
NORTH FROM BERGEN. 

Another Norwegian. 

 

A ship is safe in harbour, 

But that’s not what ships are for. 

 

William Greenough Thayer Shedd. 

 

 

 

Gathering storm 

Rorvik 

 



There is a man who lives in Buncrana, County Donegal, near where our boat is berthed, whose  

nickname is “The Norwegian.” The reason for this is that when asked what he would like to drink 

next in his local, he invariably says “another wee gin.” We had sailed from Bergen south to Stavanger 

in 2006 and enjoyed it very much and so this year decided to go north. I had also been on a family 

cruise on P+O’s Ventura in the same area in 2009. We left Fahan marina in Lough Swilly at 10.00 on 

Thursday 23rd June. There were four of us, Myself, Norman Fullam the Vice, Frankie Gallagher the 

Rear and Count John McNulty. Paddy Corr, Bagheera’s resident chef had resigned and John took his 

place. John “I don’t do hunger” McNulty is fond of his food, and promised that whatever else might 

happen, we wouldn’t starve. The plan for the first day was to go to Tobermory about 111 miles 

distant. The weather was good with light northwesterlies. By midnight we were entering the Passage 

of Tiree and we reversed onto a pontoon at Tobermory at 06.00. Norman’s house is called Iona and 

he and John took the opportunity to visit the island of the same name and also took in a tour of 

Duart Castle with both Sea eagles and Golden eagles overhead. Frankie and I watched the tennis. 

The following day, Saturday, we had a small electrical problem looked at before leaving at midday 

for Stromness. The wind had backed to the south west about force 5, and we made steady progress 

at an average of about 6.5knots. Our first sighting of Orkney was at 14.00 the following day about 48 

miles distant. It started to rain shortly after that and the visibility closed in. However, we still 

managed to keep our speed up and eventually arrived at Stromness at 21.20. I had pleasant 

memories of Stromness, having been there in 2003. However the pubs seem to have got a lot noisier 

since. The best place for a drink now is upstairs in the Stromness Hotel. Up there we met a party of 

divers who were diving in Scapa Flow. At the end of the First World War, over seventy German 

warships had been interned there. Ludwig von Reuter, the German Admiral in command was afraid 

that they would be used against Germany and one weekend ordered that they all be scuttled. They  

are still there and a mecca for divers. We bought a very well written account of the event, “The 

Grand Scuttle” by Dan Van der Vat. Well worth reading. 

If you do not get the tides right in Orkney, you won’t be going anywhere. The best times to leave 

were in the middle of the night or at 15.45 the following afternoon. We have left places in the 

middle of the night and had the last time we left Stromness. This time we left at 15.45. We had 

cleared the various sounds and channels by 19.00 doing up to 12 knots. The forecast for Viking was 

for a northwest 5-7, occasionally 8 in the east dropping to 4, variable later. When we were though, it 

was very calm with the wind on the nose. We motored, passing 23 miles south of Fair Isle at 03.00. 

The following day was uneventful apart from having to alter for ship a called Atlantic Explorer which 

was towing a seismic array. We passed the Meridian at 20.50 and got the sails up as the wind had  



 

Tobermory 

backed to the north. Heavy rain and lumpy seas for the remainder of the crossing. Everyone fairly 

wet and miserable. We had intended to enter the Skjaergard, Norway’s protected inland waterway 

at Fedje as we had done before, but a look at the charts showed that entering just south of the 

island of Tekslo would save a few miles. We did this, shadowed by a Norwegian coastguard vessel, 

and eventually tied up at the Bryggen in Bergen at 16.20, having given an ETA of 16.00 to Shetland as 

we left. We were tied up to a local sailor in a forty foot Bavaria. He said that if we had just crossed 

the North Sea, we deserved Schnapps, and produced four glasses. He then told us that Bob Dylan 

was playing later that evening about 150 metres away and that tickets were still available. As the log 

notes: Welcome to Norway. 

Our Garmin GPS was state of the art when I bought it in 2002. However Garmin have upgraded their 

product and the new charts will not work in my machine. My old Garmin has charts from Iceland to 

Morocco and I refuse to make all of these redundant by buying a new one. My electronic chart will 

run out about forty miles north of us so I bought some paper charts at the diesel dock in Bergen 

before turning north back into the Skjaergard, north towards Fedje. We were making very slow 

progress with wind and tide against us, no more than 2 knots. We were overtaken by Ventura with 

its thirteen bars and a population of twice the size of the town where I live with thirty seven tons of 

ship per passenger. Because of our slow speed, we decided to divert to the hamlet of Kallsoy on the  



 

Stromness 

 

Bergen at midnight 

island of Herdla. There is plenty of water at the small stone pier. The only bar and restaurant was 

closed for the summer holidays but we spotted a golf club and thought that it might have facilities. 



