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CALYPSO'S SCOTTISH SUMMER 
 

1977 
 
 The summer in northern Scotland lasts only a couple of months. July and August are officially 
summer, but are usually torn up by wet windy depressions. 
 
 The beginning of the season was beautiful. Trailing Calypso behind an Austin Healey 3000 - top 
down, shirt off, on a hot still day. Stares from villagers. Pink rhododendrons. Pale green glacial valleys. 
Across the Sound of Mull on the Lochaline ferry. Twisting narrow roads to Finnifort. 
 
 We launched and sailed to the Isle of Staffa. "We" consisted of Joyce Bergen, an American with 
virtually no sailing experience, and myself. A black shadow indicated the entrance to the Clamshell cave. 
Down sails and we rowed in - the blue swell lapping the walls at the entrance. All the way to the back. 
Then there was an eerie sound, wailing and groaning. "Let's get outa here "' "What is it?" "Somebody is in 
here." “Could be connected to another cave." "Not a soul in sight." Eventually we saw it - a cormorant 
croaking distorted by the weird acoustics in the cave. 
 
 The next few days were spent leisurely driving around the west and. north of Mull, and day sailing 
under a cloudless sky. A fine reach to the island of Coll ended up with nine rolls in the main and no jib as 
the wind freshened. We decided to stay the night rather than risk sailing back onto a lee shore in the dark 
in a Force 6. Some folk offered to do a bed and breakfast with supper so we went to move Calypso to a 
better mooring. Hard work rowing into such a wind - no progress at all, then the port oar broke and we 
were swept out of the bay doing four knots under bare poles, trying to ship the rudder before being 
wrecked. Joyce wasn't the least bit worried as we missed rocks by inches. No option but to run for it back 
to Mull on a fast planing reach with the Cuillins silvery and distant on our port beam. We thought of our 
supper waiting for us on Coll and decided to write to explain what had happened. 
 
 Our next venture was from Findhorn on the north coast of Aberdeenshire. Findhorn has a sailing 
club, so I went in to find out about how to get over the bar at the entrance. “Bar? Oh yes the bar! I believe 
it's moved in the last couple of years." Nobody else in the clubhouse knew much about it although they 
seemed very familiar with the one they were sitting round. At least it hadn't moved. 
 
 As it was there was only 12-18" of water and no one was out sailing. Once outside we reefed and 
set a course for the other side of the Moray Firth. A blue crisp day turned into a thick grey one. We 
arrived in time for an evening beer or two at the local. At the end of the return passage it was dark and 
gloomy. However we hit the coast at the right place towards midnight and had a desperate beat against 
the ebbing Findhorn estuary. 
 
 I didn't latch the trailer onto the ball properly as I subsequently discovered when the Calypso 
casually overtook the Healey on the A96. She ploughed through a hedge and was extricated with the help 
of some RAF types on the way back from a booze-up. A blown tyre and a long search for petrol meant we 
didn't get back to Aberdeen till daybreak. 
 
 The summer was rounded off with some day sailing out of Stonehaven. One day was memorable 
when we all lay back in the sun eating crisps after a day on a rolling sea. A crowd of Fulmars wandered 
over to share the crisps with us, one of them taking crisps out of my hand and finally walking all over me, 
munching crisps. Possibly JLS himself I thought. 
 
 Our final sail was with Joyce and some Australian friends of ours - Richard and Kay with their two 
year old daughter Carly. I tried to dissuade Kay from coming, since it was blowing a Force 6 from the 
south. "Don't worry Peter, we'll be all right." Kay had been a cook on the first half of the Sydney-Hobart 
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before a Southerly Buster blew up. With nine rolls in the main and with Kay and Carly tied together we 
sailed through a fleet of Aberdeen and Stonehaven Yacht Club dinghies, then out to sea. Sanity, 
seasickness and several soakings caused Kay and Carly to volunteer a return to shore. Richard, Joyce 
and I then went out again, 5-10 miles out and down the coast. We had some fast surfing on the way back, 
looking at the grey-black seas breaking against the granite cliffs below Dunnottar Castle. 
 
 Once delaunched we were welcomed into the clubhouse by the Wayfarer fraternity, everyone 
thinking everyone else was crazy. Lots of steaming damp clothes and a few beers set the scene for the 
regatta prizegiving. All except two classes had been cancelled, and the fleet of four rescue boats had a 
busy job rescuing competitors from the sixteen boats, most of which capsized several times in the bay. A 
hardy lot these Northeast racers. 
 
 "Fit like was it out there?" someone asked Richard. "Quite fun really. It was Force 6 at first, then 
as we got further offshore it started gusting Force 7 and then the gusts got bigger and longer until it was 
one continuous Force 7 gust" ... then later ... "I'm going to get a bigger boat." Carly's comment was "The 
Clutterboat is wet." 
 
 The summer was over. Another summer on the west coast is a dream away from memories of a 
blue-black sea pierced with islands and distant peaks and not a boat in sight. 


