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Saturday 23rd June. 

Two days after the transatlantic flight – and still 

suffering from jet lag - we were up at 4.45 am.  

When we got to Gatwick airport there were huge 

queues winding round the building, and we stood 

in line for a long time.  Our flight was delayed 

some 4 0 minutes because of the weather, but 

eventually we were off.  Mike asked at the gate 

whether we would get breakfast, and was told it  
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wasn‟t good and would probably be just a cheese 

roll.  In fact we had a delicious meal of bacon, 

eggs and sausage. 

We arrived in Glasgow and took a 

city bus to the train station. The trip 

from Glasgow to Oban has 

spectacular scenery, and I was 

surprised to see how lush it was.  At 

times the train went through tunnels 

of greenery, with leaves hitting the 

windows and roof of the carriage. At 

others we were in deep valleys with 

clouds sitting on top of the 

mountains.  There were a lot of wild 

flowers, mosses and ferns and 

mostly sheep in the fields, although 

I did see a few cattle.  As we rode 

the train, we had every kind of weather, from 

heavy rain pelting the windows, to bright 

sunshine, and by the time we came out of the 

station it was cloudy but bright.   

Hannah had told us we could leave our bags on 

the Hjalmar Bjørge, our home for the next week.   

We had a certain amount of difficulty getting to 

her, as the whole dock area seems to be under 

construction, but we finally found a small gap in 

the security fencing, and handed our bags down 

to the boat.   Free of them, we went in search of 

lunch.  At the Waterside café we dined on 

mussels and fish and chips before going to look 

for my fleece at an outdoors shop.  That done we 

walked around town a little, stopping to watch a 

group of bagpipers,  before going back to the 

Hjalmar Bjørge.  Because of the construction we 

had to climb over another boat named Chalice 

first, but there were plenty of helping hands, and 

we were soon meeting our fellow passengers. 

Hannah introduced us to Mark our captain, and 

we were shown to our cabins.  Ours is in the bow, 

with two comfortable beds, two hanging lockers, 

and a sink between the bunks.   We were told to 

make ourselves comfortable and then go to the 

salon for our safety briefing.  Briefing over, 

Hannah said good bye and we set off for 

Tobermory on Mull.  Our fellow passengers are 

very nice – a lot of them seem to have done this 

trip or one like it before.  I got the camera out and 

snapped away happily as we went up the Sound 

of Kerrera.  

We passed a 

lighthouse on 

Lismore 

across the 

Lynn of Lorn 

that I was told 

by Andrew 

was one of 

the most 

photographed 

in the world, 

and a square 

rigger named 

Tenacious.   We arrived at Tobermory on the 

island of Mull, where we saw shags nesting on the 

rocks.  Tobermory is charming – all the houses are 

painted different colours, and the harbor is full of 

boats. Ylva our chef,  had made us a delicious 

dinner with poached  mussels, lamb, and 

vegetables followed by a thing called cranachan( I 

think) which was a mixture of toasted oats, cream, 

whiskey and raspberries. Delicious!   As we were 

sitting drinking coffee, Clare discovered Andrew‟s 

napkin had fallen on a candle resulting in a fire, 

but he denied any involvement, and even claimed 

he had an alibi. After dinner Lindsay another 

member of the crew, brought out her violin and 

entertained us with Celtic music.  Everyone 

enjoyed it including Mark and 

Ylva. Lindsay is very good 

and obviously enjoys her 

music.   Mike went to our 

cabin to try and get the 

computer to stop trying to dial 

up America on Line, and I 

started getting teased about 

taking so many pictures!  

Mark warned us that he 

would be setting out early 

tomorrow morning for Canna, 

and that he would probably 

leave around 5 am. 
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 Sunday 24th June 

We were awake early and enjoyed the lovely 

cloud formations as the sun came up.  There was 

a 

lot 

of 

cloud, and Mark said at breakfast that although 

the weather would be alright to-day, a lot of wind 

was predicted for tomorrow.   

As we passed it, Andrew told me that 

Ardnamurchan was the most western lighthouse 

in the U.K. He seems to know a lot about the 

islands and obviously loves them deeply.  He told 

me the name of a book I can get with all the 

stories of the islands, and in fact had brought 

copies of pages of that book, that told us 

something of the history and legends of the 

islands we visited.  Mike went for a nap (at 8.10 

am) and I went up to the wheelhouse.  It is cozy 

up there.  Mark told me that the auto pilot was 

called George, and the only other George on 

board was the new dishwasher.  He is immensely 

proud of his dishwasher, and swears that if he 

ever sells this boat, the dishwasher goes with him!  

