
The Heron, The Thistle, and the Cuckoo: A Spiritual Account of the 2025 Scottish 
Islands Peaks Race in Five Absurd and Mystical Acts 

As dictated (possibly hallucinated) by Joseph Stringer, pilgrim of the sea and runner of hills; rendered in 
the disputed style of a symbolically inauthentic pataphysical pastiche. 

This, being my third pilgrimage upon the adventure known as the Scottish Islands Peaks 
Race, may now be declared a recurring revelation of the metaphysical and orthopaedic 
kind. This year, the divine absurdity manifested itself in a yacht known as The Sorr of 
Appin - a modest boat with the temperament of a retired theologian. 

Now, the company on The Sorr of Appin was generally of a high standard - cheerful, 
competent, and bearing the sort of dispositions one might expect from men who 
willingly set sail into uncertain waters in pursuit of distant mountains.  Together we 
formed a quintet of seekers - some to run, some to sail, all to be undone. 

She was skippered by Brian, a man who had once made his fortune in the mysterious art 
of interrupting electricity at crucial moments.  Serene, precise, and possessed of a 
manner suggesting he knew things about you that even you did not. 

His son, Murray, dealt in whisky by trade, and in non-Euclidean rowing by accident.  
Murray served as first mate and spiritual ballast, carrying in his flask the kind of fire that 
burns away doubt.  

Functioning as both sailor and stoic in chief, was Alex Spence, my teammate from the 
Elixir of Lorn campaign of 2023 - back and untarnished by previous hardship, which 
proves either resilience or poor memory. 

Then William, a man who walks as if each footfall tests a different plane of existence, 
was my running partner again. He’s the one who inducted me into this mystery play to 
begin with. 

And, naturally, me.  

As is the custom of Will and I, our very participation was in jeopardy again due to the 
various scrapes we tend to get ourselves into on the lead up to the race.  

In our last race with (against) one another, Will had collapsed himself into the arms of 
the Cleveland Mountain Rescue team on the Guisborough Moors, whispering about 
geometry and error, having descended a slope faster than gravity advised. That had 
been five weeks before this year’s Scottish Islands Peaks Race, but his positivity about 
making it to the start line was unwavering.  

As for me, I had committed the sin of ambition on Good Friday, cycling 330km coast to 
coast to coast like a man trying to escape himself. My Achilles, never consulted, 
revolted, singing duets of wrath and inflammation.   Rest followed, of the sort that 
tightens the soul. 



Act I: Oban  
6.5KM / 200M / 00:32:16 
 
It was a bright day in Oban Bay; the kind of day that made the sea look guilty.  37 yachts 
gathered not at sea, but at the trembling edge of a mirror - water so still it refused 
reflection. Their sails, white as Cistercians’ robes, barely flinched in a wind that arrived 
from no known direction. Each vessel bore a name that could not be spoken, only 
remembered in dreams. 

The run’s start was not marked by a gunshot, but by a loosening - a letting go of 
expectation. Will, the alchemist of pain and pacing, kept us steady.  No glory, or agony, 
just the measured trudging up and down a hill that neither noticed nor required our 
presence.  We finished somewhere near the middle of the mob, which is the safest 
place in both war and sport. 

The run, the kayak, the rowing - rituals of attrition. The boat, the breeze, the beginning. 
We arrived on Mull in under four and a half hours, delivered by wind, goodwill, and the 
suspicion that we were doing something ridiculous with an almost holy intensity. 

 

ACT II: Mull (An Cluaran) 
38KM / 1150M/ 04:50:38 
 
The heat arrived like a verdict you’d forgotten was pending.  The land was dry and the 
sun full of opinions.  We ran sensibly, conserving ourselves wisely, which is to say, with 
the knowledge of what had gone wrong in other years.  

