
Rosemarkie Remembrances 
 

John Bonthron                                   for Paul and Judy             September 2014 Page 1 
 

Arrival 

 

It is the last day of August 2014. We sit in bright sunshine, inside our 

tiny caravan, at the Caravan and Camping Club site, the sea soughing and sighing 

thirty metres away. We have arrived ahead of Paul and Judy, so we are here 

alone for a few days.  

 

This is year thirteen, consecutive, a good addiction. Eleven previous visits 

have been in June with one in July. We always come with Paul and Judy, they in 

their 'van and we in ours. We share a week or thereby together, and re-groove 

familiar tracks, checking for change. It does happen here, but it seems slower 

than back home, in Bearsden or Dollar. 

 

The four Wardens greet our arrival with happy smiling faces.  

Here is the code for the toilet Block.  

The best places to eat are…  

Do you know the area…  

Anything that you need, just ask… 

 

Two are back from last year, two are new. We probably know more about 

the Rosemarkie area that they do. We have our favourite activities and eateries, 

things that always delight. 

 

On arrival, our two-wheeled Warden John on his bicycle leads us to our 

berth on Pitch No 16, right on the front, our first time ever with an 

uninterrupted view of the sandy beach and the Moray Firth. The tanker swings 

on its mooring near the entrance to Nigg Bay. It has been here for a few years 

now, and offers a grand spectacle at night, lit up like a Cruise Liner. 

 

Ensconced next to us are newly retireds, a "young" couple, he also John, 

my second namesake so far, one time teacher from Tee-side, with his wife Kay, a 

woman who did not seem to ever leave her campervan. He likes an argument, he 

tells me, and being the School Time-Tabler for many years, he always chose the 

awkward pupils, the no hopers; and found he got on well with them.  

 

I stay silent, not being the argumentative type, and let him ramble from 

one topic to another. It’s like I’m looking into an acoustic mirror: is that what I 

am really like? 

 

They headed off immediately next morning for Brora, then on to 

Durness, then Skye, then, wait for it, Milngavie and Bearsden, also Siamese twin 

towns, to visit relatives. We are denizens of Bearsden, forty years before the 

plough of time. Sadly the names they reveal are not people we know: but we just 
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might have, half-proving the rule of "we are all at six removed".  

 

On Sunday morning when we look around, we were nearly alone, the 

occupancy having dropped to less than 40%, my estimate. A day later we are 

back to above 80%, my estimate. And mainly grey gaggling geese like ourselves.  

 

Oh how we happy campers love to move about! Some of us, anyway, but 

not us though, we only go to the same places every year.  

 

 

Chanonry 

 

The highlight most years is dolphin-watching, at Chanonry Point, a mere 

mile away, beside the Lighthouse, where the dolphin pod visits most days to 

cavort for us. During daylight hours we look along from our 'van to check: there 

is almost always a goodly gaggle of watchers, some with giant lenses on 

expensive cameras, other with smart phones and others like us, bare-eyed. 

 

Last year was exceptional. We had the full show, lasting nearly fifteen 

minutes. A group of three and a separate pair - leaping, in unison, first in the 

same direction and then leaping counter to each other, wide smiles on their 

faces, showing off, no doubt about it! 

 

On occasion I have proposed a scam that Scottish Tourism should 

undertake, via “You Tube”. In this fake video, an Orca dubbed Ollie would chase 

the dolphin pod up to Chanonry Point, the dolphins leaping high out of the water 

to escape snapping Ollie. Then Ollie the Orca would switch his attention to the 

crowd lining the beach. Ollie would then ride up onto the beach and snatch a 

realistic android dog before sliding back into the foaming deep, the 

victim/sacrifice locked in the jaws of the Orca, never to be seen more. 

 

In my fantasy the “You Tube” clip would go viral and within days the 

beach at Chanonry Point would be thick with tourists pitching up from all over 

the globe, come to offer their own pets and small children to Ollie. Local 

business would boom and boom and boom, for years to come, re-energising the 

nearby Loch Ness Monster Hunt Experience.  

 

I offer this idea free of all royalty charges in return for full personal 

indemnity. 
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Twinned 

 

Rosemarkie is the Siamese twin of its bigger sister Fortrose, a place that 

has grown by stealth over these years, ever creeping across the fields towards 

Rosemarkie.  

