots of hats 
were like it the next time I visited. I was a 
trail blazer! 

I bought this hat, two others and a scarf 
from a woman in Orkney. She became ‘Tate 
and Style’ and now produces work for 
Armani. She has also been featured in a 
Times Supplement. 

This fez was bought in a Cairo museum, 
where our son of 11 had his own guide 
because he had asked all about canopic 
jars and various theories as to 
Tutankhamun’s cause of death. 

I bought this hat in a market in Madeira. 
We also bought copious amounts of 
tamarilloes.  My vitamin C input must have 
gone off the scale that holiday! 
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The Trans-Mongolian Express 

Margaret  

I would not call myself an explorer – I haven’t got the legs for it! – but I enjoy travelling to 
new places and experiencing different cultures. Over the years, I have been fortunate to visit 
many countries as my husband loved travelling and planning holidays. He planned our trips in 
minute detail. In contrast, I tended to begin each holiday with only a broad impression of 
what was to come, which made it more of an adventure into the unknown.  

In the 1990s, one of our trips took us to Beijing via the Trans-Mongolian Express: the longest 
train journey I have done, and also one of the longest in the world.  My son and I caught a 
train from Ostend to Berlin, where we met my husband, and together we caught a further 
train to Moscow, where we were to join the Trans-Mongolian Express. When we arrived in 
Moscow, we found that our train had been delayed for two days. The official reason was 
flooding but, unofficially, we were told that a Russian guard had stolen some Chinese property 
and the Chinese train driver would not budge until all was returned. Adding fuel to our 
disappointment, a representative of our tour operator announced that they were going to 
charge us an exorbitant fee to stay two extra nights in a Moscow hotel. 

There was much disquiet amongst our fellow travellers and somehow my husband ended up 
being nominated as the group’s spokesperson. As intrepid as ever, he braved a guard pointing 
a gun at him and entered the tour office. It took a while, but he managed to negotiate a better 
deal and re-emerge unscathed. This was not a great start to our journey, but it did serve to 
create a bond between our tour-group members. As a result, we looked out for each other 
during the whole trip: watching bags, making sure that no-one was left behind at various 
stops, and even providing a translation service for each other (an Australian spoke Japanese 
and I translated for the French contingent). 

The train journey between 
Moscow and the Mongolian 
border was enjoyable and our 
Lonely Planet guide was an 
indispensable companion. The 
scenery was varied: long 
stretches of birch and pine 
forests; meadows brimming 
with wildflowers; glimpses of 
Siberian villages and, by 
contrast, Siberia’s heavy 
industry. The highlight of the 
Russian leg of the journey was 
the section where the rail track 
runs alongside the coastline of 
Lake Baikal. This is Russia’s deepest freshwater lake and it contains one-fifth of the earth’s 
fresh water.   

The guard and two attendants who looked after us  
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At Ulan Ude, the train veered towards 
the right, leaving the main Trans-
Siberian line as we headed into 
Mongolia. The scenery changed yet 
again, and grassy steppe accompanied 
the first part of our journey through 
Mongolia. After Ulan Bator, there was 
more grassy steppe and wild flowers 
before we entered the broad open 
vistas of the Gobi desert. Here we 
enjoyed spotting yurts (the tents of 

Mongolia’s nomads), camels, foxes, eagles and men 
in full costume riding on horseback. 

After we had crossed the border into China, the 
scenery changed yet again as we travelled through 
the mountains of northern China. There was great 
excitement when we first spotted the Great Wall of 
China. It is magnificent but after we had been under 
it, over it, and beside it several times we found we 
began to ignore it.  

Despite the glorious scenery, what I now remember 
most about the trip were the fascinating antics of the 
Chinese traders who surreptitiously sold their wares 
through the windows of the train. The train regularly 
stopped at stations along the way. At those stations, 
there were often traders on the platform and the 
Chinese traders on the train joined in with the 

hubbub. They stashed their money in the handrails under the windows. Not only did they 
conceal their wares and earnings from the guards, they also managed to hide a dog!  

Our train terminated in Beijing, but that was not the end of our trip or our train journeys. 
From Beijing we caught a train to Hong Kong. After a few days there, we set off to explore 
more of China. However, this time we travelled by plane rather than by train. Our further 
explorations of China were fascinating too, but that is another story. 

