Voar Time

By Bruce Eunson & Iris Sandison
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Hit wis Voar time an a busy saeson fir Bobby an his faimily.  His midder an faider wis trang wi da lambin.  Everywhaar you lookit, fok wis wirkin i dir gairdins or oot fir a waak, joost dat blyde ta feel a coarn o haet fae da sun again, fir he wis creepin tae da wastird, makkin da days a grain langer. Best of aa, in Bobby’s mind, wis da fact at da scöl wis shut fir da Aester holidays.

Da yoal rowin teams wis startit practisin fir da simmer rowin regattas an Bobby’s big bridder Tom wis in da local team.  Bobby couldna wait till he wis a bit aalder, dan he wid row fir da team tö, fir he laekit naethin better as bein aff in his flat-boddam.  

Ring, ring – guid da hoose phone – ring, ring…ring, ring…till someen answered.

‘Is Bobby in?’
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‘Hadd on a meenit,’ said Bobby’s faider, afore he roared ‘Baw-bee!’

Da pictirs on da sittin room waa mirled first, wi da roar fae Bobby’s faider.  Dan dey dirled an shiggled, as Bobby cam bangin doon da stairs.

Bobby took da phone an said ‘Hi.’

‘Bobby,’ said his pal Drew, ‘hit’s a fine night.  Fancy comin oot?’

‘Good idee! Will I meet dee doon at da beach?  I can see Tom an his crew haalin up da yoal.’

‘See dee dere in a peerie start,’ said Drew.

Bobby hang up da phone an med fir da door. He wis joost rekkin fir da handle, whin his Mam appeared.  She wis döin her best impression o a matador – haddin oot Bobby’s jacket fir him, laek it wis a ridd cape – an Bobby wis da bull!

He cam tae a halt in front o his jacket an snippered up his face.  ‘Mam – A’m no needin a jacket,’ he pleepsed.

‘Du certainly is, my boy.  Hit’s no simmer yit!’

So, wi a huff, Bobby took hadd o his jacket an set aff ta meet Drew.  An, as is aften da wye, Mam wis right!  He wisna wun tae da beach afore da drushy rain cam on – an dere wis Drew, wi nae jacket, getting sokkit.  

‘Ach!  Wiss I’d taen me jacket tö!’ said Drew, wi da watter dreepin fae his nose.
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‘Du kens da sayin, Drew,’ said Bobby wi a smeeg an a peerie shak o his head…  ‘Never cast a cloot till May is oot!’’ 

Glossary

aalder – older

Aester – Easter

coarn – a little

dere – there

dirled - shook

drushy rain – drizzle

flat-boddam – small flat-bottomed rowing boat

guid - went

grain – a little

hadd on – hold on

med fir – went towards

mirled – quivered, trembled

peerie start – little while

pleepsed – whined

rekkin – reaching

ridd – red

Grammar point:
“hang up” is a Shetland way of saying “hung up”

The Shetland verb for “hang” is “hing”, “hang” is used for past tense, the past participle is “hung” e.g. Every Christmas I hing up da decorations. (Pt) I hang up picters yesterday. (Pp) A'm hung da lights ida window

♫ LISTEN TO THIS STORY ON-LINE AT THE SHETLAND FORWIRDS WEBSITE: http://www.shetlanddialect.org.uk/learning
Item 45, Gaer Box
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shiggled - shook


snippered up – puckered, wrinkled


sokkit - soaked


someen - someone


trang – very busy


voar – springtime


wastird – western part


yoal – six-oared boat