 

Fortrose (Fo-irt-rose) is where we shop, mostly, at the Co-op - "Good 

with Food". It is here that we annually re-activate our Co-op divvie card, ever 

wondering what happens to our accumulated dividend, ever too lazy to go on-line 

to check.  

 

You can get almost everything you need at the Fortrose Co-op. Its car 

park is a busy place, like being at the dodgems. And inside its three tills ping 

away from dawn till late, and the long queue lingers in happy converse beside the 

shelves which offer a selection of local beers and far away wines proffer 

temptations which cannot be resisted. 

 

    Food and Drink     

The place that I like best is the Anderson Hotel in Fortrose. It is run by 

Jim (Anderson?) and his wife Ann who, it is claimed, is also American. Ann has 

never been seen by me: Jim is the ever present, ebullient ‘mine host’ who when I 

booked this year at two o’clock in the afternoon came to the Reception in bare 

feet. In fact it seems they only open nowadays during late afternoon, no lunches 

being on offer.  

 

The Andersons menu is quirky and the décor in the whisky bar is close to 

eclectic. There is a wide selection of whiskies and whiskeys, and I seem to 

remember that it is 333 in number. The beers are from all over the world, 

including Cromarty. Three of Cromarty’s best this year included “Happy Chappy”, 

“Hit the Lip” and “Red Rocker”. Go on! Try one or all three, if you can find them. 

 

The Crofters (2nd best) on the beach at Rosemarkie has varied over the 

years. But now it is back up there. The Plough in Rosemarkie has been all over 

the place. It was not visited this year.  

 

The Eillan Dubh (3rd best) in Fortrose was once the place to eat, but again 

it has been mixed in recent times, even attempting to make a living as an Indian 

Restaurant and Carry Out for a few years. This year it was back up, serving a 

version of traditional Scottish Fare.  

 

The Station Hotel at nearby Avoch (said Och), has moved upmarket and 

was nearly as good as the Eillan Dubh. The Pavillion (for the nearly defunct 
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Bowling Club) did very nice soup and very acceptable bacon rolls.  

 

Also very good bacon Panini at the upmarket Schoolhouse Art Gallery in 

Beauly: and best soup too, although pricey. But hell, on holiday we are rich, 

millionaires! And lovely coffee at Beauly’s Deli in the Square.  

 

We make our annual trip to Strathpeffer. There is an amazing bike shop 

called Square Wheels which is the Town Square). It is busy. A guy wants to buy 

a special bike, not sure how much, but sounded expensive from the way he was 

describing it.  

 

Strathpeffer used be a famous Victorian Spa town. There is a disused 

railway line and a Station. The café there has the very best Bacon Rolls in the 

world and an extravaganza of Home Baking. And FIVE varieties of soup on offer, 

with nice bread. Paradise. 

 

But very best for lunch is at the Oystercatcher in the sleepy village of 

Portmahomack way up North, in the Dornoch Firth. It’s a long drive but worth it. 

Cullen Skink as it should be made with superb bread. We keep promising 

ourselves to have a treat and go to stay over, have a full seafood extravaganza 

as our evening meal.  

 

Next year we will do it! Promise! Promise!   

 

A Northern City 

 

Inverness is magnetic hub for this the twin community of Fortrose and 

Rosemarkie, and others villages and small towns who are caught in its urgent 

swirl. Inverness is about 15 miles away from out Site.  

 

To me Inverness seems to be a version of Glasgow, but much smaller, 

with everything crushed together so that crumbling stones meets modern glass, 

wizen old jowls against smooth chic cheek. It is a place with a seemingly active 

disregarding its dubious architectural gems.  

 

In the sunshine Inverness looks almost acceptable, even interesting, but 

in the rain, as yesterday, it looks down at heel, unloved and brash, with dirty 

broken pavements, and a higgledy-piggledy mixture of smaller shops crammed 

against the newer Eastgate Shopping mall, where all the old familiar corporates 

and franchises proffer their boring wares. But it does home an M&S, and we are 

M&S people! 

 

There is a Castle, now Council Offices (?) which sits high above the town 
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and guards the river. This castle used to be called Fort George until after 

Culloden when the new Fort George was built across the firth from our Site. I 

thought for years that the new Fort George was built to guard against the 

French fleet, but no, we learn on a visit to FG that it built to garrison the 

Redcoats used to suppress the locals.  

