
Road Trip 
Literature about barrelling across the Barvas Moor is in 
short supply, so we will have to cast our net further afield 
– and hope that our writers use this excursion to remedy 
the deficiency. 
 
Trips, journeys, quests are ubiquitous in poetry and prose, 
going back at least as far as Homer’s Odyssey. So often do 
they occur in novels that it has been proposed that the 
journey is one of two plot types that all stories fall into: a 
person goes on a journey, and a stranger comes to town. 
This is generally attributed o John Gardner.  If you like you 
can have some fun thinking of books that don’t fit either 
(you have to count things such as internal voyages of dis-
covery and new concepts as “strangers” to play fair). But 
don’t spend too much energy on it as it has also been pro-
posed that there are 3 basic plots, 5,6,7,9, 36, 37 and, er, 
1,462  (Plotto, by William Wallace Cook) basic plot typed 
so we don’t want to disappear down that rabbit hole (Alice 
goes on a journey). 
 
Some books are however, more obviously road trippy than 
others. The Hobbit makes a point of it and the truth that 
that safe and familiar path from your door will lead you to 
unknown lands and adventures if you let it take you far 
enough.  I can vouch for the veracity of this. In 2009 I left 
my familiar front door in Islington to start a walk to my 
mum’s house in Stornoway discovering unknown corners 
of London on the very first day. It wasn’t a continual Bag-
ginsy sort of journey, I got the tube home at the end of the 
day and began again from High Barnet underground sta-
tion the following weekend, and so on and so forth, nor 
did I encounter any trolls or dragons.  But though my ad-
ventures over the next two years were of the mild, getting 
lost in Kielder Forest sort, I did have the experience of 
walking from my front door, way, way, beyond my mental 
map and eventually back onto it again. 
 
Anyway, the book that exemplifies the road trip subset of 
journey stories is Jack Kerouac’s autobiographical novel. 
On The Road (1957). It’s a hard book to describe and not 
the easiest read to get into, but once you do get hooked it 
drags you along as the protagonist, Sal hurtles repeatedly 
across the USA, from New York to San Francisco via Chi-
cago, Denver, New Orleans.  It was the defining text of the 
“Beat Generation” and probably the single most important 
text in launching the counter culture of the sixties. 
 
A road trip book nearer to home which I highly recom-
mend is Alan Warner’s, The Sopranos ( 1998). Nothing to 
do with Mafiosi in New Jersey this follows five convent 
school girls as they travel with their school choir from The 
Port (Oban) to The Capital to take part in a BBC competi-
tion.  As they wait for the coach at the start they tell the 
younger girls to sing badly, so that the get eliminated from 

the competition early, because there is a submarine in The 
Port and they want to get back before The Mantrap, the 
town’s only nightclub, closes. 
 
This gives an idea of what is to come but though it is a 

fairly wild tale of drugs, drink, shoplifting and sex it is also 

a poignant and moving story – a physical road trip but an 

emotional journey too. 

Prompt: 
 
The Barvas Moor is 
unique in its desolation. 
We are really lucky to 
have such a strange and 
forbidding landscape 
right on our doorstep. Try 
really looking at and de-
scribing it. 
 
Otherwise “Road Trip” 
gives lots of scope to 
mine memories and 
imagination. 

Despite the resemblance, not a 

picture of Hilary, Susan and pals 

en-route to the Ness dance  


