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This is a revised book of children's short stories by Margaret Hurdman. They are all fully
illustrated in colour by the late Norman Taylor.

About the AuthorElina Ellis started drawing as soon as she learned how to hold a pencil, or
probably even earlier. She is inspired by almost everything––children, nature, fashion, design,
music, art, LIFE. Anything can spark an idea! The trick is to notice it! When she is not drawing,
she likes to spend time with her friends and family, reading, running, playing squash, dancing,
and traveling. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.
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Illustrated Short StoriesMargaret Hurdman’s revised Book of Illustrated Children’s Short Stories
was first published in Great Britain in paperback during March 2014. The moral right of Margaret
Hurdman is to be identified as the author of this work and has been asserted by her in
accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act of 1988.All rights are reserved and no
part of this book may be produced or utilized in any format, or by any means, electronic or
mechanical, including photocopying, recording or by any information storage or retrieval system,
without prior permission in writing from the publishers – Coast & Country/Ads2life.
www.ads2life@btinternet.comAcknowledgementsWith many thanks to the valuable assistance
of Dr Steve Green and Don Hale OBE, and for the superb illustrations of the late Norman Taylor -
and for the continued patience of my husband John.ContentsMargaret Hurdman’s Book of
Children’s Short StoriesTen Wonderfully Illustrated short stories1 Johnny and the Fairy P 1 2
Ollie the Owl P 16 3 Puss Cat of Drury Lane P 21 4 The Fishing Trip P 32 5 The Rag and Bone
Man P 37 6 Morris the Motor P 50 7 Dilly the Duck P 55 8 The Mermaid’s Pearls P 59 9 The
Shop on Sleepy Hollow P 64 10 The Way it Was P 75About the AuthorMargaret Hurdman is a
world renowned and much loved medium. She has worked tirelessly for charitable causes all her
life.Margaret is a mother, grandmother, great grandmother. Her family comes first.She has given
unequivocal proof of spiritual survival from loved ones, which has helped to change countless
lives, giving much needed comfort to whomsoever she comes into contact withivJohnny and the
Lost FairyIn the dark corners of a long deserted warehouse in the middle of old London was a
heap of old rags. A small thin hand reached out to draw the dirty covers around his delicate form.
This child had no home or any one to care for him. His name was ‘Johnny’ and he was so very
hungry, weak and sad. Out of the darkness an old man ambled forward he saw the bundle of
rags. It moved, he lifted his arm and was about to strike, thinking it was a rat he saw, but it was a
child. “Please don’t kill me sir,” the child said. “I am only trying to keep warm.”The old man’s mind
was working very fast as he thought he could use a skinny lad to climb the chimneys. “Lad,” he
said. “Do you want to earn your keep? I will give you a job. I will feed you and find you a warmer
place to sleep.”Johnny did not hesitate. He had no one in the world, as his mother and father and
two sisters had died of the fever. No one wanted him or even cared. “Please Sir,” he said. “I would
work very hard for you.”The crafty old man smiled back at himself. “That is so,” he thought and
true to his word the old man replied. “Come lad, come back home to my place and the missus
will feed you and then you can sleep by the fire tonight, and tomorrow we work.” So it was, at six
o’clock the next morning, the old man andJohnny started their first working day together. The job
was hard and dirty work. Now he was a chimney sweep’s lad. He certainly looked like a chimney
sweep, and he was not allowed to stop and rest, as the chimney sweep was a very hard task
master, yet it was better than starving and being frozen at nights.Johnny hated it yet he had no
other choice. He had a chunk of bread at breakfast and gruel, which was a thin type of porridge.
Sometimes a friendly cook would give him some dinner or scraps if he was lucky!At night they



