
Day 5. Mealista Island paradise. Looking out to sea from the golden sands and tern colony with the Isle of Lewis in the misty distance.
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Kayak round Lewis and Harris 2014.    Day 1 - 13 June.

After leaving Stornoway harbour in the drizzle I kept to the 
north side of the bay until I was released into the Minch at Rubha 
Thuilm. This headland and the island were composed largely 
of conglomerate rock. The mist was so thick I could only see 
a kilometre,  so crossing the bay to the Eye Peninsula was by 
compass and it was a good half hour before the gnarly craggy cove 
before Chicken Head appeared. The conglomerate rock was now 
replaced with a firmer redder type which rose up steeply for 50m. 

The next 13 km to Tiumpan Head was great kayaking. There were 
a few caves here and even an arch but it was the cliffs themselves 
which were the showpiece. There were grassy crags covered in 
pink sea thrift and white bladder campion. Commonly Blackback 
gulls surveyed the still sea from nests among this vegetation. 

The frequent island along this coastline added to the craggy 
ambience.  Occasionally this wild coast full of spectacular coastal 
architecture was punctuated by a bay and a small hamlet. 

After about 4 hours I reached the proud Tiumpan Head lighthouse 
at the tip of the peninsula. The small colonies of birds continued 
all the way with noisy groups of kittiwakes and quieter auks. 
Fulmars sat on the still waters barely moving as I approached. I 
came across a razorbill which could only float on its back. I tried 
to help it 4 times but it dived and resurfaced and then rolled 
helplessly on its back again. It was mid-tide but there was very 
little of it off Tiumpan.  I now decided to cross Broad Bay but the 

mist was thick and I could only see a kilometre at the most. I took 
a bearing and set off NW. Soon I was enveloped in a world of my 
own in almost a whiteout. The sea was glassy calm and featureless 
and merged with the sky at an indiscernible horizon. Only the 
occasional rafts of auks or lone gannets offered any reference as 
I otherwise silently floated across the errie featureless world on 
a small bow wave. A small school of porpoises bounced across 
this greyness making ripples which spread for hundreds of metres. 

After an hour of this sensory deprivation the first glimpses of 
the Fhraoch headland appeared. The coastline had now returned 
to conglomerate again with a few very broad caves. Just before I 
entered Sialabhaig Bay I disturbed an enormous flock of Eiders. 
The biggest I have ever seen  with some 500 birds all resting on 
the sloping coastline.  They all took off in one go went round the 
corner. 

The beach in the bay was a perfect idyll and totally deserted. I 
pulled ashore and found somewhere to camp near some very 
agitated plovers whose chick was hiding in the boulders nearby 
very well camouflaged.  It had been a marvelous start to my trip. It 
was now 8 pm and after 6 continuous hours in the kayak I decided 
to camp. The midges were out in force and I had to retreat inside 
the tent at once rather than enjoying the unfolding view to Tolsta 
Head as the mist started to lift. 

33 km. 6 hrs. 

      

Day 1. Approaching the west side of the Eye Peninsula well before Chicken Head. 

Day 1. Paddling across Broad Bay from Tiumpan Head to the Fhroach headland in 
the eerie fog.

Day 1. Tiumpan Head lighthouse where I expected a tidal current but there was 
none.

Day 1. The midge infested campsite in the otherwise serene Sialabhaig Bay



Kayak round Lewis and Harris 2014.    Day 2 - 14 June.

The mist had cleared in the slight breeze which almost dispersed 
the midges. It was a lazy start with a short trip planned to Ness. 
The conglomerate soon reverted to a harder rock and before 
long I reached an impressive stack with a narrow arch through 
it just before the sands of Traigh Ghioradail. The arch was just a 
taster because between this beach and Tolsta Head were 2 km of 
jaw dropping coastline with stacks, arches and caves all before the 
backdrop of 60 cliffs. There were scattered bird colonies along 
here, mostly shags.

I was in awe as I rounded the corner and started along the north 
side of Tolsta which was perhaps even more impressive. At one 
stage a row of stacks strode out into the sea separated by gaps 
and through these gaps one could see the golden sands of Traigh 
Mhor beyond. Toltsa is really a world class headland. 

