Da Tree Finnie Goats
Eence upo a time, a lang time ago noo, dey wir a place awa wast ower da hill, caaed Finnigirt. Hit wis da loveliest place you could imagine. Da peerie hoose hed a taekit röf, aa trig an weel keepit. Dey wir a byre for da kye an a barn foo o hey, ta feed da animals i da winter. Dey keepit hens an deuks, as weel as dir sheep at bed oot i da hill, aetin da fine hedder at grew dere. Da fok at bed i da hoose wis as happy as dey could be, wirkin on da laand, growin whit dey needed ta aet.
No far fae da hoose, dey wir a burn at ran, rinklin an tinklin ower da stanes, on its wye tae da sea. Da hael lent o da burn wis cled wi flooers – sweet-smellin may-flooers i da voar, an whin da simmer cam, da place wis laek a carpet, wi yalloo seggies, maave curl-dodies an golden blugga every wye you lookit. In among da girse, you could fin da peeriest mintie flooers, if you looked carefilly, an da bairns at bed at Finnigirt aye pooskit among dem for da sookie-flooers – da eens at tasted as sweet as sugar whin you sookit dem atween your teeth.
Noo, ower da burn, whaar da watter wis deepest an darkest, dey wir a muckle widden brig, wi fine strong rails, ta stop onyeen faain in. If you linned you ower da rails, you could sometimes see troots sweemin up da burn. Eftir a night o rain, dey wirna aesy ta see, fur da watter wis dark an paety in places an sometimes whin he wis been a rael doontöm, da burn didna rinkle an tinkle but roared an booled, da watter white wi fom. On days laek dat, da bairns aye laekit ta staand on da brig, haddin on tight tae da rails, watchin da watter rushin doon tae da beach an oot inta da sea.
‘We most be da luckiest faimily in Shetlan, bidin in such a fine place,’ said da Finnigirt fok – an dey wir right. Aless for wan thing. Under dat brig at göd across da burn bed da ugliest, faercest Trow at ivver wis seen. He hed a munster o a head, wi black, frushy, coorse hair, at wis nivver combed. His face wis covered wi muckle black warts – da biggest een right on da point o his nose, an his een wis dark an wide, as if dey wir gyaan ta spoot clean oot o his head. An I wiss you could a seen his finger nails. Dey wir dat hard an hoarny at nae shears could ivver a clippit dem. An black wi möld an dirt. An his name wis Finn. 

taekit – thatched; rinklin – tinkling; hael – whole; cled – clad, covered; may-flooers – primroses; voar – spring; seggies – yellow irises; maave – mauve; curl-dodies – spotted-orchid; blugga – marsh-marigolds; mintie – tiny; pooskit – poked around; sookie-flooers – lousewort;  doontöm – downpour; booled – leapt; fom – foam; aless for – except for; frushy (hair) – thick and frizzy; möld - earth
Da fok at Finnigirt wis kinda faert fur him but dey kent at his wan waekness wis things med o metal – especially sheeny metal. Dey wid sometimes polish up pennies, or nails fae da warkshop, so dat dey always hed sometheen i dir pocket ta baal ower da rail o da brig, whin dey göd across da burn, ta keep Finn in a good mood! 
Do you mind I said dey wir kye an sheep an hens an deuks at Finnigirt? Weel, dey wir some idder animals dere as weel. Kinda unken animals in Shetland.  Dey wir tree goats at bed dere. Fok fae aa aroond cam ta look at dem, fur dey wir nivver seen da laek afore. Dey wirna kye an dey wirna sheep an dey hed graet munsters o horns at stöd such a heicht abön dir heds. Some fok wis even kinda faert fur dem, fur dey hed a wye o lookin you richt i da eye, athoot blinkin, as much as ta say, ‘Dunna mess wi me!’
Whin I say dey hed hoarns, da peeriest een’s hoarns wisna full grown yit. Dey wir joost peerie hard nibs on da tap o his head. But da middle-sized een an da muckle een hed lang, pointy hoarns at you widna want ta be dat near tae if dey wir feelin tirn. Everybody caaed dem da Finnie goats.

Onywye, dey wir ee fine simmer’s day at da tree Finnie goats wis aetin awa, as goats dö. Aa da fine sweet girse wis geen i dir bellies an dey wir naethin left bit coorse, tyoch gaer. Dey lookit across da burn at da mödoo, covered wi flooers an lang, green girse, an said, ‘Dat’s whaar we sood go. Lat’s geng ower da brig an aet up yon fine green girse.’
‘Oh yis!’ said da peeriest Finnie goat. ‘See aa yon blugga flooers. Dat’s my favourite!’

So, da peeriest Finnie goat set aff. Clip, clap, clip, clap, he cam, ower da brig. Weel, he wisna even wun half-wye across, whin he heard a lood sploosh o watter comin fae under da brig. He stoppit an listened - an dat wis a fölish thing ta do, fur da first he kent wis da muckle head o Finn, da Trow, spootin up tae da side o da brig.
‘Wha’s dat clip-clappin ower my brig?’ roared Finn, his graet mooth open tae da back an his voice laek thunder.
Da peeriest Finnie goat wis dat faert whin he saa da ugly face o Finn, at he could hardly spaek.  ‘Hit’s joost me,’ he squeaked, ‘da peeriest Finnie goat.’

