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Late evening on the first of July and It’s almost an hour after official pub closing time. The patrons at the Clachaig Inn in Glencoe had firmly been encouraged to vacate the bar and had eventually moved out into the dusk. The weather was dry and warm and the darkness seemed intense beyond the illumination from the inn. Groups of folk in various stages of inebriation thronged the immediate area, reluctant to depart from this atmosphere to hostels, hotels but mostly to tents. It was a jovial atmosphere as the evenings events were recollected and discussed with much laughter. Individuals, influenced by alcohol, other intoxicants or merely this unique location, attracted small groups to them as they burst forth with song. Clouds of midgies were in abundance.
In the course of perhaps 30 minutes, everyone gradually drifted off, the majority heading in a haphazard procession to the nearby Red Squirrel campsite. 
Such was a typical summer Saturday night at closing time at the Clachaig; weather permitting!
Navigating the narrow single track road to the campsite in pitch darkness provided great hilarity as more than a few stumbled into the ditch or lost themselves in the adjacent woods in attempts to relieve themselves of their last pint of ale. Some had obviously planned ahead and wore tiny head-torches which illuminated a small portion of the road ahead but seemed to darken the areas beyond this pool of light.  The majority however staggered on, with small groups pausing occasionally to roll, light and pass round a smoke. Those with head-torches invariably walked faster than most and in a short time these flickering lights had disappeared in the distance leaving the remainder in thick darkness with only the occasional glow from a cigarette as illumination. Murmoured conversations, and much laughter was apparent.  Spontaneous musical perfomances were frequent with solos, duets and small hastily formed choirs providing a variety of vocal accompaniment. 

I, and three friends were part of this latter group. All thirtysomething and bearded. Having escaped from Airdrie for a few days we were here to relax, taste some real ales and ideally get into the mountains - and get out again without incident. We had known each other for three years. Having met indirectly through work colleagues, we had, within a short period of time bonded strongly together, having similar backgrounds, sharing the same interests, musical tastes and having the same cynical and peculiar sense of humour. We now met religiously twice every week in the same corner of the Staging Post bar in Airdrie to drink beers, talk nonsense and generally have a good time. Only on rare occasions, such as this weekend, did we experience a real sense of freedom.
I am a biker and had spent a relatively predictable time during childhood and school. My teenage years however, as an engineering apprentice in a heavy engineering factory in Coatbridge had been an uplifting experience.  I, along with a small number of my peers complimented each working day organising a variety of entertainments for our own amusement just in an attempt to brighten the day a bit. Before long, we achieved an almost celebrity status as an intrigued workforce observed our antics appreciatively, occasionally disapprovingly.  
Moving on to work as a laboratory technician in a local high school provided me with further opportunities for daily amusement.  During this episode I came to realise that there was more to life than just work, status and prosperity.  The years following, working alongside likeminded colleagues ,the amusement and fun at work still continued.  And now, good friends, a big motorcycle and a decent wage provides the means to continue this fun.
With me this weekend is Cater, a work colleague and also a biker He had likewise exploited his apprenticeship as an engineer at a nearby company in Coatbridge and in due course, with both of us working together in a manufacturing company we conspired to continue the regime of fun at work. 
The third member of our group this weekend is Sav, another work colleague, also a biker. A chemist by occupation and an extrovert by nature. He was an ex punk who had, in his youth, performed successfully as singer and guitarist in a local band. His musical career had however been untimely curtailed due to a broken ankle, sustained when he dramatically leapt down to the stage from the balcony at Airdrie town hall.
Shuggie completes our party this weekend. As an electrical engineer, a sparky, working in a telecommunications company, he had progressively gravitated towards electronics, and ultimately, computers.  At this time, IT had not yet been invented, but In his line of work, he knew about stuff like the Internet before it went public. Shuggie was different. He drove a car!

Together, every opportunity was taken to enjoy ourselves, whether in the pub at Airdrie or less frequently on an occasion like this, having a few days of total freedom in the highlands of Scotland, camping, close to the pub for food and beers, with a small but adequate supply of illicit herbs to share 
        