Once I burst through the gap between the stacks I was on the 
beach. Three kilometres of deserted golden sand with the swell 
gently washing it. I paddled the length of this idyllic beach, passing 
to the northern end where there was a small bay and landed for 
a bite. Along this beach I passed a Great Northern Diver who 
must have been nesting on the scatter of lochans inland. It was 
wondrous view back down the beach past black stacks emerging 
from the golden sand to the looming coastal designs of Tolsta.

It was a hard act for the coastline north to Cellar Head to follow 
but it also impressed but not quite on the same scale, there were 
plenty of caves and a few stacks just after Dhiobadail was a skerry 
covered in some 50 grey seals which I got within 20 of before I 
was spotted, prompting a stampede. After the seals I saw 4 Great 
Northern Divers in a group and just before Cellar Head I flushed 
a Sea Eagle from its perch high up in the cliffs. 

Cellar Head was as impressive as Totsta Head. The cliffs were 
much higher and there were many caves and stacks to weave 

Day 2. Paddling along the south side of Tolsta Head a 2km stretch full of impressive 
coastal architecture

Day 2. On the north side of Tolsta Head were a series of stacks which guarded the 
which guarded the golder sand of Traig Mhor beach beyond.

Day 2. Looking SE down the 3 km expanse of Traig Mhor Beach to Tolsta Head in 
the far distance

Day 2. The group of 50 odd grey seals were completely oblivious to me paddling up 
to them until I was just 10-15 metres away. 

Day 2. Leum Beach was in a deep bay just after Cellar Head. The beach would be 
exposed to the full force of the weather in a northerly breeze/gale.



between. There was also a large Fulmar colony here. I landed just 
after Celler Head at Leum on an exposed beach mistaking it for 
another as it was on the fold of the map. This surf pounded hidden 
beach was a golden floor in a dark amphitheatre.  From Leum it 
was a further 8-9 km to Port Ness. Along this stretch the swell 
start to grow to a good metre and the headlands had a noticable 
incoming tide. 

At Ness I pulled behind the massive breakwater which protected 
a narrow twisting slot leading up to the dry harbour. I landed 
here and dragged the kayak up the stream to the inner sanctuary. 
I would remain here until 0900 tomorrow where the tide will 
be right to go round the notorious Butt of Lewis. Fuelled by 
apprehension I walked over to the beach at Eoropaidh to see the 
swell on the west side. To my relief it was only a metre at the most.

29 km. 6 hrs. 

Kayak round Lewis and Harris 2014.    Day 3 - 15 June.        

It was a perfect day when I set off just after high tide at Ness at 
0930. As I paddled out of Ness harbour my anxiety vanished and 
as soon as the Butt lighthouse appeared I was looking forward to 
it. The swell seemed small, the wind was just a force 2, the sun was 
almost shining and the tide should be slack - as good as you are 
ever going to get really. 

The lighthouse soon arrived and I had to choose a channel. It 
seemed the very closest possibility was blocked, so I went outside 

it and then then saw a clear channel between the string of islets 
of the point. There was a bit of an ebb here and the small westerly 
was steepened so the kayak slapped down into the metre deep 
troughs. Once past there was a bouncy couple of kilometres 
where swell, tide and clapotis all combined to make a confused 
surface, but past the natural arch at Roinn a Roidh it calmed down. 

I did not go in to the golden sands at Eoropaidh but continued 
down the coast with uninspiring headland after headland, until 
they disappeared below the curve of the earth. I was not looking 
forward to this Presbyterian Coast, with little landing opportunities 
beneath the crofting townships, which were strung out along here.