‘Weel, A’ll hae dee fur my denner!’ roared Finn, wi a faersome glint in his eye.

‘Oh na!’ said da peeriest Finnie goat, ‘dir naethin on me wirt ta aet. Wait till da middle-sized Finnie goat comes ower da brig.  He’s a lok fatter as me.’
baal – throw; unken – strange, unfamiliar; tirn – angry; tyoch – tough; mödoo – meadow

So Finn da Trow sank back under da brig, lickin his lips, waitin fur da nixt Finnie goat ta come.

Da middle-sized Finnie goat cam up tae da brig an startit across. Clip, clap, clip, clap, he cam, ower da brig. Weel, he wisna even wun half-wye across, whin he heard a lood sploosh o watter comin fae under da brig. He stoppit an listened – an dat wis a fölish thing ta do, fur da first he kent wis da muckle head o Finn da Trow, spootin up tae da side o da brig. His hoarny haands reckit oot ta yock da middle-sized Finnie goat’s leg.
‘Wha’s dat clip-clappin ower my brig?’ roared Finn, his graet mooth open tae da back, his voice laek thunder an da slaevers runnin doon his shin.
Da middle-sized Finnie goat wis dat faert whin he saa da ugly face o Finn, at he could hardly spaek.  ‘Hit’s joost me,’ he said in a peerie far-awa voice, ‘da middle-sized Finnie goat.’

‘Weel, A’ll hae dee fur my denner!’ roared Finn, wi a faersome glint in his eye an his hand wi da muckle claas gettin closser ta da middle-sized Finnie goat’s leg.

‘Oh na!’ said da middle-sized Finnie goat, jimpin quick tae da idder side o da brig. ‘I wid hardly mak a denner fur someen as big as dee. Wait till da muckle Finnie goat comes ower da brig. He’s a lok fatter as me an wid mak a fine feed.’

So Finn da Trow sank back under da brig, lickin his lips an smackin his tongue on da röf o his mooth, waitin fur da muckle-sized Finnie goat ta come.
Weel, da muckle-sized Finnie goat cam up tae da brig an startit across. CLIP, CLAP, CLIP, CLAP, ower da brig. Weel, he wisna even wun halfwye across, whin he heard a lood sploosh o watter comin fae under da brig. He stoppit an listened – an dat wis a fölish thing ta do, fur da first he kent wis da muckle head o Finn da Trow spootin up tae da side o da brig. His hoarny hands reckit oot ta yock da muckle-sized Finnie goat’s leg an his mooth opened, ready ta tak a bite.
‘Wha’s dat clip-clappin ower my brig?’ roared Finn,  his graet mooth open tae da back,  his voice laek thunder, da slaevers runnin doon his shin an his eyes laek fire.
‘Hit’s me, da muckle-sized Finnie goat.’  
‘A’m been waitin fur dee,’ said Finn da Trow. ‘Du’s joost da right size fur me denner,’ he said, wi a smeeg on his ugly face.

wirt ta aet  - worth eating; yock – grab hold of; shin – chin; smeeg – smirk

Da muckle-sized Finnie goat joost stöd dere. He wisna faert. He dadded his feet on da widden brig, da soond echoin underneath. Finn da Trow didna ken whit ta mak o dis.

 ‘Is du no faert fur me? he roared. ‘Du sood be faert fur me, fur A’m da faercest Trow on da Wastside.’ An wi dat, he hoisted himself up ower da aidge o da brig, so he wis staandin fornenst da muckle-sized Finnie goat.
‘Hah!’ said da muckle-sized Finnie goat. ‘Faert fur dee? Is du seen da size o my hoarns?’

Finn da Trow lookit up ower da muckle-sized Finnie goat’s head at da munster hoarns – an his eyes opened as wide as wide could be. He wis nivver seen such’n muckle hoarns. He wis da een at wis faert noo.
Da muckle-sized Finnie goat lowered his head right doon  - dan wi wan almighty doose, he bultit Finn da Trow right anunder his warty shin an afore he kent whit wis happenin, Finn da Trow wis sailin clean oot ower da hill – an wis nivver seen again.
Da muckle-sized Finnie goat clip-clappit across da brig ta whaar da idder twa wis aetin awa at da sweet girse an da blugga flooers. An dere dey lived fur da rest o dir lives, happy an contentit, joost laek da rest o da animals an da fok at Finnigirt. 

fornenst – opposite; doose –thud; bultit – butted; 
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Grammar points

1.   
dey wir a burn at ran

frushy, coorse hair, at wis nivver combed

Examples of the Shetland relative pronoun ‘at’, meaning ‘which’ or ‘that’.

2.
He’s a lok fatter as me.

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

3.
Is du no faert fur me?

Correct Shetland usage. In English, it would be ‘frightened of..’
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