  

Back to Inverness: this year we learn with sadness that Leakey’s 

Bookshop has given up on its excellent café. “We shall all miss their soups” says 

the lady at the desk. Malcolm (the Owner?) seems to have been subsidizing it 

for some years. Pity that it is no more. It was a gem. 

  

Each year we make a pilgrimage to HIS – Highland Industrial Supplies. 

Over many years this enterprise has expanded to cover almost every aspect of 

DIY, Farming, gardening, Gifts, Clothing, Angling, Shooting, Building, Catering 

and Town and Country life. Their little red delivery vans are everywhere around 

Inverness. They even have a distribution outlet in the Glasgow area. 

  

Many readers will know that I am a fan of cable ties, marvelous invention. 

I have a large collection, every colour, every length. Two years ago I spotted 

ONE METRE LONG cable ties there. I had to buy a package. At check-out a man 

of my own vintage, asked, in dialect: 

 

 “An whit wid ye be wantin thum it tha’ length fur?”   
 
“I plan to go into town and round up a few virgins”, sprang unbidden to my lips, 

sent by the Aliens who rule my tongue from time to time.  

 

“Virgins? No’ in Inverness ye’ll no’!” 
 

 

Fort George 

 

Earlier this year we joined Scottish Heritage: we are already members of 

the National Trust for Scotland. Now we cover all the bases. It was a great 

move. And this year we have definitely had our monies worth from both 

subscriptions. We have become “people who visit” and who compare their cafes, 

if they have one. 

 

From our Site at Rosemarkie we stare out at Fort George, three miles 

away by sea, twenty by road. Mostly it is a dull smudge but from time to time it 

shines back at us in the sunshine, especially as the Sun sets. And we hear the 

“pop-pop-pop-pop-pop” of ammo being dispensed by the sodgers at its firing 

range. It is still an active training establishment. 
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We visit again, and because of our Scottish Heritage cards we get in 

“free”. The coffee in the café is just OK, but the Cheese Scones are sublime! 

 

When we arrive the place is abuzz. There is to be a Military Tattoo on 

the coming weekend. Contractors are moving about on scaffolding.  

 

The timing (start 8.00pm till about 10 pm) is too late for us, given the 

late night need for alcohol and the lang miles hame after it. And we reason it 

would not suit Harry (see below), so we give it a miss. And it is pricey, £20 each, 

with no reductions for kids of any age  

 

(Later, from our darkened ‘vans, we witness three nights of spectacular 

end-of-show fireworks, for free! We do like free! We reckon our view is maybe 

better than that of the paying tattoo watchers.) 

 

In the Museum I see for the first time examples of the Death Pennies 

that were issued by the Authorities after the 1914-18 War to the families of 

each and every soldier who died (with honour). The number was in excess of 1.3 

million.  

 

Each is about 6” diameter and has a scene of battle and the name of the 

deceased embossed on it. Well done the Authorities. I think at that time most 

of the Germans who led their Troops were cousins of the English Royal Family. 

 

And so it goes on still, today and every day since. I read however that 

somehow we are getting better. Over the last decade the numbers of Global 

Conflicts has halved to only 33 today: and tomorrow: and the next day? Why 

should the UK be taking such a lead in all of these blow ups, I ask myself, often. 

 

I also read that the Army cannot recruit in sufficient numbers to meet 

their current requirements. Perhaps this is a good thing? Why do we British 

have political leaders who are so keen to be involved everywhere? And what 

makes our young men (and some women, too) of Asian origin want to fly to Syria 

and ISIS to help? 

 

    Fields of Gold  

I know that you got it earlier – this is our first time here in September. 

 

The fields have been shorn of grain, which may have been barley, and all 

that remains are the roulettes of hay. Thousands and thousands of them lying in 

bright yellow fields, proving that this is also an arable part of the world, which I 

confess I had not really clocked before. 
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There is a monster-sized collection of monster sized silos beside the A9 

which we see each time we pass. (I know, repetition of the word ‘m*****’.) After 

all these years we decide to investigate. We drive up the anonymous lane.  

 

It is a grain store with a very small notice outside saying: 

 

 “This is a grain store”.  

 

I feel compelled to say that there was actually no need for this sign.  

 

And it was a Sunday. There was no one there, except probably several 

hundred thousand little mice chewing quietly but not visible to the human eye. 

Any cats that may have been about were also not visible. All that was visible 

were the m***** silos and grey metal tubing inter-connecting them, at high-

level.  

