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Conamara/Connemara

In Search of the Donkey Boat
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I

Lost Boats

SOUTH CONNEMARA IS as famous for its writers and singers as for its dangerously rocky shores. In writing about the fractals of the shore, Tim Robinson showed how this storied richness emanated from the infinite length and vast diversity of the coastline. But these same fractals make this a place of many perils. Along hundreds of complex miles of peninsula and island shore, most regions have rocks so razor sharp they’d shred a traditional cowhide currach in moments.

The land, too, has long been labelled ‘difficult’. When the English philanthropist James Tuke travelled here in 1880, he described

a very wild, stony, desolate region, covered for many miles with boulders and large granite slabs and stones along the shores of little bays, near which were scattered many villages and houses scarcely discernible at times from the huge rocks against which they are sheltered. It seems incredible that any sustenance can be gained at all amidst this wilderness of rock, rivalling Petra in its barrenness.

It is perhaps unsurprising that this rocky edge developed some of the most sophisticated boat technologies ever to have existed. Even a casual glance quaywards will show that highly specialised local craft, built from wood or canvas, have never been replaced by mass-produced and crudely multi-purpose vessels. From 1976 onwards, an extensive revival of seagoing traditions has made Connemara waters the envy of the wooden boat world. In regattas and on saints’ days, dozens of boats are brought together for celebrations of the seaways. Crowds descend on tiny piers with little infrastructure. Cars block lanes. Boats are moored three deep along the jetties. Mass might be said in a lifeboat station, where a miraculously unscratched chip van is squeezed between dry-stone walls.

In February 2020, I wandered the South Connemara islands with Peter Bailey, skipper of the Galway hooker An Capal. We drove through the Lettermullen rain to visit the region’s most celebrated boats, as well as a few shoreline shells of once-famous craft, lost for lack of crew to love them or funds to renew sails or hulls. Peter knew, in detail, the ancestry of every living vessel or broken pile of planks for miles around. We bumped into owners of these craft, who embodied, perhaps more than anywhere else I went, the habit of speaking of vessels as members of the family, with feelings and minds of their own. I spent my afternoons indoors, helping out on restorations of Galway hookers in two of the workshops on the Claddagh. I loved the way that when old, mouldering boats were renewed, their pieces were replaced one by one with new wood. In a method guaranteed to catch a historian’s attention, old forms become the template for renewal and the past guides the construction of the future.

I’d prepared for this trip by talking boats in London with the great chroniclers of Connemara life, Tim and Mairéad Robinson. With their input, and that of families such as the Baileys, I’d felt a welcome sense that my quest for the small boats of Connemara would feel like collaboration with many lovers of Atlantic life. But by the time I made my next Connemara journeys, three years later, much had changed. The Covid-19 pandemic had caused the seemingly vigorous revivals to falter. Festivals struggled to draw their customary crowds, while many vessels that sparkled with fresh paint in 2020 had gone unused so long that they’ll need huge investment ever to sail again: local people could reel off, with frowns, the list of celebrated boats laid up ashore. More sadly still, most of those I’d talked with on the previous trip, including Peter, Tim, and Mairéad, had passed away. My ocean pilgrimage and writing felt, now, like a tribute to, rather than a collaboration with, the extraordinary generation of seafarers, storytellers, and singers who’d led Connemara’s great revival in appreciation of the sea.

I returned to Leítir Mealláin (Lettermullen), this time to visit Pádraig Ó Sabhain, whose recent doctoral dissertation captures and preserves the memory and knowledge of past bádóirí (boat men and women). We wandered the islands, just as I had three years before, and dropped in on owners and builders of local boats, seeking stories. We drank tea and blackberry wine while annotating maps with spots on small islands where renowned rowers once lived and worked. My interest had been piqued by a unique style of rowed boat that’s almost completely lost from memory: Pádraig’s thesis is one of only two or three texts ever to have done more than simply list its name.