We ran through heather and boulder, along ridgelines where the air shimmered not with 
heat, but with the residue of thought. The sun pressed its thumb into our backs.  We 
passed others. Some moved with strength, others with fear, and some as if following 
orders given in dreams.   At the summit of Ben More, I looked out and saw the sea: flat, 
endless, unmoved. (see APPENDIX ONE for my detailed anti Atomic Disalignment 
Syndrome counter measures) 

 Thankfully we had no nonsense from the Coire nam Furan control this year.  It was 
swiftly located, then we briefly ran and conversed with the Bequia boys, Stuart and 
Pavel, who moved like cheerful omens. 

Stuart had the calm certainty of a man long apprenticed to difficult rituals.  He 
mentioned this was his seventeenth SIPR.  I suggested to Will we follow his line as we 
contoured around An Cruachan - after seventeen tries, he must have found the 
mountain’s secret path. 



There was a moment between Beinn Fhada and A’Chioch - brief, blessed - when I saw 
the thistle, proud and alone.   The finest example of a thistle I have ever seen; a purple 
sentinel in a landscape of green chaos.  I was filled, for a moment, with something not 
unlike clarity.  It stirred from within by the sound of highland pipes and images of biscuit 
tins.1  Whether it was the thistle itself or a dehydration hallucination, I cannot say, but 
we pressed on, and the line we took on the slanting flank of Glen Clachaig felt good.   
The water we gathered from the falls was cold, clean, and alive - far preferable to the 
River Clachaig in the glen, which was reduced to a trickle and tasted of forgotten things. 

The line was true, and the road to Salen was tolerable. (NOTE ON MULL FOOTWEAR: 
Many runners arrived in the gleaming optimism of road shoes, fell shoes strapped like 
talismans to their packs, ready to be invoked where tarmac yields to heath, then 
dutifully swapped back once the path resumed its civilised veneer.  This year I 
committed to wearing proper fell shoes for Mull. They lacked the comforting squish of 
trail shoes, but they were light and minimalist, and lent to my gait the illusion, if not the 
actuality, of speed. I felt, in short, like a man engaged in a race rather than a prolonged 
misunderstanding with gravity.) 

Despite that, we were easily overtaken only by Sasha and Jamie of the Sundance of 
Lorn, who floated past us with an elegance that suggested winged shoes or invisible 
gondolas.   We returned to The Sorr of Appin, reborn in calf and spirit. 

Back aboard the boat, we learned we were twelfth. But this was an ordinal of the world 
below. It had no meaning where we were headed. 

 

ACT III: Mull to Jura (Velocity Made Folly) 
55NM / 16:59:08 
 
From Mull to Jura the Sorr of Appin drifted. The wind had taken leave of absence, and so 
we floated under stars that spoke in old alphabets. Time lost its urgency. We slept in 
turns and awoke in fragments. The sea whispered that all movement is illusory, and 
wind is a lie. Between the runners dreams were shared in silence. The others spoke 

 
1 On the Thorny Heritage of Confectionery Heraldry: 
The tradition of placing thistles on tins of shortbread dates back to the secretive Confectioners' Rebellion of 1742, during which 
Highland bakers, fearing the English standardisation of biscuit shape and texture, encoded botanical warnings into their packaging. 
The thistle, Scotland’s spikiest flora, was chosen not for its national symbolism, but because it was believed to emit a low-
frequency hum that repelled biscuit wasps when illustrated correctly. ¹ 
 
According to the discredited but influential food semioticist Dr. Aran Millis, early tins were lined with powdered thistle pollen, and 
the image served as a mnemonic for bakers to chant the protective rhyme: *"Thistle sharp and butter deep, guard the tin where 
crumbs do sleep."*² Over time, the chant was lost, but the motif remained - now mistaken for patriotism, rather than the practical 
anti-Biscuit Wasp sigil it once was. 
 
¹ MacDrathais, H. (1901) Botanical Defence Systems in Early Highland Cuisine, Vol. II. 
² Millis, A. (1973) Culinary Wards and Edible Heraldry, unpublished manuscript discovered in a Dundee attic. 
 



little.  No comments were passed by the Mink whales that surfaced only to mock us 
with their nonchalance. 

