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 Another early start as the taxi picked us up about  4.30am. After all meeting up at Liverpool airport, fifteen in 

number we went through the usual airport rigmarole. Mick had his tin of sardines confiscated and Linda and 

I had to have all our bits x- rayed. I think they were looking for kippers. Having donned my flight socks we 

took off for the Isle of Man, I’d only just finished the first page of my book War and Peace when the captain 

said we will be landing at Ronaldsway airport in 5 minutes. At the airport we all bought a five day travel pass 

allowing us to travel on the buses, electric trams and steam trains. We then loaded up the waiting mini bus and 

headed for Douglas. The driver prompted us to say ‘good morning’ to the fairies as we crossed the fairy 

bridge. On arriving at the hotel we found  as we had arrived early some rooms were not ready so the lucky 

ones found their rooms while the rest had a cup of tea 

  After everyone had found their rooms and deposited their bags we all met in the bar. The idea was to do two 

short walks utilising the Electric Tram so after getting our lunch from the local Spar shop we headed for the 

tram station about 10 min. walk down the prom. At the tram cabin I enquired about a request stop for the 

second leg of our walk but for some reason they couldn’t understand the ordnance survey map I had showed 

them, it showed two stops without names. Eventually they advised me to ask for Gellings egg farm, which did 

not appear on the map. The timetable stated there was a tram at 11.40am. so we waited patiently. Presently a  

man came out of the cabin and promptly changed the time on the clock displaying the leaving time to 12.10pm 

without a word of explanation, even when we asked him why the time had change he ignored us. He even told 

Mick to stand back from the yellow line although there was no tram coming. We nicknamed him Happy Jack. 

  Having eventually got out of him that the other tram had broken down we set off clanking on our merry way. 

enjoying magnificent views of the coast on the way. We passed a stretch of line where we thought Gellings egg 

farm should be but found no sign of it. Passing Laxey we could see the wheel in the distance eventually 

arriving at Dhoon Glen where the driver overshot the platform and we had to scramble over a banking. 

Things can only get better. We set off down Dhoon Glen which stretches three quarters of a mile from the road 

down to the beach. On a steep wooded path we followed a stream passing a majestic waterfall the path 

crossing and re-crossing the stream by rustic bridges, eventually the vista opens up and we could see the Irish 

sea,  reaching the beach in time for lunch. Basking in the sun we enjoyed our lunch and skimmed a few stones. 

Across the sea we could see Comb Fell.  We found a gentler way back to the tram stop even having time for a 

brew at the tea cabin. The tea lady was overwhelmed as we crowded round for a brew, she had only served one 

person of all day. Christine asked her if she had any china cups only to be told it’s either a mug or heat 

resistant beaker, what you like Christine. The tram eventually arrived and the tea lady waved us off with tea 

pot in hand. 

  Not risking Gellings egg farm we got off at Baldrine and followed  a nice quiet country lane to St Adamnan’s 

church. The church was still decked out in flowers from a wedding a couple of days earlier. It dates back to the 

12
th

 century and had ancient Celtic crosses in the church yard, well worth a visit if your ever in the area. 

Carrying on down the lane we reached Groudle Glen, following a lively bubbling stream with beech trees in 

the upper reaches and pine and larch lower down. We passed a quaint waterwheel lower down arriving at the 

tram stop in good time for the next tram. On arriving back at Douglas some of us had a drink at the Terminus 

Hotel where none other than Happy Jack made an appearance. We had our evening meal at the Hotel.                     
 
   
      
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Tue 

 Early breakfast as today was the big one, Snaefell from Laxey. After the usual visit to the Spar we headed for 

the terminus. No Happy Jack today so no delays. Setting off from Laxey at 10.40 am in glorious sunshine we 

headed for the Laxey Wheel. Now here is the technical bit, pay attention.” The Lady Isabella as it is known 

was built in 1854 to pump water from the mineshafts. The mine employed over 600 miners producing lead, 

copper, silver and zinc. It closed in 1929, end of lecture. The road gradually climbed up the valley above the  

River Laxey. After about half an hour I suddenly realised there was something missing I had left my walking 

pole back in Laxey. We followed a mine track up the valley with Snaefell straight in front. The weather kept 

changing from sunny to cloudy, one minute you could see the top the next it was shrouded in mist. The 

tramway to the top of Snafell runs along the side of the valley so every now and then we could see the trams 

going up and down. Eventually we reached a quarry and had a break. Some of the party fancied walking back 

from Snaefell which we had not intended so I suggested those who wanted to do this could carry on at a faster 

pace as it was straight forward from here, so four set off with Jackie in command. The rest stayed a little 

longer soaking up the sun. Leaving the mine we followed a path up to the Bungalow tram station crossing the 

road on the TT Course. By the roadside was a giant model of a Manx Loaghton sheep being native to the 

island. Almost there just a last twenty five minute climb, with the mist coming and going, now you see the top 

now you don’t, looking back we could see right down to the sea and the valley we had followed. It was quite 

windy at the top and we were thankful to get into the café and a lovely hot chocolate. Jackie and her party 

were ready to set off down 

  We still had to get to the trig point at the top so risking life and limb we went out again, with gale force winds 

we reached the top and after a quick photo it was back to the café. We then boarded the next tram down. 

