Risking Kvitsoy

When our plane broke through the clouds on its final approach we saw beneath us a sea churned up into a milky way of foam and spray as the gale-driven breakers surged over the just-covered rocks revealing their menace is busts of exclamatory white. The pilot heading south into the gale dropped us viciously onto the end of the runway with breaking seas beyond either wing-tip, then screeched the engines into a spray inducing reverse thrust to stop us whilst still on the runway - wet with torrential rain. 

The stunned passengers then had to run the gauntlet laid down by the gale and entered the arrival customs drenched. The poor ground hostesses stood out bare-headed in the rain as the wind turned their umbrellas inside out. Anna and Ollie were the last to leave the plane as they stopped behind to put on their wet weather gear, and were thus both the last and the driest of the passengers to enter the arrivals hall. It was at this point that Robin’s plan to go straight to the boat and skiddadle off to Skudeshavn that very evening was consigned to oblivion and the crew enjoyed some retail therapy at the Oassen shopping centre instead.. Of course with the weather as it was, taxis were hard to come by, even for folding NOKs, but eventually a pair was found to take us down to Storevika. The water was high, driven by the gale to within a foot of flooding the fixed quay. There we found Voltair was writhing in the bonds she had been tied into by the divers.

Nevertheless, Nicky and her team created a superb meal of melon and palma ham followed by hot smoked salmon fillets with a mushroom sauce, broccoli au point and  pomme de Terri sauté de la mason. Afterwards we retired to the club-house and enjoyed our whiskies before a roaring wood fire in the stillness of terra firma.

But Thursday dawned calm with a blue sky punctuated by just the occasional puffy white cumulus. We motored south to re-charge our batteries and once in Karmsund set all sail to close haul  South as the wind shifted to a SW force three. Opposite skudeshavn Voltair clocked up her 1500th nm since leaving Oban this spring. 
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Four pages of the pilot are devoted to Kvitsoy; two aerial photographs, a chartlet and (and this is unusual in Den Norske Loss) written instructions as to the approach. We just had to try it! For the cognoscenti its 5 miles SSE of Skudeshavn, a flattish set of around 350 islets and significant lumps of chartable rock. (The image above shows a small slice through the middle.) The westerly entrance is marked by a Varde. Varde’s are conical rock beacons that are said to be the remnant of the oldest system of navigational marks in the world. They have their own symbol on Norwegian charts and are always placed in critical positions. Since there is rarely more than one of them in any given area, they provide an unambiguous guide as to the position of the navigator.  This was particularly useful in this instance as it would have been hard to believe that the narrow gap between a tiny islet and rock over which water was persistently breaking was in fact the intended entrance to a complex set of sheltered waterways. Voltair approached gingerly, eyeing the swell as it surged and sucked over rock and islet. The chart told us that the gap was over thirty meters wide, but to our eyes it looked less than a cricket pitch – a lot less.. . 

Deciding that the Vikings knew what they were doing when they chose this entrance, we watched for an opportune moment and then with a surge of power burst through the gap … and into … calm water beyond.. The beacons then led us down a narrow but spectacular passage, round a dog leg and into a pretty waterside town with a five-sided well-appointed guest quay.  On the chartlet Voltrair entered top left, tied up near the lighthouse and intended to slip through the narrow canal with the lit beacons and exit bottom right, but for now we were glad to tie up, catch our breath and play being tourists..
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We took a walk through the village admiring the immaculate gardens and the letter-box art work. The village discharged us into rock-studded fields populated by overweight sheep. From a promontory we could view the entrance that had given us the adrenaline buzz just an hour before. Of course it was now quite quiet and well behaved – or so it seemed from the land side.

We returned to Voltair and served drinks and nibbles on the table that a thoughtful commune had provided  alongside Voltair’s berth for the night   It was only later that we found the harbour rules one of which said it was  “forbudt a skjenke eller nyte alkohol pa kaien”. Just as well we took plenty of tonic with it then!

In the morning, the local co-op provided us with such further essential supplies as balsamic vinegar and clothes pegs. Then at the early hour of 11:45 we hauled Voltair round against the breeze, slipped our lines and threaded our way through a wood-lined canal to the eastern islets and thence back to sea.  A brisk passage East took us into the approaches to Stavanger, which city we honoured with a sail past the old town, and thence on through its archipelago to Grunnevagen where we had anchored on our first trip in June.

The next day we motored up Lysefjord to Stolehavn from which, the pilot said, a ‘trail’ leads up to Preikestolen. The author was stretching the meaning of the word ‘harbour’ and ‘trail’ absolutely to the limit when he used those words. The wooden part of the quay had long since washed away leaving some nasty concrete excressances with exposed re-inforcing bars. However, a useful bollard remained and there was a mooring bolt in the cliff 40 yards to the East. Some nifty dingy work soon had Voltair strung between the two, with a waterfall off both bow and stern! A shore party made a reconnoitre and reported a steep path through the woods, but one periodically marked with red paint.

Thus re-assured we equipped ourselves for an expedition to the top and set off led by our army mountaineers (Anna and Ollie). However the red marks terminated after half an hours stiff climbing and the path disgorged us onto slope partly covered by long grass and partly by water running down the rock face. Nearby the waterfall roared. We pressed on, grasping chunks of heather to aid our ascent; sometimes falling to our knees in the boggy ground; sometimes using overhanging branches to help us up the bare rock face; no trace of the path now. By lunch time we had ascended barely 15% of the elevation we required  to reach pulpit rock, but could still enjoy glorious views up and down Lysefjord. After lunch some dark clouds started to gather to the SW and, not wanting to make the descent in the dark and in the rain, we determined to abandon this attempt on Preikestolen. We slithered down, arriving back on Voltair around tea-time. Anna changed into her bikini and plunged into the fjord, leaving Ollie no option but to join her. The two of them put their time in the water to good use by gathering a bucket full of mussels from under the first waterfall. Anna reported sighting a seal; so Robin threw in the fishing hook and immediately caught a plump young cod. 

After tea we had a cruise up the fjord, passing beneath Preikestolen, almost through the Anjuvet waterfall and nearly touching the tiny aerial settlement at Bratterli. We went on to pretty Songersand from where we could see all the way down to Lysebotm and then turned and made for Viga as our anchorage for the night. As it was Saturday night we decided to celebrate Nicky’s, Anna’s and Ollie’s birthdays – all of which had occurred in recent days. Accordingly the cabin was converted to a kitchen come dance centre and dinner was arranged in the cockpit. Teams of mussel washers, fish filleters and pork marinaders were organised so that by the time we were snugged down to our anchor, the celebrations were all set to begin. 

The menu:-

Les Aperitifs

***

Moules Marinieres

Brown bread and butter




Sauvignon Blanc (chilled)  

***

Gougons of young cod in a beer batter

***

Pork sauted in butter with crème freche, .  


Merlot

mushrooms, onions and garnished with apples  

Rice with Cardamom.

Courgettes in butter with mixed herbs.

***

Nectarines and oranges,

Poached in Bacardi and finished with Drambuie.

Wrapped in crepes.

Sprinkled with brown sugar.

***

Cheese; Norwegian sweet and danish blue with grapes.

***

Coffee with Chocolates     




Liqueurs      

And so to bed

Regards

Robin, Anna, Sarah, Nicky, & Ollie.
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