 

If there had been a person about, I would have asked:  

 

“Excuse me, please, is this a barley grain store? Is this for whisky-

making? How many tons of grain can you store, at any one time? Do you export 

out of Scotland? Can I have a handful, as a sample, please? Why is your sign so 

very small? Is this Scotland’s NEW Underground Bunker, you know, 

underneath?” 

“Pardon, what did you just say?” 

“Look, there is no need to be abusive, just ask nicely and of course we will 

go away and mind our own business. Anyway, the Police know me very well. I’m 

registered on their new national database as ABH - Annoying but Harmless. And 

I’m on sort of nodding terms with the man at the Big House, Sir Stephen, Chief 

of Police Scotland, so be warned.” 

 

Back in the car, as we drive away, I would have added:  

 

“Margaret, what do you make of him then, so easily upset. All I was doing 

was trying to be friendly.”     

 

   Then there was Harry!    

 

As you have read, this year we are here early, ahead of Paul and Judy 

who were unable to fit in our usual week in June or July into their busy calendar.  

 

They arrive on Tuesday afternoon, and our world changes.  
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And from now on, until Friday, it’s all about Harry!  

 

Our Harry of Auchterarder is three and a wee bit and very wise. He talks 

well and he is bossy, argumentative, and never once cried although he did get 

grumpy when he did not get things going in exactly his own way. He entertained 

us, kept us moving, asked questions and told us what we needed to know. 

  

His full name is Harry James Ward and his Mum is Victoria and his Dad is 

Ian, a Yorkshire-man from Leeds. (Did you know that more people live in 

Yorkshire than live in Scotland?) His Auntie is Jessica, Vicky’s sister. 

 

The Ward family has just completed a move from near Leeds to 

Auchterarder. Vicky and Ian work for HBOS in its various guises, which is where 

they met.  

 

We knew that Harry James was a famous Jazz trumpeter. What Judy 

discovered only recently was that HJ’s wife was called Victoria and their 

daughter was called Jessica. Amazing. Yes, I know, it’s true, I am easily amazed. 

And yes, it has been confirmed that I have a mental age of 4 ¾.     

 

So, now that we have Harry in the fold, we are evolving, imbuing another 

generation with the 'love of place and people' that has drawn us back to 

Rosemarkie year on year. Perhaps in future years we will bring other 

grandchildren with us. We could use our awning? Or put up a tent for them 

‘alongside’, as we Campers say?  

 

      

Caravan, Campervans and Awnings 

 

Over our years we have noticed a gradually shift from Car/Caravan 

Combos to Campervans, some of them trailing tiny cars behind. Some 

Campervans are so large they have internal garages for a small car or two 

motorbikes. Most have cycle carriers with one or more bikes.  

 

This need for auxiliary transport demonstrates the weakness of the 

Campervan. When you arrive and want to use the Site as a base for day visits or 

even to do a shop, you either need to have alternative transport or pack up your 

Camper or hop a bus or hoof it. 

 

Another development is TVs in ‘vans and campers, usually with a satellite 

dish perched on top or on the ground outside. We, all four of us, are purists, 

avoiding TV and looking forward to the radio, if we can get reception! 
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But we cannot live without our emails and the internet. Even Rosemarkie 

has Wi Fi now. Oddly this proved the best way to get radio, via the internet. 

Why odd? Because we can actually, physically, ‘see’ the world famous Rosemarkie 

Wireless Transmitter from the Site but were unable to get Radio Reception. 

Weird! And in the ‘van, radio becomes important, we always listen as we 

breakfast, catching up on the real world, ahead of seeking the same news in 

print with our Herald voucher. 

 

Some families bring half their homes with them. One year there was a 

large 'van which had a huge awning and surrounded a 'stockade' made from 

canvas windbreaks. There were four kids under ten years old. The wife turned 

out to be a GP and her husband,  ”a modern man” he happily described himself to 

me as we ‘shared’ at the washing up area, who stayed at home full-time and did 

everything domestic, as he did at the Site: all the cooking, washing up, laundry 

and shopping.  

 

GP wife sunbathed, was served on hand and foot and seemed 'demanding', 

at least from our distance. They even brought with them and displayed proudly 

in their stockade, a full-sized fridge, no doubt to make sure wife had a never 

ending supply of chilled white wine and ready-peeled grapes. 