It was there, in that creased corner of the universe where compasses twitched and wind 
held its breath, that the first drinks were poured. From that moment, the conversation, 
already unmoored, became unhinged entirely - looping back on itself like a Möbius strip 
of anecdotes and theories, most of them concerning the precise location of Jura, the 
metaphysics of hydration, and whether running shorts could be considered 
sacramental vestments if blessed by sweat and suffering. 

Alex and Murray did some big turns on the oars to keep us moving forward to Jura before 
we all went completely insane.   Whilst other teams who were trained in Newtonian 
logic, were now adrift in Daliesque dreamworlds from using standard rowing 
techniques, we ignored the usual laws of motion and nosed ahead through the curved 
waters of the self - not by speed, but by deviation.2 

 
ACT IV: Jura (An Cuachag) 
25KM / 1500M / 04:40:43 
 
Jura is a riddle spoken through stones.  On this day Jura was a kiln that threatened to 
melt away the will.  We began in light, but it was not the light of grace - it was a fierce 
light of interrogation. The sun burned away all pretence. Our legs carried us forward, but 
our minds struggled behind. The ground here is not ground - it is resistance incarnate. 

 
2 On the Origins and Discontinuities of Non-Euclidean Rowing: A Brief Pataphysical Introduction 
Rowing, once the domain of linear propulsion and agreeable fluid dynamics, was irrevocably fractured by the advent of Non-
Euclidean Rowing (NER) - a discipline wherein effort and motion are uncoupled, and boats frequently travel toward destinations that 
may not exist. 
 
NER challenges the classical assumptions of Euclidean hydrokinematics. As Dr. Taibhse Ceapaire of the University of Bàtaichean-
Ràimh observes, “The rower applies force along a fixed axis, but the water has long since agreed to different terms.” ² In such 
systems, rowing ceases to be about direction and instead becomes a dialogue with instability. 

First documented by Angus MacSgarbh of Inverchaorachain in 1817, NER was born of necessity when conventional oars failed to 
negotiate the hyperspatial vortices of Loch Dùilich.  MacSgarbh’s account, discovered half-burnt in a peat fire, includes cryptic 
notations: “port side collapsed inward” and “returning to a point I never left.” ¹ 

The Breugach Regatta of 1924, held in Loch Sgadan (coordinates withheld), marked the apex of formalised NER. Half the crews 
vanished mid-race, re-emerging as philosophical propositions. ³ The rest declared victory, though all boats were later found tied to 
the same buoy, facing opposite realities. 

To row non-Euclideanly is to accept that direction is an illusion, resistance is recursive, and victory may consist of simply remaining 
afloat in a geometry that does not wish you to be.   

Further research is discouraged. 

¹ MacSgarbh, A. (1817). Notes from the Inward Shore. Glenblister Archives. 
² Ceapaire, T. (1973). Hydrocontortion and the Rotational Dilemma. Journal of Nautical Ontology, 5(2), pp. 113–129. 
³ Guga, T. (1926). “The Breugach Regatta and the Eversion of the Crew.” In Sport and the Collapse of Dimension, Vol. IV. 

 



The bogs take your strength. The boulders and screes of Beinn A’Chaolais insult your 
knees. The climbs ask why? 

There was water, yes - but it mocked you. Na Garbh Lochanan, which in Gaelic means 
"the rough little lake" and in English means "don’t drink this," offered itself with menace.  
Infested with a soup of regrets - tadpoles, insects, and algae of prehistoric persuasion, I 
took one mouthful and retched.  

William, a man of indelicate constitution, gulped it like holy wine.  Drinking deeply, like a 
man refuelling his soul from a medieval cistern.  He thrives on pestilence and stagnant 
water. This is now a known fact of metaphysical biology. 

The climb over Beinn An’Oir passed in a haze. I stayed with Will until he began to 
ascend, realities I could not easily follow. His pink shorts, by now, had acquired a 
character of their own - what began as breathable nylon was now something 
theological. 

We climbed; I suffered. Will moved like a sermon, and I saw lines on Beinn Shiantaidh 
where before there was only heather. 

