The Forgotten Room

Cassie-Anne wis a lass, da lik o which onybody wid recognise.  Dere’s een in every class in aa da schools.  Shö’s da een dat ay hed broon hair, glasses an’ braces, cam tap in aa her classes, spent her dennir times in da library an wis ay een o da first in line fir da new ”Harry Potter” book at midnight when hit cam oot.

Cassie-Anne didna hae dat mony freeds at da school, apairt fae maybe twartree lasses in da library clubs fae da year below.  Shö didna mind dis though.  Aa shö’d iver wanted tae dae wis write; stories, books, poems, aathing!  Her ambition wis tae become a world famous author.  No dat shö wanted tae be famous, mind du.  Shö joost wanted tae be a writer because shö loved when fok liked whit shö wrat, an’ hit wis aa shö hed iver liked tae dae.  Maist o da lasses shö kent fae da school wanted tae be singers or models or whitiver, but no Cassie-Anne.

Dis story taks place back in Mairch when Cassie-Anne wis sittin in her English class at da school ee Wednesday moarnin.  As shö cam in at da start o da class, her teacher stopped her an’ handed her a bit o pipper wi a picter o a door on da front.

“Whit’s dis?” shö axed, confused.

“Da library runs a competition ivry year tae fin Shetland’s best young writer,” da teacher explained.  “I ken du loves writin, so I thought du might o liked tae enter.”

Of coorse Cassie-Anne wanted tae enter!  Dis wis a gűd opportunity fir her tae shaa fok whit shö could dae.  Shö couldna wait fir dennir time tae come so shö could start writin her story.

When da bell gied at wan o’clock, Cassie-Anne made her way up da stairs fae da classroom tae an empty seat in da dining haal. Shö den took oot her notepad an’ started taw write:

“The forgotten Room”

By Cassie-Anne Brown

Den shö wis stuck.  Whit should shö write nixt?  Dis story hed tae be da best een shö hed ever written.  Shö needed a fantastic idea tae win, but whit could hit be?

Cassie-Anne sat an’ thought fir an awfű lang time, den an idea suddenly cam tae her.  Shö wis minded aboot da stary her class were reading in English earlier dat day.  Hit wis aboot a peeir boy dat gied intae a haunted hoose.  Cassie-Anne thought shö could dae something lik dat, but hae da haunted hoose wi a room in hit naebody kens aboot.  However, shö den thought dad if naebödy kent aboot da room, hit wisna really forgotten, wis hit?  Shö tried tae think o anidder haunted hoose story, but den shoö thought a lot of fok might write a haunted hoose story because hit wis such an obvious idea.  Cassie’s story hed tae be original.

Shö hed tae think fir a while again, den shö wis hit by anidder “Brainwave.”  As du nae doot kens, da English Depairtment at da Anderson High School is very, very auld:  een o da auldest (still used) buildings in da toon.  Cassie-Anne wis thinking aboot some o da ghost stories da aulder bairns hed telt her in her fist year at da high school.  Aabody thought da building wis haunted, so dis gied Cassie a gűd idea.  Dere wis a door in da stairway near her classroom dat wis niver open.  Cassie-Anne wis thinking o writin aboot somebody dat manages tae get through dis door an’ whit dey fin.

Onybödy dad wis tae walk past Cassie-Anne’s table at dat moment wid only hiv seen da mess o dark curls upö da tap o Cassie’s hied an’ her pencil writin at aboot twa hunder mile an hour!

Aboot ten meenits later, da hied cam up an’ Cassie-Anne started tae read over whit shö hed written.  Shö gied a peerie shak o her hied as shö read.  Dis wis whit shö ay did when shö wisna happy.  Da pipper wis scrumpled up an; chucked in da bin faster as du could tell her da story wis ‘hingin-idda-swidders.”

“No!” Cassie-Anne moaned as shö tossed da pipper awa.  Twartree lasses giggled at her as dey walked past.  Cassie-Anne hed niver been een o da popular eens at da schöl an’ wis ay tryin tae avoid da eens dat were.

“Calm doon, Cassie Broon!”  dey taunted wi sing-song voices, “Hit’s only a bit o pipper!”

Cassie-Anne ignored dem, as usual.  Shö hed decided shö didna lik dat story idea.  Shö joost didna think hit wis dat interesting fir idder fok tae read.  Shö started trying tae come up wi anidder idea, but joost dan da bell gied fir da start of da eftirnön classes.