 
It had been a satisfying day, we had arrived here from Airdrie the previous evening, pitched up at the Red Squirrel, and had today explored the Lost Valley and "conquered" Bidean Nam Bain. More than satisfied by our efforts, we had retired to the Clachaig bar earlier this evening to eat, drink and be merry. All we had to do now was get back to our tents. We were in no rush, this was a rare freedom and we would savour it. 
At the track leading to the campsite, is a small stone bridge, and with only a few hundred metres further to navigate to our tents, this was the ideal place to pause, sit on the parapet and chat.
Before long, we were quite alone, silence ensued, disturbed only by faint sounds from the campsite as fires were lit, bottles were opened and muffled voices reached tour ears.  Being quite inebriated, the conversations randomly covered the events from the day but gradually meandered and eventually focused on the stories we had heard about the place we now found ourselves in. We didn’t dwell too much on the infamous massacre of Glencoe but found ourselves discussing with a chemically induced sincerity, the mountains, the ancient inhabitants and the mythology of the glen. 
It seemed quite remarkable that as engineering types, all with technical and academic educations living in city environments, that between us we possessed a considerable insight, albeit home spun, into the Celts and the Gaels who inhabited Scotland and Ireland, although the accuracy of our wisdom may not have been so authentic. 
Our discussion ultimately focused on Ossian, Fingal, and the Fianna, all of whom are characterised to an extent in the landscape and features of Glencoe. This was now the real thing, right here and now. Not for discussion anywhere else, with anyone else or at another time. We were here now and we were not tired and we were relatively well stoned.. 
The authenticity of the legends surrounding these characters was not of utmost importance. We were all in total acceptance of this past existence. Now was the time for investigation. We were aware of the locations associated with these legends and we would investigate them. We had formulated a bizarre idea that if we had a smoke in these places we would be susceptible to any insights or vibrations from the past. First of all, we agreed almost unanimously that climbing up to Ossian’s cave in the morning would be verging on suicidal so that was ruled out. We discussed Fingal at some length but although we were aware of a connection with Glencoe, none of us knew of a specific location to visit. We all knew  that there was a Fingal’s Cave was on the island of Staffa, but that was out of the question. That left the Fianna.

I had been aware of the legend that the Fianna, a band of fair haired Celtic heroes who were asleep along with their hounds and their weapons underground, in a cave on the corrie between Sgurr na Cìche and  Sgorr nam Fiannaidh. Legend says that they lie there  in readiness to rise in Scotland’s greatest hour of need.  I related this and we all agreed that in the current political climate and with Scotland having little or no influence at Westminster this was the time to seek out the Fianna. The location was on the near side of the glen and not too far from here to gain access. We would explore this tomorrow.
Returning to the tents, we lit a fire, ate a couple of pastries, shared a couple of beers purchased before leaving the Clachaig, and settled down to wait for the first signs of dawn to arrive.

Sunday morning, 4.50 am, dry, bright, no wind, no hangovers. excellent!!  We inhaled breakfast with coffee and set off towards Glencoe village, keeping an eye out for a path to the right.
After about twenty minutes walking on the road, it came into sight. "Pap of Glencoe" it read, and an arrow pointing through a gate to the right.  A rough track led steeply uphill from the road. Like explorers, we confidently joined this path which led upwards at quite a severe incline and, from what we could see, would continue to do so for some distance. In due course, confusion set in. No more signs or directions. A track led off across a wooden bridge over a small stream to the right and further ahead a muddy path appeared to lead to a series of moss covered stepping stones through the stream. We opted for the latter as it seemed to lead in a more direct route to our destination. Within a short time however the path disappeared and we were faced with two options. Navigate a couple of small steeply sided ravines to join another path or scramble up a steep incline through the heather to the bealach. We took a pause to recapitulate. It was tempting then to lie down and enjoy the view but we were resolute, we were on a mission, we had to continue. We opted for the direct ascent. What should have taken about one hour took more than two, but en route were distractions. Many plants, insects and other small creatures of interest which  demanded our close study resulting in episodes of  profound and extensive discussion. Eventually we were in close vicinity to the corrie. “OK, what do we do now?” Cater asked between gasps of breath, echoing the thoughts of us all.  We hadn't a clue. We could chant, dance, say a prayer or meditate but we really hadn't a clue how to contact the Fianna. We decided to sing "Flower of Scotland." It was felt that even if our language was not understood, the sentiment and passion in our voices would invoke a response.  It all ended in spontaneous uncontrollable laughter as the realisation dawned on us, of how ridiculous we must have appeared.. 
The thought of some wee shepherd going about his business and seeing a group of wasted campers standing in the middle of nowhere singing "Flower of Scotland” just prolonged the hilarity. 
We eventually regained most of our composure and recapitulated on our situation. It became obviously apparent that a bunch of fair haired warriors was not going to unearth themselves and march down to Westminster and demand justice for Scotland, Neither was any one of us going to be miraculously granted some mystical powers to enable us to save our country. No robed, long-bearded wizard would suddenly appear with a magic wand. We were not however disheartened. 
We would look for a sign, a natural sign that our mission had not been in vain. But what kind of sign? A cloud formation? A sudden gust of wind? A mountain spring perhaps, spouting from the rocks? None of those. 
The only thing noticed was a raven, hopping about among the heather ahead of us. Quite an ordinary sight in the hills and certainly not a pious bird of good omen, but this may not be an ordinary raven perhaps! We were unanimous that this indeed could be the very sign. Ignoring my objections, I was hastily elected as spokesman and, with not a little embarrassment, I awkwardly  addressed the bird. "What the fuck do we do now then?" I asked. The raven cocked its head to one side, seemed to clear it's throat and regarded us with beady eyes.  It responded, an unintelligible guttural sound, but definitely a reply. We looked at each other with wide eyes. We had a bit of a sign but what to do now? 
A barrage of questions was directed at the bird.
 "What’s your name?" "Are you magic?" "Can you help us?" "Are you one of these Fionna?" Who's a cheeky boy then?"
The raven turned his back on us, lifted his tail feathers, shat on the heather and hopped away. "It wants us tae follow." whispered Shuggie. "It's no Skippy the Kangaroo or Champion the Wonder Horse." Savage whispered back.
 "It's a dirty bastard!" I thought to myself, "shiting at us like that." 
At that, the raven turned toward us and clearly said “Meet me at the king's cave", then flew off.
This was a definite sign!
"Where the fuck is the king's cave?" asked Shuggie. 
“Ok then, there is a king's cave on Arran.” Cater replied. “Aye,” he continued. “That’s where Robert the Bruce  saw that spider, and, by the way, Arran has loads of references to Fingal, Ossian, Neolithic burial sites, standing stones and fearies.”  This could be the very place! Unanimously agreed! we will get ourselves over to Arran and set up camp near the cave. 

