Whuppity Stoorie 
Our story is Swept in folklore, Crafted by hand

(Did you know - Stoor is a Scottish is a word for dust. So, if something is said to be stoorie, it is dusty.  Whuppity stoorie is the name for the small swirling cloud of dust sometimes caused during cleaning)
Welcome to Whuppity Stoorie Brooms, nestled in the historic, wind-swept heart of East Lothian Scotland.
Our story begins in the pages of ancient Scottish Folklore.  In the old tales, Whuppity Stoorie was a nimble, magical fairy helper who would fly into a home in a sudden whirling flurry of activity – spinning raw elements into gold and sweeping away the tangent dust of the old day.  She was the embodiment of quick-footed household magic, transformation and rebirth.
I took that whimsical legend and brought it to life at the modern hearth.
I hope you enjoy this fun adaption of the tale.




Down by the edge, of the dark tangled wood,
Where the tall thistles grew and an old rowan stood.
Sat a poor Scottish Lassie,
Named Masie McRae,
With a sigh in her heart, at the end of the day.
She was sad.
She was poor.
From her hat to the floor,
With cracks in the windows and holes in the door.
Her cot-house was chilly,
Her cupboard was bare,
With nothing but cobwebs and dust sitting there.
“Oh dear” Whispered Maisie,
“Oh what shall I do?”
Then POP! went a bubble of shimmering blue.
And out popped ……
Whuppity Stoorie!

With a flip of her gown and a tilt of her head,
Stood a clever wee fairy, dressed all in green thread.
With a sharp pointy nose,
And two twitchy toes,
And a bright yellow bonnet that brilliantly glows.
“Now dry up your greetin’,
For I know your grief!
My great fairy magic, can bring you relief.
“I’ll fix up your house and fill up your plate,
And change every bit of your terrible fate”.

But, 
Magic has rules
And a cost must be paid,
To seal up the promise and pact that we’ve made.
One year from now,
On this very same night,
I’ll come for the thing you love with most might.
Whatever you cherish,
And hold tight to your chest,
The treasure your heart loves the truest and best.
Poor Maisie agreed,
For her cupboards were bare,
No treasures of gold or gem stones hid there.
So,
The months trickled by,
Like a clear Scottish stream,
And Maisie’s sweet life became bright as a dream
With a warm cosy fire,
And a plate full of cake,
And a bonny new bairn for her fortune to make.
A sweet wee bairn,
With dimples and grace,
The happiest smile on his chubby wee face.
He was soft,
He was small,
HE WAS LOVED MOST OF ALL!

Then,
POP! Went the air,
With a flash and a flame,
The same little fairy returned to exclaim:
“A contract is written, 
in magic and thread,
And I have came back for the price that we said!
The treasure your heart loves the truest and best,
Is that beautiful bairn that you clutch to your chest.”
“Oh No!” cried poor Maisie,
“Oh please let him stay”,
But the fairy just smiled in a terrible way.
“The rules must be kept,
But…a loophole is fair,
If you guess my true name while our packs in the air.

Yes! 
If you guess my true name,
By the rise of full moon,
The bargain will break and you’ll keep your loon!”
With a cackle she turned, 
the bargain reset,
And till she guessed right, poor Maisie would fret.
So Maise guessed names till her throat became sore
She shouted out 50 and then 20 more!
“Is it Arthur, or Angus?”,
“Or Kallan, or Cal?”
“Is it Mary or Margeret?”
“Or Fergus or Val?”
But the fairy just laughed,
As she dance round the floor,
She twirled and she skipped right out the back door.

Then, 
On a warm summer day,
By a splash of the creak,
Where the water ran cool and the willows were sleek.
Sat Maisie McRae, 
with a shirt and a sheet,
Just washing her clothes in the midsummer heat.
Beside her the bairn was dreaming away
Fast asleep in his basket,
That beautiful day.
He was soft
He was small
He was loved most of all!