He says it is dishy looking!!  I must say it is 

impressive.  It uses very little water, washes 

dishes in just a few minutes, and washes them in 

such hot water that they dry instantly.     

We arrived at Canna and tied up to a very high 

dock.  Mark told us there was a pair of sea eagles 

nesting high on the cliffs, so we set off to climb up 

and see if we could see them.  It started to drizzle 

as we walked up the road past a tiny church 

covered in scaffolding.  It was muddy and wet and I 

was really glad of my waterproof socks.   The route 

up took us through a field of cows where we were 

eyed rather balefully by a bull, but happily one of 

his girlfriends took his mind off us and back to more 

important things.  Wild flowers were everywhere, 

and the views took our breath away.  When we got 

to the top of Canna we could see the high cliffs, but 

there was no sign of any eagles.  Four of us sat at 

the edge of the cliffs with our binoculars watching 

the sea birds riding the thermals.  As we turned to 

climb back down, we finally saw a sea eagle.  Val, 

who knows a lot about birds, spotted it soaring 

above us, and we watched it until it became just a 

tiny speck in the sky.  Orchids were everywhere, 

and I did my best not to tread on one. 

On the way back to the boat we stopped at a little 

beach where we saw a number of hooded crows 

wheeling around.  Beside the beach is a tall rock 

with a small prison built on top by John Macleod.  

He didn‟t want his daughter to marry Iain Ban Og 

and imprisoned her up there, but she was rescued 

by Iain who carried her off.  While we were on the 

beach it started to rain and blow quite hard, so we 

walked back to the boat for lunch and to dry off. 

Lunch was impressive.  Ylva really does us proud!  

We had homemade vegetable soup and the 

biggest sausage rolls I have ever seen.   Over 

lunch Mark told us that the weather report was 

inconclusive and he had decided to set off anyway 

because there were lots of places he could duck 

into if the weather turned nasty.  The wind 

continued to build and we were soon shipping 

water over the side.   Several of the passengers 

sat out on the aft deck, 

lifting their feet as 

water rushed across 

the deck.  I have 

pictures!!  

I went up into the 

wheelhouse to get 

more pictures of the 6-

7 ft waves, and Mark 

told me how the 

stabilizers worked.  

When he gave me a 

demonstration by turning them off briefly, I could 
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really tell the difference.  I took a lot of pictures of 

the spray, one of which was as the water hit the 

windscreen, and Paul teased me later, by saying 

he had never seen a better picture of water hitting 

a window!  We saw lots of dolphin, a whole pod of 

them escorted us long enough for me to get a few 

good shots.  We passed a large sailboat close 

hauled, the crew looking very cold and wet. We 

pulled into Loch Maddy and tied up to the ferry 

dock.  Mark briefly worried the ferry would come 

in, so he climbed up to check on the schedule.  

Luckily the ferry is not due in until tomorrow, so 

we can stay here tonight.  Some of the 

passengers went on land for a brief walk, while 

the rest of us talked and napped.  Mike went to 

download my photos, and I spent some time 

getting rid of the duds, especially the many of 

missed dolphins.  There were a lot of those!  

The sailboat we had seen, aptly named 

Stormdancer, came in and Mark let them tie up 

against the Hjalmar Bjørge.  Mike spent some time 

talking to the captain and crew before they 

climbed over the Hjalmar Bjørge, climbed the 

ladder up the pier, and walked into town for 

dinner. That whole crew was very tired, and they 

are hoping to get some rest before setting off for 

St. Kilda tomorrow. We had haddock with 

poached eggs for our dinner tonight.  Ylva has a 

huge freezer plus all the lockers under the saloon 

seating for keeping her provisions.  She says it 

takes her a whole morning to just put everything 

away.  I can sympathize with her.  It takes me 

several hours to get things ship shape on our boat 

when we are going on a trip, and there are usually 

only four or six of us.  What must it be like to 

provision for fifteen for a week? 

Monday 25th June 

We said goodbye to Stormdancer and set off for 

Taransay.  The weather was still windy with the 

occasional shower.  Every morning we got 

porridge with fruit compote for breakfast, and this 

morning   there were hot chocolate croissants to 

follow.  Yum.  I‟ve started getting teased about 

Chloë as well as my picture taking, because Mike 

let slip that he gets bitten occasionally.  Mark was 

impressed that we take her sailing, so I offered 

her as mascot to the Hjalmar Bjørge.  I suspect 

Chloë is starring on Hannah‟s website by now!    