The boat that had caught my interest was a rowed class of Galway hooker that’s tied, intimately, to the extremely localised geography of south Connemara’s islands. Nothing has been more iconic of the Connemara cultural revival than the sailing hooker. In the 1970s, these boats re-emerged, labelled ‘leisure craft’ rather than ‘working boat’, and large regattas became the centrepiece for celebrations of far more than just sea travel. Reading accounts of the first events is an emotive affair, as old Connemara people, teary-eyed, describe the bristling thickets of masts of the gathered Galway hookers. These, they stressed, were sights from their youth that they’d never imagined could occur again. The largest hookers have a huge carrying capacity (up to twenty tonnes) and are distinctive because of the way they combine this practicality with jaw-dropping flamboyance on the water. To see them lean as they turn a narrow bend is like watching a breakdancer; or perhaps it’s as if Transit vans had been designed as the most elegant vehicles on the road.

Since the revival began, lists of the classes of hooker include four sailing vessels. The full-size bád mór (meaning simply ‘big boat’), like Peter Bailey’s An Capal, transported peat and limestone between the Aran Islands and shores to north and south. The vast tourist industry on Inis Mór began when a bád mór skipper with creaking joints started letting visitors aboard on condition they pay their passage by unloading his peat on the island. His descendants run the thriving ferry business now.

The next class of boat was the leath bháid (‘half boat’). More agile in tight bays or channels, this was the seaweed boat, hauling large volumes of the lucrative algae from where it settled on skerries to coastal towns and villages. Many Connemara women walked large distances, heavy burdens on their backs, to exchange this seaweed for wool from the slopes of the Twelve Bens, which they’d then turn into the finest flannel clothing.

The other two classes of hooker are sized similarly to each other. The gleoiteog – a name derived from the Irish for ‘pretty’ – is like a miniature bád mór, rigged with a large mainsail and two small foresails (known as ‘gaff rigging’). The púcán, however, has a single sail (a ‘dipping lug’): unlike the others, it is rigged so that it needs no more than one sailor.

This list of boats usually accounts for the entire family tree of the Galway hooker. Yet in the era of working boats, the tree had a fifth branch. There were very few, then, of the two smallest sailboats, and in their place was the vessel that was the object of my interest. This was a mastless ship known simply as a bád iomartha (‘rowed boat’). Báid iomartha were unique to this region of south Connemara, where they did the work of canvas-hulled craft elsewhere. Their form was as elegant as the sailing hookers, though often even sturdier. They had the larger boats’ beautiful sweeping lines (there’s supposedly never a straight line in a Galway hooker). And, at the top of the hull, they had the same extravagant curve inwards called a ‘tumble-home’.

This craft was far, far heavier than most rowed boats. Where rowers in other local vessels sat one in front of the other, each with two oars of around twelve feet, each rower in a bád iomartha held one great eighteen-foot beast of an oar. They sat with the starboard rower in front, port behind. In the worst weather, a third rower would hold a steering oar astern so the storm couldn’t drive the bow askew. With the potential to carry three tonnes of cargo, this was among the most demanding rowing boats ever made. But it ran straight and true in weather fierce enough to discombobulate a currach, and in the right hands it could navigate the most windswept rocky channels. On the rare occasions when báid iomartha are mentioned, it’s the exceptionally long sweeping strokes made by their skilled rowers that receive remark.

On the islands of Leitir Móir and Fornais, I visited two people who recalled, as children, watching báid iomartha race, and so Pádraig and I began a search for written records of such occasions. Before the 1970s revival, two small regattas stuttered on in little sea-edge townships, and the people we visited remembered báid iomartha taking part in both. But we could find just one written record, which dated to a race day in 1938. The weather had been rough and there was much disruption of clashing oars and splintering wood. But a bád iomartha mustered ‘all the speed she had’ to defeat every local currach.

When widespread interest in traditional boats was revived after 1976, all rowed races were conducted in small, light currachs in which anyone could get involved. The bád iomartha was seen as ill-suited to leisure boating, since only long-term use could build the specific strengths to row it far. Perhaps more significantly still, the rough and rocky seas in which it thrived were ones no rower today would be asked to brave.

For two hundred years before the decline of the peat trade, báid iomartha had been crucial to the Galway hooker’s world. They navigated shallow coastal waters to load up bigger boats, and rowed peat and seaweed out to islands when the weather wasn’t right to raise sail. They were most significant as ferries: social boats taking island children to school and adults to visit friends across the sounds. One island I’d paddled out to on a cold and breezy afternoon, Inis Bearachain, was famous for its bád iomartha rowers. There’s a tale of an island woman, her waters breaking, who somehow took her boat across the sound to Leitir Móir alone, in order to seek a lift to Galway and give birth in hospital. Local priests took báid iomartha from island to island to deliver Mass. Small shops beside the water (some without road access) might have a dozen pulled up at their frontages, and many shopkeepers had their own báid iomartha as their chief delivery vessels.

