                                Da Hare an da Tortoise

by Christian Tait 

Ee day ida mont o Merch a tortoise wis makkin his wye fae Scallawa ta Lerrick ta veeseet his auntie. Stramp, stramp, stramp he göd up da Scord. Hit wis aafil steep, an he wis fairly pechin. He salisted a while ta catch his breath, an ta look at da view.


Hit wis sae boannie wi da castle an da boats. He tocht it wis da boanniest place in da whole wide wirld. Bit he coodna stand an stare aa day, he wid hae ta get goin. He struggled on up da hill. Plod, plod, plod. His shall wis a heavy burden, bit he wis wint wi it, an he nivver complained or lost hert. Slow an steady wins da race he aye said ta himsel.

   He wis joost turned aff da main rod, an inta Da Black Gaet when a hare cam prancin up ta him. 

   ‘Look at me,’ he said. ‘I can jimp an birl aroond. I bet du canna dö dat.’ 

   He loupit an birled sae fast he med himsel headlicht an he fell on da grund wi a dunt.

   ‘Pride comes afore a faa,’ said da tortoise. ‘Hit’s better ta go slow an steady laek me.’

   But da hare got up an started braggin again.

   ‘I can run laek a cheetah,’ he said. ‘A’m faster as da wind.’ He started prancin aboot an keekin up his heels. ‘Naebody can run faster as me.’

   Oho, tocht da tortoise.We’ll see aboot dat. He lookit at da hare. ‘Come on dan. Prove it.’

   Da hare lookit kinda taen aff. ‘Whit does du mean?’ he axed.

   ‘I challenge dee tae a race. Da last ean ta me auntie’s is a hairy kipper.’

   Da hare whet his prancin an stared at da tortoise. Whatn föl kinda challenge wis dis? Da tortoise wis lost his wit. Dey wir nae wye at he could ever win. Nivver in a million year.

   ‘OK,’ he said. ‘Du’s on. Whaar does dee auntie bide?’

   Da tortoise telt him her address – a hoose in Lochside, near ta da Clickimin Centre. Dan dey lined up sidey-for-sidey. Easy peasy, tocht da hare, an his smile stretched fae ae lug ta da tidder.

   ‘On your marks,’ said da tortoise. ‘Get set. Go.’

   Away ran da hare, gaffin an waving his paa.

   ‘Ho ho ho. Hee hee hee. Der nae wye on eart at du’ll ever catch me!’

   It took da hare nae time ava ta get ta da Hollanders’ Knowe.
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He lookit back alang da rod. Nae sign o da tortoise. Plenty o time for a peerie rest. Sae he set him doon wi his back fornenst a fence-post. Da birds wis singin an da sun wis sheenin. He faalded his paas across his breest, waggled his lugs an twitched his whiskers an in a meenit he wis soond sleepin.

   Aa dis time da tortoise oagit on, past da peerie brig an up da brae. Twartree cars stoppit an offered him a lift, for he lookit datn disjaskit – but he aye tankit dem an said at he wis takkin pairt in a race, an he hed ta dö it fair an square. He explained ta dem aboot da hare an his braggin, an da fokk joost shook der heads an wissed him luck afore dey drave on.

   Plod, plod, plod he med his weary wye ta da Hollanders’ Knowe an dere he saa da sleepin hare. He could hardly keep himsel fae gaffin oot lood as he passed him by an med his wye up da nixt brae. Whin he got ta da tap he could see da Wireless, an Bressa ahint it, an a peerie moment efter dat he could see Lerrick. Hit wis aa doonhill noo. 
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   Eftir a while da hare waakened up an rubbit his een. He stretched his legs an his airms a grain an lookit aboot him. Still nae sign o da tortoise. He’s surely faan by, he said ta himsel. Serves him right for challengin me. An aff he set, takkin his time an enjoyin da view an singin his peerie sang: ‘Ho ho ho. Hee hee hee. Der nae wye on eart at du’ll ever catch me!

   When he got ta da tap o da hill he tocht he could hear fokk cheerin an whistlin an cars tootin der hoarns. Da farder he göd da looder da noise got. He ran on doon da hill. Looder an looder it got. For siccan a collyshang! Whit wis goin on?

   When he cam ta Lochside da rod wis lined wi cars an fokk cheerin an wavin, an dere wis da tortoise, linnin fornenst his auntie’s gate wi a gold medal roond his neck.

   Da fokk at wis offered da tortoise a lift wis been sae taen wi his courage an his honesty at dey wir spread da wird, an a great crood wis gaddered ta cheer him on. ‘Hooray!’ dey roared ‘Hooray! Hooray! Tree cheers for da tortoise!’

   For a second da hare could hardly believe his een. Da tortoise wis won!

   ‘Whit did I tell dee?’ gaffed da tortoise. ‘Slow an steady wins da race.’ 

   Slowly a smile spread ower da hare’s face.

   ‘Du’s fairly right,’ he said. ‘Du’s a wirdy winner.’ He turned ta da fokk an held up da tortoise’s paa. ‘Hooray for da tortoise,’ he roared. Dan he turned back ta da tortoise. ‘Can du forgie me for bein siccan a brag o dirt? Du’s laerned me a lesson an A’m truly sorry.’

   ‘Dat can I,’ said da tortoise, an dey pat der airms roond ean anidders’ shooders an got der photo taen for da Shetland Times. An fae dat day ta dis der been da best o freends!  
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GLOSSARY:

pechin


panting

salisted

paused for a moment

wint wi

used to

birl


whirl round 

loupit


leapt

headlicht

dizzy

dunt


a heavy blow

taen aff

taken aback and put out
Whatn föl kinda challenge…? What kind of daft challenge…?

sidey-for-sidey
side by side

ae


one (adj.)
fornenst

against

oagit


crept

disjaskit

exhausted

drave


drove (past tense of drive)

a grain

a little

faan by

dropped out; collapsed  

For siccan a collyshang!  What a racket!

Grammar points:

1.
Da birds wis singin.    (Singular verb after plural noun)

This is a traditional Shetland/Scots grammar feature. It is still heard quite often. It is wrong in English.
2.
A’m faster as da wind.

Correct Shetland usage. In English, it would be ‘faster than…’

3.
He wis joost turned aff da main rod.
He had just turned…
Da tortoise wis lost his wit

…had lost…
Dey wir spread da wird


…had spread…

Da tortoise wis won


…had won…

Use of the verb ‘to be’ with past tenses, here with the pluperfect. Commonly heard in Shetland. 
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