 

Nowadays we see fewer trailer tents but many more of the mansion-sized 

high walk-in tents. It seems that, thanks to our Chinese and Indian cousins, it is 

possible to purchase a ten-roomed tent for a few hundred pounds.  

  

I should explain about AWNINGS for the uninitiated.  

 

Awnings are diabolical devices which in theory attach to the side of a 

caravan (or some Campervans) by a grooved rail through which the edge of the 

awning slides, sticks, slides a bit more, the sticks fast until sworn at volubly, 

preferably in Swedish, where our awning was made, as its printed instructions (in 

Swedish!) reveal. 

 

During the Erection of any Awning, all other Campers titter inside their 

caravan, listening and watching surreptitiously to the free pantomime, enjoying 

the others’ ordeal, pleased that their own torture has passed, at least until 

their next endurance test. And we titter too, I confess: watching others ‘suffer’ 

really is great fun! 

 

When eventually the awning is secured to its side-rail, it must be 

supported by a system of aluminum poles which come in many separate self-

jumbling pieces that allegedly slot one into another, just never the two that you 

are holding. These must be marked 1A and 1B, 2A and 2B and so on. This 

preparatory planning must be done at home, in the warmth and calm of your 
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fireside, with a sweet sherry to hand and the diagram in Swedish or Yiddish 

placed on a wind-free surface.  

 

Even with this forethought it takes two giraffe height adults with the 

arms of octopi, of sane and calm disposition; with the flexibility of an elite 

gymnast and the digital dexterity of a Swiss watch-maker to assemble the 

framework of poles and slide them into the loops on the awning. 

 

Three hours is a good mark for a first erection (shades of tantric?). 

During this time one or more extra-brave or stupid souls will have come and gone 

offering you and your tearful wife 'helpful advice' and commiserations during 

their fleeting visits. 

 

“No, actually we are fine. We always enjoy doing the hard way. Yes, I 

agree, it’s all part of the fun. Thank you. Thank you. Oh look, it raining more 

heavily now. Don’t stand around getting wet on our account. Thank you. Thank 

you.”  

 

(“And now, please won’t you all just “Off Blank””, I think, but never say.) 

  

With the awning attached to the 'van and draped over the skeleton of 

poles, it becomes necessary to tension the awning into a rigid shape by 

hammering pegs into the ground from which guys must be attached and 

tightened.  

 

Most campsites we visit are of grass. This grass is deliberately grown on 

a thin covering of sandy soil over large and knobbly boulders which resist the 

penetration of the steel pegs, bouncing them back at you, making you hit your 

thumb, bending and breaking the plastic clips of the ends at a rate that have 

Chinese peg-making factories jump with joy. Ah-so!  

 

But, by applying great brute force from a giant mallet, it can be done, 

resulting in deep driven twisted pegs which are normally irretrievable when it is 

time to up sticks and move on or depart for our domicile.   

 

The crowning ignominy of this fraught process is that the TAUT 

AWNING, which many others around you have clearly achieved, ever eludes the 

rank amateurs that we still are. Three hours of cursing have produced a saggy, 

limp and lopsided edifice that is an object of smirking, unspoken ridicule. One’s 

wife blames one, while one mutter curses in Swedish.  

 

And when the wind and rain come in the night, your awning is the first to 

‘blow in’. When it 'blows in' it traps you inside your 'van, with the now freed 

heavy canvas and its ruck of poles beating and drumming a happy tattoo against 
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the side of our ‘van, some three inches from where I lie, (yes, it is attached to 

MY side), while I go on pretending to be fast asleep. For hours I lie in the dark 

under my duvet, listening to my wife say, on constant repeat: “John, I told you 

that those pegs were not in properly... Are you awake? John, I told you…". 

 

    Fleck’s Tales  

 

This part of our tale is about our second visit here to Rosemarkie, when 

we still had Fleck, (Fleckie) our big Border Collie. At that time we still used to 

fight in the awning wars, in order to give Fleckie a place for sleep during the 

nights. But first another precursor.  

 

On our second time ever with a 'van and Fleck combo, we pitched up at 

Brora in North East Scotland, many, many miles beyond Rosemarkie. Brora is a 

Caravan Club Site: ‘The Caravan Club’ is considered to be posher than ‘The 

Caravan and Camping Club’, which encourages families and well-behaved animals.  