Today, there’s not a single bád iomartha still in use. Nor are there any in museums or in dry dock. Some were left rotting on the shoreline, but others were sawn in half, then rebuilt with extra planks and a mast: many of today’s racing gleoiteoga and púcáin were made from working báid iomartha in this way. With the help of local boatbuilders, I collected the names of converted boats, and information on where a few could be found. Yet it always took time for people to see why this was the focus of my interest. Peter Bailey, as the last skipper of a sailing hooker to carry oars aboard, had seemed like someone who might be sympathetic to rowed boats. But when I’d told him I wished to write not about the elegant sailboats like his own An Capal (which means ‘the Horse’) but the bulky little báid iomartha, he couldn’t hide confusion: ‘Why would you write about those? No one’s interested in those. That’s the donkey boat!’

Soon I was drawing comfort from the refrain ‘no one ever asks about those’, and coming to love the idea of báid iomartha as salt-strewn donkeys. This made them far more interesting, I thought, than the waterborne equivalents of a thoroughbred racehorse might be. It was once a mistake of much historical research to assume that the sophistication of a society, or the complexity of an economy, was revealed only in luxury goods and long-range trade. There’s at least as much magic in goods moved locally in bulk (like peat or seaweed), in ordinary, everyday transport (such as donkeys or rowed boats), and in the songs and stories people make from these ‘small’ things. To hear the splash of oars in water is still as eloquent of the storied coastal past as is the sound of braying echoing across a bay. And life on the little islands once relied on báid iomartha, just as fully as a family’s well-being demanded a donkey. No boat could be more beguiling or profound.

I scoured boat surveys for mentions of báid iomartha. The only things I found were expressions of surprise at the number of their rotting hulls along the shore. The most recent survey, in 2015, voiced sentiments that were perfectly predictable (because they appeared in each earlier survey too): ‘The number of Báid Iomartha, 44 encountered [9 per cent of the total boats surveyed], came as a surprise to the survey team, even those with an intimate knowledge of the area and its boats.’ That these failures of memory can be repeated every decade shows the power of this boat to reveal dynamics of memory and forgetting, tradition and innovation, survival and revival. They raise the question of how we value those parts of the working past that sit uneasily with both the practical needs of cultural revivals and the requirements for documentation or preservation of surviving objects without which historians and heritage professionals can’t do their usual work.

II

The Sea Saint

After conversations in kitchens and days in workshops, the only way to enter further into the bád iomartha’s world was to head to sea. I made my way to Mace Pier, some two miles southwest of Carna. From this small structure at the end of a single-track road I’d join one of the great Atlantic pilgrimages: the Irish equivalent of festivals such as those for Nossa Senhora dos Navegantes (Portugal) and Bom Jesus dos Navegantes (Brazil). Just over a mile from the mainland, across a suitably stormy sound, is a gem of an island, where orange-tinged granite is swathed in green. This tiny rock on the edge of a vast ocean is the spiritual home of all Connemara boats. It would once, on its saint’s day, have been the destination for hundreds of báid iomartha.

Oileán Mhic Dara (St MacDara’s Island) is now uninhabited. The first edition Ordnance Survey map (1839) shows two houses. But the small and charismatic stone church, with steeply raked roof and decorative finials, is today the only building. It was built in the twelfth century, reputedly by sailors who’d stolen a bull and ram from the island and wished to do penance; when the revival of the hooker tradition began in 1976, restoring the chapel to its former pristine state was one of the first tasks on the revivalists’ agenda.

The local folklorist Seán Mac Giollarnáth told of Páidín Rua, who lived on the island in the late nineteenth century. Few were the families, then, who owned more than two cows, but Páidín Rua’s household had seventeen because wealth could be made from kelp and carragheen. There wasn’t a day of the seaweed season when Páidín Rua didn’t choose to work both ebb tides so that he could, during every other month, live in leisure. A small scrape of an islet, Oileán Muiríleach, just metres south of St MacDara’s Island, was the spot where swell carried kelp from miles around. The very tides seemed, under the guidance of the saint, to bless Páidín Rua and his rowing boat with extravagant luck.