My husband has since died and I have had to adjust to travelling without him at the helm. It 
has not been easy, but I have gradually adapted to travelling by myself and with others. The 
Tayberries Nordic walking group has been a great help, and I did a wonderful tour of North 
India with four other Tayberries in 2019. I feel privileged to be part of this group, and I 
thoroughly enjoy our walks, talks and travels afar. 
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More tell-tale hats from afar 

Ruth, Vivian, Liz A and Morag 

Hats often bring back fond memories of places explored and past phases in our lives. Here, 
five members of our walking group share their images and recollections of hats and head 
coverings that have featured in their explorations. 

Ruth 

My Palm Frond Hat 
Whilst in Barbados wilting with a thirst I couldn’t slake, 
I heard a gentle voice say, “Ma’am - for you could I please make 
A hat to shield you from the sun that beats down every day”. 
My reply to him was, “Oh dear no, I leave this town today”. 
He said, “Don’t worry lady, it won’t take long - you see 
I only need a palm frond from off that nearby tree. 
And whilst I make this hat for you, just rest here in the shade 
And buy a drink from off the stall of ice-cold lemonade”. 
With that he took a twine of palm and measured round my head,  
Then left me resting pleasantly and, just as he had said, 
Took a branch from off the palm and started then to weave - 
His nimble fingers working fast with a speed I’d scarce believe. 
The hat once it was finished fit snugly on my head 
And hadn’t taken too much time, exactly as he said. 
It served me well that holiday and I brought it home with me, 
Yet never wore it here at all and sometimes I would see 
That really I should throw it out, but an inner voice said no, 
There may still be a further chance it gets another show. 
So here it is, in answer to a call that I just heard, 
My Caribbean palm-frond hat, completed with a bird! 
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Vivian 

  

While visiting Peru in 2017 for a meeting 
related to my job, I bought a straw hat from 
this woman who is knitting, in a market in 
Arequipa……. 

…… and wore it when visiting Machu Picchu 
with my Brazilian friend, Rosana, her husband 
Marcelo, my son Linden and my student 
Jamie. 

My memories of that trip are awash with 
bright colours and some fabulous hats. This 
woman was selling her wares along our route 
to the Colca Canyon, to see the condors. 

 

We met these children on Taquile Island, Lake 
Titicaca - a UNESCO site. The type of hats (and 
the position of the hat's tassel) for boys and 
men are important on this island as they 
signify marital status, seniority and mood. 
Men have to knit a hat which can hold water 
in order to receive the approval by the 
prospective father-in-law of a marriage 
proposal. 
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When I left Peru, I gave my hat to Marcelo 
and it now lives in Brazil! 

 

 
 
Portia 

 
I bought this hat while on a cycling trip in the 
Puglia region of Southern Italy.  It is from 
Alberabello, a wonderful UNESCO world 
heritage site composed of simple round 
houses with domed stone roofs. I like the hat 
because it reminds me not only of that trip but 
also of the ‘field hats’ worn by farmers in the 
US state of Illinois. Both of my parents hail 
from farming families in Illinois and most 
summers I still visit the farm where my father 
was born.  In the background is my painting 
about Illinois.  It has some reminders of 
Chicago and St Louis, but I am particularly fond 
of the nodding-donkey oil pump, an important 
feature of the Illinois landscape. 

 
This hat is from Keystone, a ski resort in 
Colorado. Skiing here was a revelation: wide-
open slopes covered with wonderful snow. 
Such a contrast to skiing on ice and rocks in 
Glenshee, and then more ice plus crowds in 
mainland Europe. Colorado was where I finally 
discovered that skiing could be fun! 
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Liz 

 
 
 
Morag 

 

 
 
 
 
In 1988, I bought this hat at the floating 
market shown in the photograph. We were 
just outside Bangkok. It was a vibrant place 
and experience, and wearing the hat again 
rekindles vivid memories of extraordinary 
sights, sounds and smells. Once such markets 
were everyday features of places where water 
transport played a key role, while today these 
markets mainly operate as tourist attractions. 

 

 

  

 

I married into a Turkish family. Although my 
husband and I lived in Scotland, for many 
years we took our sons to visit family in 
Turkey during the summer. For 20 years, I 
spent these summers respecting Turkish 
customs, and it really was very cool to wear a 
scarf in the heat of the summer. 

