
Trip to Scotland summer 2025, 
By Max Boyd... (13 years) 

First came the colour and commotion of 

the Killeagh Regatta in our RS Elite 

‘sting’. a blur of boats, laughter, and 

that unmistakable buzz that only a 

regatta can bring. Line was packed, 

kickers were bent on, and spirits were 

high. It was the perfect beginning to an 

awesome trip. It was another race back 

to Quoile to finish the final provisioning 

and getting ‘Evenstar’ ready.  

The very next morning, long before most 

of the world had stirred, we slipped 

quietly away from the pontoon at Quoile 

yacht club at 6:00am, determined to 

catch the tide bang on. The lough was glassy and still, the kind of dawn 

that feels like a secret. As we cleared the bar mouth, we set our 

course for Glenarm. Evenstar our Elan 40 motoring north at 7 knots.  

At first there wAsn’t enough wind to 

justify canvas, so we motored. But as we 

came up along the Antrim coast, the 

breeze filled in and we hoisted sail. The 

engine fell silent and we were rewarded 

with one of those perfect passages; 

balanced, steady, effortless. A one sided 

close reach at around 7.5 knots left 

Belfast lough quickly behind.  

We finished in Glenarm the way all good 

sails finish, in a pub – dad said. 

From there, the next day we headed for 

Gigha, escorted by a pair of delighted 

dolphins who danced at the bow as if we 

were the highlight of their day. Sailing 



and then motoring today. Once moored, I plunged into the crystal-clear 

water, warm and completely worth the sail. 

We then had an outstanding sail up the Sound of Jura towards Ardfern. 

Reaching at times at over 9 knots and even mum was helming. When our 

intended anchorage at goat island in loch Craignish proved unsuitable 

due to a westerly wind funnelling through the channel, we tucked into 

the Ardfern lagoon just 

south of Ardfern yacht 

haven. instead; peaceful, 

sheltered, and 

beautiful… but raining 

and we needed the boom 

tent. The next day we 

motored into Ardfern, met 

up with friends, and then 

travelled in convoy to 

Craobh Haven for West 

Highland Week. 

West Highland Week was chaos in the best way. We raced hard, 

decorated the boat with a pink flamingo and bunting, and fully 

embraced the madness. 

After some heavy rain we completed the 

passage race to Oban. Then storm floris 

was upon us and we tucked in tight at 

Kerrera marina.  

Regardless of the lost racing The beach 

party descended into glorious disorder, I 

was carried around in a life raft singing 

“i’m gonnA Be (500 miles)”, waving a blowup 

banana like a championship trophy. It 

wrapped up around 3:00am, as all 

legendary nights do - apparently. 

Despite a few rough faces the following 

morning, the racing was solid and we held 

our own. Eventually we reached Tobermory second, where dinner at 

Cafe Fish was so good we went back two nights later, happily skipping 



the final passage race as the weather 

was foul. Tobermory had completely won 

us over and I even caught mackerel off 

the break water which we Barbecued.  

And then we tried to leave. 

It was raining and blowing hard from the 

south. 

Of course it was raining and on the nose. 

it hAdn’t rAined like thAt when we Arrived. 

it hAdn’t rAined while we wAndered the 

harbour or sat content after dinner. But 

the moment we cast off the lines, the sky 

opened with the kind of steAdy, soAking heBrideAn rAin thAt doesn’t 

fall, it settles in. 

By the time we cleared the harbour, everything was wet. Not 

dramatically stormy, just relentlessly wet. A fine, persistent drizzle 

that seeped into cuffs, collars and moods. The colourful houses of 

Tobermory faded behind a grey curtain, as if the town itself was 

dissolving rather than letting us go. 

And then the wind arrived from the south. 

What had been calm inside the bay turned sharp and insistent once we 

were exposed. The rain thickened, the breeze hardened into something 

far less friendly. The swell built in confused lumps at the point of 

lismore, spray mixing with rain until there was no distinction between 

sea and sky. It genuinely felt like Tobermory had decided that if we 

insisted on leaving, we would not do so comfortably.  



Oilskins were hauled tight. Hoods 

went up. Conversation became 

practical and brief. Every wave 

seemed to slap the hull with a 

damp reprimand: You should have 

stayed. Anyway in to the firth of 

Lorne we went 

For hours it rained, Not 

dramatically, Not violently, Just 

consistently an unbroken grey 

accompaniment to a lumpy sea and a stubborn headwind. It was 

punishment by persistence. 

We decided to stop in Oban and visit 

some friends for dinner. Better than 

bashing into the weather – dad said.  

Next stop was puilladodhrain for 

lunch the next day with the weather 

clearing. This enables us to round 

EASDALE and through the sound of 

luing to anchor for the second time in 

a hole beside carsaig bay. 

Beautifully still evening.  

Next morning sees us cruising down 

the sound of jura. Eventually, as the 

miles ticked by, the weather eased 

just enough to let us know we’d 

endured it. We pressed on south, salt-

streaked and thoroughly damp, stopping at Gigha again, because 

After A depArture like thAt, you don’t sAil pAst somewhere welcoming. 

We anchored at the north end of the island for lunch and check out 

some massive jellyfish – enough to stop the swimming. 

After a night in ardminish bay we tackled the mull again this time 

opting to anchor at chapel bay at the copelands. A first for us and it 

made for a good exit south to Strangford the next day. We got the 

spinnaker up for the home leg.  



And so began the long 

passage back to Quoile: 

tired, slightly humbled, 

and fairly certain that 

Tobermory had tried its 

absolute best to keep us. 

21 nights away, 5 family in 

the crew, circa 600 miles.  

MB. 

 