The owner of the club explained that he could not sell us a beer but that he could give us one. This 

he did and we had a long chat with him about the island’s history, particularly in relation to the large 

Luftwaffe base that dominates the north west of the island. 

We left Herdla at 07.20, bound for Aalesund. Weather was good.  Hot and sunny but no wind. This 

had changed by lunchtime with an increase in wind strength and moderate to rough seas. At this 

point someone noticed that the top of the inner forestay was unravelling, probably due to the 

pounding it had got in the North Sea. We bore off to the east to further assess it and headed for 

Bulandet. Bulandet is a tricky place to get into, as it sits in the middle of an archipelago of hundreds 

of islands and large rocks. Thanks to Norman the Navigator, we got in. There was a rally there of 

local motor boats. (Everyone in Norway is given a motor boat at birth.) The local PPP was fifty 

metres away and sold food although there was only one choice on the menu, a stew. A very helpful 

local fisherman made a couple of phone calls for us and arranged for us to meet a rigger tomorrow 

evening in Floro. All the motor boats had Norwegian ensigns on the stern and all the buildings 

ashore also flew the Norwegian flag. Although it was still very bright at 21.00, all ensigns and flags 

came down as one. The following day was Sunday, 3rd July. We left Bulandet at noon and arrived at a 

marina at Floro at 15.50. It was a private marina and we were directed to the public one on the 

northwest of the island. The rigger arrived at 19.00 and we had a new baby stay by 20.00 for €160. I 

don’t think that you would get service like that at home on a Sunday. Our neighbours were members 

of the Royal Norwegian YC and one of them joined us for night caps. A man in his early seventies, he 

had started life as an F-5 pilot and ended as an ENT surgeon and senior medical officer in the 

Norwegian Air Force. Membership of the Royal Norwegian is open to all to conform with national 

sporting regulations and currently has about 4000 members. 

The following day we left Floro at midday for the short trip to Kalvag. Our Norwegian friends had 

advised us that it was a nice spot and so it was with a PPP some twenty metres from the boat and 

very good food. The Norwegians were there ahead of us on Rebecca and Iwa. After eating, we left 

again at 16.20 headed for Maloy. The scenery was magnificent and the weather perfect and we 

arrived at 19.30. Maloy was well worth a stop. We had an excellent dinner and the back to the boat 

for nightcaps. Our destination the following day was to be Aalesund and to get there we had to go 

around the Stattlandet. Also called Norway’s Cape Horn, The Statt is similar to the Mull of Kintyre 

but without a Crinian Canal. It is a very dangerous place for shipping in the winter. To get around this 

the authorities are planning a tunnel through it suitable for large ships. We had no problems and 

once we rounded it called into a small inlet, the Statvagen, where we had been told only and idiot 

could not catch any fish. An hour later four idiots resumed the passage to Aalesund with more sea  



 

Herdla NF 

 

Bulandet 

eagles soaring overhead. There were snow capped mountains to starboard and fjords branching in 

all directions as we approached Aalesund, arriving at 19.30. Aalesund claims to be Norway’s most  



 

 

Aalesund NF 

beautiful city and it is indeed very beautiful. It is bisected by a river and is extremely picturesque. 

There are hot showers and as many restaurants and bars as one could want. In one bar a young man 

asked me for a cigarette; I gave him one and asked where I could buy some more. He replied that he 

didn’t know as he never bought them. Cigarettes are €13.00 a packet in Norway. 



 

Arctic circle monument FG 

We spent two nights in Aalesund leaving at 09.00 on Thursday 7th July, destination Kristiansund. We 

thought that on the way we might stop at Bud and perhaps have a Bud in the PPP, but because of 

light winds didn’t pass it till 15.30 so turned into the Hustadvika finally tying alongside at 20.15. 

