WHUPPITY STOORIE


Lang lang ago, there wis a puir young wife that bade in a hoose in a wee place in the middle o naewhere cawed Kittlerumpit. 


This young wife o Kittlerumpit didnae ken where her man wis. He gaed oot yin day and didnae come back. She wunnered if he had jined the airmy and wis lyin deid on a battlefield somewhere. Or if he'd jined the navy and had fawn aff his ship and drooned in the sea. Or if the grund had opened ablow his feet and swallaed him. She jist didnae ken.


Aw that puir young wife o Kittlerumpit had left in the haill wide warld wis her wee bairn and a pig. 

She loved her wee bairnie boy wi aw her hert. She looked efter him nicht and day and made him new claes tae wear and sterved hersel sae he wid hae enough food for his belly. 

And she loved the pig as weel.  It wis a happy wee sowel and when it gruntit, it made her and her bairn lauch wi delicht. And when the cauld wind blew, it lowpit intae their bed at nicht and snuggled up ticht atween them keepin them baith warm and gruntin insteid o snorin. 


But yin day she had nothin tae mak new claes wi for her bairn and nae food for the wee laddie. She had nae choice. She wid hae tae sell the pig.


Oot she gaed tae the byre tae tak the pig tae the mercat. But when she got there, the beastie wis lyin wi its wee leggies up in the air. It didnae look weel. It lookit as if the puir pig wis aboot tae grunt its last.  

The young wife o Kittlerumpit didnae ken whit tae think. She walked ower tae a muckle stane and sat doon and started tae greet. "Whit will we dae if oor pig dees? We'll no be able tae sell him and we'll hae nae siller for food for oor bellies and nae claes tae pit on oor back. Och, whit are we gonnae dae?"


Jist then, the young wife saw an unco figure climbin the brae. It wis an auld wee wummin dressed aw in green wi a big bunnet made oot o animal's fur on her heid. 

"Hoot toot!" The auld wummin said in a strang clear voice. "Stap yer greetin, little Miss Kittlerumpit! Oh aye, I ken aw aboot you and yer hauf-deid pig."


The young wife didnae speak. She couldnae. How could this wee auld wummin ken onythin aboot her troubles?


"Noo, I'll mend yer piggie and ye can tak him tae the mercat tae sell and aw yer worries will be at an end. Whit dae think o that?" spiered the auld wummin. 

"That wid be braw," answered the young wife. "If ye can save ma wee piggie, I'll gie ye onythin ye want."


"Onythin?" spiered the auld wummin wi a glent in her ee.


"Onythin at aw," said the young wife.


"Atweel then," said the auld wummin. "I better tak a look at this pig o yours."


The auld wummin gaed intae the byre where the pig wis leein on its back. She taen oot a bottle o ile and poored it ontae her fingirs. Then she dichtit her iley fingirs on the pig's snoot, its lugs and the tip o its tail, sayin the words:


"Pitter patter,


Haly watter."

Then the auld wummin said, "Awricht, pig. On yer feet!"


The young wife o Kittlerumpit couldnae believe her een. Her pig wis staundin upricht and rinnin roond and roond the byre like it had never been seik a day in its life. The young wife wis that gled her hert filled wi joy and she sterted tae greet. 

"Ma pig is weel again," she said. "Whit can I gie ye in return?"


"That's gey easy," said the auld wummin. "I want yer bairn."

"Ma wee laddie!" The young wife cried oot. "Naw, ye cannae hae ma son!"

"But you said I could hae onythin at aw," said the auld wummin fauldin her airms. 

The young wife wis bubblin and greetin. She couldnae let the auld wummin tak her ainly son. 


"I'll tell ye whit," said the auld wife. "I'll mak ye a deal. If you can guess ma name, ye can keep yer boy."


"But hoo on earth am I supposed tae ken whit yer name is?" the young wife spiered.


"Hoot toot," said the auld wummin. "That's for me tae ken and you tae find oot. I'll be back in three days. If ye cannae tell me ma name, I'll tak yer laddie awa and ye'll never see him again."


The auld wummin disappeared doon the brae and the young wife o Kittlerumpit gaed intae her hoose and cooried in wi her wee laddie. She didnae ken whit tae dae. Wabbit, she fell ower intae a sleep.


But she didnae sleep for lang. She couldnae. She wis worried she micht hae tae gie her son tae that hackit auld wummin. She picked up her bairn and gaed oot for a walk. Mibbe the nicht air wid help her clear her heid. She walked intae the muckle widd aside her hoose and soon heard an unco voice cawin oot in the daurk. She creepit atween the trees ower tae where the voice wis comin fae. 

Aw o a sudden, she saw the wee auld wummin sittin on a tree stump, rockin back and forrit and sayin tae hersel:


"Little kens that young wife at hame


That WHUPPITY STOORIE is ma name."


Whuppity Stoorie, thocht the young wife tae hersel. Whuppity Stoorie! Sae that's the auld wummin's name. Blythe beyond aw meisure, the young wife creepit oot the widd wi her son and hurried hame. 

Efter three days, the auld wummin come hirplin up the brae. 


"Weel, Mistress o Kittlerumpit," she said. "Gie me yer bairn!"


"Jist a meenit, auld wummin," the young wife said. "You tellt me if I guessed yer name, ye widnae tak ma son."


"Hoot toot, keep yer hair oan." The auld wummin fauldit her airms. "Sae whit's ma name, then? I'll be generous tae ye and gie ye three guesses."

The young wife kent fine whit the wummin's name wis but she thocht she hae some fun wi the auld carline, for she wis surely a witch and didnae deserve tae get awthin her ain wey. 


"Ma first guess is Shooglie Wooglie," said the young wife.


"Haivers! Guff!" The auld wummin smiled. "Guess again."


"Ma second guess is Tattie Bogle," said the young wife.


"Mince and blethers!" The auld wummin smiled, shawin a set o broon teeth this time. "Last guess comin up."


"Weel, ma third and final guess is...Whuppity Stoorie!"


When the auld wummin heard the young wife say her name, her een jist aboot popped oot o her heid. She lowpit hunners o feet intae the air and flew ower the muckle widd a couple o times wi the taps o the trees skelpin the auld carline's bahookie and doon she come back ontae the groond wi an earth-shooglin dunt. Then howlin, she ran awa never tae be seen again.

The young wife gaithered her wee laddie up intae her airms. 


"Like it or lumpit,


She'll no come back tae Kitterumpit.


Sae come and gie yer mammie a coorie.

We've seen the last o that Whuppity Stoorie."