The following Friday afternoon around 16.30, we are in the bar of the Ardrossan to Brodick ferry.
We have parked up at the ferry terminal and have changed clothes for the occasion. We are now historical legend and folklore researchers actually. We are incognito, a parody of typical outdoor types, campers, climbers or folk singers. Big boots, beards and woolly bunnets. Spreading the ordinance survey map of Arran on the table we are searching for the kings cave.  "There's the bastard there.” Sav is pointing to the map. "There’s a  stone circle close by as well.” 
Now to select a suitable camping area. We absolutely agree that we must camp within walking distance of a pub. "There's a guid pub in Brodick.” I announced, "The Ormidale." "It's a bit far frae the cave but a great atmosphere and it sells guid beer.” "We can git the bus frae Brodick early tomorrow and explore the cave and the stone circle in wan visit.” "Let’s just go straight tae the pub when we get aff the boat and we will finalise our plans over a couple of beers.” 

Four hours and five pints later we are sitting in the beer garden of the Ormidale, basking in the late evening sun under a cloud of midgies. 
Our plan is set.
We will camp in the woods next to the beer garden and get the bus at 7.30 in the morning. Sav summarises. “We’ll leave oor tents and stuff here.” “First stop the standing stones, then the king's cave. Fait accompli.”  We all concur.

It is always a good idea in such circumstances to pitch your tent in daylight while you are still sober, and within half an hour the tent was up, time for a quick smoke and we were back in the pub, deep in an alcohol and smoke  fuelled discussion. 
As was normal in this state, our discussion rapidly degenerated from relative sensibility to absolute nonsense and finally to silent contemplation.  
Next morning however, we did catch the bus as planned and walked expectantly to the Neolithic site 

It is 9.30 on Saturday morning and we arrive on  Machrie moor. 
"Fucking desolate place, in't it.” Shuggie muttered.
 
The atmosphere certainly is foreboding, minimising our usual irreverent dialogue.  
Quite a mysterious place, and lots of unanswerable questions, Who, Why, How, etc. Each stone in the circle is massive and manoeuvring and erecting them in position several thousand years ago defied any explanation offered. 

The mood lightened a bit when Fingal's Cauldron was spotted, and where he allegedly placed his cooking cauldron. "Must’ve had a fucking big frying pan”. Announced Cater, as he leapt deftly between the stones "He must’ve been a greedy bastard".

 Following a brief investigation of the site we departed, a little disappointed that no obvious solution to our quest had been revealed, but satisfied to have experienced the place.  "OK, Let’s head to the cave and see what it has to offer.” Sav pronounced excitedly.

It took longer to arrive at the King’s Cave than had been anticipated and now at midday, we were in need of sustenance and checked our provisions. Several pieces of chocolate,  2 packs of peanuts, six ginger nut biscuits and a half bottle of Macrie Moor single malt whisky. This shared would be a veritable feast supplemented by the addition of some freshly sourced shellfish from the shore, with a wee dram for dessert
While Reg and Shuggie built a crude barbecue from stones, Cater and I went foraging, returning with a considerable number of winkles, mussels and limpets. Soon a fire was underway, with several stones placed appropriately to cook the shellfish on. 
It wasn't quite the feast we had anticipated, particularly not the limpets, but it provided a feeling of self-reliance. For digestif we shared the whisky. Within a short time we remembered why we were here. 
"I suppose we should go intae the cave.” someone finally suggested. 