In our experience the ‘The Caravan Club’ is sniffier about dogs and free range 

children. And on arrival at Brora we were advised ‘sternly’ that Fleck must be 

kept under ‘close control at all times’.  

 

At that early stage, we had not yet learned that we must tether Fleckie, 

even when he was in what seemed like a securely zipped up awning. During that 

first night at Brora, Fleck snuck out nocturnally. Some sixth sense had alerted 

her to the fact that Fleckie was AWOL. Margaret kindly wakened me from my 

slumbers. It was 5 am. In June the nights are short in the far North, and it was 

already full daylight.  

 

I hissed Fleck’s name from my recumbent position under the duvet, but 

there was no answering yip. I donned my shorts and looked out into the awning: 

no Fleck. How had our Houdini Fleck done it? The awning defences seemed 

intact.  

In shorts alone, I poked my head out of the awning, searching with my 

eagle eyes. 

 

There, in the distance, about 100 m away, was Fleckie, in prone position, 

chin flat to the manicured grass, mesmerized by a colony of unconcerned rabbits 

feeding contentedly. For how many hours the dog-rabbit cohort had been quietly 

co-existing in their mutual contentment we cannot tell. I think that to Fleck, 

this was a ‘satisfactory’ situation: he had them herded, under his control. He was 

happy. The Rabbits were safe, they knew, because they were only inches from 

their many burrows, well able to scarper to safety, should the need arise. A 

happy stalemate.  
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Naturally, when accosted with a hissed command, Fleck was reluctant to 

return to his awning prison and had to be dragged away by his collar. Inside the 

awning I now tethered him on a longish blue rope, his first ever experience of 

night-time restraint.  

 

Had he pooed and widdled while out there alone? We will never know, nor 

did we feel inclined to look, in case such a crime could be traced to OUR dog.  

 

The tail-piece to this one is that next morning Fleck had seemingly 

escaped again. But the tell-tale blue cord gave him away. It was stretched under 

the 'van, and there he was, his head nearly out from the far side, with his black 

nose just free, his eyes focused again on his now far-away bunny buddies. 

 

Back to Rosemarkie: this site is more than a bit unusual. It was once 

owned and run by the Council, and now leased, we believe by The Caravan and 

Camping Club. 

 

It has a local road running through it, with smallest of lighting standards 

which shine on through the night, providing dim illumination for the double 

incontinent stumbling to the Toilet Blocks. 

  

It may surprise my reader to learn that the weather in Scotland is 

variable. But we resist it, ignore the bad times, enjoy the good times, try not to 

believe the weather forecast and attempt to barbecue at least twice during our 

stay.  

On this occasion it was a dull, drizzly, midgey night and we set up the tiny 

barbecue just outside the awning, with the door flap unzipped, me on duty, on my 

camp seat, beer in one hand and tongs in the other, with Fleck at my feet, and 

four pork loins sizzling on the hotplate, trying to ignore the midges.  

 

Paul, Judy and Margaret sat inside our 'van, beer and wine, crisps and 

nuts consuming, uncaring of my discomfort. I, the host and Chef di Barbie for 

this night, must do my duty. 

 

Perched on a lamp standard, in plain view but unnoticed, was Harry the 

Hungry Herring Gull.  

 

(Sorry Our Harry of Auchterarder, but at this time you were not even a 

twinkle in your parent’s eyes.) 

 

Harry the Hungry Herring Gull swooped and before Fleck or I could 

react, landed beside the barbecue, snatched off a chop, still raw, opened his 

great beak, swallowed it whole, and took flight back up to his hunting perch 

issuing a raucous, joyous call: "Haa-Haaa- Haaaaaarrry!" 



Rosemarkie Remembrances 
 

John Bonthron                                   for Paul and Judy             September 2014 Page 13 
 

The democratic decision of my fellow diners was that Harry had taken 

MY CHOP, and so I had to make do with Munro the Butcher's delicious pork and 

apple sausages instead.  

 

Oh how they laughed! Especially Harry. Only Fleck was on my side. 

 

Over the remainder of that holiday, and the years since, we have 

watched Harry and his Cronies astound other campers by their thieving antics. 

Do we take the initiative and advise them? Oh-no-we-don’t! 

 

And so to the naughty bit….  

 

Love at first sight. 