When Cassie-Anne wis in history, shö fan shö couldna concentrate on whit da teacher wis sayin aboot da second world war.  Shö wanted tae write her story.  Eventually, when Cassie-Anne forced herself; tae listen, da teacher wis telling aabody aboot a peerie lass fae Berlin dat hed tae move tae Britain tae try an’ avoid da bombing.  Eftir da war, when shö wis aa grown up, da lass gengs back tae Berlin but shö canna mind whaur shö used tae bide!  Dis gied Cassie-Anne anidder idea.

As soon as da bell gied at half past three, Cassie wis aff hom lik a shot.  Shö wis brally excited aboot getting her story written doon on pipper.  Shö hed hit aa planned oot in her hied:

A peerie lass in da aulden days (No durin’ da war, though) fae een o da isles haes tae move doon sooth, awa fae her parents, tae een o da cities tae byde wi a relative.  When dis lass is aa grown up, shö comes back tae Shetland an fins a room in her auld hoose dat brings back lots of memories o her parents, an when shö used tae bide dere.

When Cassie-Anne’s midder cam in fae her wark at five o’clock, Cassie-Anne’s hied wis doon ower her notepad again as shö scribbled doon da words o her story at lightnin’ speed.  Da curls wir shakin’ an’ da airm häddin da pen wis gaein at an awfű speed.  Her midder joost ignored her.  Dis wis joost da usual when Cassie-Anne wis writin’.

Half an hour an’ six pages o her notepad later, Cassie-Anne sarted readin’ ower her story.  Again, da hied wis shakin’, again, da pipper wis scrumpled up an’ thrown in da bin, an’ again Cassie-Anne wisna happy wi her story.

“Whit’s wrang?”  Cassie’s midder axed as Cassie cam through intae da keetchen.

“I hiv tae write a story fir da library competition, but I canna dae hit!”  Cassie said, close tae greetin, “I joost dunna ken whit tae write aboot!  Hit haes ta be caad da “Forgotten Room”, but I dunna hae ony ideas fir a story aboot a room.  Hit’s easier tae write da story, en gie hit a name as write een dat aaready haes een.”

“Weel dat’s joost da rules, Cass,” her mam said, “dere’s nothing I kin dae.”  Cassie-Anne an’ her mam said in silence fir a meenit, den her mam said, “Cassie, du’s written dat mony stories afore, du’s hed dat mony great ideas fir dem, so I’m sure du’ll think o something fabulous tae write aboot fir dis een.”  

Cassie-Anne wisna dat enthusiastic aboot dis story onymair.  Shö sat yunder wi her mam fir a peerie while langer, den suddenly, shö gasped and clappit her hands ower her mooth.

“Whit?” her mam axed, but Cassie wis geen.  Shö hed run oot da door an’ back intae da sittin room.  Her mam gied ower tae da ad-joinin doorway an’ saw Cassie-Anne crouched ower da coffee table, writin frantically again.  Shö joost laughted tae herself’ at da sight o Cassie, an’ gied back through tae da keetchen tae make da tae.

As Cassie-Anne’s mam stood ower da cooker, shö thought aboot Cassie-Anne.  Shö kent Cassie wis determined tae win dis competition because shö wid certainly love tae win da “Young Writer a da Year” contest, but mam wis also aware Cassie-Anne wis twa year younger as som o da fok shö wid be up against; eens dat hed aaready passed a deyre exams an’ hed been at da schöl a lot longer as Cassie-Anne hed.

Cassie-Anne, meanwhile, hed hed da ”fabulous idea” her man hed predicated whö wid.  Cassie wis terribly excited noo because shö wis confident dis new idea wis gűd enough tae win da contest.

A peerie while later, Cassie-Anne cam through tae da keetchen again tae shaa her mam her story.  Mam’s doubts were instantly forgotten as shö read Cassie-Anne’s story.  Shö thought hit wis brilliant!  Cassie-Anne wis really excited again an’ insisted on postin hit right awa.  Shö sprinted doon da röd tae da postbox wi da entry form, den back up joost in time fir tae.

Noo aa Cassie-Anne haes tae dae is wait fir Agist tae hear wha’s won …
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