 

I still visit my extended family in Turkey, but I 
am now more liberal in my approach to 
covering my head when I am there. 
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Section 5: Reflections on the Covid-19 lockdown 

 

Everyone’s experience of the Covid-19 lockdown varies due to differing circumstances as well 
as contrasting coping mechanisms. However, there are parallels too, and this section reflects 
both the similarities and differences in people’s experiences. It begins with Sheila’s account 
of the sewing projects that have occupied her time during lockdown. An accident during 
lockdown forced her to forsake her sewing machine, and the making of facemasks, and 
encouraged her to pick up her embroidery needle instead. Carol then shares images that 
captured her attention during daily lockdown walks. These invite us to reflect on the bliss and 
limitations of solitude. Following this, Mandy meditates on a psalm as she journeys through 
lockdown. She discovers she had been missing out on being still but, as lockdown starts to 
ease, her focus turns to the uncertainties of the future. Vivian then shares her experience of 
twelve weeks of self-isolation, which again involved the making of much needed facemasks. 
She also reflects on the wider story of the pandemic: the many losses and some of the possible 
gains. The section ends with a collection of final lockdown thoughts from 13 members of the 
Tayberries. We hear how lockdown has intensified simple pleasures for some and how 
working on creative and productive projects has been important too. We all appreciate how 
various online communication technologies have made the lockdown experience more 
bearable. 
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Sewing my way through lockdown 

Sheila 

I’m delighted someone used the lockdown 
to declutter because it meant that I could 
add to mine. This battered old Japanese dish 
appeared for sale on an online site in the 

USA. I found it charming and with a click of the 
finger it was winging its way to me. It arrived 
beautifully packaged with a note enclosed, how 
thoughtful! 

Shortly after the start of lockdown, I became part of the sub-
group of Tayberries that had formed a team to make face masks 
for key workers, including nurses and care home staff, who 
couldn’t access personal protective equipment (PPE).  

I also followed the advice to exercise outdoors for one hour a day. 
However, in April, whilst walking with my Nordic poles, I came to 
grief 20 metres from home. I missed my footing on the kerb and 
fell heavily. After a trip to the Accident and Emergency unit at 
Ninewells Hospital, it was confirmed that I had broken my fibula 

and I would have to spend the 
next six weeks with my ankle 
encased in a moon boot. I was 
now out of action in terms of using my sewing machine to 
sew masks!  

Instead, I used the time to finish a sampler Sashiko panel. I 
then put my mind to designing a cover for a Zabuton floor 
cushion made from the upcycled wool insulation that came 
with my Gousto food delivery (a godsend when living alone 
during lockdown). I came across this style of floor cushion on 
my trip to Japan in November 2019. The enamel Japanese 
dish from the USA provided inspiration. The hanko (maker’s 
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mark) on the underside of the dish 
suggested a figure in lockdown and I 
developed the figure to represent a 
reflection of me in lockdown with my 
broken ankle. The year is written below 
the central figure in Kanji. The pattern on 
the edge of the dish also inspired the 
border decoration of my cushion panel.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Sashiko embroidery technique usually 
features repeat geometric patterns (as in my 
sampler). I have strayed a little from the 
traditional to reference the floral chain 
pattern. 

In final form, the red corners of the 
cushion remind me of Mount Fuji and the 
tassels are traditionally used on futons. 
Red, or aka, is very popular in Japan, with 
many ancient meanings and associations, 
including the power to scare away evil 
spirits. Red is the colour of festivals and it 
also symbolises peace and the prosperity 
of the family. 

My trip to Japan has had a huge creative 
influence on me. Before the coronavirus 
crisis in PPE availability led me to focus on 
mask making, I had already been busy 
designing and making a range of objects 
inspired by my trip.  I have tried to create 
pieces using a fusion of Scottish and 
Japanese textiles. The form of the bags 
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below are based on Japanese tobacco pouches and Kimono purses. The materials used are 
recycled vintage kimono silk and tartan and tweed offcuts. 
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Bliss of solitude 

Carol E 

I’m not sure about ‘bliss of solitude’ on a prolonged scale, but here are some of the memories 
of daily walks during the Covid-19 lockdown, that ‘flash upon the inward eye’. 

