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About this book:


With an ironic wink “The Legend of Conner MacSheep” tells the story of a sheep with a very human personality and his flock in the Scottish Highlands. Despite a sinister omen that overshadows his birth, he has a joyful childhood. As a teenager he proves himself at the annual Highland Sheep Games and falls in love.


But then the much-feared prophecy fulfills itself...


The story takes the reader into the miraculous world of the Scottish Highlands with its traditions, legends and adorable animal and human inhabitants. It will appeal to teenagers and adults who like it tense but also humorous.
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Dear Reader,


The legend told in this book has its origins in my imagination. The names of the Scottish towns and scenes are real. But I have adapted them geographically to the story, placed imaginary buildings in them and populated them with entirely fictitious humans and animals.


Nevertheless, every one of the places mentioned rewards personal exploration. And you will find the real inhabitants every bit as enjoyable as my inventions.


Fàilté - Welcome to Scotland.


Yours,


Elfi Schöniger


PS: Somewhere I read that, according to ancient lore, Scottish sheep are said to have the gift of speech, because their bones were used in prehistoric times to foretell the future and their skin was used to make the bag for that remarkable instrument, the Great Highland Bagpipe. So ...
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The Beginning


Dark gray clouds covered most of the evening sky. Only here and there did a star twinkle. It was cold, with no sign of spring. The wind whistled through every cranny in the fold. All of the sheep stood, huddled together, and eyed the new member of the flock. Caitlin, the new mother, licked and caressed her baby lamb. Gently nuzzling him with her nose, she urged him to stand up. The onlookers gave their support with friendly bleats.


Finally he succeeded. He stood there with legs spread. The cold made him shiver, but a tiny flame of curiosity and zest for life already flickered in his eyes. Raising his head, he announced his presence in this world with a resounding “baah.” Then he sought and found his very own source of food and devoted himself to it with abandon.


“Congratulations, Caitlin! What a cute little lamb! And so strong!” came the loud praise from the onlookers. Unkind speculation about the father was murmured less openly. Olivia, a spinster sheep, dedicated herself to the malicious gossip with special intensity.


“Did you see his wool? And how his eyes glow?” she whispered to her sister. Ellie nodded deliberately. She could not answer. Her mouth was too full. More than anything, she loved to eat.


Olivia assumed her I-KNOW-FOR-A-FACT expression and prophesied: “That one’s definitely going to cause a lot of trouble.” And continued, with a pitying gaze, “Poooor Caitlin!”


Ellie nodded again and continued to chew contentedly. Since no other sensible response could be expected from her sister, Olivia turned to Janet. “A lamb with green eyes and curls. That’s completely unacceptable!”


Normally disregarded, Janet was visibly pleased with the attention and, seeking approval, added, “There’s a full moon tonight!”


Olivia immediately recognized this as a further omen and predicted spitefully,


“Born by the light of a full moon – trouble is sure to follow soon!”


Ellie dropped the hay from her mouth in horror. “Are you saying this lamb isn’t a lamb? What else could it be?”


Sudden silence. All of the sheep stared at her. Olivia drew up her skinny body under their questioning gaze and brusquely said, “Everyone knows that! Anything is possible when the moon is full.” She lifted her head and looked around challengingly.


“And just what might this anything be?” asked Caitlin pugnaciously, with voice raised.


“I don’t want to talk about it,” Olivia replied sharply, “But I know what I know,” she concluded and turned away.


“Yes, and I know that you know absolutely nothing,” Caitlin answered defiantly, but her eyes filled with tears. “What a miserable goat,” she thought. That old maid was simply jealous. She turned to her lamb and lovingly licked his small head.“Let them talk. I love both you and your father. One day you’ll be just as strong and brave as he is. Then they’ll look up to you and the evil gossip will vanish into thin air,” Caitlin whispered. For a moment she daydreamed, then sighed a deep sigh. With shining eyes, she looked on her little lamb and said solemnly, “You shall bear his name. Conner! Conner MacSheep of Clan MacSheep. A name you can be proud of.”