MacDara himself is barely recorded in history but expansively exceeds its bounds. His first name, Síonach, seems to be built on the Irish word for sea squalls, síon, evoking elemental borrowings from pre-Christian ritual and belief. Urbane authorities have questioned his legitimacy. Indeed, when a missionary attempted to visit the island on the saint’s day in 1851, to implore the locals to forgo their ‘ancient rite’ and worship in more modern ways, he was ‘surrounded by a mob of both sexes, shouting and throwing stones’. ‘Thanks to the Lord,’ he added, ‘I was only struck by three.’

Past festivities on St MacDara’s Day took place in the expansive style of local seafarers, fuelled by gratitude for a year’s safety at sea. There were so many hours of song, dance, and drinking, that pious visitors claimed pilgrims returned even ‘greater sinners than they were before’. But these tributes to the sea saint seem to work. It’s said no boat has gone down near Oileán Mhic Dara. The promise God is reported to have given the saint, that on one side or another of his island a rower would always find shelter, holds true to this day.

Mac Giollarnáth recounted in detail the feast day as it happened in the early twentieth century. He described the gathering of pilgrims:

People come from all directions … from Iorras Mór to the west, Leitir Mealláin to the east, and from Árainn, and in olden times they came from County Clare and from Joyce Country beyond Mám Éan.

He told of the reasons for their coming. When families feared for a stormbound traveller or fisherman, they prayed to MacDara and promised to make his pilgrimage. If a person fell ill, loved ones would step outside and turn their faces to the island to pray, vowing to pay their respects through pilgrimage in thanks for a speedy cure. Any child born in the months leading up to the saint’s day in July (often any born after Christmas) would wait for their christening till the pilgrimage day, and many boys christened then would take one of the sea saint’s names.

Mac Giollarnáth described the sequence and sites of pilgrims’ actions but also insisted that in times past the pilgrimage was only one aspect of the island’s festive pull:

In the past many people came to the island who didn’t make the pilgrimage at all but were there to be part of the gathering. In years gone by there was food and drink and confectionary available. There were boat races and foot races for the young men. It’s a long time now since that came to an end. Mass is celebrated there now. Not many go, apart from those who attend the Mass and take Holy Communion and then make the pilgrimage.

In the late twentieth century, all those traditions were revived in dramatic fashion. People now travel, once again, from far and wide to visit the island and watch rowed races in the sound. But I arrived, in 2023, on a saint’s day so stormy that the island Mass was cancelled, and locals shook their heads at the sorry number of boats willing to cross the wind-whipped sound. This was a day far too vicious for my tiny inflatable, and I’d still not managed to secure a crossing when other thwarted would-be pilgrims began to peel away to watch the All-Ireland Gaelic football. But I hung around, reluctant to take off the borrowed buoyancy aid that signalled my desire to make the crossing.

I was on the verge of giving up, when I saw a family clambering down into a little boat and found, to my surprise, that they were cheerily willing to make space for one more. Most of the few boats crossing were wooden currachs, of a style invented in the twentieth century, with outboard motor instead of oars (not entirely dissimilar to báid iomartha, though far lighter and easier to use). We launched through an exceptionally bumpy swell, and I happily took my first soak from an Irish ocean since February three years before. The children aboard complained of the drenchings, till their mother convinced them this was ‘just like Moana’, and they attuned themselves to the thrill of a wild crossing.

By now, there were four beautiful Galway hookers in the sound: the famous bád mór An Tonaí, a leath bháid, Norah, and two gleoiteoga. They ran fluid lines close to shore, instead of the circuits round the island that happen on more placid saint’s days. Gradually, the skies over the island cleared, in ever greater contrast to the dark cloud burdening the land, and we turned into the cove where, even on this day of attenuated activity, there were more small traditional boats than I’d ever seen in a single bay before.

This year, perhaps even more than others, the defining feature of this event was its informality. The feast day has been described as ‘like a second Christmas, halfway through the year’, and those on the island were treating the festivities with the full range of attitudes inspired by Christmas revelry. For some, this meant immersion in the ascetic ethos of the early saints; having left phones at home, they slowly and seriously did the full round of island holy sites. Others enjoyed a celebratory day on the beach. One family set up a tent on the slope, and some of the picnics I passed were feasts in the truest sense.