Kristiansund was disappointing. One rather mediocre bar and restaurant seemed to be all that there 

was in walking distance. However the next morning, we found a book shop that sold charts and 

bought the remaining ones that we thought that we would need. We now had forty-four new charts 

and stowage was a problem. We left at 13.30 bound for Rorvik. This entailed an overnighter. The 

weather was poor. Rough seas and driving rain followed by heavy fog. Thank goodness for radar and 

AIS. Apart from the weather the trip was incident free and we pulled into Rorvik at 15.00. Rorvik is a 

fairly quiet spot. A couple of fast food restaurants and a very quiet hotel. The best place to eat there 

is in the Norweg museum which has stayed open later than usual to cater for passengers on two 

Hurtigruten ships. We just spent one night in Rorvik as we had another overnight trip the following 

day so left at 09.40 on Monday, northbound through the Inderleia, an inland waterway similar to the 

Skaergard. We left in warm sunshine with sea eagles all around us but the weather deteriorated. A 

storm followed us out from Rorvik with menacing dark clouds and lots of thunder and lightning. This 



was followed by heavy rain which cleared as we passed Bronnesund at 18.00. The sun came back as 

we passed the magnificent Sjusostre mountain on the island of Sandnessjoen at 23.00. We crossed 

The Arctic Circle at 04.38 alerted to the fact by a sculpture on an island about quarter of a mile to its 

south. 

 

Engen with the Svartisen glacier in the background. NF

 

Norman collects the ice. NF 



 The Norwegians call it the Ice Circle. Myself and Frankie had a beer to celebrate and a bottle of 

champagne when the other watch came on duty at 06.00. Our next port of call was Engen in the 

Holandsfyord. Engen appeared to consist of a small pontoon and a shed. However, through the rain, 

we could just make out the Svartisen glacier which is why we had come here. Norman, the Vice, 

borrowed a bike and cycled to the glacier returning to the boat with a bag of glacial ice. He then 

imparted two good bits of good news. Firstly that he had a bottle of rum and a bottle of ginger and 

secondly, that hidden in the trees, was a bar and restaurant which was to close at three. After a 

couple of rum and gingers we had an excellent lunch. My copy of the Norwegian Cruising Guide was 

printed in 1996 and shows the ice from the glacier coming almost down to sea level; today it is 600 

feet above it. 

 

Rorvik 

We were now 95 miles from the Lofoten islands our destination. However it was now the 11th July 

and I had an appointment in Inverness on the 24th with my wife and daughter who were coming 

through the canal with us. God may not deduct from one’s lifespan that time spent sailing, but my 

wife might, so we reluctantly decided to head south the following  morning. 

We left Engen at 06.00 and had an uneventful sail down to Sandnessjoen arriving at 15.15. We met a 

local in the PPP whose friend had been badly beaten in Dublin so did not stay long. The plan for the 

next day was to travel through the fjords, back to Rorvik for another meal in the museum. 

Unfortunately, we didn’t arrive until 21.30 and the museum was just closing so we ate on the boat 

and left again at23.00. The electrical problem resurfaced and we had no nav lights, so back to the 

pontoon for repairs and off again at 02.00. Brekstad, on the island of Orland, was our next stop for 

an overnight stay. There is a fine hotel near the ferry terminal. We used Brekstad as a jumping off 

spot to visit Trondheim, some thirty miles inland. Trondheim used to be Norway’s capital. It is a very 

cosmopolitan city with all possible facilities. 



 

Regatta day, Trondheim. FG 

 Like Aalesund it is bisected by a river where one can tie up. However one has to get past a railway 

bridge to do this and it only opens sporadically. There is a large marina just outside the bridge with 

plenty of space for visitors and just a 2km walk to the city centre. We still had a hankering to see 

Bud, so having spent the night in Trondheim, we left at 16.30 to go back to Brekstad in glorious 

sunshine. We overnighted in Brekstad and left for Bud the following morning at 06.10 for Bud 

arriving at 20.15. Bud is a tiny place with just one fast food place that also served beer, (but no Bud). 

A picturesque fishing village with a population of about 800, but very quiet.  

