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Michael Karoli (1948–2001)

All gates are open now, friend.

Valerie Weber, Kate Gambrill

and Leonard Bliszko who wrote

asking for more of The Man!


How the First Helandman of God was Maid

God and Sanct Petir was gangand be the way

Heiche up in Ardgyle, quhair thair gate lay,

Sanct Peter said to God, in a sport word,

‘Can ye nocht make a Helandman of this horss turd?’

God turned ower the horss turd with his pykit staff,

And up start a Helandman blak as ony draff.

Quod God to the Helandman ‘Quhair wilt thow now?’

‘I will down in the Lawland, Lord, and thair steill a kow.’

possibly Alexander Montgomerie (1545?–1610?)

There is no document of civilisation that is not at the same time a document of barbarism.

Walter Benjamin

You should never put the new antlers of a deer to your nose and smell them. They have little insects that crawl into the nose and devour the brain.

Kenko (1283?–1350?)


It wasn’t just during winters the ghost bags came in, rolling over across the dawn-hard fields from distant miles, tumbling for so long on themselves, inside out or inflated, bloated, as when Murdo in The Albannach found the ballooned-up dog, buried just beneath the sand, or in Gillespie: a living eel emerged from the drowned fisherman’s mouth, from its coiled home in his swollen stomach.

Maybe the ghost bags have rolled and bounced all the acres from mini-markets in the next villages, maybe further, from roadside skip bins; perhaps one hundred miles or more from distant cities or freed by some reversing bulldozer on the council landfill?

Rarely seen in the distances, though your eye is alert to all those types of strange horizon movements – some ancient instinct for far and dangerous fringe movement. So you generally never see the ghost bag arrivals. They stir and move on through these territories under cover of night or only when mankind is absent – unless: find the ghost bags at first light where they ended their nocturnal wanders!: snared on the top barbed-wire of the roadside fences – vibrating, thrumming wild in prevailing westerlies, non-degradable ends ragged, the wind alone and the continual resnaggings of the wayward, tattered ends have masticated the plastic rags down to a texture of sickly grey, dead flesh. Supermarket bags with weathered and fading blue logos from the multinationals, torn-off slicings of scratched polythene from hayricks and black domestic bin-liners, hopelessly multi-wrapped on the barbed-wire, lodged forever: flapping, twittering deep in the night.

Sometimes he takes his hunting knife and cuts the tethered ghost bags free, watches them chatter off across the fields and suddenly swerve, he is furious at their unpredictability.

At dusk, the fresh ploughed fields on either side of the roads make sky darker. Tractors are still working, turning back at cliff edges, letting the full beams of headlights cane out and drum across the surface of the black seas or lochs until they swing, deeply downgear, and shake back unto you. In fair weathers they’ll work all night, and seem quite beautiful in the darkness, halted mysteriously behind a copse, hotly illuminating fore and aft and with lights out on specialised, shaking booms as if some kind of mobile location unit creating a strange new cinema.

When he walks the backroads in daylight, the ahead crows wait till a last taunting moment to lift slow from the macadam before him where they pick at the flattened, sun-dried ruins of their own kind. The crows avoid the ghost bags, spooked by their withering vibrations. The hungrier the crows get the more they come to feed off one another’s corpses and all the more of them burst under the wheels of vans, cars and trucks until a steady theme of increasing slaughter and cannibalism leads him north.


The Nephew strode back into the Port like Dick Whittington, kit-bag shucked on his shoulder, and he was settled in his first pub, the pint being poured, willing acknowledgement in a few held stares but heads turned away. There should be some law against it. Banishment from town boundaries or whatever.

Some say he stayed above the Politician pub that still kept a few rooms in them days, on a bed that reached the window, sleeping solid for two nights, shouting away the bitch who changed the sheets and settling in English notes; others say that he stayed up the tower in the best guest house in town, his resources falling short of a hotel. Some might say that he moved direct to the tinkers’ campsite, drank a few whiskies in the Farmer’s Den, then went banging on the caravan sides till he found his mother’s. Ten days anyway and he was chucking sacks in the agric supplies barn below the hanging rows of peat cutters and rubber waders. Clearing rats with expertise.