 

On our third or fourth visit to Rosemarkie, with Fleck and the awning, 

and Paul and Judy alongside, we basked in a few days of tropical heat. One 

morning, after our obligatory ten o’clock planning meeting coffees and nibbles, 

sipped al fresco on this boiling hot day, we roused ourselves for a slow saunter 

along the shoreline towards the small play park, heading for the Fairy Glen Walk 

up through the woods to the waterfall, a walk in shade, away from the 

oppressive and brutal Sun. 

 

Once out of the Site, Fleck ran free, and spent most of his time wave-

hopping, a favourite past-time. Sometimes I thought him to be half-fish: he 

could and did spend hours in the sea, seemingly oblivious of the very low 

temperature of the water. 

 

Being a garrulous guy, I dallied behind, and Margaret, Paul and Judy 

shuffled steadily onwards as I talked to this one and that one, and threw sticks 

and stones for Fleck.  

 

The gap between my Leaders and Fleck and me widened to about two 

hundred yards, they waiting with increasingly impatiently, a familiar situation, 

well inside the park, at the start of the path which is the Fairy Glen Walk.  

 

An irritated voice called back to me, "John, where is Fleck?" 

 

I turned to see him, my darling boy, blocking the gate to the children's 

play park, already mounted on a receptive black Labrador bitch, both clearly 

enjoying their unexpected amorous encounter.  

 

Being a Gentledog, Fleck was in no mood to disappoint his new Lady and 

snarled at my hand as I tried to reach for his collar. The message was clear. 
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Climax came and went but now he was trapped by his testicles, unable to 

withdraw from his Lady, even if he wanted to. 

 

An old man hove nigh hirpling heavily on a stick, to edge around the 

canines locked in love, and proffered his sage advice, in dialect: 

 

"Gee it twiny minats an chuck a buccat a waater oan thim". 

 

Our next passers-by were a young mum with her toddler. 

 

"Mummy, are these dogs fighting?" 

 

In response I offered my excuse, lamely.  

 

"I'm sorry, please avert your eyes. This is just a holiday romance. My dog 

doesn't even know her name." 

 

A few minutes later, enough time for the child to be diverted by the 

swings, there was a dull "pill-op" and Fleck was free. 

 

As I collared him she, the brazen hussy, leaned under him to lick his still 

wet Willie and testicles.  

 

YES IT IS TRUE! As my three witnesses cannot not deny!   

 

This wanton action had her desired effect and his lust was raised Lazar 

us like, and Fleck was ‘good to go’ once more.  

 

But I had him leashed now and dragged him away from her, he whining a 

lovelorn protest, me hurling the dire imprecation at her: 

 

 "Leave my boy alone, you harlot!" 

 

Rejoined with our party in the woods, I let him off his leash. The 

refreshed Fleck was now his puppy-self of old. 

 

Margaret, a true lioness of canine etiquette exploded:  

 

"It's not Fleck's fault! She should not have been let out alone, in her 

condition." 

 

Now we heard approach, travelling in the opposite direction along the 

narrow path, the tinkling tones of the burn mixed with the happy calls of three 

middle-aged extra-large-sized American ladies who shaded the path into gloom 
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with their bulk.  

 

Puppy Fleckie took hold of a long branch between his teeth and, with a 

flick of his neck sought to break their legs with careless enthusiasm.  

 

"Gee, look at that little guy, I wish I was getting some of what he's 

getting." 

 

There is, in my repeated experience, no need to put invented words into 

the mouths of real people: when the opportunity springs at them from their 

blind side, they seldom disappoint. 

 

Our Waterfall walk over, we claimed a table in the beer garden at The 

Plough Inn. 

  

(I digress myself, momentarily: the following information, John our 

Teacher from Tee-side in more recent times did inform.  

 

"After a Fire ‘The Plough’ was re-built 1907 by John Reid. Its bar area is 
now B-Listed. The Plough is currently owned by an absentee landlord, an 
American man who inherited it (unexpectedly?) from an aged Scottish aunt, 
about three years ago.”  

 

Who needs Google?)  

 

Back to us in the Beer Garden after our Walk in the Woods. 

 

In the sunshine we enjoyed haddock and chips as Fleck stretches out 

below our trestle picnic table now asleep but twitching and squealing softly, re-

living his late morning conquest. 

 

The tail-piece to this tale is that when we started out to make our return 

to the Caravan Site, Margaret, ever mindful of her boy's proclivities, exclaimed: 

 

 "NO! Not that way, John, we must go the other way. We can’t take him 

down there, she might be waiting for him!" 