 

The plan was to get as far south as Floro. This was quite a way away so we decided to break the trip 

by going back to Kalvag. We left Bud at 06.00 and rounded the Statt at 17.45 in sunshine and light 

variable winds. We arrived in Kalvag at 01.00. It was twilight and the harbour was very crowded with 

motor boats. There was only one yacht that didn’t have a few boats rafted outside it and we came 

alongside them as quietly as we could. It is certainly a small world for this yacht was Oisin Bawn and 

we spoke briefly with Maeve and Adrian Bell, when we were leaving the next morning at 09.15. We 

got to Floro at 11.10. We had been there on the way up and knew where the facilities were. Heavy 

rain kept us from too much exploration. As I mentioned previously, I had to be in Inverness at the 

weekend to meet my wife and daughter so we were going to use Floro as departure port for 

Scotland. We left at 06.00 again. Conditions deteriorated in the afternoon with a NW force 7-8 and 

large breaking seas. By early evening the weather moderated and at 21.00 we had 110 miles to run 

to our destination, Lerwick on Shetland. I had never been to Shetland before and it provided a handy 

spot to break the journey. As we approached the harbour we looked for masts that would indicate 

where we would aim for. Then we spotted them; quite a lot of them, the Tall Ships were in!  



 

Tall ships, Lerwick. FG 

 

We rafted off outside another yacht and went to explore Lerwick which was in holiday mode. 

Norman Fullam was to leave us in Inverness to be replaced by Mickey Morrison for the last leg 

home. Mickey’s son, Conal is the skipper of one of the tall ships, the Moosk, a 1906, 58 foot, gaff 

rigged yawl. We looked him up. His was the first boat to reach Yell and he was rewarded with his 

own weight in local produce. Unfortunately, he is quite slim. The Moosk was restored by a doctor 

and rented to Cremyll Sailing, a Cornish charity. The rental, if asked for, is one peppercorn per 

annum. 

The following day a northerly force 6 was pressing us hard onto our neighbour, a friendly Norwegian. 

All Norwegians seem to be very friendly. The harbour master seemed a little concerned with the 

force of the wind on the crowded pontoon and arranged for two ribs to pull us off sideways. We left 

Lerwick at 10.20. It was bumpy but the wind was behind us. The forecast was for a force 8, but the 

weather system was moving east away from us. However, it delayed the departure of the Tall Ships 

by a couple of days and stopped a cruise ship from visiting Lerwick. The wind didn’t go above force 7, 

with the seas moderate to rough. At 06.00 the following morning, Saturday the 23rd, we were abeam 

Wick and abeam Cromarty Forth at 14.20. I had said a couple of times on the trip, that when we got 

to Inverness, we were as good as at home. Never count your chickens. We entered the sea lock at 

Clachnaharry at 17.10. John threw the stern rope to the lock keeper. We were going forward very 

slowly at the time and I put the engine into reverse to stop her. The boat bounded forward. I made a 

couple of futile attempts to engage reverse before hitting the wall at the end of the lock. Nobody 



was hurt and there was no third party damage to anyone or anything, so it could have been worse. It 

could have happened approaching Oisin Bawn or in a crowded lock. However it does make the quote 

at the top of this log slightly ironic. There was a gash in the bow, and the pulpit and furling systems 

were badly damaged. We crept cautiously to a waiting pontoon at the far side of the lock, before 

moving to a pontoon in the Seaport marina the next day. 

 

A bash on the beak 

Norman left us to be replaced by Pauline, Jane and Mickey. We went a mile or so up the canal to 

Caley Marine where there engineer replaced a broken split pin in the gearbox. We were advised not 

to use sail as the stem head fitting and chain plate were damaged. The gash in the bow was at the 

level of the chain locker so did not threaten the integrity of the hull. I was determined that this 

would not be allowed to spoil the trip and we had a very enjoyable couple of days in the canal. The 

ladies departed on Wednesday 27th July and we departed Neptune’s staircase the following morning 

exiting the sea lock at 10.30. We popped through the Sound of Cuan and arrived at Craobh Haven 

(Crookhaven?) marina at 18.00 and had a very enjoyable evening. The following evening saw us in  



 

The Caledonian. FG 

Port Ellen in lovely warm sunshine from where we made for Portrush the next day arriving after four 

and a half hours under engine. This was to be our last night and we celebrated it appropriately. 

Instead of going back to our home port we went to Coleraine where the facilities for repairs would 

be far better and we arrived there at 15.35 on the 31st July after the ten mile trip from Portrush. We 

had covered 2535 miles and at the time of writing with a week of September remaining, Bagheera is 

now about to go back in the water, repairs completed, and finish the trip. Because of the accident, 

much of the season was lost. We only exited the marina at Fahan twice in 2011, yet did more miles 

this year than we had ever done before. 

Just fifty more to go. 

 



 

The crew 

 

 

 

The boat 


