
Inverness to Port Edgar

Gordon contacted me in March, on my mobile, which I presume he had got through the web site, 
and asked if I would be able to take his Vancouver 34DS, Blueberry Hill, from Inverness to Port 
Edgar, on the Forth, around the middle of April. He said that he would be bringing the boat up from 
Tarbet, Loch Fine, through both the Crinan and Caledonian Canals, arriving in Inverness on the 12th 

of April. I told him that the earliest I would be available to set off was on the 16th and, of course, this 
would be weather dependent.

I kept in contact a couple of times in the intervening period and phoned Gordon around midday on 
the 16th when he told me that they were already tied up in Seaport Marina. I drove from Cromarty to 
Inverness and found Blueberry Hill at the end of pontoon 5, where Gordon welcomed me aboard. 
We spent a couple of hours going over the boat, identifying the safety equipment, finding out how 
the mechanical and electrical systems worked and working through my usual check list. The 
weather was forecast to be bad for at least a week but there was a window for thirty six hours on the 
following Thursday and the plan was to move the boat from Seaport to Inverness Marina on 
Tuesday. This was necessary as it usually takes at least a couple of hours to get out to sea from 
Seaport, after the lock-keepers start at 9.00am, and the tide, on the ebb, was favourable from 6.00am 
on the Thursday morning.

The next Tuesday, Bill, Derek and I went aboard, cast off and made the short hop to the Works 
Lock, where the gates were open as I had requested. The wind was gusting to gale force making 
control very difficult but once in the Works Lock there was a bit more shelter especially as the water 
started draining down. We had to wait another ten minutes before the railway bridge opened and 
then out onto the Reach, where it was completely exposed to the west wind.

Having completed the formalities at Clachnaharry Sealock, it did not take long to get out into the 
Beauly Firth where the tide was starting to flood. The short trip round to Inverness Marina was quite 
unpleasant due the big, short waves being kicked up in the prevailing conditions. The marina is 
quite sheltered, especially near the bottom of the tide, so tying up was not a problem.

After thinking about the logistics, I decided it would be best to sleep on the boat on Wednesday 
night so the early start the next morning, would not be quite so early. So I picked up Bill and Ginga, 
together with a box of supplies, and got down to the boat where we, after filling the water tank, we 
had a fairly, early night.

The next morning, the wind was still howling from the north north west and we set off, at the top of 
the tide, under the Kessock Bridge into the Inverness Firth. There was a slight sea down to 
Chanonry Point but once out into the Moray Firth, the waves started to build so that by Burghead, 
there was quite a swell, fortunately all coming from the port quarter. I had calculated that if we 
made an average speed of six and a half knots, it should be possible to make it round Rattray Head 
with a favourable tide. The tide flows strongly in the Inner Moray Firth but, along the Moray Coast , 
virtually disappears after Lossiemouth until Fraserburgh. So, in order to maintain progress, we were 
sailing with half a genoa out and the motor on and the wind speed indicator registering gusts over 
40 knots. This was not a problem until we were off Whitehills when the wind veered into the north 
and started to get very chilly. We only had to endure three hours of this until being able to turn south 
east then south, so that the wind was astern again.

We passed Peterhead just as night was falling and, after considering whether to pull in there, 
decided to press on as the conditions were quite favourable. The night was spent travelling down the 



coast and around midnight, the wind started to die away so that by morning, we were motoring on a 
slight sea in bright sunshine. The good weather continued all the way down the west side of the Bell 
Rock and round Fife Ness, but once passed, this area of the Fife coast, within the twenty metre 
counter, is littered with pot markers and is best navigated during daylight hours.

Our route into the Firth of Forth took us to Buoy No. 5, north of the main shipping channel, and 
continuing along the north side of the buoys until the railway bridge. Around the fairway buoy, we 
were radioed by the traffic control, who had picked up our AIS signal just as I was considering 
calling them, and cleared to continue.

We motored under the north span of the magnificent, red railway bridge and on to the middle of the 
road bridge. Luckily, it was low water, as there are some quite fierce tides through the bridges, and 
we gingerly felt our way into a very shallow Port Edgar. Our berth was, confusingly, on a new 
pontoon which is not shown in either the almanac or Google Earth, but with the helpful assistance 
of a fellow yachtie, we tied up quite easily.

It was then time to have the end of voyage dram and Ginga cooked a quick dinner before we walked 
into South Queensferry to renew acquaintance with some local hostelries.

Next day, we met Graham, a former member of the Cromarty Boat Club, who showed us the St 
Ayles Skiff that he had helped build. Bill had a wander round the Bosun's Locked, always a must 
when in Port Edgar before we were picked up by Gordon and taken to the Bus Station for the 
journey back up north.

The whole trip was achieved in thirty four and three quarter hours at an average speed of 6 knots 
with the satisfaction of not having to wait for the tide anywhere.
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