 

And it was true: I looked down the narrow path back towards the shore, 

near to where the deed had been done, and there she was, standing on her hind 

legs, wearing long black boots, under a tree, in the shade, leaning back, with a 

can of lager in one paw and drawing deeply on a fag held deftly in the other.  

 

The second tail-piece, this time one hundred percent true, was that the 

following year I met an elderly man with a Collie-Lab cross puppy on a lead. Fleck 
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sniffed her and made off back to his waves, refusing to acknowledge his off-

spring, making Margaret very proud. 

 

"Hello, so what's you pup called?" 

 

"Shonich, after her mother Shona, a black Lab. This one was one of a 

litter of six, all with these markings. Very like your dog, what's he called?" 

 

"That’s Fleck, half dog, half fish. He's getting on now. How old is 

Shonich?" 

 

"I'm not sure. I'm just visiting, from Edinburgh, Avril lives here now. I 

think the wee one is nearly a year, something like that, maybe a bit younger. My 

daughter was really annoyed. She wanted her Shona to give her a litter of 

Pedigree Labs. It seems that her Shona must have escaped, although Avril has 

no idea how it happened. My Shonich is a right wee beauty, don't you think?" 

 

"Yes she is. Very nice, "Aren't you Shonich, a very pretty girl, aren't 

you?" Has she been easy to train?' 

 

"Yes, but does she love water? That's why I have her on her lead. If I let 

her off she would probably swim away out there, with the dolphins." 

 

 

 Three Harrys, an Ollie, and a fat man. 

 

 It is a hot day. We foregather on the beach, under Our Harry of 

Auchterarder’s direction, our mission to build sandcastles. When we have about 

a dozen in various sizes Harry decides we should bring water from the sea to 

wet the sand near the sandcastles. 

  

Our Harry selects me as his manservant. 

 

 “John, come to the sea with me.” 

 

 “Of course, Sire, at once.” 

 

 At first he is wary of the incoming waves but soon learns that he has to 

go in deep enough to fill his bucket. 

 

 

 “Here it comes, Harry, here it comes. It’s a big, big wave. Here it comes.” 
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 Nearby, a few yards out from us, bobs the other Harry, Harry The 

Hungry Herring Gull. I tell our Harry about this Harry and his thieving ways. Our 

Harry eyes him warily. Harry the Gull paddles closer. Perhaps he thinks that 

maybe we will throw him bread. 

 

 “Our Harry, I think Harry the Gull is worried that we will take all the 

water out of his sea, then he won’t have any water to swim in.” 

 

 Harry the Gull dips his beak as if he is sipping water. 

 

 I shout: 

 

“Hoiy! Don’t steal our water. Go and get your own water. Go on!” 

 

 Harry the Gull is unimpressed and continues to bob just out of reach, his 

eye glinting, his big beak menacing. 

 

Our Harry thinks about this, but goes deep enough to fill his bucket 

anyway. 

 

 Ollie the Oystercatcher flies in from a nearby field and pipes his arrival. 

He walks along the shore towards us. Then he flits away, then again, further 

away. Harry the Gull paddles away towards Ollie and we watch them from a 

distance.  

 

 “Is that Harry too?” 

 

 Our Harry has spotted another Gull, further out. 

 

 “Yes, they are all called Harry too, just like you. But that black and white 

one with the orangey red beak is called Ollie the Oystercatcher. Shall we take 

our water back to the castles now?” 

 

 “Yes. But after, we need to get more water.” 

 

 “Of course, Sire, water must be collected!” 

 

We make about forty trips for water. 

 

Then I see one of the Gull Harrys fly over us with a stolen iPhone in his 

beak. Ollie takes charge as the three big birds huddled at the water’s edge, 

pecking out an email to Highland Council, complaining about the blatant daylight 

theft of their sea-water from Rosemarkie beach.  
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“A fat man and a small boy with a yellow bucket done it!”  

 

“The fat man also took seven rose coloured stones from the beach for his 

wife’s part of their garden.”  

 

The fat man’s part of their garden consists of a small pond, which may or 

may not contain frogs and which annually is a temporary home to thousands of 

tadpoles which never grow legs and are, one suspects, eventually eaten by the 

subterranean frog or frogs who may or may not live in this pond. 

 

And now, it is time to leave this tale meanwhile.  

 

Next year there may be more to add…. 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