Nights and afternoons off he kept to himself, avoided the pubs where anything happened, sat away from the men who most certainly don’t have wives in the Upper Bar in top town or in Outertown Lounge. He would make each pint last exactly forty minutes and read paperbacks, canny enough to make sure they were nothing too lofty.

Morbidly curious, the Nephew’s only society was splitting a can Special Brew with the disgraced train driver, him never the same after his runaway foster-daughter drowned crossing the Sound on the little illegal ferry – no more than a sloop with nary enough life-jackets; and her a smart piece and a right little ride that wrote some novel book no less, that you saw, thumbed and passed among the young ones in the pubs. It was always said she was the best bit of real writer that ever rose above these bogs and a hot-buttered looker of a girl too that ended up and got her tender bits shared out and devoured down among the crabs and fishes which cautions her kind right for letting few enough of us get a taste of them; aye, her book didn’t help her float no better, the Nephew was heard to remark after her foster-dad had stumbled out.


The Man Who Walks moved down those slopes with a camping pack on his back and his unlit pipe upside down in his mouth to stop it filling with the rain. On the end of each long arm dangled a carrier bag. Both bags were filled full of water, the plastic handles strained against his hands, and he had to hold the bags out to get them clear of his moving legs.

The bag he held with his left arm had a large dead salmon floating inside, curled around against the plastic; you could see its silver flank of scales. The other bag just had water in it that splashed out in response to his erratic walk.

It was still raining when he arrived outside the Hotel. In the Hotel carpark, next to two parked buses, he tipped out the water from the bags. He wrapped the salmon in one and laid it by his boot; then, using two fingers, he reached up to his left eye and removed it. It was a glass eye. After he’d taken out the glass eye he poked into the dark recess of the socket and from beneath the little flap of skin he removed a small tin-foil package of cannabis resin. He unwrapped it, used his thumbnail to split away more than half, then swallowed the lump of resin. He wrapped the remaining portion and put it back in the socket behind the eye, which he replaced. He picked up the salmon and crossed to the door of the lounge bar. Inside, the Hotel was busy with tourists from the buses who would have been staying there that night.

When he reached the bar he said, ‘A score of nips.’

‘A score? You want twenty whiskies for the bus party?’ The barman slid out a tray, then started to count twenty shot glasses.

The Man Who Walks shouted, ‘In one glass, man; in one glass!’

The barman looked at him, sighed, reached for a tankard and started filling it with repeated shots of whisky.

The Man Who Walks slapped the salmon on the bartop. ‘Cash or fish?’ he asked.

The barman said, ‘Look, sir, barter went out with the Middle Ages, it’ll have to be the legal tender.’

The Man Who Walks took a very large wad of wet one-pound notes from his greatcoat pocket and, with one eyebrow raised, peeled the paper notes; a few tore in half they were so sodden, but he stuck them down on the wooden bartop.

The barman collected over twenty of the soaked notes and half notes but didn’t put them in the till, he laid them out to dry on a radiator by some beer crates. The barman rang up the till and put the change down beside the dead fish. ‘Can you take that off the bar, please.’

The Man Who Walks took the fish off the bar and put it inside the plastic bag. ‘What a beautiful big fish, is it a salmon?’ a nearby tourist asked.

The Man Who Walks removed his glass eye again, grinned at the tourist, then said, ‘Look into my mind.’ The tourist moved sharply away.

The Man Who Walks took a small case from inside his overcoat. He opened it and removed his drinking eye. This glass eye was similar to his other but the white of the eye was specially rivered with reddened blood vessels designed to match with his living eye after the consumption of twenty whiskies. He fitted the red eye in.

