
INVERNESS TO STAVANGER

The first sight of a new contact email from through my website always generates excitement as it 
has the potential for visiting new places and meeting new people. The email I received from Neville 
on Monday, asked if I would be available for a delivery to Stavanger the next weekend and I 
immediately replied that I was available, sending my normal detail form for completion. The form 
came back the next day but, meanwhile, I had received another enquiry through the web site with 
the same request but from a different person. I telephoned the new contact and it turned out to be 
Neville's partner who did not know he had made the initial contact. I spoke with her at length and 
she said that she would talk with him later but he could not be contacted through the day as he was 
working in Norway.

I had not heard anything the next day, so I sent another email later on Wednesday and received a 
reply from Neville the following morning saying that he had employed another skipper.

In the meantime, Tom, owner of the Cromarty ferry, had phoned me on Thursday and said he had 
some work unloading two hundred and fifty crew from a pipe laying ship, due to arrive on Saturday. 
I told him that I could do the job but Saturday came and went with no sight of the ship. It was then 
due to arrive on Sunday or Monday and then was supposed to be Wednesday or Thursday.

I thought I had heard the last of the Norway trip but, on Tuesday of the next week, I had another 
email from Neville, asking if I was still available. I said yes and called Tom to say I was going away 
for four days. Neville would not be coming with us, but would meet us on arrival, so I asked Bill to 
see if was up for a cold North Sea crossing. Bill, as Sheila, his wife, said, had a broad smile on his 
face when he said yes.  

It was a bit of a rush to get everything sorted out so Bill and I visited Gallivanter, a forty five foot 
Van de Stadt cutter, on a cold, windy Wednesday afternoon in Inverness Marina, to find out 
everything we could about the yacht. The first thing we did was to open and go through the contents 
of all the lockers, then to switch on the instruments, to see if they worked, and finally to start the 
engine, to make sure she was running sweetly. Apart from a couple of matters which Neville had 
told me about, everything seemed fine. We then visited Caley Marina to buy a Norwegian courtesy 
ensign and I retrieved a “Q” flag from my boat. Gallivanter was a very good sea boat with fine lines, 
a narrow beam for her length (by today's standards) and adequate accommodation with the head 
forward, a double berth next aft, followed by the main saloon with galley and navigation station and 
a very small separate cabin aft of the steering position, almost turning her into a centre cockpit 
layout.



I briefly returned to the Marina on Thursday to check out a couple of things which had occurred to 
me overnight and then on Saturday morning, at 7.30am, we set off from Inverness. The first 
problem was to get out of the berth, as there was a enormous gin palace right behind, and because 
Gallivanter had a long keel, going astern was a bit of a lottery. Luckily there was no wind, so I eased 
her backwards slowly to starboard and managed to steer halfway into the empty berth next to the big 
motor boat. Then forward and when her stern was clear, hard to starboard with a small blast of 
throttle. We were on our way. 

Our departure was timed to catch the tide under the Kessock Bridge and past Chanonry Point, We 
were soon abreast of the Cromarty Sutors, and heading straight for Burghead, motoring on a flat 
calm sea under a bright blue sky. Some other members of the Cromarty Boat Club had planned to 
sail from Cromarty to Lossie that day and we chatted on the telephone and radio until we were out 
of range.

As we motored along the Moray coast, heading out at a small angle, the tide turned and slowed us 
down by a couple of knots. I realised that it would have been better to pursue a more northerly 
course, up the middle of the Moray Firth where there was less tide against, until it turned again.

Still, we were making reasonable progress and a light breeze had sprung up, although this was too 
close on the bow to be able to sail properly, so we just put up the mainsail and pulled the main sheet 
traveller across far enough to keep it filled.

The day wore on, still with brilliant sunshine and calm seas, but it became progressively colder as 
the sun slanted down in the clear western sky.  I had picked up and started reading a book on board 
containing 211 facts for sailors. One of these was to do with the green spot which you are 
sometimes supposed to see just as the sun goes down. I looked at the setting sun and decided that 
these were ideal conditions, a clear sky to the horizon and the sea being warmer than the 
surrounding air. I kept a good lookout and was rewarded with at least a second of the green sun. I 
thought I had seen it before on another trip but this time there was no doubt.

I had prepared for the night by wearing base layers, thermals, tee shirt and jeans and sailing jacket, 
which together with thick socks and an irritating woollen bobble hat, kept me reasonably warm but 
we did have the option of sitting on the warm engine cover for five minutes if it became too cold. 
There was also a cabin heater which we put on a couple of times for an hour each occasion. I had 



decided to keep three hour watches, which for two crew was  not too bad as you could get a bit of 
rest. If the trip had been any longer than two days and, especially in view of the cold, a third crew 
member would have been required, for safety's sake.

The first oil rigs appeared that night and were constant companions until fifty miles off the 
Norwegian coast. They look very close together on the chart but when you are amongst them, there 
is plenty of room to sail between, and they are all brightly lit, like Christmas trees. All, that is, 
except one, which was classed on the chart as a wreck, giving no indication that there was still a 
very large, mostly unlit, structure there.

The voyage continued in the same manner for the next day and night, the wind, sometimes a little 
stronger, sometimes a little weaker, was still too close on the bow for proper sailing. Dawn on 
Monday saw the first signs of the Norwegian coast appearing  and as we approached, the sea 
flattened out. There was plenty of traffic going in and out of the entrance we were approaching and 
in particular, an oil rig with four tugs, two ahead for pulling and two behind for steering. This 
ensemble was crossing our path from south-west to north-east on a converging course and making 
the same speed. At first I thought we would just overtake them, then, when it became obvious that 
we would not, I slowed and turned to go astern of them, at which point they also slowed down. 
Eventually I decided to press on and very slowly began to overtake them, matching our course with 
theirs. We waited until we were a couple of cables in front of them and turned sharply to starboard 
towards Stavanger. On the way in, we saw the other channel around the south of the island of 
Kvitsøy which I had decided to avoid as it looked narrow and full of rocks. It was not quite as 
narrow as I had imagined but still had some wicked looking skerries that only just broke the surface 
of the water.

It was then a leisurely run into Stavanger, past docks, shipyards and houses to find our berth next to 
the Petroleum Museum, right in the heart of the city. These small marinas, just like car parks, are 
quite common in Norway and you just sail up to a berth and get a ticket from the machine for 
however many nights you are staying. They are also very reasonable, compared with most other 
things in Norway, being only 240 Krøner a night, approximately the same as Inverness Marina.

The owner, Neville, came to meet us and we first went to the Police Station to clear immigration. 
The young officer looked faintly bemused when we told him why we there and thanked us for 
coming but seemed to imply that we had wasted his, and our, time. After a short walk back to the 



center of town, Neville very kindly took us out for a meal and drinks which was just as well as a 
round of one pint of Guinness, one pint of lager and a large whisky came to over thirty pounds.

After the meal we visited a couple of bars and I have no idea what time we got back to the boat but 
both Bill and I fell into our bunks that night, very exhausted, and went immediately into a deep 
sleep. Not even the customary nightcap!

The following day was glorious, warm, calm and sunny. Our flights had been booked for 2.15pm so 
we spent the morning cleaning the boat and packing.

The bus to the airport, flight to Aberdeen and train to Inverness were unexciting but we did meet a 
fellow who worked in Norway, stayed in Dingwall and was also a boat owner, so we had a good 
blether about (surprise, surprise), boats!

Incidentally, the pipe laying ship had still not arrived when I got back.

Gwyn
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