Mike went up in the wheelhouse to talk to Mark, 

(does he need a sympathetic ear on the subject of 

parrots?), some people read and some sat outside 

lifting their feet as spray washed over the deck.  

Val sat in a corner chuckling – she is reading 

something called A Spot of Bother by Mark 

Haddon.  I must get that book when we get home. 

We arrived on Taransay shortly after noon.  Ylva 

had a huge lunch for us of soup, salmon, baked 

potatoes and salad, as well as scotch eggs and 

biscuits.  I just hope I still fit into my clothes by the 

end of the week!!   Mike wanted to climb and see 

the views so we set off for the cairn on the first of 

the hills.   We passed a lot of black faced sheep 

that daintily leap from rock to rock.  Everywhere 

there are tufts of wool snagged on the coarse 

grass, and from a distance they look like patches 
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of flowers.    Ruth collected some clean tufts to 

take back for her garden birds to use in their 

nests. We walked for miles; in every direction the 

views were spectacular.  From on high we could 

look down and see the crew from the Hjalmar 

Bjorge take the dinghy over to a beach and 

obviously enjoying their time off.  We climbed 

another hill stopping to look at the wildflowers that 

seem to be everywhere.    As we climbed higher 

we found more orchids.   Everywhere there are 

fences, and we spent quite some time finding 

gates to get through them.  We walked a long way 

- we‟ll sleep well tonight!   Eventually it was time to 

go back to the landing stage, and we climbed 

down towards the dock, coming across Paul and 

his wife enjoying a snack tucked down in a rocky 

hollow out of the wind.  Back on board Ylva had 

banana bread and tea for all the hungry hikers.  

Mike downloaded some more photos for me and I 

was teased about Chloë again. 

Tuesday 26th June 

Porridge – with golden syrup –bacon, eggy bread 

mushrooms and tomatoes.  Ylva doesn‟t want us 

to starve!  Well fed, Mark set off for Scarp, and 

Ylva put out on the table lots of delicious choices 

for our packed lunch.  We each chose what we 

wanted to eat, and packed it all into baggies. 

When we arrived at Scarp Mark took us to shore 

and told us to be back at 5.30.  Poor Bernard has 

somehow got the reputation for being late, so 

Mark told us he would tell Bernard to be back at 

5pm just to be sure he would be there.  He didn‟t 

do that however, but I heard Betty assure Mark 

she would have Bernard back on time. We walked 

along the shore passing a lovely old village sadly 

all in ruins now.  One house is being renovated 

and the owners have made a tiny garden full of 

flowers protected from the wind by high stone 

walls.  We climbed to a cairn, and then to another 

even higher one.  After quite a scramble we 

reached the cairn and sat down for a short rest.  

There are spectacular views from here in every 

direction.  Bernard and Betty joined us – they have 

been here before.  They obviously love these 

islands, and I can see why.  In fact everyone on 

board loves these islands, so beautiful, desolate, 

barren, and full of 

sea birds.   From 

on high we could 

see Ylva in her 

wet suit swim 

from one beach 

to another, as 

she does most 

days.  There 

were breaks in 

the clouds, and 

we could see rain 

coming down on 

another island 

while we were in 

cloud.  At times the going was very steep and 

sometimes spongy, but the views at the top were 

well worth it.  On the other side of the hill we could 

see a small loch that had some tiny islands in it.  

Eagles are supposed to be nesting somewhere 

here, but we didn‟t see any sign of them.  We ate 

our picnic lunch and then climbed down towards 

the loch, but Mike was afraid we might be late 

back if we went too far, so we turned back and 

climbed up and over the hills again to the village.   

We walked along the beach, and saw Jenny 

sitting up on a rock sketching.  She is very good, 

and has done several sketches so far this trip.  

When we got to her she was laughing because 

some school 

children had been 

on the beach, and 

she overheard one 

of them ask his 

teacher if he could 

go near “the wee 

little old lady”! We 

walked over to one of the „black‟ houses.  These 

are buildings with a fireplace at one end where the 

family live, and a byre at the other end for the 

animals.  They are called black houses because 

of the smoke - there were no chimneys. We were 

told we had been climbing on some of the oldest 

rocks in the world.  They are three billion years 

old, and are called gneiss.  Mark took us back to 
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the Hjalmar Bjørge – Bernard was at the landing 

stage first – and we motored round to Loch 

Tamanavay on Harris where we anchored and 

Mark took us to shore again.  This time we were 

told to follow the burn.  It was a steep path and we 

passed a lovely old house that Mark says he 

would love to 

buy.  We 

tried to see 

inside it, but 

the only 

window 

without 

curtains was 

the kitchen. 

