Ailig Peuton
Dh’ionnsaich mise dìreach on seann daoine a-muigh on taobh agam fhìn, nuair a shioft mi à Glaschu. Cha robh mi ach sia bliadhna dh’aois nuair a shioft sinn à Glaschu – mi-fhìn ’s m’ athair ’s mo mhàthair ’s an còrr, ceathrar dhen teaghlach againn – Aonghas, Nìall, Peter agus Donaidh – còigear againn, sorry – agus coltach gun do ghabh mi interest ann – falbh a-mach a’ watcheadh na seann daoine togail nam muirsgean. Agus ’s e novelty, novelty cianail a bh’ ann an uair sin dhomhsa, novelty sgràthail ga faicinn. So cha do rinn mi-fhìn ach aon latha dh’fheuch mi agus, uh, bha m’ athair ann ’s crowd aca ’s thuirt m’ athair rium “Shin thu a bhalaich, fhuair thu fear”. “Fhuair.” “Agus tha sin ann, fear snog. Cùm a’ faighinn iad sin agus nì thu glè mhath.” Well, chun an lath an-diugh tha mi still ag obair ann. Bha sin ann nuair a bha mi sia bliadhna – an dèidh tighinn às a’ bhaile mhòr.

O chan eil secret sam bith ann, dìreach (gum) feum thu dìreach watcheadh mar a tha sùil. Càil an t-sùil aca agus watcheadh ciamar a chuireas tu do chorragan. Mar a bha mi a’ ràdh ’s gun do chorragan a chur sios direct idir thuca, rud a tha gu leòr a dèanamh, no, well, tha thu gearradh pàirt de chorragan dhiot. Feumaidh tu tighinn thuca ann an, aig angle, agus an uair sin aon uair is gu suath na corragan agadsa an t-slige acasan cha ghluais iad. ’S d’ òrdag fhaighinn sios an uair sin agus a’ slaodadh às an tràghadh dìreach cho math ’s a ’s urrainn dhut no fàgaidh iad am biadh aca ann. Feumaidh tu an uair sin tòiseachadh air cladhach ma tha thu airson – ach cha bhi mise uair sam bith a’ bodraigeadh leis an sin, cha bhi mi ach ga fhàgail o chionn ’s bidh mi a’ ràdh rium fhìn “there’s plenty more fish in the sea”, an àite tòiseachadh air cladhach son biadh, ’s ’s dòcha thu fhèin a ghearradh.
Ach, tha, air an oidhche, tha e cunnartach air an oidhche co-dhiù a dhol ann leat fhèin. Dh’fhaodadh tu a dhol air chall, gu math furasta a dhol air chall. Ma tha thu a’ dol ann air an oidhche daonnan daonnan fàg solas air tìr far a bheil thu a’ cromadh dhan a’ chladach son ’s gu bheil fhios agad càil thu a’ coiseachd air an tràigh. Dh’fhaodadh tu bhith a’ coiseachd air an tràigh mìltean ’s gun sìon a dh’fhor agad dè an t-astar a tha thu a’ dol air an oidhche. Air an latha tha thu a’ faicinn a h-uile sìon mu chuairt ort. Ach ma tha daoine a’ dol chun an tràigh idir idir air an oidhche – b’ àbhaist dhuinn a bhith a’ fàgail Tilley air a’ chladach. Chaidh an uair sin gu torch – bhathar a’ fàgail torch specially air a’ chladach airson guide faighinn air ais far an do chrom thu dhan chladach dìreadh às a’ chladach.
Tha e a’ còrdadh riumsa taghta togail nam muirsgean. ’S toil leam togail nam muirsgean. Chan iarrainn an còrr a bhith ann. Bhithinn ann an-dràsta nam biodh an tràigh ann. Chan eil ann ach obair natural dìreach. Tha tòrr de dhaoine ann – thachair mise le feadhainn ann an shin a thàinig dhachaidh à Lunnainn. ’S bha mi-fhìn ’s mo bhràthair Aonghas air an tràigh sin latha is thàinig an dithis a bha sin thugamsa. “Are you Alec?” “Yes, I’m Alec. Who are you?” “I’m Billy, and this is Becks.” “And what do you want?” “We want you to show us how to lift razor-fish.” Well, triop no dhà b’ fheudar dhomh shealltainn dhaibh, agus shioft iad bhuam ’s bha iad fhèin gan togail – perfect. Three, four dozen – trì no ceithir a dhusain anns an aon treiseag a bha iad ann, for the first, airson a’ chiad triop.

Bidh mise a h-uile triop as urrainn dhomhsa a bhios tràigh ann bidh mi ann. Tha fhios aig a h-uile duine air sin. Bidh m’ athair a tha a’ fuireach a-muigh faisg air an tràigh ann an shin, Peter mo bhràthair ’s Angus, ’s bidh iad ag ràdh “Tha e neònach mura bi Ailig air an tràigh an-diugh. Cha mhiss am fear sin an tràigh co-dhiù”. Agus bidh mi sin. 
I learnt just from the old people out from my own side, when I shifted from Glasgow. I was only six years old when we shifted from Glasgow – myself and my father and my mother and the rest, four in our family – Angus, Neil, Peter and Donny – five of us, sorry – and apparently I took interest in it – going out watching the old people lifting the razorfish. And it was a novelty, a terrible novelty to me then, an awful novelty to see it. So one day I just tried it, and my father was there and a crowd of them, and my father said to me “There you are, boy, you got one”. “Yes.” “And that’s a nice one. Keep getting them, and you’ll do very well.” Well, to this day I’m still working at it. That was when I was six years old – after coming from the big city.

Oh, there’s no secret, just that you have to watch how the eye is. Where’s their eye, and watching how you put your fingers. As I was saying, not putting your fingers down direct to them at all, a thing which a lot (of people) do, or, well, you’re cutting part of your fingers. You have to come to them at an angle, and then, as soon as your fingers touch their shell they won’t move. And getting your thumb down then and pulling straight out of the beach as well as you can or they’ll leave their food their. Then you have to start digging if you want – but I don’t ever bother with that, I just leave it because I say to myself “there’s plenty more fish in the sea”, instead of starting to dig for food, and maybe cutting yourself.

But at night, it’s dangerous at night, going by yourself anyway. You might get lost, quite easily get lost. If you’re going at night always always leave a light on land where you get down to the shore so that you know where you’re walking on the beach. You might be walking miles on the beach without any idea how far you’re going at night. In the day you see everything around you. But if people go to the beach at night at all – we used to leave a Tilley on the shore. Then it went to a torch – a torch was left specially on the shore to get a guide back to where you got down to the shore to climb up from the shore.

I really enjoy lifting the razorfish. I like lifting the razorfish. I wouldn’t anything else. I would be there now if the beach (low tide) was there. It’s just natural work. There are plenty of people – I met some there who came home from London. And I myself and my brother Angus were on the beach there one day and those two came to me. “Are you Alec?” ?” “Yes, I’m Alec. Who are you?” “I’m Billy, and this is Becks.” “And what do you want?” “We want you to show us how to lift razor-fish.” Well, I had to show them a couple of times, and they moved away from me, and they were lifting them themselves – perfect. Three, four dozen in the one time they were there, for the first time.
Every time I can when the beach is there I’ll be there. Everyone knows that. My father who stays out near the beach there, Peter my brother and Angus, they say “It’s strange if Alec isn’t on the beach today. That one doesn’t miss the tide anyway.” And I’ll be there.