An hour and three-quarters later it was after closing time and the lounge bar was deserted apart from The Man Who Walks; his tankard still had a good dose of whisky in the bottom.

The barman repeated, ‘Come on now, sir. I’ll have to ask you for your glass.’

The Man Who Walks picked up the carrier bag: the upside-down dead eye of the fish and its gaping mouth were inside, pressed against the greyish-looking plastic. He lifted the salmon out by its head, clamping the gills with his grip, he gently tipped the whisky from the tankard into the open mouth of the dead fish, careful not to spill a drop, then banged the emptied tankard down on the bartop. Good night! he yelled. He stepped out of the Hotel into the rainy darkness and held the big salmon’s mouth up to his own, then tipped his head back and gulped all that whisky out from the insides of that fish. Then The Man Who Walks took the salmon’s tail in both hands, swung back and gave the big bastard a good fling across the road. The fish went spinning through the night, then landed with a bump on the roof of one of the buses – no doubt leading to a lot of shitey speculation among the tourists in the morning concerning the feeding habits of the golden eagle, etc, etc, but meanwhile he was off, striding into the wet black of nightimeness with his thumbs under the straps of his camping pack. He moved along the backroads, across the Concession Lands, between the outlying homes he made his way through the darknesses until he came to a slight gradient in the road where he halted. He stepped into a flat field and strode into the blackness. There was a large crack and a blue explosion as he walked into an electric cattle fence cranked up to the max. He yowled, fell backwards into a puddle on his arse. He could not see a thing in front of him, behind him, to his left or to his right, so he did not know where the electric fences were, out there, in the dark, waiting for him.

The Man Who Walks sat still in the raining field and chuckled in the dark, then let out a sound more like a sob. He leaned forward and swung his backpack off. He pulled out a set of poles which clinked together and sounded like tent poles. But they were not. He was unfolding the plastic walls and roof of a child’s Wendy House which he often used for his camping expeditions. He tried to get up on his feet to pitch the Wendy House, but he was mortal as a newt and slumped back on his arse each time. Eventually he unlaced his boots and removed them, then lay back and just pulled the Wendy House plastic up to his chin like a sheet.

He started snoring, water made bubbles in his upturned nostrils and there was also the sound, in the darkness, of big raindrops pattering down on the plastic. In the morning his boots were filled with water.

In the afternoon sun, carrying a new bag of water, The Man Who Walks came down off those hills. He entered Old Greyhead’s General Store to get provisions. He placed purchases on the counter beside the till, spilling water from his bag all over the floor as he moved. He bought four cans of South Atlantic pilchards and one can of North Atlantic pilchards! He bought Clann tobacco, two copies of the Daily Telegraph, two copies of the Financial Times and two copies of The Times.

‘It’s brightened up a lot now, hasn’t it?’ said Old Greyhead.

‘Shut your mouth and give us a carrier bag,’ The Man Who Walks said, and he’d forgotten to change his drinking eye so he had one red eye and one clear one. Although he stinks, shouts, spills water and once shat pilchard skitters on the floor of the shop, then wiped his arsehole with a dead pigeon, Old Greyhead held The Man Who Walks in the highest regard because of the quality newspapers he reads.

‘Good afternoon now, sir,’ Greyhead said, following The Man Who Walks with a swishing mop.

The Man Who Walks moved up the paths to his one-storey house on the hill. He emptied the bag of water into a 45-gallon drum in the overgrown garden which the rain had already filled, so it poured down the sides. He opened the front door to his house. Afternoon sun still shone over his shoulder but it was dark in there: pitch dark. He shut the door behind him, got down on all fours and dragged the carrier bag of provisions, crawling forwards though the network of filthy papier-mâché tunnels and igloos he had constructed inside the rooms and corridors of the house: the papier-mâché made from years and years of never-read quality newspapers.