The cuckoo called as we descended, and its mournful repetition carved a hollow in my 
chest. Cuckoo. Cuckoo. It meant nothing, yet everything. 

Descending from Beinn Shiantaidh, I found my rhythm again, briefly forgetting my 
nausea and instead finding a deeper one upon reaching the stream from Loch an t-Siob, 
a liquid graveyard which Will loved as only he can love the revolting. 

It was on the road back to Craighouse, 5km of flat, honest suffering, that I nearly lost my 
soul. We had crossed bog, cliff, and divine absurdity, but it was tarmac - the devil’s 
carpet, which broke me.   The flatness was unbearable, the sky pressed down, and my 
steps became penance. 

Despite my suffering we still managed to set the 9th fastest time on Jura, moving us up to 
10th overall and 4th in our class.  I began to entertain (cautiously, like a man testing a 
dubious chair) the idea of a podium finish.  Soon it bloomed into an Ahabian obsession, 
dragging me forward through pain, pointlessness, and terrain seemingly designed by a 
lunatic god with a grudge against knees.   I had the mad hope that futility, if pursued 
hard enough, might count as progress. 

 

Interlude: The Becalming and the Error 
80NM / 21:16:47 
 
From Jura to Arran we went in a nautical circle, propelled by mistakes and hypotheses.  
Somewhere near the Mull of Kintyre, a decision was made.  We sought wind offshore. It 



wasn’t there. Boats passed us like truths we had ignored, smug with inshore wisdom. 
We, meanwhile, invented new synonyms for "stuck." We sailed through eternity. Murray 
and Alex saw shapes in the clouds. I saw nothing (this is sometimes preferable). 

There was no course, only direction: inward, and also upward. Our co-navigator, the 
Cuckoo, spoke only riddles and recited the wind’s secret names in a voice I 
remembered from my childhood. He did not steer; he listened.  Each yacht moved 
according to its captain’s clarity.  Some veered off into spirals of desire and never 
returned.  One yacht tried to tack against the current of thought and capsized into 
metaphor, whilst another appeared to be reversing into the eighteenth century.   Another 
collided with a buoy and underwent a theological crisis, a great debate erupting among 
the crew as to whether time existed.  (See APPENDIX TWO)  

The race dissolved just as we reached its centre - an island shaped like a question mark, 
whose sands whispered, are you still dreaming you are the sailor, or have you 
remembered that you are the sea? 

I stood on the deck of the Sorr of Appin, my hands calloused from invisible labours.  I 
dreamed up various ways forward including a pair of bicycles affixed to a propeller via a 
system of gears so convoluted it required a treatise. 

We waited days, or seconds - it made no difference. Time was the first Kantian Category 
that we surrendered to.  

 

Act V: Arran (An Corra-ghritheach) 
30.65KM / 1270M / 03:37:22 
 
But oh, Arran!  Island of finality.  Arran is the memory of a mountain.  The legs 
remembered themselves, and from 17th to 10th, we ascended the table like goats up a 
bell tower.  

The climb to Goatfell began with rhythm, and my breath came with purpose. The pain 
returned, but this time it spoke of direction, not doubt.  The summit came, and with it, a 
stillness so complete I nearly wept. 

William stood beside me, changed.  “I changed shorts,” he said. 

I nodded as this meant something. His shorts, always shifting, held significance. He 
wore now the Final Pair, the ones unseen, felt only in principle. The shorts of 
completion. 

We descended as if descending from self. 

As we traversed Brodick Bay I saw the heron.  He stood still in the marsh, watching me 
with the long, disapproving stare of a former school master.  The heron is both the 



mourner and the joke - sad by design, hilarious by implication. A symbol of solemnity, 
mocking all that is solemn.   I used to watch them from my window in my Mile End 
house, perched on chimneys like depressed philosophers.  They always looked 
miserable in a way that comforted me.  You look sad, Mr Heron, I used to think. I feel sad 
too.3 

But here on Arran, the heron seemed pleased.  When it departed, it did not ascend but 
vanished, as if recollected by a more coherent reality.  And as with the thistle, and the 
cuckoo before, I felt myself charged with a quiet, unaccountable force that carried me 
forward.   