 
After 4 hours I reached Mealabost and needed to stop. The metre 
high swell driven by a freshening force 4 NW wind should not be 
too tricky in here; and it was not. Being the Sabbath the township 
here seemed abandoned. After a good break I was back on the 
austere coast again. Now the NW wind was almost up to a 5 and 
there were white caps everywhere. Was this the fickle Hebridean 
weather making a nonsense of the forecast. The Lord giveth this 
morning and now the Lord taketh away. Fulmars were now starting 
to enjoy the increasing swell swooping along the crests of the 
waves using the tiny updraft to glide. Mercifully the wind reached 
a level at stayed at a good 4. I kept a good half kilometre off shore 
and there were frequent shallow areas with the green sandy areas 
punctuated with dark areas of kelp. These must have been just 
10-15 metres deep and would cause terrible surf in high seas. As 
I reached Bragar I decided to go round the point, expecting it to 
be very lumpy, however the wind seemed to drop a bit and before 

Day 2. The very protected harbour at Ness dries out completely at low tide, which 
might mean you have to walk you kayak up the small stream to the Inner Sanctum.

Day 3. Approaching Butt of Lewis Lighthouse from the east. The rocks to the right 
are all islets and it is possible to paddle beteen them.

Day 3. On the west of the Butt of Lewis is a long exposed coast with many God-
Fearing Presbyterian communities along it 45 km length.

Day 3. 15 km after Butt of Lewis the is a deep bay with a tricky entrance where it 
should be possible to land. 



long I was pulling into the open sands of Siabost bay. It was only 
1900 hrs and with the droping wind I had the perfect opportunity 
to finish the Presbyterian Coast and get to Little Bernera. 

I left the bay and knew it was to be one of those long hard paddling 
days when everything calmed down into a glourious sunny 
evening where you could cruise along with good milage already 
in the bag. It proved to be a great coastline with great features. 
The rock, gniess, had stood up to the crashing Atlantic and been 
slowly eroded into impressive headlands, most over 50 metres 
high. In many place below these cliffs was a army of small stacks 
and in places a warren of rocky islets. It was great architecture 
again after the drab afternoon. Occasionally there were superb 
beaches of golden sands between the headlands. Beyond these 
golden cresents rose grass-covered hillocks and ridges covered in 
closely-grazed soft green velvet, basking in the evening sun. 

Fulmars sat and watched as I paddled by barely moving. These 
birds have a confidence but unlike the Great Skuas ‘come and 
have a go if you think your hard enough’ it is more of a ‘pleased to 
meet you’. After 2 hours of this sun-drenched fascinating coastline 
I rounded yet another Tiumpan Head and the Island of Craigeam 
appeared. It was the gateway to the sheltered waters of Loch Boag 
beyond. It crossed it almost mirror waters to find the entrance of 
the slot between Great and Little Bernera. At the east of of this 
entrance is a lovely beach with a roofless chapel on Little Bernera 
where I set up camp. 

54 km. 10 hrs.

Kayak round Lewis and Harris 2014.    Day 4 - 16 June.  

I woke at 0600 to be on the water by 0800 to hopefully make slack 
tide at Gallan Head, which I estimated would be 1000. However, I 
felt I had just gone to bed, and when I unzipped the tent saw it was 
thick fog which I could not really paddle in, I needed no excuse. 
I was asleep again within a minute. I woke at 0800 and it was 
still dense fog, and now I had the excuse of missing the tide. So I 
liesurely wrote up the blog and snoozed. Eventually the fog lifted 
at midday and I thought I could catch the slack water at 1600. 

By the time I had packed up the camping gear and was on the 
water again the fog had returned with a vengence. However, I 
thought I would at least paddle towards Gallan and see what 
happened. Between the two Berneras’ is an idyllic channel. A 
whelker was harvesting in this prime tide between the oarweed 
kelp. I passed the cemetery on Great Bernera and and the beach 
by the archaeological iron age house and then fumbled my way 
into West Loch Roag. There were great islets off the coast here, 
like Old Hill, but I could see nothing in the fog. I set a course for 
Pabay Mor and headed out  into the westerly force 3. I  was quite 
disorientated paddling in this mist - my eyes straining to see land. 
What I thought was land was just the crest of a swell 30 metres in 
front which soon vanished. Eventually in a clearer patch I spotted 
Harsgier island to the north and soon after Pabay. I decided to bail 
out here, as I was now way too late to catch slack water at Gallan. 