Man Who Walks walks the lifted rail line. At the toes of his boots, silently glinting in moonlight, minute sections of flat, broken glass. He stoops, lifts a fragment, held between two fingers, he thrusts it out to the full moon: green. He squints. Or should that be, ‘he squint’? examining the glass fragment with his one eye, the remaining one. He wipes the glass pristine on the rags of his coat. The glass colour is somewhere towards blue from green but not as far as aquamarine or turquoise. Other specks of glass are rich red, or even rarer, little bits with a colour between yellow and orange. The Man Who Walks has marked these locations with white stones, for there is always several miles of lifted track between the patches where the little scatterings can be found, like the remnants of stained glass from some ransacked church. But, in fact, this was the lens glass of the mechanical semaphore signals from the old, gone, Ballachulish railway.

The Man Who Walks takes the pieces of glass and fixes them into his eye, secure on the chewing-gum he has plugged his hollowed socket with. Behind the gum, inside the hollowness of his skull, he has jammed the miniature key-ring torch he got from a Christmas cracker, switched to the ON position. In the coldness of dark it generates a comforting heat deep in there. In the night’s blackness, little fragments of red, yellow and green glass, which cluster like large fish eggs in his eye, glow incandescent with the ghostly light from behind.


The Man Who Walks was afraid of swallowing wasps. True, he wandered beneath the mountain tops with that decay-ridden, halitosis-haunted cave drooling, wide open, and what self-respecting wasp would ever have entered? Regardless, he rigged up a gauze wire mouth-guard around his jaw which, combined with the variety of objects he’d fix in his eye socket, terrified village street urchins at one hundred yards. Then he took to wearing a cardboard box on his head with eyeholes. This was some protest against him losing his driving licence and various anti-police slogans were painted on the sides and rear of the box, and the NATO star insignia on the top, in case of aerial attack. He eventually found a compromise by strapping his mother’s old canary cage over his head, opening the little door when he wanted to pass in a beer can to his lips or toss some pony nuts to the back of his throat.

In those days he was living at the seamen’s hostel by the pier but was soon enough ejected after he sawed his bed in two and threw it out the window at night for the high tide to take away. He’d passed himself off as a seaman since he’d rowed into the bay with a dinghy stole from somewhere. With the loss of the bed at sea he was forced to take accommodation elsewhere. He lived in a cave down Gallanach. It was around this time the mountain-rescue mascot, a St Bernard who they’d take with them on the helicopter, went missing. Legend always had it, when The Man Who Walks vacated his cave, a perfectly skinned St Bernard’s fleece was hung from the wall with two glass eyes stuck in the appropriate gaps. There was a violently broken-open brandy barrel too.

With mysterious funds, The Man Who Walks’d row across the bay to the Dinghy Supply Shop twice a day for different coloured distress flares to light the unthinkable goings-on in his cave.


In 1966, when the Ballachulish branch closed, I was twenty-one and I had an interview with the English water authority. Sewage works. South of London. I’d never left Argyll before. Using my railway pass I went to visit my Uncle Robert in Edinburgh.

Ah, how naïve I seemed in those days! Dear Uncle Robert wasn’t so much an uncle as a former inamorato of my mother’s; a brilliant sunset had brought them together on the esplanade one Glasgow Fair, down near the sewage outflow and the dead seagulls. Uncle Robert had an actual flat in Edinburgh, modest and situated above a well-stocked, exotic-smelling fishmongers, but a flat nonetheless. He worked for the civil service. He also had a good spare suit, worn at the elbows, but suitable for any interview, he thoroughly believed. We removed the black bun mother had baked for him from the brown paper and we wrapped the suit. Then Uncle Robert showed me the sights of Edinburgh, for sights are always free: the castle with its one o’clock gun which made Uncle Robert leap into the gutter of Princes Street, on account of his war experience, he explained to me, though he smelled of drink. Princes Street itself, where Mother had triumphed so well in her driving test for Heavy Goods Vehicles. The enormous clock tower of the North British Hotel, always running a few minutes fast to spur rail travellers promptly to their trains! Waverley Station, all covered in with glass but not as gracious as our own station at home, I argued, over a shared half pint of the 80 shilling in the old Talisman bar. Then it was up to the Heart of Midlothian cobbles which Uncle Robert taught me to spit upon, which brought us back to his neighbourhood for a fish tea and to bed. Uncle Robert insisted on climbing in with me as there was only one bed.

