Twa Trows 

Wance dey wir twa trows. Wan caad Doontom and da idder caad Filsket.  Doontom wis always moody. Filsket was always cheerful. When you say, “I believe dere’s twa trows,” dey will appear.  Dir is also a peerie boy aboot 10 an a half, he’s caad Tom. 
Wan day at da skule, Tom wis haein a history lesson.  Mr Hill was sharing information, but all Tom heard was “Bla, bla, castle, history, torture...”  Dis is torture, towt Tom tae himsel. 

Suddenly a piece of paper appeared on his desk.  It said to say something, so he said it, “I believe in twa trows”, said Tom.  Unexpectedly, Doontom and Filsket appeared!  

“Tom Daal Anderson!” said Mr Hill sternly – when a teacher says your full name, you ken you are in trouble.  
“The headmaster said if you said that words you would be suspended, so you are suspended for a week!” sighed Mr Hill.   
“Bu-but I didna ken dat,” said Tom with a mixture of sadness and surprise at this. 
“OOT!” shouted Mr Hill “and you twa, trows.” 
So, they vexedly walked oot o skule. 

“How am I going to explained to Ma an Da,” said Tom an a puzzled voice. 
“Oh weel, let’s go ta wir hoose an bide dere a while an get a grain o peace.” said Doontom 
“I thowt  trows were noisy whit wi aa yun playing da fiddle?”  asked Tom. 
“Yis we are, but da Trow catchers  are here, an dey tak innocent trows awa.” sobbed Flisket “They are searching for da map dat leads tae da  Golden Haddock!” he said. 
“Do you want ta go ta wir hoose fir tatty soup and reestit mutton - we hae fresh banniks?” windered Doontom  
“Ooo”said Tom, “yis please.” 

As it turned oot, Tom was ower muckle for Doontom an Flisket hoose as day ir peerie trows. 
So, Tom ate his Tatty soup [reestit mutton an banniks too] oot side. 

“I wish i could fin oot whar tae pit da map” said Flisket.
“I can hay it, nobody will think a boy would hay it... if you trust me?” said Tom. 
“Fine dat but... trowy promise?” said Flisket  
“Trowy promise, but what happens when you break a trowy promise?” asked Tom 
“I get tae kyittle de fir an hour!” giggled Doontom. 

“But da captured trows kane da map aff by heart, you will hae tae protect it tae mak sure it doesna git intae da wrang hands.” sighed Doontom back in his normal kinda mood. 
“Why don't you hoid it in a holl?” asked Tom “Nay trow can touch da golden haddock or den dey’ll get kyittled fir an hour an wan nano second!” said Flisket in a gluft voice, “Dat’s worse than brakin  a trowy promise,” said Tom [sound effect, dramatic Du Du Duuuuuuu!] 
“But a human can touch it,” said Flisket “phewf” said Tom relieved. 
So dey set aff  ta fin it.  
Dey walked up hills an doon, dey squelched trow marshes an mud, following da map, following da map... da map led dem ta Da Fort Chippy. [ which is in Lerwick.] 
Da smell o fish an chips wafted oot o da fort chippy 
“Dunna you wurry I hay a bag o gold,” said Doontom. His mooth wis watterin, in fact aa dir mooths were!  Dey mindlessly walked inta da chip shop. 
“Wan chipsteak supper please an wan fish supper please” “oh, an wan battered black pudding please, here’s da money” said Doontom mindlessly an handed ower a piece o gold da size o your pinky nail. 
They scoffed dir maet messily. A man was starin an glowered an girned at dem in disgust 
“Yun’s nae wiy ta aet” he said gruffly, and as he moved closer he stood on Flisket’s  fit wi his gret big buit.
“Oooowwww!” said Flisket in pain. 

Weel dis made  Doontom afil MAD,  his face went red as wine in rage he went up ta da man an suddinly... POW!!!  
Da man was lying on da floor out cold. Something sparkled in his bag an rolled oot, dey couldna believe it, it was da Golden Haddock! 
 So dey went home an dey hoided it under Tom’s bed. He put da map in da bin but when he wisna looking, da map changed an a pesky skorie took it awa an took it ta da most feard trows - Truncher Fiss, Peester Leety an Terry Mittens’s hoose nivver ta been seen ever again. 
The end...Or is it!?  