I pulled between a gap between Pabay Mor and Pabay Beag, gliding 
into an enchanting lagoon surrounded by beaches.It was an idyllic 

Day 3. The 15 coast from Bragar to Loch Roag is an exciting and wild section with 
steep cliffs and many small stacks and rocky islets 

Day 4. Bewtween headlands around Bragar are some scarce beaches and close 
cropped hillsides

Day 4. The idyllic sheltered bay on the SW corner of Little Bernera offers superb 
camping  and is a great spot to watch divers

Day 4. The lagoon between Pabay Mor and Pabay Beag is lined with white sandy 
beaches and is a 5 star campsite.



campspot. There was a huge sea arch nearby with the sea lapping 
at a cobble beach under it and sheep grazing on the top. 

The bands of fog and drizzle continued as I put up the tent. I then 
went for a walk to a lochan to collect water. In the clearing mist I 
could see the great white beach of Traigh na Berie near Valtos and 
a scattering of mystical islands in the bay. This really was a paradise 
and on a sunny day it would be a match for any tropical haven. 

On the way back from the lochan I recrossed a curious and very 
solid wall. It bad been built across the inlet either to trap or farm 

fish, some 100 years ago, or it was to store lobsters during the 
summer to take advantage of higher prices in winter, or it was 
made as a shortcut by long emigrated locals. Their work has stood 
the test of time. As I crossed the tide was filling the inlet and 
the water was a good foot higher on one side and was rushing 
through small gaps at the bottom. Back at the tent I had a quiet 
unhurried evening watching the tide slowly engulf the beaches 
in the tranquil lagoon, something which seldoms happens on a 
longer paddle with an objective.

6 km. 1 hr

Kayak round Lewis and Harris 2014.    Day 5 - 17 June.

The mist was coming and going so I waited until about an hour 
before high water and set off. I crossed to the mainland north of 
Valtos and followed the base of the cliffs. At times the visibility 
was just 100m and I became disorientated and nearly ended up on 
Camas na Clibhe beach! The mist cleared a bit as I went round the 
spectacular headland of Rubha Mor with its vast cliffs and stacks. 

Soon Gallan Head itself appeared out of the grey. The sea was not 
too bad with a metre swell and the wind was just a 3 but it got 
lumpier as I approached the tip. There was no tide running and the 
choppy sea was just due to the clapotis. In large seas I am sure this 
is a fearful place. 

Once round Gallan I kept out to avoid the clapotis so with the 
return of the mist I could just make out the looming headlands 

Day 4. Looking under the arch on Pabay Mor from near my campsite.

Day 4. The view south from Pabay Mor into Valtos Bay with it’s scattering of islands.

Day 4. The damned ponds on Pabay Mor (centre and right) the lagoon is on the left.
The tidal ponds were perhaps used to store lobster or ranch fish behind the dykes.

Day 5.  The stacks off the tip of Gallan Head appeared out of the gloom but the 
benign conditions made this notorious headland easy.

Day 5. The mist cleared for a while revealing the rugged headland of Rubha Mor, but 
it soon enveloped me again.



and a line of churning surf along the base of the cliffs. After a 
bumpy hour in the mist I suddenly realized I was at the entrance 
to Uig Bay. I just caught a glimpse of the surf breaking on the south 
west arm of the bay so headed across to it. The tide was now 
beginng to carry me and I was doing 8 km. 

With great relief the mist started to thin as I reached the far 
side and the whole of the Mangersta headland burst forth bathed 
in sun against a grey backdrop. It was very dramatic. I thought 
I would ride the ebbing tide between Molach island and the 
mainland but was surprised to see that the channel formed part of 
a great eddy with the island in the middle and I had to paddle hard 
to get through. I felt I had been cheated out of an easy kilometre. 
However the stacks and buttresses on the south side of this island 
were very spectacular especially in the half mist. 