But Conner was not yet interested in fame and glory. He was already asleep, fed and content in the silvery light of the full moon. The remainder of the flock had settled down long before. In any case, most of them remained aloof when there were quarrels. To get involved in something you would rather not know about was simply stupid. That is why they were more than ready to immediately forget what they had heard.
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Conner’s Childhood


Conner only had four needs in the days and weeks that followed: feeding, sleeping, frolicking and finding answers. In other words: He bombarded every sheep in the flock with questions. They rang from morning until evening: “Why does the sun only shine during the day? Why does heather taste so bitter? Why can’t sheep fly? Why does gorse make my nose yellow? Can you sleep while standing? Where does the wind come from? Why are there no green sheep? Is it possible to ...?” While gazing innocently at his victim.


He always listened attentively. Some answers made his eyes sparkle, others called for more questions. Many members of the flock willingly gave detailed information, although some were less generous.


Whichever way you look at it, everyone was happy to see Conner, despite his enormous curiosity. The initial whispering faded and it would remain that way as long as nothing out of the ordinary happened. Indeed, many a sheep left a tasty tuft of herbs standing for him. Conner thrived splendidly.


One beautiful day in early summer, Adam the shepherd set off with the flock to another pasture. “We are going on vacation to Fairy Glen,” sighed Ellie with delight and rolled her eyes. Her mental movie theater promised lush pastures, abundant space, peace and quiet.


“Yes, yes,” said Olivia. She plucked at a gorse bush and rolled her head meaningfully. “The thing is, it is really lonely there, especially at night.”


Ellie hesitated. “But that is the very best part. No shepherd, no dogs, spend the whole day ea.., er..., hmm, doing whatever we want.”


“Eating! Just say it! It’s the one thing that interests you.”


“Oh, come on, Olivia. What is making you so gloomy?” Ellie asked sweetly.


“I can not tell you now,” Olivia said grandly. “But the danger is not over. On the contrary. It grows with each passing day – and it will strike suddenly, when it is least expected. I, however, can still remember his father and grandfather. And I would not care to meet either of them by the light of the moon. Even though you are all infatuated with Conner, I am going to remain alert.”


And to prove her thoroughness, she immediately checked with a glance to her rear, where she presumed Conner would be. In doing so, she unfortunately failed to see a rock in her path and landed on her thinly padded bottom. Ellie had seen it coming. As sorry as she felt for the groaning Olivia, she giggled mischievously. Olivia gave her an insulted look and trudged off.


Meanwhile, Conner could hardly contain his curiosity. “What is the Fairy Glen like? Is it a long walk? Is there a loch there? Are there lots of sheep? Will we have a byre1 there or will we sleep outdoors?”


“My goodness! So many questions! I’m afraid you’ll have to wait until we arrive,” Caitlin laughed. Conner frisked around boisterously, bumping into several sheep.


“Oops, my lad. There is no need to go wild,” Janet reprimanded him kindly.


“Sorry, Auntie Janet, but I’m so excited. I’ve never been away from here before. Mummy thinks I have to wait and see. But I can’t!” Conner leaped around excitedly.


He’d said ‘Auntie Janet.’ A wave of joy swept over the elderly ewe. Blushing, she began to compose an educationally valuable answer, but Conner had already disappeared into the crowd. “Such a nice laddie,” she thought. “Olivia must simply be wrong. But even if she is not? Surely the old curses eventually lose their power.”


And off they set.





1 Byre (Scottish) = A shed for farm animals.
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Fairy Glen


The Fairy Glen was even more wonderful than Conner had imagined during the journey. Hills covered in deep green and purple were interspersed with boulders piled on and alongside each other and picturesque groves of birch trees. But the most beautiful part was the loch. The surface glistened mysteriously like a mirror of bronze and ruins of a castle stood on a promontory to the west. The most splendid meadow of flowers Conner had ever seen stretched as far as the eye could see. He was overwhelmed.


Conner walked in unusual silence behind his mother until evening. Only after they found a place to sleep next to a boulder did Conner speak again. “Have you been here before? Can you tell me anything about the castle and the loch, Mummy?” And added, with almost clairvoyant assurance, “Did Daddy like it here, too?”


Caitlin nodded.

OEBPS/Images/7_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/8_1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
EIfi Schoniger
T he  Legend
of
Conner Yac Sheep

Real Highlanders wear wool!