Happy to be out of the wind and on our way down we arrived back at Laxey where surprise, surprise my pole 

was still where I had left it. So into the nearest pub then back on the tram to Douglas, just as we were about to 

set of Jackie’s lot arrived just in time. After a drink at the terminus we went back to the hotel. Eleven of us 

went to a curry house we had seen earlier and had a splendid curry.. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

Wed 

  Same routine I’d got them all trained now. This time we were going by bus so we met at the bus stop on the 

prom. near the hotel. A short 5 min. journey took us to the bus station. With plenty of time we managed a 

coffee at a café across the road. Expecting a single decker bus  a mini bus turned up, this is the time when 

plans start to unravel, fortunately there were only two people in front of us. The mini bus headed towards 

Peel, picking up a couple more people on the way. The bus carried on to Glenmaye where we got off. We had 

enough time to make a quick visit to see the Glen Maye waterfall. Heading down the glen we crossed over a 

bridge, the stream flows through high perpendicular cliffs down to the beach. We went as far as the base of the 

waterfall then back upto the road. Following the road we turned off by a chapel along a track called The 

Herring Road up through Glen Mooar between plantations. On reaching the open country it started to rain, 

fortunately it didn’t last long. We had a break by a ruined mining building. Carrying on through Glen Rushen 

Plantation we reached a crossroad. By this time we were getting hungry but there was nowhere to stop. We 

followed a track to a farm.  At the entrance to the farm was a stone with ‘Old Moaney’ written on it. Guess 



who was asked to stand next to it while a photo was taken. After a really muddy track we reached a road and 

thankfully after a short walk down it we found a low wall to sit on, ideal for a lunch stop. Well I’m saying it 

was ideal some of us had trouble getting on it, Susan climbed up the wall and crawled along it. While Mae had 

three attempts and gave up deciding to stand. Looking at the map I thought I could save some road walking by 

following the lane and pick up the path down to the glen, big mistake the way turned out to be a nightmare as 

the path was not easy to follow, the path down the stream got harder, not letting on about the extra bit we 

eventually reached the road again then followed Silverdale Glen. At the visitors center on a childrens 

playground was a Victorian roundabout which had recently  been restored. This roundabout is worked 

manually by turning a handle which operates a waterwheel. Susan and Christine picked a horse apiece, guess 

who had to turn the handle. Passing a 12
th

 Century Monk’s Bridge we reached a ford Susan decided to clean 

her boots and Carol thought she would do the same unfortunately Carol slipped and hurt her knee, we were 

near the end of the walk so Carol soldiered on. Passing Rushen Abbey we arrived at Ballasalla and after a 

short wait caught the bus back to Douglas. We booked in at a Restaurant by the harbour for the following 

night and Seven of us went to Norman Wisdom’s Hotel for our evening meal.  

 

 

 

     Thur 

  Unfortunately Carol’s knee had swelled up so she couldn’t do today’s walk. Same bus to the steam railway 

station, our final walk was from Port St Mary along the coast to Port Erin, Having plenty of time we had 

coffee at the station. The train set off at 09.50 am with the clicker t click of the wheels of the train on the lines 

it took me back to my school days. The journey took us about an hour. At Port St Mary we told the guard we 

were hoping to catch the last train from Port Erin. He said he would save a carriage for us. We walked down 

to the port which was full of small boats. We had been blessed with the weather again and this was the best 

day of the lot. By the lifeboat station there was a plaque describing that  at this spot herring were landed and 

women would clean and pack them into barrels then they were transported to market. With two women 

gutting and one packing they could process over a thousand an hour. We had a bit of a false start at the 

beginning, I followed the wrong signpost which took us to a dead end. I felt better after a local told us a lot of 

people made the same mistake. Getting on the right track we followed the coast line. The path undulated but it 

was not too bad.  

 

                                                                                                                                               The Gutter Girls 



 

We passed a lot of Manx Loaghton sheep and reach an impressive rock called The Chasms. In an old disused 

building we had lunch. The scenery continued to be stunning as we rounded Spanish Head, so named as it is 

believed a galleon from the Spanish Armada was said to have been wrecked there. As the path continued to 

undulate the Calf of Man came into sight. At the Visitors Centre we had a short break and observed a group 

of slumbering seals with a bull seal just below us. At this point I was starting to think we would not make the 

last train. The terrain continued to go up and down, eventually I saw the cliffs above Port Erin Bay. Arriving 

at Port Erin I had lost sight of everyone. On passing a pub I thought I could just do with a pint but thought I 

wouldn’t have time. Then I heard Susan’s voice coming from the entrance to the pub, she said most of them 

were having a drink and were going back on the bus. I told them the station was not far away and we had time 

to catch the train. So after a quick slurp of Susan’s half we headed for the station mopping everyone else up on 

the way. We found our reserved carriage was waiting for us and we all piled in. We didn’t have long to wait 

then we were off. A walk that took us five hours to walk was only five mins. on the train. After a reviving drink 

we got ready for the evening meal. We caught the bus to the harbour and we enjoyed a final meal.  

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Fri 

  After breakfast we had a few hours to kill so getting our money’s worth on the transport passes Maureen and 

Lynn arranged for their bags to be transported to the airport and got the bus to Castletown to look round the 

castle and were making their own way to the airport. Patricia also went to Castletown to see the castle but 

came back, Christine had her hair done and Mae and Julie went shopping, Jackie did a town tour which took 

all of 10 mins. Sue, Susan and I went to the pool and Jacuzzi then Susan and I went  for a pizza. The mini bus 

driver picked us up from the hotel and as we went over the fairy bridge we said good bye to the fairies and I 

thanked them for a great time. I didn’t bother with my flight socks or my book and hoped I wouldn’t suffer 

from jet lag. Yet again we’d  had a splendid hotel, good walking, varied transport, good food and excellent 

company, thanks Susan for another excellent club holiday.      
 
 
 
 
 
 