While I walked a circuit of the pilgrimage sites I didn’t hear a single word spoken that wasn’t in Irish. There was an old couple dressed in full sea gear of waterproof trousers, macs, lifejackets, and thick wool-lined hats, but with only saintly sandals on feet that glistened with seawater. They seemed so happily but reverentially absorbed in their shared experience of the rites that I wished I had some access to the feelings it evoked for them. I wandered past a family who, passing a pair of binoculars between them, were absorbed in deep and technical discussion of the manoeuvres each hooker was making half a mile away.

The most recent academic study of this festival paints a picture of an event shorn of historical meaning and religious purpose. Even the organisers, its authors write, ‘do not seem to be burdened with much factual knowledge’ about the meanings of the pilgrimage or the history of the island. My experience was wildly different. I saw a community gathered to honour its boats and celebrate ties to these shores in a wide range of styles. Even on this stormbound day, over a hundred people had risked the windswept waters in small boats to renew their links to Connemara, and to each other, with piety, picnics, or both. Everyone I spoke to was invested in local traditions in one way or another, so that I have never felt more connected to communities bonded by seafaring.

Though the donkey boat is gone, its world does remain. It’s not for lack of local love that the whole hooker tradition is in danger of following in the bád iomartha’s wake. Rocketing costs of timber, sails, and even nails, mean that local love can’t be enough. Only outside investment in this jewel of global heritage can save these beautiful, practical, and sustainable vessels. Tragically, it’s the family and community structure of ownership – one of this tradition’s most important features – that makes it so precarious. Institutions baulk at funding families rather than corporations; but if they leave living boats to sink, they take the risk that in the future they’ll save only their wrecks. There’s no reason why, in times to come that might take sustainability and beauty seriously, all five Galway hooker classes might not have revived practical purposes. Ecoclippers, after all, are showing historic technologies to be more advanced than steam or diesel. The tragedy would be if the hookers’ usefulness was rediscovered after the dissolution of both their structural integrity and the skills required to sail and row them.

In this way, the bád iomartha is a symbol and a cautionary tale. Donkeys will continue to bray all across Connemara, but bád iomartha oars may never slice inter-island seas again. What their absence conjures shouldn’t be a sense of how much has been lost, but of how little. Every other class of Galway hooker, and almost every kind of currach, persists. The task of knowing, and showing, why they all matter – whether they’re marine mule or sea stallion – is ours.
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Leòdhas/Lewis

The Shores Boats are Built From
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I

The Shieling of the Pools

IT HAS BEEN nearly a century since the last báid iomartha rowed peats between the south Connemara islands. But on many Atlantic shores, the living worlds of small boats are closer to us in time. In the 1960s, Dan Morrison produced a rich photographic account of Ness, the northernmost district of the Isle of Lewis. Ness is a beautiful wedge of rough land in the North Atlantic. It is, as Morrison’s photos show, oriented towards the ocean. That’s partly because it’s the centre of constellations of islands. North Rona and Sula Sgeir, forty miles to the north, are bucket-list paddles for any ocean kayaker. Their wild, tidal grandeur contrasts starkly with the hundreds of gentle islets in sea lochs further south. It’s characteristic of this region that even the most distant offshore islands were as much part of the Ness community as was the local moorland.

Morrison depicted a world in which every family had their horse, cart, plough, and harrow. Each grew oats, barley, and potatoes, kept sheep to make tweed and cows to churn butter, and owned nets and rods for fishing from the rocks. His pictures of the townships of Ness show tools such as frames worn over the body for carrying milk in buckets, and creels for loading peat onto the back. They show the turf-covered roofs of shielings on the moorland where summers were still spent with cattle. And his images of Port of Ness show beautiful wide boats, with two rowers seated side by side, heading far out to sea to their fishing grounds.

Perhaps because the past feels so close and vibrant here, there’s an exceptional local commitment to preserving the memory of that boat-borne way of life. There’s still a group of shieling huts at Cuishader, frequented for leisure in the summer months, which is a rarity in modern Europe. And there are still two seagoing examples of the local wooden boat, the sturdy but nimble sgoth Niseach, which have travelled as far as Orkney in recent decades. These boats are thought of today as sailboats. It’s widely forgotten, even in the islands, that only the development of commercial deep-sea fishing, late in the nineteenth century, led boatbuilders to adapt for sail forms that had long been launched from surf-strewn beaches under oar.