I just made out the golden sands of the bay and the green waves 
as bore down onto it. Not a good place to land there in a 
westerly. The rest of the coastline down to Mealista was not very 
noteworthy but the swell and wind were decreasing the whole 
time and the sun was now more prevalent than the mist. I had 
been told the beach on Mealista island was a good place to pause 
had been aiming for it as my first stop. Soon the high bulging beach 
of gloden sand was just in front but as I made to land I noticed a 
small channel with a beach at tbe end of it. 

Landing here would be easier so I entered the channel. It opened 
up into one of the nicest places I have even been. After the channel 
a lagoon opened out with large golden beach at the end of it. It 

was an enchanting place.  I landed here and had a long lunch and 
a quick explore of the nearby tern colony.  however I noticed a 
few unguarded eggs and retreated in case I caused a problem here. 

After basking in the sunny glory of this secret beach I had to 
leave and head across the open waters to Scarp island. The mist 
returned but the white anorthosite coastal hills of Harris shone 
though on my east while to the south the gleaming white sands 
of Traigh Mheilen shone out of the grey gloom. This beach is only 
accessible by boat or foot and in my opinion is perhaps the nicest 
I know in the Outer Hebrides. A kilometre of gleaming untouched 
white sand. 

Although the tide was now flooding I found some eddies down 
the side of Scarp and then fought over to Hushinish peninsula. 
Rounding this was quite lumpy with clapotis as the wind and swell 
were returning.  The wind now was a NW force 3 or sometimes 
4 and it helped blow me along the the coast towards Taransay.  
I crossed at the shortest point and made my way down the 
sheltered east coast. Initially it was unremarkable rocks but then it 
became very beautiful with a large sandy spit and many sandy bays. 
Across the sound on the other side was the famous Luskentyre. 
The whole of Taransay Sound was now lined by beach. 

I continued south to the very tip of Taransay where there were a 
cluster of characterful beaches with grassy tidal islets and lagoons 
scattered among them. I picked one where there were a pair of 
Great Northern Divers and a herd of frolicking seals and landed. 
There were some holiday houses nearby which overlooked this 

Day 5. Paradise on Mealista. Looking out to sea from the golden sands with the 
channel behind the kayak and Lewis in the misty distance..

Day 5. Tern eggs in a scrape in the grass on Mealista. These eggs were in a  tern 
colony with thousands of other birds which dive-bombed any intruders.

Day 5. The spectacular and remote beach of Traig Mheilen on the west coast of 
Harris with Husival in the background emerging from the mist.

Day 5. Looking back to misty Molach Island having paddled through the  eddy 
current between it and Mangersta. The bay on the south side was full of stacks



idyll. I put the tent up on the daisy covered machair beside one 
and sat on its balcony watching the night fall.

56 km. 9.5 hrs

Kayak round Lewis and Harris 2014.    Day 6 - 18 June.

The forecast wind had not arrived and it was still the now familiar 
bands of mist. One minute I could see Toe Head, on old maps also 
known as Cape Difficult, and the next minute the whole headland 
was enveloped again. So when I set off across the surprisingly calm 
bay I kept losing my orientation and even with a compass was 
all over the place. Occasionaly I could just see a string of cream 
beaches under the mist along the main coast of Harris. Indeed it 
seemed nearly one continous beach for nearly 15 kilometres. 

When I reached Toe Head the wind was up to a 4 but the mist was 
clearing at last and I could make out the peninsula, with its high 
verdant hill scattered with sheep. Toe Head itself was lumpy with 
the rebounding swell, albeit small, causing lively clapotis which was 
also encouraged by the tidal current. It was all less than a metre 
high but I could see Cape Difficult should not be triffled with in 
anything but kind conditions. As I rounded the tip an untidy sea 
eagle passed over being harried by a couple of ravens who seemed 
to be enyoying baiting this relatively clumsy scavanger. 

As I entered the Sound of Harris with the symmetric island of 
Pabbay on my right and the sands of Ensay Island ahead the weather 
became perfect. I was soon crusing down sheltered waters with 

the wind in my back and the sun in in face with the rigours of the 
West Coast behind me. I could see a ruin on a grassy knoll and 
on the map there was a beach just after it. I rounded a spur below 
the ruin and a crescent of pristine cream sand unfolded before me. 
Squinting in the bright reflection I landed here for a celebratory 
lunch. The ruin seemed a popular hike and a few folk came over 
and chatted. It was the first time I had spoken since Ness. 