"Let's do it then". We entered cautiously expecting to hold audience with the raven from Glencoe but the place was empty. "The bastard husnae shown up.” snapped Cater. "It's quite a long way to fly here frae Glencoe.” Sav responded "The fucker could’ve walked here in a week.” Cater responded. Anyway, we  explored. Lots of carvings, some very old, and many a bit more recent. 
For example:- "Charlie loves Senga.” 
"Who the fuck is Senga?" Shuggie asked satirically. He continued, “Maybe Senga is a pseudonym for Flora Macdonald and Charlie is the bonnie prince?"  
"Bonnie prince my arse.” retorted Cater.  
I however was disappointed, I had hoped that perhaps Robert the Bruce might have left a message here. 
An extensive examination was conducted of some of the older carvings, snakes, deer, various unidentified animals and symbols and it was concluded that there were probably graffiti artists even among the ancient Celts. 
"Whit aboot the raven?” Shuggie asked 
 "Fuck the raven!" came the reply in unison, "Let's go to the pub.”

The Ormidale hotel in Brodick has, without doubt, been an institution for walkers and climbers visiting arran to explore the mountains of the Goatfell range.
Typically camping in Glen Rosa, these visitors would descend en masse to the Ormidale after a day in the hills to enjoy the hospitality, the banter and copious beers. A major attraction of this hotel was the public bar which although quite small, had a large extension, a glasshouse, extending about 20 metres into the woods behind the hotel. At weekends, this was the venue for live music or a disco which provided a carefree and fairly boisterous evening’s entertainment. Traditionally, at closing time, there would be a parade of campers returning to Glen Rosa. This procession invariably on foot, walked the two miles to the glen with continuous singing, laughter and anticipation, because the night was not yet over. 
On return to the campsite, with the lighting of more than a few campfires, the party mood would continue into the early hours. The biggest, and longest burning fire would eventually be the focal point for all, as everyone tended to congregate there as their own fires diminished. This would be the finale, sharing beers, whiskies and food. 
We were not going to miss this, retrieving our tents and rucksacks and joining the procession. “We will pitch up at Glen Rosa with the others”.
It is never easy to pitch a tent in the dark but plenty of help is at hand and within a short time we have the resemblance of tents erected, somewhat haphazardly, but certainly suitable enough for our needs. 
An onlooker may have thought that they had stumbled into a festival. It certainly is a festival atmosphere, much music, singing, dancing and spontaneous laughter as gradually the air becomes heavy with the smell of wood smoke. Guitars and mouth organs mysteriously appear as former strangers, rapidly connect as they share the moments.

Sunday morning: 9.0clock: another fine day.
Unzipping the tent and looking out, the main fire is still smouldering, and others have just been lit, to boil water perhaps or just for the fun of it. Remarkably, the place is quite tidy. No obvious rubbish or waste scattered around and many of the campers preparing for a day in the hills. Not a hangover in sight apparently, it must be the fresh air. 
We emerge slowly, a bit fragile but feeling no pain. Time to discuss stuff over breakfast. Breakfast, incidentally, consists of coffee donated this morning by our neighbour and some smokes donated last night by an anonymous new friend, him and his fellow campers now disappearing in the direction of Goatfell.
“A new strategy is required.” Reg announces as we retrace our steps towards the Ormidale, juggling tents and rucksacks. We are all in agreement, are pissed off with ravens, legends, mythological or otherwise. “And these fucking Fiannas, whoever the fuck they are, have lost their credibility.” Sav proclaims vehemently.  
A bit of civil disobedience may be in order perhaps. Breakfast has kicked in, as the conversation again descends into absurdity.
“We cuid make headline news.” Suggests Sav. “Highjack the ferry. Storm the bridge and demand to be taken somewhere exotic.” “Aye.” Cater replies. “New York, Paris, Rome. Largs maybe..”  “Too complicated.” I countered. “An anyway we’re parked up in Ardrossan.”  
“I know,”Shuggie interjects. “Let’s capture Brodick castle, It’d be dead easy.” “Overpower the National Trust staff and issue oor demands”.
 “Good idea,” agreed Cater.
 “We can survive for ages on scones and coffee frae the tearoom”. 
 “We kin pay oor entrance fee tae avoid suspicion, git in, and hide somewhere until everyone has gone hame.”  
“We kin barricade aw the doors and windaes.” 
“We’ll git as many scones as we kin carry and set up a control room somewhere with a guid view o the surrounding area.” 
“How much is it tae get in?” Asked Shuggie. 
 “A couple of pounds probably.” Reg suggests. 
“Thievin bastards that National Trust.” Says Sav.  
This plan is temporarily forgotten as Reg announces 
“I hate the National Trust” he says, “But I fuckin really hate the Forestry Commission even more,” 
“They totally fuck up oor Scottish landscape, plantin aw these fuckin pine trees everywhere, obliteratin the natural beauty o’ the landscape  an then they cut the fuckers doon and leave a right fuckin mess”.  
“Could we no jist set fire to a forest, that would be even better, it wid probably make headline news”. “Aye,” he continues, “It would also piss off these bastards who invest in forestry, It would be no great loss, The timber is only used tae make fuckin cardboard, shit quality Ikea stuff and eggboxes.” 
“I wouldnae want tae burn any wee burds or squirrels right enough.” Cater announces. 
“Dinnae worry, We’ll chase aw these wee fuckers away before we set fire tae it.” I reply. 
“What aboot the ozone layer though, We would fire a whole load of greenhoose gasses up intae the atmosphere.” Cater continues.  
“That’s a fair comment right enough, we dinnae be wantin tae git on the wrang side o these environmental fuckers.” Reg concludes.