Moving through spring 
 

   

Tayfield swans Flass Road daffodils 

Straiton gorse 

Blossom at St Fort 

Early rhododendrons 

Ceanothus 

Nesting swans 

Tayfield cherry tree Baby ducklings 
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A journey through lockdown 

Mandy 

This photo of Ben Hope brings to my mind Psalm 46 verse 10 which begins: 

Be Still and know that i am God  

With the onset of lockdown due to Coronavirus, all our lives changed in different ways. For 
some it meant gearing up to meet new demands at work, such as in the NHS and in 
supermarkets, or learning how to work and communicate from home. For me it was gearing 
down as no work was permitted. The message was stay at home, allowing only one hour a 
day for outdoor exercise away from home. A busy life of socialising, fulfilling work and getting 
my daily dose of endorphins at the gym stopped.   

Overnight the pace of my life wound down. Facebook sharing of holiday photos ground to a 
halt as the shockwave of lockdown hit family and friends. All those places to go, things to do 
and challenges to be met, had gone - just like that. 

What now? The pressure to keep up was off; no need to worry about missing out on … 
‘something’. There was time to enjoy being where you were. As the saying goes “There’s 
nowhere to go; you’re already there”. 

My senses, devoid of background noise, became able to focus in more acutely on the things 
previously given only cursory attention. Aren’t the birds singing a bit louder? Isn’t the sight of 
the sea a bit sharper? Nature’s colours seemed more vivid, and in that precious hour outdoors 
there was time to absorb its beauty. 

There was so much I had missed before in the bustle of life. I was finding out about it now 
that I was deprived of what I previously took for granted. It was not so bad to have to “Be 
Still” and listen and see with new ears and eyes. 
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After the first three weeks we were told there would be at least another three weeks of being 
still. What remained to be seen and heard?  My thought then was that maybe my senses 
needed to become attuned to the next half of the first line of this verse: what does He mean 
by “know that I am God”? 

It has now been seven 
weeks since I discovered 
that I had been missing 
out on Being Still; my fear 
prior to that was of 
missing out on life! 
Lockdown led to a re-
calibration of life and its 
priorities. Things which 
had hitherto seemed 
permanent, changed. 
Some for the better and 
some for the worse. For 
me good changes 
happened which I could 
never have foreseen. A 
family rift has been healed, friendships rekindled and family relationships strengthened. The 
cultivating of creative skills has been gratifying, filling the void left by the absence of work.  

But now there is slight easing of the restrictions on lockdown or ‘hibernation’, as the Aussies 
are calling it. It feels like hibernation. I feel like an animal poking my nose out of my burrow 
to assess the world before me. It is not the same world I left behind 10 weeks ago. Like an 
animal emerging after winter, the world looks very different now. There is social distancing, 
queues for shops with people two metres apart, masks and gloves, perspex screens, 
restrictions in travel and the number of people we can meet. Work as I knew it won’t be the 
same for the foreseeable future. Can I communicate with half my face covered and use my 
hands, the tools of my trade, blunted by a layer of vinyl? It’s as though life has become 
distorted by a bizarre lens and I wonder if I want to leave my burrow! 

Lockdown has also been a turbulent time. There has been suffering, with loss of loved ones 
and financial security, and coping with social isolation.  There have been pressures on families 
coping with the needs of children and teenagers, and living in close quarters has resulted in 
increased domestic abuse and divorce rates. Foundations have been shaken causing fear and 
anxiety. Facebook holiday posts have been replaced with a charged air of anger towards the 
government, whose platitudes of “with hindsight” and “testing my eye-sight” inspire anything 
but confidence. 
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How can the world cope with such 
turmoil and change? Who or what is 
permanent and secure that we can 
trust implicitly? To address these 
questions, I look to the beginning of 
Psalm 46 which says: 

‘God is our refuge and 
strength, an ever present help 
in trouble. Therefore we will 
not fear, though the earth give 
way and the mountains fall 
into the heart of the sea’. 

The wonders of nature are to me like a signpost to my Creator. It is He who is God and has 
dominion over all things. He is unchangeable and permanent. 

