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his training academy ... but I would be 
lying. In a very pleasant hour he gave me, 
after establishing that I was unlikely to 
commit to endless hours on the practice 
ground, more confidence in my methods 
than I have ever previously had. 

Only in the ensuing few days – a video of 
the lesson landed in my inbox before the 
round was over – did I start to realise just 
how much better I now understood the 
mechanics of my swing, following what had 
felt more like a great chat with a little bit of 
advice thrown in. 

In any case this trip was not all about golf, 
which helped explain the unshakeable 
good mood. 

Years of work-related globe-trotting that 
have included visits to countless vaunted 

restaurants have rarely produced anything 
to savour as much as the succulent trio of 
game, delightfully accompanied hake and 
melt-in-the-mouth sticky toffee souffle 
which rounded off a day that could only 
have been bettered by a less fragile putting 
stroke.

Pre-dinner beers in The Cave, a neat little 
snug bar, had pleasantly whetted the appe-
tite, while afterwards coffee, dinky choco-
lates, malt whisky and mindless blethering 
whiled away a grand couple of hours in the 
drawing room.

The accommodation matched the food; 
spacious quarters in the stylishly converted 
steading boasting an ideally appointed  
wet room with decent-sized bath and 
massive shower which freshened things  

up nicely ahead of a pre-departure full 
Scottish breakfast.

Only one note jarred and that was the 
description on the course guide of this as 
“the exclusive golf experience”. For those 
of us who associate the word “exclusive” in 
Scottish golf with snootiness and misogyny 
this is the exact opposite. 

It may cost a fair few bob, but this is open 
to anyone prepared to save up and when 
they get there they will encounter service 
that is the ideal combination of welcoming, 
helpful efficiency without risking becoming 
oppressive.

Indeed, the real joy of visiting is the 
contrast not only with those stuffy, old-
fashioned places that really do seek to 
exclude certain sections of society, but with 

the fine dining hotels that have mediocre 
golf courses and the sprawling country club 
set-ups that offer bland food and service.

A visit to Meldrum House is a no-lose situ-
ation, no matter what the scorecard says. 
Hence that far from begrudged smile by the 
beaten man as handshakes were exchanged 
on the 18th green.

Meldrum House Country Hotel & Golf 
Course, Oldmeldrum, Aberdeenshire, AB51 
0AE, www.meldrumhouse.com, tel 01651 
872 294
Golfer’s Getaway: £320 per person for two 
nights based on two people sharing a twin/
double room, includes breakfast and dinner 
on both days and one round per person 
each day.

course guide, Peter. Thanks to Peter’s nous 
I navigate the outward nine, where blind 
shots are legion and undulations of the 
colossal variety, in a creditable two-over-par. 
With little if any earth-moving carried out 
on its creation on account of it being built 
on a Site of Specific Scientific Interest, you’re 
playing in the maw of nature. A halfway 
stop prompts a relative collapse as I play 10 
to 18 in a less admirable eight-over-par. Ten 
over for 18? I’ll take it.

Following a carb-laden lunch at the Old 
Clubhouse Pub, between the Ugadale Hotel 
and Ugadale Cottages (two-bedroomed 
apartments to rent or buy a lifetime share 
in), I barrel down the peninsula to Southend 
and Dunaverty Golf Club, whose rascally 
charms fostered a lifelong love of the game 
in golf writer extraordinaire, Jock MacVicar. 
A 4600-yard par 66, this is more like the 
golf I grew up playing on Arran: short par-
4s; ample par-3s; and a single, short, par-5. 
Dismal though the conditions are, I push on, 
focusing on reaching the wonderful par-3 
10th (Mount Zion, no less) and par-4 11th 
(The Cleet), the respective tee shots compris-
ing a dunt steeply uphill with an 8-iron to a 
shallow green and a supple, free-swinging 
bludgeon with a driver. It’s unquestionably 
one of Scottish golf’s best tees.

Plucking my ball from the 36th cup of the 
day, I tramp soggily back to the car with an 
11-over-par 77 and consider it a solid total. 

It’s not so far after all, Kintyre. Throw the 
clubs in the boot, keep an open mind and 
step on to the tee. Aloha, Machrihanish.

A round at Machrihanish Golf Club is from 
£62. www.machgolf.com. A Machrihanish 
Dunes round is from £56. www.machdunes.
com. Dunaverty Golf Club charges from £28 
for 18 holes. www.dunavertygolfclub.com.
The Village at Machrihanish Dunes has the 
Ugadale Hotel and Ugadale Cottages and 
the Royal Hotel in Campbeltown. Until July 
31 spend two nights at the Royal including 
dinner, B&B and a round at Machrihanish 
Dunes for £99ppp night. One night at the 
Ugadale Hotel or Royal Hotel from £79pp 
with breakfast. Visit www.machdunes.com 
or call 0800 151 3701.

 W hen I was a tyke, Kintyre 
might as well have been 
Hawaii. Even from the 
family cottage on Arran – 
a mere three miles away 

as the crow flies – the long, kinked arm of 
Argyll afforded global, if temporary, renown 
by Macca and Campbeltown Pipe Band was 
a far-off land.

Who knows how many times that sense of 
distance must have been multiplied in the 
eyes of American businessmen David South-
worth and Joe Deitch? Yet their firm, South-
worth Developments threw many dollars at 
Machrihanish Dunes and the Royal Hotel in 
Campbeltown. The Dunes has, in spite of its 
youth, featured in lists of the top courses in 
Scotland/Britain/the world – is links to rival 
that of the original Machrihanish Golf Club, 
where my 54-hole, one-man mission to 
reacquaint myself with Kintyre begins.

I tee up on the blue championship tee at 
Battery, the quintessential opening hole in 
Scottish golf. After a clumsy clout I am 
convinced my dig has ended on the beach 
across which I aimed, but investigation 
proves I can add myopia to delusion and I 
locate my Srixon Z-Star on the fairway.

Moving swiftly on, I blend white and blue 
tees depending on how tough the hole looks 
– very, in most cases – and am grateful for 
the forgiving rough, which in a matter of 
weeks will devour anything not on target. I 
almost have the course to myself, so take 
the opportunity to hit mulligans and test 
the greens from all angles. Bliss.

A couple of hours later, I amble off the 18th 
green with a nominal 88 and cross the road 
to the Ugadale Hotel, which Southworth has 
brought bang up-to-date. A soak and a vodka 
and tonic is followed by a replenishing three- 
course dinner in the Kintyre Club restaurant.

At dawn I shake off my sluggishness with 
a cooked breakfast and fruit juice. The day 
promises 36 holes, and the forecast is not 
great. It’s blowing a gale. Nonetheless, I 
make my way to Machrihanish Dunes.

At odds with the hype, the clubhouse is 
compact and functional and sits at the 
midway point in the round, handy for the 
euphemistic comfort break. I leave with my 

machrihanish

Throwing his clubs in the boot, Sean Guthrie 
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The course at 
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design triumph – and 
perfectly suited to the 
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