The desire for civil disobedience is waning; We are running out of rational ideas rapidly.

Time out for quiet contemplation on the proposed activities.

 “Let’s call the whole fuckin thing aff”. “We need tae think a bit further oan aw this if we want it tae work.” Reg suggests reluctantly. All are in agreement. 
All proposed political activities are forgotten, or at least put on the back burner for the time being, as the pub comes into view. 
“Two oors tae openin time for fucks sake.” “We’ll Have tae git something tae eat in toon and go back tae the pub,  we can  sit in the beer garden till openin time.”
A bit further into town, a quick visit to the cash machine and they’re outside Wooleys the village bakery. “Fuck me! It’s closed for Christ’s sake.” “A forgoat it wis Sunday. It’ll need tae be the supermarket then.” 

It’s certainly not the freshly baked produce they were looking forward to, but pork pies, Mars bars and crisps would have to do.
 Returning to the Ormidale, tents are pitched up in the same place as last night and we’ve settled down in the beer garden to wait till the bar opens, We ate everything, had a smoke and nursed our thirsts. The weather was exceptional, a cloudless sky and the sun was scorching. This was tour last day and we resolved to make the most of it. 
Within the hour, the beer garden was almost full. It seemed as though the whole campsite had resumed the previous night’s revelry and although it was only 11.30 on a Sunday morning the party mood was returning with a vengeance. 
We had excluded ourselves for twenty minutes or so, and had decided to limit our alcohol intake to only two beers. We had after all to drive home from Ardrossan and we had go to work the following day. The temptation was too strong however. “Fuck this!” Cater exclaims. “An fuck work as well.” “Who’s fur stayin another day? Ah feel like getting pished.” 
No arguing on this point. 
His monologue continued. 
“We’re ok parked up at the Ardrossan ferry terminal for another night or two and we’ll deal with work later. OK then, who’s for another pint.” 
By one oclock an impromptu choir had established itself and was in full voice much to the consternation of the stream of churchgoers leaving their place of worship across the road.
Our general concensus of opinion, and that of the other patrons seemingly, turned out to be that today should be spent at the pub, the mountains could keep for another day. 
The music eventually died down replaced by a buzz of conversation as small groups dissociate themselves and exchanged stories, jokes, opinions and philosophies, pausing only as fresh drinks were sought from the bar. Frequently, individual groups, ourselves included, would sidle a small distance away for a discreet smoke, returning some minutes later to resume discussion. It certainly did not look as though anyone here was intending to leave Arran that night, or even in the foreseeable future. 
Late afternoon and evening passed with a comparatively subdued atmosphere descending on the proceedings.  Much of the crowd having had little sleep and being further sedated by a renewed intake of alcohol were quite content to chat and debate. We all mingled.
A diverse selection of topics was being explored in a relatively serious manner. Music, cinema, literature, religion, philosophy and even theoretical physics were being discussed at length with only occasional stifled laughter being perceived usually when another outlandish theory was postulated, mainly from the physicists. It’s dusk, we are seated around a wooden table at the edge of the beer garden, smoking, allegedly to keep the midges at bay, deep in thought, conversation minimal. Cater breaks the silence. “I’m going to quit my job.” “Maybe head up north an become a crofter or a fisherman or something.”  “Me too!” we all replied in unison. “ Nuthin much to lose anyway”,”Whit is there to look forward to in Airdrie”. “Fuck all!” “Aye!  Ye work till yer 65, live oan the pension in yer council hoose, canny afford a pint or some smokes, jist watch fuckin shite tv aw day.” Either that are y’ere in some care  hame, an a candidate fur the big nappies. “It’s no fur me, it’s no fur any o us”  
(Bravado comes easy when your stoned.) 
We reminisce about colleagues who have fallen into the trap of social conformity. The story was the same. “Ye work aw yir days, git telt whit tae dae, an then ye dee, Withoot too much pain if ye’re lucky, an then ye cannae even afford a decent funeral”. “Fuck that.” “We need a big plan, a plenty fuckin big plan if we aw want tae change oor futures”. 
The fucking big Plan was put on hold as favourite jokes were remembered and told to all within earshot. 