So, as I emerge from lockdown into this ‘new normal’ world I am reassured. I have an 
understanding of the instruction to ‘Be Still and know that I am God’. 
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Twelve weeks of self-isolation 

Vivian 

As I am currently taking a PARP inhibitor for treatment of ovarian cancer, I am in self-isolation 
for 12 weeks during the pandemic. This does not daunt me too much as I have plenty of things 
to do and a large garden to deal with, and I am towards the hermit end of the social spectrum.  

I had planned to make myself a couple of masks as I knew I would visit the GP clinic and 
hospital during these 12 weeks and you never know if someone might have to come into my 
house to fix, for example, a broken boiler. A mask that kept me safe was the primary 
consideration. The mask pattern described here ( https://www.craftpassion.com/face-mask-
sewing-pattern/) seemed appropriate. The YouTube videos that give step by step instructions 
are awesome, and so it was just a matter of picking some fabrics from my stash and firing up 
my over 30-year-old Toyota sewing machine. 

Given self-isolation, my landscape to explore is largely 
virtual Ted talks (https://www.ted.com/talks), podcasts, 
music, books, Instagram, WhatsApp, Google, Skype, 
email…) and internal. The day after I made the masks for 
myself, Sheila (creative seamstress extraordinaire) was 
asked if she could provide masks for relatives and other 
nursing/care workers. Given the urgency to provide 
personal protective equipment (PPE) for these people, I 
decided to join the mask making group of the Tayberries. 
While doing this tedious task, I was able to spend time 
listening to many things that I previously didn’t have time 
for.  

Over the years I have accumulated a large hoard of fabrics 
which I am planning to fashion into lap blankets when I 
retire. I was given one of these years ago, and I love it. The 
question was what fabric to choose for a care worker in a 
nursing home – what colour or pattern would be suitable?  

When I was in primary school, 52 years ago, one of my fellow 
classmates gave a talk about colours for her class assignment. 
This fascinated me – that by painting a public washroom 
yellow, you could influence how long people spent in it, or 
that hospital scrubs were green so blood stains wouldn’t be so noticeable. The way this 
information was presented suggested that time had been spent observing behaviour in 
response to colour. Over the years it became clear to me that colour is a complex topic. Colour 
is socially and culturally linked and probably neurologically (in my family, as well as those who 
like and do not like cucumber, we have different green/blue boundaries and strong opinions 
about the colour yellow). This is partly because of how the rods and cones in the back of our 
eyes perceive colours and link them with our innate responses.  

Typical disposable face mask 
used by medical and care 
workers. 



80 
 

There are commercially-driven colour trends; for example colour selection (and fonts) in 
advertising has become finely honed, to tempt consumers. Fashion has its yearly colour 
favourites with colour influencers such as Pantone announcing a Colour of the Year; “Classic 
Blue” is the ‘reassuring’ shade for 2020 (https://www.independent.co.uk/topic/classic-blue). 
Given the current pandemic and other events that are coursing the planet, that may have 
been a prophetic choice. But then there are the renegades, like Ryanair, that select the most 
garish colour combination to market their brand. I would love to be a fly on the wall when the 
latest names for shades of paint are decided (Glimmer, Crochet, Archive Papers are some 
favourites of mine). Choosing colour names sounds as much fun as coming up with 
descriptions for wine or whisky.  

Well, no pressure to pick some colours for care workers then! I decided that given it was near 
Easter, a bit of cheer was needed so I settled on various fabrics with a pink theme and added 
a print with hedgehogs for fun. As I made more masks, I headed towards the cooler shades 
because there are very serious situations in care homes too. Then there was the female/male 
conundrum, so I made some masks with a dark tartan fabric in navy, green and black.  

 

After making over 100 masks, I am taking a break to spend time in the garden as the weather 
is lovely. I expect (despite recent advice to the contrary from our government) the wearing of 
masks will become more common (and maybe required) as the lockdown is eased and 
measures are taken to limit another spike in Covid-19 cases. I enjoyed making the masks. It 
gave me an opportunity to offer something from my isolation, to be a little creative, to listen 
to virtual voices and revisit memories.  

Postscript   

It is now 2 months since I wrote the above. I have been advised that my ‘shielding’ may 
continue beyond the end of July. In the meantime, Sheila, Caroline, Ruth, Mandy and I have 
made 125 masks for NHS Tayside staff to use when they are coming to or going from work. 