At the start of 2022, just after the final pandemic quarantines were lifted and with travel still limited but movement finally feeling ethical again, I relocated my life to Ness to learn about these boats. I sold my house in Birmingham and, from January till May, rented a former tweed mill in Adabroc, beside Port of Ness, from which I could watch northerly winter storms strafe the sea by day and northern lights dance across Atlantic skies by night.

These months were guaranteed to include weeks of fierce seas, and I saw them as my opportunity to learn more of how these boats belonged in the complex worlds of moorland, shore, and sea that made the communities of Ness so vibrant and distinctive. These were the months when storms thrust tonnes of wood ashore, so the building of next summer’s boats began by combing winter beaches. I chose zones to walk and paddle, from the cliffs in the east of Ness, round the Butt of Lewis in the north, and down the bleak west coast, through an array of small isles of the most staggering richness, to Scarp, forty miles to the south. And I travelled this region, on foot, and by boat, dozens of times.

Standing in storms on west Lewis beaches made it seem not just unlikely but impossible that past people launched their little boats from here. Rank after rank of ten-foot-high breakers beat endlessly on the golden sands. Ness seas, warmed by the Gulf Stream, face winters far scarcer in resources than those at similar longitudes elsewhere, where sea ice opens endless possibilities to fish and to hunt. In contrast, the wet and stormy winters here close off the sea’s resources. Past islanders’ response was to develop rich practices of fermenting, pickling, salting, and smoking their plentiful summer foods: winter was pungent and flavourful to say the least.

My first boat journeys of the winter did not take me out to sea, but along inland rivers and into past Lewis summers, seeking the moorland pastures of the shielings. Without these, I felt, I couldn’t comprehend the life in which seagoing boats played crucial roles. Almost all shieling sites are watery. Those at Borve, in west Lewis, are typical. Here the shielings cluster round a stream of delicious fresh water. Summer months on the moor meant freedom from the clergy’s gaze. Here locals have mapped the links between current households by the shore and the specific shieling ruin that their ancestors spent summers in.

But at Filiscleitir, in northeast Lewis, an even more evocative arrangement existed. Here the shielings were built on the cliff edge. This is where John Nicholson, known locally as An Fiosaiche (‘the Seer’), chose to build his spectacular clifftop chapel. He was a Lewis man who found evangelical religion in the United States, and returned with an American wife who introduced the Gaels of Ness to such luxuries as harmonium music and oranges. The chapel this couple founded in 1905 expressed great flair for drama, requiring that worshippers walk a narrow, vertiginous clifftop path, on which they could ponder the sublimity of their God and their own mortality, as they approached the tiny ocean-facing door.

Even in the English language, the evangelical hymnal is full of sea storms and their influence. I imagined lines such as ‘Our life is like a stormy sea’ ringing from these walls, and realised just how often the songs Nicholson and his wife taught their parishioners would have made Christ a boat’s pilot or anchor, and used the symbol of a boat for the church itself. Did this alter Ness folks’ perception of their family vessels? Surely some, at least, thought of An Fiosaiche as they launched into seas that were like a judgement on their souls. Today, this building, and the shielings round it, stand as some of the most atmospheric ruins in all Scotland, leaving visitors to imagine parting conversations between preacher and parishioners, shouted in the doorway over roaring storms.

But the shielings that interested me most were south from here and further from the sea. Scattered round the fresh water of huge Loch Langabhat are hundreds of ruins, which I’d started to see as the rowing boat shielings at the heart of Lewis. During February, I took every opportunity I could to visit these extraordinary places. I dragged my sea kayak into the Grimersta River and paddled up routes that large shoals of salmon once leapt. Fierce westerly winds assisted me against the white water’s northeasterly flow, and smart little dippers sounded shrill alarms as I came round each bend. Even low in this ascent, small islets in every thickening of the stream housed squat stone ruins from eras when the salmon were plentiful. But the great revelations arrived when the high loch opened out at the site of Àirigh nan Linntean (the ‘Shieling of the Pools’). From these places, and only these places, I felt I could begin to envisage the rich boat-bound life of the summer dwellings.

Loch Langabhat is both long and complex: its shores, when combined with those of its adjoining lesser lochs, are well over











II

The Riches of the Sea
























III

If You Have a Sandworm, You Have Everything
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