This beach was one of a few here and with the scattered islands in 
the Sound, all basking in the sun it was a postcard setting. The tide 
was running against me but the wind was with me as I made my 
way down to Leverburgh.  Unfortunately I was drawn like a moth 
to a candle towards the anticipated fleshpots I would find here. I 
was disappointed and having filled my water containers retreated 
leaving the diesel fumes and magners swilling aging cyclists in 
bulging lycra behind. Watching the Obbe, probably a gaelic word 
for a drying tidal inlet, pour out through narrows I set off with the 
wind and the mistaken visit was soon forgotten among the islets 
in the Sound again. 

Although Toe Head for me in terms of difficulty a cardinal 
south point, Renish Point was the actual southern tip of my 
circumnavigation. I rounded the low rocky barren headland 
with a few grazing sheep and started north past the tower of 
Rodel church and the fantastically sheltered harbour here with 
its hourglass entrance. I know was in different terrain. The rock 
here was anthorthosite, a hard light rock, which incidentally is the 
main rock on the moon. The rock rose out of the steep barren 
shorline of the Minch with few chinks in its ramparts.  There was 

Day 5. One of the many sandy bays on the southern tip od Taransay. This was the 
one I camped at.

Day 6. Approaching Toe Head after a misty crossing from Taransay with very few 
clear patches

Day 6. The wonderful sunny Traigh na Cleavag beach at the NW end of the lovely 
Sound of Harris.

Day 6. The southern tip of Harris is Renish Point, Te coastline here is very rocky and 
campsites are difficult and scarce. 



scant vegetation on top of it and it looked like the ice age had 
just finished and long before soil had accumulated.  Crofting here 
would have been a desperate affair and one would have looked to 
the sea for fish and shellfish to survive.  

Past Loch Finsbay I started to look for somewhere to camp but 
I saw nothing. Being low tide every bay was full of ankle breaking 
boulders covered in slippery seaweed for a good 20 metres before 
you reached the relative safe of barren rock. I could not land or 
camp comfortably.  Every bay I thought would be great on the map 
turned out to be difficult in all but an emergency. I found the same 
in Loch Flodabay. 

In the next loch there were 2 obbes were marked on the map. 
The first was still dry and the second, Ob Leasaid, was filling. It 
looked promising so I entered and was carried on a river past 
some small rapids into its inner sanctuary. However there was 
nowhere to camp so I had to fight my way back up the river and 
rapid to get out. I continued to Stockinish, which hidden behind its 
island turned out to be a small fishing port with a couple of Minch 
trawlers and a few creel boats. 

There was nothing here either but I spoke to a man on a creel 
boat who was busy taking the claws of his harvest of crabs and he 
suggested somewhere just round the corner. He offered me some 
large brown crabs, partons, for supper but I could not cook them. 
As he said just round the corner before Eilean Dubh island was a 
shingle beach with holiday home in it. The home was vacant so l 
landed here and camped on the small patch of grass. As I cooked 
a mink or small feral cat stealthy scoured the shore for birds eggs, 
chicks or shellfish in the dusk.

45 km. 9 hrs

Kayak round Lewis and Harris 2014.    Day 7 - 19 June.

There wss no hurry today as I was just going the 15 odd kilometers 
to Rhenigidale to stay with friends. I wrote first thing and then as 
the sun warmed the tent had a deep sleep in the mid morning.  
When I woke everything which had been clammy if not damp was 
crispy dry including the maps and my sleeping bag. The bleating 
of 4 sheep marooned on a rocky outcrop by the incoming tide 
filled the air but they were in no danger. Beyond this outcrop 
and the jaws of the bay as tye Minch and a clear view over to the 
Trotternish peninsula on Skye. 