Some of my homemade face masks 
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This was part of a local 
initiative led by the 
Duncan of Jordanstone 
College of Art & Design 
(DJCAD), University of 
Dundee. The aim was to 
make 6000 pairs of 
scrubs followed by 
10,000 masks, all to a 
standard design and 
with the same materials. 
The speed with which 
the logistics were put 
together (from scratch), 
to decide on the scrub 
and mask designs and 
then get the materials and a team of people to undertake this, was nothing short of incredible. 
A local manufacturer, Halley Stevensons, reopened and brought back staff, who were on 
furlough, to produce fabric in the local NHS colour of Tayside teal. Cloth was collected and 
then pre-cut by a team before being distributed to those sewing the scrubs and masks 
(sewists). The project was conducted during lockdown, so it was even more challenging to get 
the packs to and from sewists. After the completed scrubs and masks were collected and 
inspected, they were delivered to the very appreciative NHS Tayside staff. Within a few weeks 
6000 scrubs were finished and the 10,000 masks were sewn in just one week.  

The mask story in this pandemic is not finished. The virus continues to spread around the 
world and it is still in the UK. Some people wear a mask as requested when social distancing 
is not possible. Others don’t seem to care. Different countries have responded to the 
pandemic in their own ways, and there are marked differences in the economic and social 
consequences, and in death rates. The vulnerable (the elderly, children, those with health 
needs, NHS staff and care workers…) have been greatly affected. Many others have lost their 
incomes or jobs. The planet may have benefitted from less pollution during the pandemic, 
and had a respite from us humans, but many species still disappear every day. However, more 
birds are about and they can often be heard because the traffic has stopped drowning them 
out. It is good to see more people out walking, teaching their kids to ride a bike, and generally 
having time to do family activities together. Parents are learning about the challenges of 
home-schooling, which will hopefully lead to a greater appreciation of our dedicated 
teachers. Many people have renewed friendships or made new friends, and families have 
learned new ways to keep in touch.  

Many positive things will come from this global experience. The ingenuity of humans is 
amazing. But we need to examine our principles, as there has been much needless tragedy 
too. Much more education about masks is needed. What a mask should be made of, how it 
should be used safely and why it is needed, are still issues that are poorly understood. This is 
important because using a mask properly (or not) can have profound consequences.  

On the left, is the kit I received 
for 25 NHS masks and above 
are the finished masks 
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Collection of final reflections on lockdown from the Tayberries 
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Afterword and acknowledgements 

Sandra, Ann, Morag and Vivian 

When the Tayberries began working on this collection of stories and reflections, we were not 
sure exactly where it would take us or what the end product would be. We were simply 
buoyed by a belief that the journey itself would be interesting, and so it has proved to be. We 
have learnt new things about each other, and we have also enjoyed living and travelling 
vicariously during the Covid-19 lockdown through reading about each other’s explorations 
and experiences. 

The process of writing and editing this collection has been emergent too. It began with an 
open invitation to all the Tayberries to write a short account of any of their outdoor 
explorations – walks near and far, memorable journeys at home and overseas – and/or their 
experiences of lockdown. One member of the Tayberries (Sandra) volunteered to edit and 
collate the first round of contributions. This led to an initial version of this collection, which 
we all enjoyed reading. Encouraged by this, we decided to expand the number of stories and 
illustrative images. We also expanded the editorial team, with Ann, Morag and Vivian joining 
Sandra. 

Such a collaborative project would not have come to fruition without the help and 
encouragement provided by many people. First and foremost, the editorial team would like 
to thank all those who contributed stories and images, those who read and commented on 
these accounts, and, more generally, all of the Tayberries for reassuring us that what we were 
doing was worthwhile and moving in the right direction. Beyond the Tayberries, there are 
others who have provided support and encouragement too, particularly family members and 
friends who read early drafts of contributions and allowed us to include some of the images 
in which they appear. We are also very grateful to reviewers who read and commented on a 
near final version of this book. Their positive feedback and fine-tuning suggestions 
encouraged us to press ahead with printing this collection and making it available to a wider 
audience of potential readers. 

