Da Forgotten Room

‘Waaahhh!!’ roared Cannoli.

‘And stay out!’ shouted the care taker of the museum.

‘What did I do, I wiz only hayin a peepat da exzeebits!’ Said Cannoli.

He walked hom wi a blue melt upon his broo.  Dis was pretty normal for Magnie Cannoli, or the Count as he liked tae be called.  Cannoli wiz a very greedy man, looking fir treasure onywhare hit could be, nae matter what hit is!  He wore a tattered suit, (he wiz missin da ganzee,) an aault pair o Dunlop boots, an a ripped top hat which has been beaten by several people.

Da nixt day Magnie set aff fir Scallowa.  He wiz gyaan tae see his wan an only freend, Jimmy Hughson.  Jimmy wiz his butler afore Cannoli lost all o his riches tae a trow in a bet.  He nenver heard whit da trow called himself, but he hated him ever since.  Last night Jim had teld Magnie dat he hid something wort alok o money and he wanted tae shaw him.  Of course da Count said he wid be dare as fast as he could.

When he got dare Jimmy wiz standin outside da door o his hoose.  ‘Noo dan Magnie, hows life wee dee?’ said Jimmy.

‘Nae sae bad, deesel?’ said magnie.

Day had a bit o a chatter den went inside.  Jim telt him he fan dis chest da ider day an dir wiz a diary inside telling him aboot dis forgotten room.  It had aa da riches o a famous Northmavin family in it.

‘Hit cam wi a map tae da place asweel,’ said Jimmy.

‘Blimey, dis il be wan fir da big Bannock won’t it be Jim!’ said Magnie.

Jim didn’t gee a grin.

‘Hits true!! Exclaimed Jimmy.  ‘I’ll bring dee da chest!’

He ran up da stair leaven Cannoli in Ben himself.  After aboot ten minutes Jimmy came back, hadin a chest.

‘By jove, doo isna lyin is du?!’  Cannoli said sounden very surprised.

‘Teld dee!’ Jim said.

Da chest wiz red, a da bars wiz made o a fine iron, except da keyhole, it was made o gold.  Hit also haed da intails HJ inscribed on it.

Magnie opened it carefully, he kent dat Jimmy might be lyin.  He wasn’t.

Da chest held a o da items Jim said it held.

‘Waaahhhh????’ roared Magnie.  ‘If dis is true den am getting stuck in!’  he sprinted oot da door, an dashed outside.  Unluckily, he tripped on da steps an fell in tae a stank.  He roared a few wirds no tae be teld.  He got up an jamp in tae his auld car.  Jimmy herd da rumble o da engine starten an Magnie set aff.

He arrived at an ault hoose.  Da place didna look ony differrant fay ony idder place.  He tout he wid just geen back, but da urge o treasure drove him on.  He wiz still wypin da gur fae his een on tae his auld sarc.  He got tae da door, whar he fan da intails HJ engraved in gold on it.  He tout hit wid be locked so he rambed it.  He wiz very wrang.  Da door flew open and he took a forward roll.  He went straight in tae a wall.   After a bit o a daze, he got up an started checkin a da rooms in da hoose.  All o da doors hid HJ on dem.  All wrang.  He haed an idea, or maybe hit was da bang on da head spiken, but he tout he kent whare hit was.  Day byre.

He went in da byre an straight away he saw what gee away da forgotten room.  HJ again.  He ran for it when he fell over, again …  While he was on da floor he saw a shape on da floor, hit took a dash an ran fir Magnie.  He wiz too lit.  What ever it waz it swiped da key.  Magnie jamp up wee rage.

‘Gee dat back!’ he shouted.

‘Noo, I won’t!’ da shape said.

‘You’re dat trow, aren’t you?!’ he roared.

‘I am.’ said da trow.

‘You always tak my stuff, I hate you!’ he said, almost greeten.

‘I’ll gee it back if you answer dis riddle.  What bird bides at a building site?’ asked da trow.

‘Easy, a crane!’ said Magnie.

Da trow groweled an drapt da key.  He ran awa.  He took da key, ran tae da door an opened it.  Dere it was, all da treasure he coulda wished for.  He took every last penny.

Dan only person Cannoli shared it wi wiz wi Jim.  Da rest he kept, and he wiz still bein da greedy beep he is.  But he got his treasure an dats all dat maters.
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