Limping to catch the London train in the morning, my expression was rapt on the face of the North British clock, my suit neatly folded under my arm, though, I had to admit, slightly redolent of fish. A big Deltic diesel drew from the station, all 3,300 hp of it. Cor!! Away beneath the Observatory we went (which they had to close, and cart away the telescope somewhere else because of the rising smoke from the steam trains which obscured the heavens). Ah, but those days were the twilight of the steam engine, Great Britain was changing.

How could I have been prepared for the glory that was London laying in wait for me, beyond the great, luminous arch of King’s Cross Station? It was a beautiful day. With my excellent map reading I soon reached Soho where I was promptly robbed by a young man with hair so long at first I had taken him for an attractive girl; well, that was why I removed my trousers anyway, up the alleyway, and he ran off with them. But nothing could dampen my spirits. Ever prepared, I simply donned the fish-tainted trousers of Uncle Robert’s suit to which a few crumbs of my dear mother’s black bun still clung; with an outpouring of nationalist feeling I almost shed a tear for my homeland. But what did a pair of worn breeks matter? I had my railway pass, I was young, healthy, alive in a vibrant London.

I wandered to Hyde Park where I asked the young people about Churchill’s funeral the previous year but none of them seemed to wish to discuss it. ‘Here, smoke this,’ was their refrain. I began to feel wonderful.

I spent that night beneath an interesting construction of deckchairs in a starlit Hyde Park with some young people. They chattered and dozed all night, telling me of wonderful things. The next day I continued my journey to Uncle Laurence’s house at an address in South London, after having exchanged some money for the smoking material the young people introduced me to. He wasn’t really my Uncle Laurence but an inamorato of my mother’s. He was a gruff and curt man, who worked for the defence ministry on what he claimed were top-secret researches and he didn’t seem impressed by my forthcoming interview scheduled for the following morning. He told me he had to leave for work early and I would need to see myself out. ‘You’ll be missing your porridge,’ he’d kept repeating, his hand on my thigh. His disregard for my interview didn’t seem to stop him joining me in my bed that night, so he could make sure I awoke in time, he told me, and he persuaded me it was customary in England to perform a variety of outrageous acts.

Come the morning, I took advantage of the stewed tea, bread and jam Uncle Laurence had set out for me.

It was another beautiful day and, anxious to impress my future employers with my punctuality, I set forth early for my interview, changing trains several times in stations with unfamiliar names. The track condition was immaculate. When I reached the town that was my destination, I held out the letter of interview proudly to the policeman by a flower stand, asking him the quickest route to Main Street where the Water Board headquarters were based. The policeman looked at the address disapprovingly.

‘This says Farnham,’ the policeman said.

‘Yes,’ I smiled.

‘You’re in Fareham. You’ve come to the wrong town for your interview, my lad.’

I rapidly boarded another train. After several awkward changes I at last, now over an hour and a half late, arrived at the station of my destination. I raced to the first local shop and showed them the letter, pleading for the quickest possible dispatch to Main Street and the Water Board headquarters.

‘This says Farnham,’ the shopkeeper announced

‘Yes!’ I shouted, anxiously.

‘This is Feltham.’

Back at the railway station I compared the place name on the letterhead to the blue and white station sign. No doubt about it.

