A HIGHLAND VILLAGE
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Kinlochbervie’s stunning natural beauty
may catch a visitor’s eye first, but it is
the committed community that makes this
remote corner of Sutherland work.

of Loch Inchard in northwest Sutherland. Until recently

it was one of the busiest fishing ports in the U.K. and fish-
ing is still a cornerstone of the local economy. In the later years
of the 19th century, one of the most successful men in the fish-
selling business in KLB (as it is known affectionately throughout
the region) was Colin Morrison from Balchrick. Regardless of
his wealth and prestige, Colin was a kindly and generous man.
As he lay dying, preparing himself for his final “voyage,” he called
for his accounts. Alexander MacRae writes in his book, Kin-
lochbervie, Being the story and traditions of a remote Highland
parish and its people, “He sat up in bed with his accounts on his
knees and his pen in his hand and cancelled all his outstanding
arrears whilst saying words from the Lord’s Prayer, ‘forgive us
our debts as we forgive our debtors.””

The Gaelic name for Kinlochbervie is An Ceathramh Garbh,
“the rough quarter,” a most apt and accurate title — it encom-
passes 270 square miles of mountains and moorlands, scattered
with more than 150 lochs and lochans. Some years ago my wife,
Ann, and I climbed to the high point of Foinaven (2,839 feet),
“the white hill” and the mountain that dominates this glorious
landscape. It was a vigorous ascent on a misty morning, but as
we reached the summit, Ganu Mor, the mist cleared and we
were rewarded with one of the most magnificent vistas in all of
Scotland: wave after wave of blue-grey peaks: Arkle, “the hill of
the level top”; Meal Horn, “the hill of the eagle”; graceful Ben
Stack, the “steep hill”; Ben Hee, the “fairy hill”; Cranstackie, the
“rugged hill”; and Beinn Spionnaidh, “the hill of strength.” To
the south towered mighty Ben More Assynt (3,273 feet), Suther-
land’s highest peak, and, to the west lay a broken, fiord-fingered
coastline of shining sea embracing Loch Inchard and Loch Lax-
ford, whilst across the tumbled waters of the Minch was a dis-
tant prospect of the long, purple line of the Outer Hebrides.

The tiny village of Kinlochbervie clings to the rocky shore
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scape — those whose ancestors were born and bred in KLB

and who have remained there all their lives, like Hugh Mor-
rison, the Assistant Harbour Master who found a job at the har-
bour when he left school and has remained there ever since. And
also people from the south
who, having discovered this
special “Highland” commu-

But Kinlochbervie is as much about people as it is about land-

nity, have come to live and
work in KLB. My cousin,
Bruce MacGregor
Reynolds, is one such. For
many years he traveled
north from deepest Hamp-
shire, 34 miles southwest of
London, to join an outdoor
course run from the remote
Ardmore Peninsula by the
redoubtable, round-the-
world yachtsman and ad-
venturer, John Ridgway
MBE. Bruce and his wife,
Rita, now live in a wonder-
ful cottage near the top of a
dramatic waterfall.

John Ridgway and his
Christine,
found Kinlochbervie in
1964 and their daughter,
Rebecca, now runs the fa-
mous John Ridgway School
of Adventure on the shores
of the sea loch @Chadh-Fi,
“the loch of spindrift” Gra-
ham Wild, from Sheffield
in Yorkshire, used to own
the Rhiconich Hotel at the
head of Loch Inchard on
the A838 Laxford Bridge-
to-Durness road. When he
retired, he settled in KLB.
Graham is now, amongst

wife, Marie

many other self-imposed
duties, chairman of the
KLB Community Council
and a director of the newly
established KLB Commu-
nity Company. Christine
Mackenzie, manager of the
Kinlochbervie Fishselling Company, has lived in KLB for more
than 30 years. And then there’s the artist Barry Pearson.

On a bright, good-to-be-alive morning in June, Scottish Life
photographer Mike Brookes Roper and I set off to meet some of
those people to try to find out what makes Kinlochbervie so
magical a place that it entirely ensnares and captivates both vis-

rowed across the Atlantic.
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After clambering ashore, we waved John
goodbye and watched his boat arrow across
the calm waters of the loch, back towards
his small piece of paradise.

Top to bottom: Rebecca Ridgway, who now runs the John Ridgway

School of Adventure; Rebecca’s father, John, stands next to the boat he

itors and locals alike. We drove west along the north coast and
turned south at Durness and the Parph, the “turning point,”
named by the Vikings. The narrow ridge of Foinaven was
supremely etched against a cloudless sky with sunlight glinting
off the quartzite screes on its south slopes; the moorlands below
were burnished gold. After
Rhiconich, at Loch na
Thull, we followed the
twisting, tortuous single-
track road west to Sker-
richa, where we would
meet Rebecca Ridgway.

Rebecca is a remarkable
woman who exudes an air
of quiet confidence and
command, endlessly pa-
tient and courteous. As the
daughter of John and
Marie Christine, she was
destined to lead a life of ad-
venture. Rebecca has ex-
plored the Peruvian Andes
and the Atlas Mountains in
Morocco, traveled and
worked in New Zealand,
sailed to Greenland and
spent 18 months sailing
across the Atlantic, Pacific
and the Southern Oceans
to Antarctica. Rebecca has
worked with the youth de-
velopment charity Raleigh
International in London,
and as a project manager
for them in Oman, after
which she successfully cir-
cumnavigated the remote
Musandam Peninsula in
Northern Oman by sea
kayak. She has also run in
the New York and London
Marathons...but perhaps is
most noted for being the
first woman to kayak
around the turbulent wa-
ters of Cape Horn.

When Mike and I ar-
rived, the buildings were
busy with a party from
Newton Preparatory School in Battersea, London. They had
spent the previous evening “shipwrecked” on an island in the
loch, making sleeping shelters out of old boat sails and hazel
staves, cooking and caring for themselves without help from
adults. With breakfast over, they were now clearing up, wash-
ing dishes, singing and laughing, whilst others were hanging
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