There was a 

lot of white 

moss that I 

am told is 

dying  

because they 

have not had 

enough rain in these islands for a long time.     

Bernard is fascinated with bothys and had 

disappeared again, so a search went out for him 

and we had him down on the dock at the 

appointed time.  Mark was not there however, and 

when he finally arrived to pick us up, Bernard 

offered to give us all lessons in punctuality! As we 

waited for Mark we saw a pair of sea eagles 

soaring above us – a lovely sight.   When Mark 

finally arrived he told us he had been diving for 

scallops for our dinner, so we all forgave him for 

being late! Back on board Ylva and Lindsay gave 

lessons on how to open a scallop and Ruth and 

Jenny became quite proficient.  Ylva promised 

them for our dinner.  Mark couldn‟t stay where he 

had anchored, and moved the boat across the 

loch to a place called Cheann Chuisil.  It is lovely 

here with clouds capping the mountains and 

patches of sunlight here and there on the hillsides. 

Wednesday 27th June 

We set off for the Monach Islands, but the weather 

was bad with rain and swells; Mark changed his 

mind and took us back through the Sound of 

Harris and then south to Eriskay which was about 

40 miles away.  I went up into the wheelhouse to 

take more pictures of waves crashing over the 

bow and to keep an eye out for dolphin.  We didn‟t 

see any but I was up there as Mark negotiated the 

difficult entrance to Eriskay. 

After a filling lunch of smoked fish chowder, pasta 

salad and pork pies, we all set off to explore 

Eriskay.  Mike and I went first to the ferry dock and 

then on to the beach where Bonnie Prince Charlie 

is supposed to have landed.  A lot of the islanders 

welcomed him, but apparently some were so 

unhappy with him they stayed home instead of 

rushing down to 

the beach as he 

landed.  It was a 

lovely walk along 

the beach made 

better because 

we saw a pair of 

golden eagles fly 

over us.  We 

climbed up the 

hill towards the 

pub where – we 

were told – they 

have one of the 

bottles of 

whiskey from the famous wreck. There were two 

graveyards up on the bluff, and we walked past 

them to find the pub.  It is in a modern building, 

and, after seeing the reputed bottle of whiskey, we 

sat in the garden overlooking the water.  Soon it 

became very cloudy and threatening, so we went 

inside for a drink before we had to return to the 

landing stage where Mark was to pick us up.  It 

started to rain in earnest, and we took the top road 

back.  At the landing stage we were quite a bit 

earlier than when Mark was due to pick us up.  As 

he had obviously not seen us, Bernard organized 

us all into a dripping line and directed us as we 

yelled together.    Mark heard us but as soon as 

we climbed back on board, the torrential rain 

stopped.  Since the harbor was not a good place 

to spend the night, Mark moved the boat over to 

Vattersay where we could anchor safely. 
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Thursday 28th June. 

We learned a new word from Lindsay this 

morning.  Dreich – it exactly describes the weather 

which is cold wet and miserable.  In it, we set off 

for Mingulay and it was still raining when we 

arrived.  We anchored off a beautiful beach, and 

Mark took us to shore, not to the beach as 

everyone expected, but to a steep pile of rocks.  I 

heard someone ask Mark why we couldn‟t land on 

the beach, and he told us that the dinghy would 

overturn if he did that.  I know my heart sank when 

I saw the slippery climb we had to make, but 

somehow we all managed it.  I started to worry 

how I was going to get back to the dinghy later, 

but soon the sight of dozens of puffins and other 

sea birds took the worries away, and I forgot 

about it.   It was very windy and raining  but who 

cared? 

There were puffins everywhere one looked as well 

as oystercatchers, gannets and other sea birds.  

Although I would have been happy to have just 

stayed where 

I was and 

taken 

thousands of 

puffin 

pictures, Mike 

wanted to 

climb up and 

see the cliffs 

on the other 

side of the 

island.  To 

start with the climb wasn‟t too bad, but the rain 

kept coming and the terrain got rockier and more 

slippery until I was going backwards as often as 

forwards.  Finally I told Mike to go on without me, 

and I set about getting off the slippery rocks and 

back down to where there was some grass.  