“Did ye hear aboot Johnny Cash playin at the final night at the Apollo theatre in Glasgow?” Shuggie asks.  
Now he is the centre of attention.
Well Johnny cash is playin the Apollo, right? Now Johnny likes the Knock Knock jokes ye ken, an he asks the audience if they know any.  
“Knock Knock”, A wee Glasgow voice shouts from way up in the back stalls. 
“Who’s there”. Johnny replies. 
“Wayne” comes the reply. 
“Wayne who? Johnny answers. 
“Wayne fuck yerself” is responded.
 
Johnny is furious and storms off stage. Christ almighty, the place is in an uproar. The house lights are turned on as the audience demands Johnny’s return. The manager appears and tries to calm things down.

 “Ah’ll go talk wi him an sort it oot” he says. 
He manages to persuade Johnny to return with the proviso that he, the manager, will monitor any further knock knock jokes. 
Johnny returns to rapturous applause, and, after a few songs, he decides to revisit the knock knock jokes and asks the audience to participate. 
“Knock Knock.” Is heard coming again from the back stalls. 
“Who’s there?“ Johnny tentatively replies. 
“Rudolph” comes the response. 
From the wings, the manager nods, signs an OK to Johnny. 
“Rudolph Who? Johnny confidently asks. 
“Away an fuck yerself comes the reply. 

A mixed response from the beer garden patrons. Some stifledl laughter, several quizzical looks at Shuggie and someone asking “For fuck’s sake. Is that it?”

A wide variety of jokes continued. Old, new, loved and forgotten ones all remembered vividly and expressed with enthusiasm. all were lurid, sexual, irreverent and mostly politically incorrect. It didn’t really matter, all of them made us laugh. Many subjects seemed to be covered adequately. (Death, birth, disease, sex, race, religion, celebrities and king prawns!”
Satisfied by this hilarious interlude, we retire to our table again and light up. OK then back to the big fuckin plan! “What can we do?” 
The big fuckin plan was no longer for the future of Scotland, it was for us now. But we still need to decide what the big fuckin plan will actually be!
The big fuckin plan was rapidly becoming the quite small fuckin plan as we discussed the reality of it all. First of all we had little or no money and we had no property. Usually we were all skint by the end of the month and had to lay low for the last week before pay day.
“We could embark on a life of crime maybe,”
 “But wir no criminals!” 
“Right enough, but we could become folk heroes.” 
“Aye, become infamous, fugitives, a bit like Robin Hood or Rob Roy McGregor.”
 “Robin Hood doesn’t count. He was English.” 
“Rob Roy McGregor!  is he no a famous film star?” 
“Don’t be fuckin daft, that wis his wee brother Ewan!  Ye ken, the wan fae Trainspotting.”
“Guid film that! Full o’ fuckin druggies though. No like us ye ken. We aw like a smoke but widnae touch any o’ that heroine or cookeen ye ken.” 
“Nae fears! That stuff makes ye fuckin daft. Ye git addicted tae it an probably end up in Barlinnie getting yer erse poadged.”  
“Aye, an ye.ll likely end up wi a fuckin dose o’ the AIDS. An then ye’re deid.” 
We eyed each other, shuddering slightly but feeling quite sanctimonious regarding our own personal choice of drug. 
“Anyway whit aboot this fuckin plan”.
Silence follows. They are all deep in thought, concerned expressions throughout.
The stillness is interrupted as Sav proclaims. “Look! We’re here on a mission, an tae enjoy ourselves. Our futures can wait, in fact our mission can wait as well”. ”Aye, We don’t get many chances gettin away like this, let’s just lighten up and have a bit of fun” says Reg.
“Who’s for climbing a mountain?”  
They’re all up for it. 
“That Goatfell is a big bastard, let’s have a go at that.” 
“Aye, That’s a guid idea.” I said with an air of sanctonimity, “I was up ther when I was a wean, I can remember the way up.” 
It’s agreed, I will be team leader. 
“What will we need tae take wi’ us, we huvnae got any mountaineering stuff tae wear.” 
“Ach if the weather stays like this we’ll be ok in our trainers, jeans an teeshirts.” 
“We can put our jumpers in our rucksacks incase it’s a bit chilly on the top.” 
“We’ll take stuff to eat and get some water frae the wee burn on the way up.” 
“Aye an we can huv a wee dram tae celebrate when we get to the top.”
The next morning it’s glorious weather again. They set off, leaving the coast road at Claddoch, pass the brewery, and follow the path to Goatfell. They are not alone. Many others have obviously decided on this climb today. Mostly are in designer, technical clothing made in China, big climbing boots and huge backpacks. Some even had ropes. They form a multi-coloured line as they plod upwards aided by Nordic hillwalking sticks.
 “Fuck me! Would you look at aw them, the only things missin are the Sherpas. Ye would think they were going to climb Everest.” 
With me leading the way, we gradually sail past this line pausing occasionally to briefly chat with certain groups as we proceed. 
Many were experienced hillwalkers and climbers, mainly from England but some Americans too, here to boost their fitness in preparation for more exotic expeditions. Some, the lesser well outfitted, were just holidaymakers on Arran attracted by the magnetism of these hills. Our team fitted into the latter category although we all felt more like mountain explorers in uncharted territory. 
Surprisingly, we were the only Scots here today.