Finally, at the point of completing this version of ‘Women Afoot’, we are not exactly sure what 
its future will be. It may be expanded at some point or lead to other writing projects. 
Whatever happens, we are confident that further adventures will follow. 
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Links to further information 

 

If you are inspired by what you have read, why not think about joining or setting up a 
walking group in your area. The following national organisations may help you identify 
a group in your area: 

 British Nordic Walking (https://britishnordicwalking.org.uk/) 
 Nordic Walking UK (https://nordicwalking.co.uk/) 
 Ramblers Association (https://www.ramblers.org.uk/) 
 Also, within Scotland, Paths for All (https://www.pathsforall.org.uk/) 

If you are interested in trying Nordic walking for the first time you can search for a 
class or trainer near you via Nordic Walking UK (https://exercise-anywhere.com/) or 
British Nordic Walking (https://britishnordicwalking.org.uk/). To contact a Nordic 
Walking instructor in the Tayside area visit https://taysidenordicwalking.co.uk/. 

If you are considering setting up a new walking group, we hope our description of how 
the Tayberries operate (pp 2-4) will be helpful. This does not need to be a complicated 
process. The main thing is to agree the most appropriate method of keeping in touch 
(for example by texts, email, or maybe a WhatsApp group).  

Depending on how you operate, you may need to set an upper limit on membership 
numbers. Last year, we reached the conclusion that 20 members was the maximum 
size for us to continue with our informal method of organising walk logistics (such as 
choosing routes via consensus, keeping together on walks, and finding space in good, 
after-walk cafés). Sadly, this means that at the present time our group is at maximum 
capacity. 

 



 
 

 

 

 

Comments from readers 

This collection of stories should appeal to anyone who loves walking, travelling 
or being outdoors. It is an absolute joy to read. The laughter, joy and friendship 
of the Tayberries shine through.  (Heather) 

 

I couldn’t put it down once I started reading it. The section on activities during 
lockdown is particularly interesting as it draws out the additional skills and 
interests of the walkers. (Anne) 

 

I have a hard time leaving the safety of my home on occasions, but I love the 
outdoors and nature. This collection of stories allowed me to experience that a 
bit more. I found myself imagining the personalities within the group and hearing 
their passion really made me want to try and experience something similar. 
(Pauline) 

 

What a great lockdown project! I am sure the process of writing ‘Women Afoot’ 
was valuable in itself. I really enjoyed reading the stories and I am sure many 
others will too. (Huw) 

 

I loved each of the stories and the photos. What a brilliant project to have been 
involved with during lockdown. I think it is inspirational. (Maureen) 

 

I enjoyed reading this book. I dived in here and there when I had a few minutes…  
it is fascinating. (John) 
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‘Women Afoot’ is a cornucopia of wonderful stories. Tales of exploration and 
adventure are combined with accounts of resilience, mindfulness and 
creativity. There is sound advice about healthy living and wonderful imagery 
throughout. What a gift! 

The Tayberries’ love of nature and support for each other shine through as 
they document how Nordic walking together has helped them through the 
ups and downs of life. Their experiences resonated with me. At Maggie’s, we 
emphasise the benefits of exercising when you have cancer, and Nordic 
walking is one of the exercises we recommend when appropriate.  

The Tayberries urge you to ‘dip in’ to their book… and I heartily encourage 
you to accept this invitation, you won’t be disappointed, you’ll be inspired. 

Lesley Howells  
Lead Psychologist, Maggie’s Centres  

 

‘Women Afoot’ is a delightful and inspiring collection of stories on the 
outdoors, walking and exploration by members of the Tayberries Nordic 
Walking Group. Each story is a personal account, interspersed with interesting 
photographs and useful links for further information. One section of the book 
is dedicated to activities during the COVID-19 lockdown. Many of the 
contributors share their personal journey in an honest and refreshing way.  
More than this, the whole publication is interwoven with fun and humour.   

I am pleased that the group chose Tayberries for their name. The Tayberry – 
a raspberry/blackberry cross – was bred at SCRI, a predecessor of the James 
Hutton Institute. The Institute also studies the connections between land, 
people and the environment, and their impact on health.   

The stories in this book capture that essence and will make a welcome 
addition to anyone’s reading collection. I highly recommend it to you. 

Prof Colin Campbell 
CEO, The James Hutton Institute 

 