Onwards to Lamlash we ran, picking off pairs of runners as we went, drawing them in 
like shadows returning to their source.  As in previous years I have felt stronger as the 
race has progressed, and in the final tally, our run across Arran was marked as the third 
fastest this year.  In truth, many of the fastest runners had retired or exploded, but still, 
in a race like this, survival is speed. 

  

Finale: The Sea’s Final Judgment and the Stew of Revelation 
22.6NM / 05:01:06 
 
We boarded the Sorr of Appin one last time. I was jubilant, if spiritually disintegrating. 
The sea, however, had other notions, and did not approve of our passage to Troon.  The 
seas violence was a cruel blow to two weary runners hoping to relax below deck and 
enjoy some of Brian’s stew: a dish as tempestuous as the journey itself. The secret to 

 
3 The Melancholy of Mile End Herons: A Brief Note 
It is a little-known but increasingly troubling observation that Ardea Cinerea Urbanis - the East London variant of the common grey 
heron - exhibits markedly higher levels of melancholia than its rural counterparts. First identified by Prof. Archibald Beakley in one of 
his more overlooked essays, ¹ the phenomenon has since puzzled ornithologists and metaphysicians alike. 
 
Dame Margret Featherstone later expanded this hypothesis and proposed that the heron’s prolonged stillness beside the Regent’s 
Canal constitutes not boredom, or postural dread, but a kind of urban augury: the daily ritual of awaiting nothing ². She attributes 
this gloom to prolonged exposure to the temporal static of the Regent’s Canal and the metaphysical inertia of the A11. 
 
Recent studies from the Institute for Urban Ornithological Grievance (IUOG, 2015) ³ reveal that herons in Tower Hamlets are 
uniquely burdened by the psychic residue of melancholic Victorian poetry and latent industrial regret. The iron aroma of the canal, 
mixed with forgotten bicycle frames and laminated menu leaflets from ghost restaurants, appears to disrupt the heron’s circadian 
divinatory instincts, leading to what Featherstone termed “beak-heavy existential slouch.” 
 
As Dr. Finchley Greb argued during one of his many his controversial UCL lectures, ⁴ “The Mile End heron does not glide, it hesitates 
through the air. It does not strike, it contemplates failure.” Current herons remain watchful, heavy with atmospheric grief, and largely 
indifferent to fish. 
 
¹ Beakley, A. Wetland Birds and the Emotional Geography of East London. Eelslime Press, 1902. 
² Featherstone, M. The Beak of Sorrow. Canalside Editions, 1978. 
³ Institute for Urban Ornithological Grievance (IUOG). Avian Despair in Post-Industrial Landscapes. Tower Hamlets Ornithographic 
Paper Series, Vol. 4, 2015. 
⁴ Greb, F. Why Birds Weep in Zones 1–3. UCL Journal of Theoretical Ornithological Sorrows, vol. 11 (Withdrawn), 2009. 

 



the stew was chopping everything whilst standing at 45 degrees to the boat, seasoning it 
with 25 knots of wind, and stirring it with an onslaught of 6-foot waves. (See APPENDIX 
THREE for full recipe).  The stew was a triumph, but not possible. The sea would not 
permit consumption. It permitted only nausea and reflection.   Food became an 
abstract, and eating was an ancient legend. The sea took hold of us, and all we could do 
was cling on. 

We lost a few places. I cared less than I should have.   We arrived in Troon, not as 
victors, but as those who had endured the joke.   

 

Coda: The End That Isn’t 

By the time we reached Troon, I was done.  Any thoughts of podiums had long since 
evaporated. What remained was a quiet respect for the act of moving forward, 
especially when lying down and becoming part of the landscape felt more reasonable. 
I’d had to dig deep this year - burning through ambition, glycogen, and most of my 
personality.  There was nothing left for videologs or Instagram (the sacred tasks of 
modern bards) and with little memory of how the race actually unfolded, I knew this 
year’s race report would require… creative padding.  