But,
The peace didn’t last,
For a sound floated by,
A sorrowful noise, like a whispering cry.
It was sad,
It was low,
It was heavy with woe.
And there in the shadows, 
just hidden from view,
Sat wee Whuppity Stoorie all damp with the dew.
She was weeping and sobbing.
And hanging her head.
Maisie crept closer to hear what she said.
The fairy was kicking a dandelion puff,
And crying out loud in a terrible huff!
She stomped on a clover, 
and twirled on her toes,
And sang out a secret to a pretty pink rose.
“I fly through the forest,
I skip through the glen,
An invisible fairy to woman and men.
Using my magic, 
the wild berries grow,
And the wind through the heather, will whistle and blow.

But,
This Whuppity Stoorie is lonely and blue.
Un unseen wee shadow the whole winter through.
I don’t want a baby, 
I don’t want that fee,
I just want a friend who will call in for tea”.

Maisie McRae crept away from the woods,
Smiling and thinking, she now understood.
She’d speak the name and cancel her debt,
But then help the wee fairy, in a way better met.

So,
The full moon was beaming 
and lighting the floor,
When Whuppity Stoorie stepped up to the door.
She tried to look fierce,
And she tried to look grand,
As she held out a tiny demanding old had.
“The day is now done, 
and the bairn will be mine.
We’ve come to an end, you’ve ran out of time.”


But,
Maisie just smiled, as she stood by the wall,
And she didn’t look frightened or worried at all.
“Your magic has failed, 
your secret is out,
For I heard you singing your name all about.
The fairy’s face was a picture, 
all splotchy with fury,
As Maisie declared her to be
Whuppity Stoorie!

The fairy turned red,
and screeched out her rage.
Like a wild wee bird who was trapped in a cage.
She knocked over chairs,
and she kicked at the mat.
She scared the wits out of Maisie’s fat cat!
The kitchen in ruins 
and dust everywhere, 
Whuppity Stoorie gave a terrible glare.
But Maisie McRae didn’t run, didn’t hide.
She went to the fairy and knelt by her side.
“Now calm yourself down, 
for I see through your mask.
And I have a treasure, much more than you’ve asked.
A treasure far greater than houses and gold,
Or any giant bairn for wee fairies to hold.
The fairy stopped stomping, 
she blinked through her tears.
“A treasure” she whispered and pricked up her ears
“A friendship” said Maisie,
“For now and for good”
“No more being lonely, inside the dark wood”.
The fairy’s face changed and her anger was gone.
Her old yellow bonnet delightedly shone.
“A friend” gasped the fairy!
“A true friend for me?”
“Can it be real?  Oh, yes! I agree!”

Then,
Whuppity Stoorie saw the mess she had made.
Where plates were all broken and cushions mislaid.
With a leap and a hop and a magical zoom,
She whipped out her sparling Whuppity broom!
She danced on the table,
She spun on the stair,
I’ll tidy this mess, it is only fair.
She sang as she worked, you can learn this song too.
For cleaning up messes, a sparkling review.

“Twirl the twine and sweep out the room
There is magic inside this Whuppity’s broom!
Shoo! Goes the shadows, 
we’ll chase out the grey,
Sweeping the spiders and cobwebs away.
Brush the floor,
and tidy this place,
Bringing great happiness and peace to this place.
One, two, three and a magical zoom,
Clean it all up with my Whuppity Broom!”

With a final Pop! 
And a shimmering gleam,
The cottage was cleaner than Maisie could dream.
The dust had departed, 
the kettle was hot.
With a fresh brew of tea, in the old china pot.
The fairy sat down, 
with a bounce in her chair.
And a beautiful smile on her face, was right there.
No longer unseen, 
a wee shadow of dread.
But a wonderful friend to the household instead.
She was glad
She was bright
A delightful, sweet sight.

So,
They clinked their small cups, 
as the night owls flew.
And the baby slept soundly, the whole evening through.
With the magical broom, resting next to the door.
No-one ever, felt lonely, or sad anymore.
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