I eventually set off at 1300 and crossed Loch Grosebay in a good 4 
NW creating a very small chop. Scalpay came into view as I paddled 
round calmer waters off the rocky Reibinish peninsula and into 
East Loch Tarbert with its myriad of velvety grass islands, some 
illuminated verdant green by the sun. After threading through a 
few heading north I crossed the main channel in the returning 
NW force 4 wind to more grassy grazed islands on the west side 
of Scalpay.  There were great camping spots here for the future I 
noted. Not idyllic like the west coast pearls,  but tranquil sheltered 
shingle beaches with pasture. 

As I rounded the NW tip of Scalpay I thought nothing of the 
tide assuming there would be none in the Kyles of Scalpay.  But I 
was wrong and against my judgement there was a strong ebbing 
current here flowing into the force 4 chop creating a extensive 
area of whitecaps. I crept up the side hoping to find eddies and 
then fighting against the tide under the bridge. After this the tide 
largely vanished. I passed an unsavoury looking industrial plant 
operated by Marine Harvest for cleaning their fish farm nets, 
which were piled up in huge mounds on the quay. 

As I exited he Kyles of Scaplay the Shiant Islands some 20 
kilometres east up the Minch were illuminated in the sun. The 
Shiants were truely a bird paradise especially for the Auk types. At 
the east end of the Kyles I turned north up a fairly sheltered lee 
shore and made for Rhenigidale on the west jaw of Loch Seaforth. 

Day 6. The vacant holiday home at Mol Ban a couple of kilometres east of 
Stockinish. There was a shingle beach to land on, and I camped on the small lawn.

Day 7. The sheep stuck on the tidal outcrop in Mol Ban bay. They would have to 
wait a few hours for the tide to drop again before they could escape.

Day 7. Crossing East Loch Tarbet to the verdant islands off the west side of Scalpay 
where there was good camping opportunities.



This small hamlet of some 8 houses only recieved a road some 
25 years ago. To my left was an old croft or shieling at Molingnish, 
still a truely remote spot some 4 kilometres from the nearest 
road. Its red roofs sat in the middle of a green oasis in a barren ice 
scoured craggy hillside. Just in front across Loch Trollamarig was 
Rhenigidale, with my friends croft overlooking the loch under the 
looming steepsided Todden. As I pulled up on the shingle beach 
Doug came down to help me up. A shower, fresh food, great 
company and a comfortable dry bed never felt so good.

17 km. 3.5 hrs.

Kayak round Lewis and Harris 2014.    Day 8 - 20 June.

I left Rhenigidale half way through the flood tide at about 1030 
with a NW  force 3 behind me. It was soon apparent I was going 
to make very good time as the islands beyond the entrance to 
Loch Seaforth rushed towards me. At times the wind and tidal 
current booted my usual 5-6 kmph to over 10. There was a force 5 
NW wind blasting out of the Lochs Seaforth, Claidh and Bhrollum 
whose small white-capped chop slowed me down a bit, but along 
the more sheltered headlands it was a rare surprise to look down 
at the GPS to measure my speed.

 I drifted through rafts of auks which were collecting in the quieter 
waters. They had come from the auk fortress of the Shiant Islands 
some 10 km across the Sound of Shiant, where there are probably 
over 200,000 breeding auks each summer. As I approached the 
light beacon on the bare rocky Gob Rubh Uisenis headland my 

speed was up to 12 kmph and in less than 2 hours I had done 15 
km. I had intended to camp en route to Stornoway, but it now 
seemed very feasible to get there today. However, soon after this 
headland I slammed into a huge eddy which was revolving along 
the coast north being driven by the current heading up the Minch 
and suddenly I was cruising a 3 kmph as I ferry glided back to the 
coastline to try and get out of the counter stream. 

A couple of shallow bays later I was pulling up on the shingle 
beach at Mulhagery. This quiet spot had a single house on it 
which was now falling into disrepair. It had an air of sadness to it. 
Once a family had lived here, children had played and sheep were 
gathered, but these times had emigrated a generation or two ago. 
It had a grazed pasture in front of it which would have been great 
for camping, but even in the breeze the midges were on the attack. 