William had pulled me through as always - dragging me along like a stubborn idea you 
couldn’t discard, despite its holding you back at times.  I don’t know why he does it. 
Perhaps he is the heron, solemn and ridiculous, surviving off bog water alone.  

The boys on the boat kept us from drowning in anything but thought, and the craic, by 
and large, was of the highest calibre.  This was especially true once Brian and Murray 
began dispensing gin and tonics somewhere off the coast of reason, in that peculiar fold 
in space-time near the Mull of Kintyre, a location renowned for metaphysical weather 
and maritime despair, where causality goes to lie down for a bit. 

We did not triumph, we endured. And in certain races, that is victory enough. 
In trials such as these, only one truth remains: to finish. Ideally in one piece, or enough 
pieces to reassemble. 

Then, gazing out into the Troon night I saw the trinity once more.  The heron waited there, 
standing on one leg again, sly, eternal, unreadable.  One eye turned to me, the other to 
something beyond the visible.    The Thistle: stubborn, radiant, absurd. 

The cuckoo spoke once more before departing into the branches of an invisible tree: 
“The race was not to arrive, but to know why you began.”   

And in that stillness, I understood: the thistle wounds to awaken, the heron vanishes to 
point the way, and the cuckoo, eternally displaced, sings only where others forget how.  

 



Thank you. 

Boundless gratitude is due to the stewards and custodians of this strange and splendid 
contest.  To Sarah and Tobin, whose quiet precision and unerring hand sustains the 
entire unfolding - my sincerest thanks. There is, I think, no finer race in the known world. 

 

 
Team Sorr of Appin - SIPR25 

Brian Wiseman, Murray Wiseman, Alex Spence, William Bowers, Joe Stringer. 
Total time - 61:53:22 (Running 100km and 4500m climbing in 13:08:50. Sailing 200NM in 48:44:32). 

5th class position, 11th overall position, 8th running position, 15th sailing position. 
 

 

SIPR25 / Aphex Twin Nanou2 guitar cover music video -  https://youtu.be/7M1amkdBrE4 
 
Abridged audiobook   - https://youtu.be/1yFTpOoTRH8 

 

 

 

 

 
 

https://youtu.be/7M1amkdBrE4
https://youtu.be/1yFTpOoTRH8


APPENDIX ONE 

 

The Mull Gravitational Discrepancy and Atomic Disalignment Syndrome: A Provisional Report 

Those familiar with my 2024 race videolog will recall the particular afflictions I suffered 

on Mull, largely attributable to the island’s subtly intensified gravitational field and the 

widespread cellular electrostatic disruption caused by underlying magnetic anomalies. 

Recent investigations have confirmed the existence of the Mull Gravitational Discrepancy 

(MGD): a localised thickening of gravity, likely due to a subterranean deposit of spiritually 

rich rock. ¹ The symptoms I experienced can now be attributed to Atomic Disalignment Syndrome 

(ADS) - a transient but measurable misalignment in the subatomic harmony of key biological 

elements. ² 

I have since devoted much of the intervening year to investigating countermeasures. What 

follows is a summary of my most promising findings: 

 

• Reverse-Ionic Socks – These contain microfilaments of ferrous kelp designed to 

neutralize the erratic magnetism emanating from Mull’s substrata. ³ 

• Ben More Breathing Technique (BMBT) – A pattern of exhalation based on ancient bagpipe 

drone frequencies, discovered by accident in 1994 by an anonymous piper. Reportedly 

allows climbers to “float in defiance, if only spiritually.” ⁴ 

• Quantum Shorts – Woven with electro-affirmative fibres that oscillate gently when 

passing through zones of peak gravity tension, helping athletes pace effort and 

navigate energy sinkholes. (Not available in tartan yet.) 

• Chewing Iron-Rich Moss – Though nutritionally pointless, it distracts the jaw enough 

to stop climbers from complaining. 