It was late evening by the time I reached the Water Board headquarters at Farnham. The offices were in darkness. I decided I would sleep on the steps, despite the pressure this would bring to bear on my suit, then explain my mistake to the Area Manager in the morning. I rolled myself another of the expensive cigarettes the young people in Hyde Park had sold me. When a friendly bobby strolled over, dashing his torch at me, enquiring why I was sprawled on the steps, I asked him for a light. Once I’d got it going he chased me for several streets until I escaped into a railway marshalling yard. I doubled-back through rear gardens and allotments, smoking my cigarette, and would you credit what I came upon, glinting in the flux of moon and the glow from the fireboxes of the shunting engines? A pear tree, but each pear fruit flourishing within a glass bottle, dozens of them supported by a structure. To make a special liqueur, I believe! London was one helluva town, I decided.

I managed to reach Uncle Laurence’s door very late that night and he was unimpressed by my nonchalance. I kept laughing as I explained what had happened. Words were nothing so much as olive stones in my mouth while Laurence seemed to issue forth an electric procession of questions. It would be fair to say he beat me. Then insisted on making up. Deep in the night, during his acts, he muttered a very strange thing to me that I still remember to this day. ‘The Americans’ (he said) ‘plan to carve aircraft carriers out of gigantic icebergs.’ It crossed my mind Uncle Laurence might be on drugs, like I was. The following day, I confess, I spent lounging alone in his bed trying to work out the facts of my situation. My postulation led to the hypotheses that perhaps I was shafted, or perhaps things would come up rosy for me. Like old Aschenbach, I was ‘inclined to the former hypothesis’.

What would have become of me if I hadn’t met Tangerine? She found me, that day, beneath a tree in Hyde Park reading a paperback the young men had given me called Steppenwolf. She asked me if I was inspired by the book. I entered into conversation with her, explaining the book greatly interested me, quoting to her lines that I still like to quote today, such as: ‘man is an onion’, or ‘the hair on my brush grows grey’. She seemed to be impressed by my trenchant interpretations and explained to me how the book, in her mind, was a ‘gateway to transformation’ concerning a man’s personal journey, from ‘squareness’ to ‘hipness’, as she put it. Then she asked if I’d any bread, by which she meant money, then she sold me a pill, and selected an identical one for herself. We swallowed each and we went, hand in hand already, as little children do, to the Rialto to goggle at Morgan: A Suitable Case for Treatment, which, under the circumstances, was a glorious motion picture. I vowed there and then to work in the motion picture business, which I have done, to great success.

Then I took Tangerine with me back to Uncle Laurence’s, both to discourage his interfering with me and also, confusedly, to show off Tangerine. I didn’t think Uncle Laurence’s house would impress Tangerine, but despite her non-materialistic beliefs she expressed a great deal of admiration for the building’s handsome proportions as we approached, hand in hand, up the street that day. When we arrived there, however, the large house was crowded with strangers and neighbours who immediately went silent at my sight. ‘This is Laurence’s nephew who has been staying for a few days,’ announced a neighbour (who I’d never seen before in my life) to a formally-dressed man with short hair. I was led along into a private room and told he had the sad duty of informing me as the only next of kin that Laurence (he referred to him by his surname) had been in a terrible accident at the Atomic Research Station where he had been working. The details of his research were covered by the Official Secrets Act so he could tell me no more.

‘I understand, I’m a Churchill man,’ I said, winking. Laurence had met his death due to a terrible radiation leak.

I was stunned and Tangerine helped me through those difficult hours, regularly taking me to a private place to smoke from the substantial variety of apparatus she kept concealed on her lithe figure. She came with me to the hospital where I was to sign some forms allowing the Ministry of Defence to handle the burial at their expense. The acid pills we had also taken that day made this experience all the more bizarre, especially when we arrived at the hospital and found that poor Laurence’s body was so radioactive it had burned through the hospital table and thumped to the floor. They put him in a wooden coffin, but he burned through that also.

Laurence’s internment was a sad affair. He had to be buried in a huge lead coffin that was lowered into the grave by thick chain hung from a huge crane which was parked far down on the main road. I noticed none of the Ministry of Defence mourners were standing within thirty feet of the coffin. The few neighbours who had attended stood back also, so only Tangerine and I stood near enough the grave to kick in a few clouds of dusty soil, then the men in big silver suits and helmets rapidly rushed over with long shovels to sweep in the debris on top of the coffin and consign Laurence to his buzzing afterworld. Just as well Tangerine and I were cauterised by smoking joints and ingesting acid tablets back at the house.