After a quick bite I set off north now aiming for Stornoway. I 
headed straight over to Iubhard Island in Loch Shell, which 
protected the small fishing village of Lemreway, and then reached 
the Storcain headland.  There was a force 4 NW wind which was 
starting to gust out of the sea lochs. However, the coast from here 
to Kebock Head was sheltered along the base of the cliffs with 
some smaller caves and a few stacks. Kepock Head was probably 
the last possible banana skin of the trip round Lewis and Harris,  
but I could keep in close and avoid the ebbing tide and wind. 

After a pull across Loch Odhairn I was back in the relative shelter 
of the steep rocky coast again as made my way up to the islands of 
Loch Marvig. This was a cluster of some 10 islands with secluded 

Day 7. Approaching Rhenigidale on the west side Loch Seaforth entrance, which is 
above the kayak’s bow. My friends croft is the only green patch basking in the sun.

Day 8. The Shiant Islands are 3 main islands and some rocky islets in the Minch. 
They are home to some 200,000 auk type birds, who feed in the strong tidal waters. 

Day 8. The ruin at Mulhagery must have once been a thriving sheep farm. It would 
make a good place to camp

Day 8. The coast beneath Kepock Head was sheltered in the force 4/5 NW wind. 
The wind was racing out of the sea lochs where they sliced into the Isle of Lewis.



bays and watery passageways between them. I entered its maze 
and the first lagoon was full of common seals. After being used to 
the larger grey seals I initially though  these much smaller cousins 
were otters, until I got my perspective sorted out. About 20 
common seals altogether emerged from various inlets and their 
curiosity made them gather around me. As I emerged from this 
cluster of islands I saw a sea eagle being chased over Loch Erisort 
by gulls who were taking turns to dive bomb it as it hurried north. 

Once across the windy channel of Lochs Erisort and then Loch 
Grimshader it was a long 5 km up the craggy coastline towards 
the huge shed on the Arnish peninsula which marked the entrance 
to Stornoway harbour. The shed kept its distance for ages and my 
tired arms were getting dispirited paddling into the force 4 NW 
wind. At last I was level with it and followed a few rustic trawlers 
into the inner sanctuary of the port. They tied up for the weekend 
and were unloading their catch by the time I arrived. 

I landed at the pontoons near where the life boat was moored just 
as a heavy shower started. It took a good hour to unload the boat, 
throw all the damp salty bags into the car, tie the boat onto the 
rack and change into the clean dry cloths I had kept in the car.  It 
was 2200 hrs by now and I though I would just see if the Calmac 
office was open for ferries tomorrow. It was but the lady told me 
there was nothing free over the weekend. She saw the concern on 
my face and suggested I try the freight ship which Calmac charter 
and was going in half an hour. I managed to get on and by 2300 
was having a complimentary trucker’s breakfast and then a shower 
and short sleep in the cabin I was allocated for the 3 hour voyage

I arrived at Ullapool at 0300 just as the sun was rising on this 
longest day and drove the 4 hours to Edinburgh arriving at 0700 
with some carcinogenic energy drink to keep me awake and out 
of the ditch. Suddenly, 10 hours after landing in Stornoway I was 
home with a somewhat bewildering speed, and had not had any 
opportunity to savour the trip with a free day in Stornoway.  

50 km. 9 hrs.    

Kayak round Lewis and Harris 2014.    Statistics.

Date Start Finish Km Hours

13 June 2014 Stornoway Sialabhaig Mor 33 6

14 June 2014 Sialabhaig Mor Ness 29 6

15 June 2014 Ness Little Bernera 54 10

16 June 2014 Little Bernera Pabay Mor 6 1

17 June 2014 Pabay Mor Taransay 56 9.5

18 June 2014 Taransay Loch Grosebay 45 9

19 June 2014 Loch Grosebay Rhenigidale 17 3.5

20 June 2014 Rhenigidale Stornoway 50 9

290 Km 54 Hrs

Day 8. The islands at the mouth of Loch Marvaig kept the inner waters sheltered. 
There were many common seals in these calm waters.

Day 8. The fishing boats of Stornoway passed me on the way in to the harbour and 
were already unloading before I arrived.