• Atmospheric Tuning Forks (1926 Hz) – Used to recalibrate cellular electrostatic charge 

and restore harmonic oscillation across muscular and neurological pathways.  Can 

reduce muscular micro-resistance by up to 0.07% and briefly suspend disbelief in 

Newtonian fatigue. 

• Anti-Metaphorium Supplements – Unlicensed capsules encoded with the vibrational 

signatures of thistles formulated to restore elemental equilibrium at the atomic level 

and repel ambient low-frequency Metaphorium ions. (The unconfirmed element Metaphorium 

is detectable only in elevated altitudes around Ben More, and appears to interfere 

with mitochondrial intent and disrupt cellular unity)  

 

References 

¹ Dearg, C. (1998). Geo-spiritual Topographies of the Inner Hebrides. Hebridean Institute for 

Fringe Kinetics, Vol. 44. 

² O’Laiche, E. (2007). Atomic Disalignment Syndrome: From Theory to Theatre. Journal of 

Speculative Anatomy, Issue 13. 

³ Eamain, F. (2015). Kelp, Socks, and Subatomic Calm: Marine Solutions to Magnetic 

Turbulence. Hebridean Textile Reviews, Vol. 9. 

⁴ Ruith, A. (2002). Breath, and Bagpipes: Ancient Aerodynamics Reconsidered. Institute of 
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APPENDIX TWO  

Temporal Aberrations and Quantum Disturbances in the Vicinity of the Sound of Jura and the Mull of 

Kintyre: A Preliminary Misunderstanding 

By Dr. Uilleam Briogais-Ghoirid (Quantum Yachtist, Emeritus, former science teacher) 

Institute for Maritime Metaphysics and Applied Tea-Leaf Reading, Inbhir Bhòcaidh

Abstract 

This paper presents observational evidence for the persistent warping of local spacetime around the 

Sound of Jura and the Mull of Kintyre. Said regions are widely suspected by sailors, quantum 

physicists, and mildly clairvoyant dolphins to host disruptions of causality, logic, and 

thermodynamic etiquette. We propose a hybrid theory of nautical relativity, in which wind speed, 

yacht tilt, and spiritual fatigue contribute to unquantifiable anomalies including but not limited 

to: reversed time, infinite tacking loops, and gin appearing before it was poured.

1. Introduction 

The Sound of Jura and the Mull of Kintyre have long been regarded as nautical Bermuda Triangles, 

albeit wetter and more Scottish. Yachts attempting to round the Mull often find themselves 

simultaneously before and after the attempt, while those in the Sound report hallucinations of 

mountains shifting, stew cooking sideways, and time "looping like a knotted halyard.".  It is not 

uncommon for sailors traversing these waters to confidently declare to their runners an hour’s 

voyage remaining, only for landfall to occur mere minutes later - suggesting that time itself, in 

this region, may be more impressionistic than linear.

2. Methodology 

Observations were conducted aboard the yacht The Sorr of Appin, heeled at a steady 45°, over three 

non-consecutive years of the Scottish Islands Peaks Race. Quantum anomalies were recorded using 

standard devices: wristwatches, existential dread, and whether the sausages were cooked through.

3. Observations 

• 3.1. Time Reversals: During a tacking manoeuvre near the Mull, skipper Brian reported 

finishing a story he hadn’t begun telling yet. This was later corroborated by GPS data 

showing the vessel both approaching and fleeing the headland at once. 

• 3.2. Object Dislocation: A Pot Noodle opened near Jura was later found unopened in Troon. 

Theories include a mild wormhole or sabotage by a heron. 

• 3.3. Wind Variability as Wave Function: Wind was observed to exist in all states (dead 

calm, gale, and betrayal) until observed, at which point it either vanished or slapped the 

mainsail sideways. 

• 3.4. Entangled Conversations: Crew members reported finishing each other’s complaints, 

despite physical separation and differing grievances. 