Laurence’s house seemed to have passed into my hands without question while his greater estate was pored over sluggishly by distant solicitors, so it was here Tangerine and I came to be living with one another, as man and wife (and a good deal more). Tangerine had so many young, intelligent, lively friends who she slowly moved in – and who we came to call the Colony. Almost all men, I noticed, apart from a frail, slim girl they called Hot Water Bottle who seemed to move from mattress to mattress and often joined Tangerine and I as they both instructed me in the mysteries of lovemaking. Believe me, those acts were a complete mystery.

We all lived for free, and since one or two members of the Colony actually worked, writing pieces for various journals and newspapers, they contributed to the electricity and rates bills so we could live in peace, playing the record-player section on the radiogram, which was switched on at all times, with ‘Flowers’ and John Mayall’s ‘Blues-breakers’, despite the objections of the neighbours. I am not at liberty to pass on the names of all the other members of the Colony, for many of them in the early 70s, like myself, went on to be members of outlawed organisations and extreme political factions. Some of them were to go on and join Red Faction and affiliated groups in Germany, France and the RAF in Italy and some even graduated to liberation groups in Wales and Scotland, ho, ho. I, for instance, became a member of the Screenwriters’ Guild.

How to describe the wonder of that summer and indeed the next two years as we lived as a commune in Laurence’s large and charming old house? Tangerine allowed me to share and learn from so many things: records, books, visits to the theatre to see the plays of Joe Orton, concerts of rock music, drugs and, more dubiously, the communal soup. I grew my hair and began to wear the clothes that Tangerine chose for me rather than my sober suits. The old year passed and a new one came and I was in love with Tangerine and she was in love with me, but she said I had to learn not to be possessive, as when members of minor rock bands took her to foreign countries, sometimes for two weeks, or when she made love to another member of the Colony. I knew I was lucky, but it was true. I wanted nobody but her. And if that isn’t love, what the fuck is? But Tangerine was enchanted by my Scotchness. Her favourite poem, rather bizarrely, I believe it would be fair still to say, was that absurd wonder, ‘The Bothie of Tober-na-Vuolich’, by Emerson’s friend, Arthur Clough.

Oh, those evenings on the hard, rough floorboards covered in colourful mats, the waning sun streaming in through unwashed windows when Tangerine and I would read aloud those wonderful verses to each other as candlelight took hold:


There is it? there? Or there we shall find our wandering hero? Here in Badenoch, here, in Lochaber anon, in Lochiel, in Knoydart,

Moydart, Morar, Ardgower, and Ardnamurchan,

Here I see him and here: I see him; anon I lose him!

Even as cloud passing subtly unseen from mountain to mountain.



We used to visualise how we might withdraw from the class struggle for a few years to live in the Highlands. A few frolicking lambs, fresh eggs from the scratching chickens. For Tangerine and I it evoked Clough’s immortal line


There shall he, smit by the charm of a lovely potato-uprooter, Study the question of sex in the Bothie of What-did-he-call-it.



I described to them my humble upbringing, my years as a plateman walking the railway line to the quarry village of Ballachulish. I was a member of the proletariat they were so anxious to save with their Bakunin, Marcuse, McLuhan and Fanon and their Pedagogy of the Oppressed and Sartre and Jung and worst of all torturous Tolkien, which we would read aloud in the candlelight to one another.

It’s my opinion 1967 was a fine year for the long-playing record of popular music, Their Satanic Majesties Request, Days of Future Passed, Tim Hardin 1, Disraeli Gears, Piper at the Gates of Dawn, Are You Experienced?, Ptoof!, Kinks Live at the Kelvin Hall, The Grateful Dead, The
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