Partway down I met Val who had found a bird 

pellet, and Mike, who had found the easy way 

back down from the top!   Val continued on while I 

stopped to get more puffin pictures.  They are 

delightful creatures and I could get quite close to 

them.  They make their nest in rabbit burrows, and 

one has to be careful where one walks because 

the burrows are fragile, and might collapse if one 

treads too close to their entrance.  The puffins let 

people get quite close to them, preferring our 

company to that of the skuas who lie in wait at the 

burrow entrance.  There the puffins are 

vulnerable, and many a bird has become the 

skua‟s dinner.  

As we walked down to the little village I found 

another pellet and put it in my pocket to take back 

on board.  The village is now just ruins, most of 

the houses are almost full of sand, and it won‟t be 

long before they disappear completely.   From 

there we walked down to the beach, and then 

back to our landing point to await Mark.  When he 

arrived we were all waiting at the top of the 

precipice, no-one willing to be the first to start 

down.   Mark was full of good ideas – like take our 

shoes off to help get better traction – but I‟m not 

sure any of us took that advice. I know I didn‟t 

because I had 

to protect my 

wonderful 

waterproof 

socks!!   

Andrew 

positioned 

himself half 

way down, and 

I know I wasn‟t 

the only one to opt for the sitting down method of 

descending.  Dignity left behind, we all made it – 

and I know I was really glad Andrew was there to 

hang on to at a particularly slippery patch.  Safely 

back on board the dinghy we said good-bye to the 

puffins and Mingulay. 

The next job was to take apart the pellets.  I‟m not 

sure the rest of the group was too enthusiastic 

about us working on the salon table, but Val, Ruth 

and I took them apart anyway.  Unfortunately no-

one could decide what bird had regurgitated them.   

We didn‟t find any sign of fish bones or scales in 

the pellets, so they came from birds that mostly 

ate rodents or birds.  Some of these islands have 

little mice on them called Glis glis or edible 
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dormice.  These mice are protected, but very 

destructive, and if they get into a house they have 

to be professionally removed.  Mark said he could 

perhaps have told what bird made the pellet by 

the shape and size, but by the time he came into 

the salon the pellets were just a mix of bones or 

feathers.  Best guesses were they were made by 

eagle, short eared owl, skua or peregrine. One of 

them was entirely made up of feathers perhaps 

that one was from a peregrine. 

On the way to Ardtornish we saw basking sharks.  

They were hard to see because there were a lot of 

waves and white caps, but we saw at least five, 

and that was enough.  Arriving at Ardtornish there 

were five spectacular waterfalls cascading down 

the hills, but I found it odd you couldn‟t see where 

the water entered the sea   Ylva and Lindsay kept 

some food scraps for me to feed the seagulls, and 

while I was doing that a gannet flew past and I got 

a reasonable  photo. We had trout for dinner with 

German potato salad and mixed vegetables, and 

Ylva had made crème brulé for dessert.  With 

dinner finished I went downstairs to pack. 

Friday 29th June 

There were only three waterfalls this morning, so 

a lot of water had drained off during the night.  The 

weather was clear with patches of sun dappling 

the hills as we had our usual breakfast.  Around 

nine Mark pulled up the anchor, and we set off for 

Oban.  Ylva promised she would give us lunch 

before we left the boat at noon.  Oban is pretty 

from the water, with houses marching up the 

hillsides.  Someone said that they had seen a seal 

on the rocks, but I missed it unfortunately.  We 

pulled into the dock around 11.am and everyone 

left to walk around town until it was time for lunch.  

Mike and I went to the bookstore, and most of the 

others did too.  I was impressed with the collection 

of bird books in Waterstone‟s, and spent a happy 

hour browsing before it was time to go back to the 

boat for lunch.  Ylva had outdone herself and we 

dined royally on butternut soup followed by filo 

pastry filled with spinach and cheese.  I‟m going to 

miss her cooking when I leave here. 

Soon it was time for our train, and we said our 

goodbyes and crossed the road to the station.    

On the platform we saw Val and I promised to visit 

her once the train started to get her list of the birds 

we had seen on this trip.  I had kept a list too, but 

missed quite a few as her list was at least twice as 

long as mine.  But our carriage was very full with a 

religious group that had many bags in the aisles, 

and I didn‟t fancy trying to climb over all of them to 

get to the next carriage.   

 