4. Discussion 

The unique topography and mythopoetic atmosphere of the area seem to act as a quantum lens, 

refracting cause and effect like moonlight through the waters of a stagnant lochan. We postulate 

the existence of a Causal Fold near the Isle of Gigha, where intention becomes result without 

intervening action.  Attempts to explain this through conventional physics were abandoned after the 

ship's barometer began quoting Finnegans Wake.

5. Conclusion 

The evidence overwhelmingly supports the hypothesis that the Sound of Jura and Mull of Kintyre form 

a metaphysical eddy in spacetime. Further study is needed, though ongoing constraints - logistical, 

psychological, and ontological - require that future research unfold within atmospheres conducive 

to paradox, intuition, and dreams recalled imperfectly at dawn.

6. Acknowledgements 

We thank the sea for not swallowing us, the heron for its disapproving silence, and the stew for 

defying entropy.

Keywords: Quantum Nautics, Timefolds, Mull of Kintyre, Reluctant Causality, Heron Effects, Gin, 

Uncertainty Principle 



APPENDIX THREE  

 

Brian’s Windward Hotpot: A Nautical Alchemy in One Impossible Act 

To be prepared only aboard a yacht heeled over at no less than 45 degrees. 

 

Essential Equipment: 

• One gimballed stove (begrudgingly cooperative) 

• One foul-weather pot (large enough to cradle existential despair) 

• One wooden spoon, ideally older than the youngest crew member 

• One soul prepared for revelation through discomfort. 

Ingredients: 

• 6 pork sausages, ideally from a butcher with visible regrets 

• 1 tin of chopped tomatoes, opened with a knife that has done time in a toolbelt. 

• 1 onion, diced roughly, as precision leads to madness in a squall 

• 2 cloves of garlic, the treacherous kind — rich in flavour, poor in loyalty. 

• 1 tin of beans, any sort (navy beans preferred, for morale) 

• A dash of smoked paprika, or failing that, despair in powder form. 

• A glug of olive oil, to honour Mediterranean delusions. 

• Salt and pepper, measured by superstition. 

• 25 knots of wind, to season the stew and the soul. 

• 6-foot waves, for stirring (mechanical devices are cowardice) 

• One hallucination of land, to be added toward the end for depth of flavour. 

 

Preparation (This is not cooking. This is transformation): 

1. Brace yourself and the pan. You must be heeled at 45 degrees, starboard ideally, port 

if in moral crisis. Any attempt at balance is futile. Accept the list. The stew 

demands submission. 

2. Brown the sausages in a pan that skitters across the stove. Let them roll, then sear 

them with the fury of your forearms braced against the bulkhead. They must be cooked 

by will, not flame.  

3. Add onion and garlic. These must be caught mid-air as the yacht bucks. Dice quickly 

whilst quoting fragments of misunderstood Nietzsche. (This distracts the sea.) 

4. Pour in the tomatoes and beans. The can-opener will not work. Use a rigging knife or 

your own incisors. If a bit of sea gets in, do not mourn —it is the soul of the stew. 

5. Season with paprika, salt, and pepper. Ideally, these should spill onto the sole 

(floor) and be scraped back into the pot with a sailor’s boot. This adds complexity. 

6. Now stir — The waves will do this. They are the true cook. Do not resist the rhythm. 

Trust the motion. Doubt nothing except dry land. 

7. Simmer until philosophical clarity or mutiny arrives, whichever is sooner.

 

To Serve: 

Ladle into whatever hasn’t slid overboard with one hand while the other fends off sliding 

deck shoes and boiling liquids. Consume while seated on something that is not a seat. 

Ideally, eat with a crewmate who hasn’t slept in three tides and quietly weeps for reasons he 

says are older than the boat. 

It will taste of sausages, revelation, and something you cannot name but have always known.

Warning: Consuming this stew on land is a waste of ingredients and spirit. Its full flavour 

is released only in conditions of nautical doubt and metaphysical instability. 

Optional garnish: A heron’s gaze, a thistle thorn, or one clear note from a distant cuckoo. 



 

 

 