Shuggie, attempting to appear knowledgeable, was in conversation with a tall, bearded American, attired head to foot in expensive mountaineering clothing. 
“How are ye doin pal, how long’s yer rope?”  
“A hunner an twenty feet?” 
“Christ! That’ll no be long enough.” 
“I dinny use wan maself ye ken, Ah jist rely oan ma hauns.” 
“If ye get stuck jist gie me a shout.” 

Sav likewise had advice to offer to an unsuspecting similarly attired Englishman, complete with a coiled rope and a belt festooned with an assortment of  metalwork.
“A waste o fuckin time mate! Aw that stuff is nae fuckin use here.” 
“the rocks too fuckin hard.” 
“Whit ye want is a skyhook.”
 Sav wandered off leaving the guy with a somewhat bewildered expression. 

I  meanwhile had involved myself in conversation with a middle aged couple dressed it seemed for Arctic conditions. 
“Aye, it’s a problem if ye need a shite when yer in the hills ye ken.”
“I always cairry an inflatable toilet wi me, every time. Ah designed it and made it myself oot o’ a weans paddlin pool and an auld blow-up doll.” 
“Ye nivver ken when ye might need tae go.” 
“A pish is nae bother, ah jist dae wan onywhere oot o’ sight, but a jobby is different, ye want a bit o privacy ye ken,” 
“If either o yeese need a shecht jis gies a shout.”  
“It’s clean by the way, Ah’ve only used it once today.” I mention discreetly to the couple. 
“Oh! an a bit o’ advice,” I continue,  
“Ah huvnae got any toilet paper wi me so ye can pick some bits o’ that sheep fleece ye see scattered about on the ground. It’s far better than using heather tae wipe yer erse especially if yer a bit tender around yer crack or if ye’ve got a dose o’ the haemorrhoids, ye ken.”

“Thank you for the kind offer and advice but neither my husband or I will require to borrow your device.” the woman replies, tutting with indignance as she navigates around me in an attempt to avoid further dialogue 
“Suit yerself missus, If yeese change yer minds or if yeese get a sudden dose o’ the skitters jist gie me a shout an I’ll sort ye oot.”

“For fucks sake Reg” Cater says to me under his breath, glancing around furtively. “What if they are caught short an they really need tae ask ye for yer non-existing inflatable toilet”. 
“It’ll no happen.” I reply quietly. “Ah canny see that wummin barin her erse here”. “She’s too snooty, Ah bet she wid rather shite her pants than ask me for help”. “She wid likely go behind a big boulder if she was really desperate!” Visualising this scene resulted in a bout of sniggering and snottering from Cater and me as we unsuccessfully try to curtail our amusement. “But if she does ask me for it, I’ll just tell her it’s got a puncture.”

Tramping on, we have overtaken the main group, have emerged from the forest, and are now quite well advanced on open hillside, the path curving west towards the summit and getting substantially steeper. 
We are not disappointed with our progress and surprisingly we feel quite fit and energetic. It must be the fresh air! 
The view from here seems to improve with every step. Every direction has something to offer. The North Ayrshire coast, the Holy Isle, the Arran mountains and the Clyde estuary itself look spectacular from here. The silence is profound, almost tangible.
 
“I’ve got a theory”. Announces Sav. 
“These fuckin Fianna were originally mostly sons of landowners, right? 
“Aye, OK.” I agree. 
“Well”. Sav continues. “They were Fianna when they were not yet responsible enough to be adults, grown ups ye ken.” 
“It wisn’ae an age thing mind ye”, “Age didnae matter too much, some of them were Fianna until they died of auld age.” 
He elaborated. “Because of their social position, they were’nae considered fit tae be landowners”. 
“They were outcast, livin on the borders o’ society.” 
“They were welcome enough to fight and die for society but they weren’t really accepted.”
 “Ok Sav what’s your point. Muttered Shuggie. 
“They were a bit like us, We’re today’s Fianna.” Sav retorts. 
“Fuck me!  Yer right, We are the fuckin Fianna”. 
Collectively, we accept our role and unanimously decide that we must have a constitution. 
We agree that this will be tonight’s topic in the pub.

The summit is within easy grasp and with a renewed effort we have arrived arrive.

“Christ Almighty this is fuckin spectacular, Ah never thought that being on the tap o’ a hill could feel like this, Ah feel like we’re on tap o’ the world here.”

In the Ormidale beer garden that evening the inaugural meeting of the Fianna had just commenced. Cater is the secretary because he had magically purloined a pencil and a couple of sheets of paper from behind the bar.

 “We need tae keep this simple.” Says Shuggie. 
“The auld Fianna didnae huv a committee or any o’ that shite.” 
“Yer right” Sav agreed. 
“OK then, what’s on the agenda?” 
“Well, we don’t need membership cards, uniforms, secret handshakes or any o’ that shite”. “Agreed!” We dinnae even need a name,” 
“The Fianna for fuck’s sake, that’ll only confuse us wi that irish political party.” 
“We need an objective.”
They thought long and hard, discussed and rejected. 
Eventually, the constitution was determined.
 “Write this doon Shuggie.” 
“We get together once or twice a week in the pub tae drink some beers, talk pish and huv a few laughs.”
 “OK that’s it.” 
“Meeting over, Who’s for another pint?” 
“Me!” 
“Me too!” 
“Aye, Count me in as well!” 
“Who’s round is it anyway?” 
Sav was first on his feet. 
“Same again?” As he disappeared in the direction of the bar. 
He appeared several minutes later with four pints. “Ah thought ah wid get four Old Peculiars this time, jist for a change ye ken.” as he sat the glasses on the table. “It’s on draught here, ye cannae miss an opportunity like this.” “It’s guid stuff the Auld Peculiar,” he continued, “Pits hairs oan yer chest.” 
Nods of agreement all round. 
Three pints later we are counting our communal cash resources to determine, firstly, how many more pints we can have, secondly, how long we can remain in Arran. 
“Right.”  Sav proclaims, taking the floor. “We’ve all got return tickets for the ferry, and we dinnae need tae get petrol tae get us hame, OK?”
 “OK” Cater responds, adopting the role as accountant. “Between us we’ve got enough for three more rounds and get something tae eat for after.” 
Good news, what more could we want? 
“This’ll need to be our last night here though, we’ll fuck off hame tomorrow after breakfast.” “Let’s move our tents doon tae the back o’ the beach, We’ll have a bit o’ peace an quiet there an we can get a fire goin an cook something maybe.” 
“Aye, an we can see the ferry comin in the morning.” 
“Aye, a good idea.” 
“We can take the tents tae the beach an pitch up now, come back for another couple of rounds then we can forage to the chip shop for something tae eat.”
Their tents were pitched on an area of grass behind the beach, adjacent to the treeline on the bank of the Cloy burn,  discreetly hidden from Shore road, but not perhaps sufficiently hidden for a campfire. 
Cater makes an announcement. 
“We dinnae need a fire, and we dinnae really need any food either. We’ll have an extra round o’ pints and jist stay in the pub till closing time.” This suggestion was made without any disagreement as we retrace our steps enthusiastically to the pub.
Returning, three rounds later, we are sitting outside the tents and feeling more than a little despondent. The absence of a campfire adds to this overall feeling but it doesn’t really matter. Eyes get accustomed to the darkness. We reconsider our self-imposed roles as Scotland’s saviours. 

Sav breaks the silence. 
“Ok then, if we really are the Fianna, we should be fuckin doin something!  
“We shouldnae be just sittin around on our fuckin arses half pished and wasted!”
 “Aye, we should be activists, revolutionaries maybe, at least doin something to get ourselves established as The Fianna ” 
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