returned to the sweep’s home. In some ways he was lucky that he had a warm place to sleep.
Most orphans like Johnny were left on the streets it was a hard life in those days for the poor and
homeless.One Sunday night the old man said to Johnny, “Tomorrow we have to be out by five
o’clock, as we are to sweep the chimney in one of the very big posh houses. You have got to
work very hard my lad or you will feel my strap across your back and there will be no supper for
you.”Johnny was dreading the morning coming for he knew he would have to go very high into
the dark chimneys to guide the special brush up to the very top of the chimneys. The wooden
poles that they used were called rods, which were joined by twisting the ends together which
made them very long indeed. The rods holding the special brushes were very secure. Next
morning came much too soon. Off they set with all the brushes already loaded on the cart. The
old man and Johnny pushed the cart and little Johnny had to run to keep up with the sweep
because the boots he had on were so big, he kept stepping out of them. The old man said, “Be
grateful boy, it’s better to be wearing those boots than having bare feet in the cold and walking
on all the old cobbled streets. They used to be my boots, look after them.” Johnny wondered how
they had managed to stay on the sweep’s feet as they were so old. They arrived early at the big
house and the housekeeper was waiting for them. “Hurry,” she said. “Cook needs to get the
kitchen fire lit as the master likes his breakfast early.” The sweep and Johnny worked very
quickly. Soon all the brushes were assembled and a frightened little Johnny was ordered up the
old chimney. It was so dark, smelly and dusty. He couldn’t breathe. He climbed higher and
higher. His eyes were smarting and hurting from all the filthy soot, his fingers were sore and
bleeding and he started to sneeze out loud, ‘ah tissue.’Shouts echoed up the chimney. “Move
lad, and hurry up or the cook will light the fire that will move you.” Johnny was so scared he
hated the dark and couldn’t see where he was going. He rubbed his eyes which made them
sore, but then he couldn’t believe what he was seeing – was it a diamond? Whatever it was, it
was lovely! It glistened and twinkled brightly. Johnny rubbed his eyes again, he looked hard and
focused again. It was certainly sparkling.A sweet gentle voice called to him. “Man child, will you
help me?” He couldn’t believe what he was hearing or seeing, it was a Fairy. He was not
dreaming! “Young man,” she said. “Please will you help me?”“If I can,” he replied. “Are you hurt?”
Johnny asked. “Yes,” she said. “I cannot fly, and my leg is damaged.” “We will talk when you are
safe,” Johnny replied to theFairy. “Come little one, climb inside my hat, I will help you. We will
soon sort things out.”“This must be our secret,” said the Fairy. “Thank you, my name is Princess
Anne, what is your name little man child?” “Johnny,” he said.“We will be good friends,” said the
Fairy.“Keep very quiet,” replied Johnny, “for the man I work for can be so nasty.” Johnny started
back down the chimney. The old man was swearing and shouting. “Where have you been hiding
you lazy wretch?”The cook was so angry, she was eager to light the fire, as this was how all
cooking was done in those days. Cook was a very large lady and was puffing and out of breath.
She waddled from side to side as she walked, just like a duck. Then she started grunting and
cursing, there was a lot of soot around her. Never once did she give a kind thought to poor
Johnny. He had done his best. Princess Anne the Fairy stayed safe in Johnny’s cap. The old



sweep lifted his hand to swipe poor Johnny, whose first instinct was to run, and run as fast as his
thin legs would carry him, for he knew that a worse beating would follow and he was afraid that
Princess Anne may be discovered and hurt. Johnny ran to the only place he knew, the old
warehouse where the sweep had first found him.He felt reasonably safe as he lifted his cap and
very gently helped the little Fairy. She stood in front of him. She was so lovely. She shone and
twinkled like a star, and instantly Johnny knew that he would help her in any way that he could.
What had to be done would be done.“What can we do, and where do we start?” asked Johnny.
The Princess explained what had happened to her, and how she came to be in that horrible dark
chimney. She said that one day, when the sun was shining all the fairies came down from
Fairyland on the rainbow. They were all playing at the end of the rainbow in its beautiful coloured
mist.The Fairy Princess said that her Mother, the Fairy Queen had warned her to take great care
and always to be on her guard against the evil ways of the wicked Witch and her army of
Ravens.Princess Anne had fallen asleep had fallen asleep under a toadstool unaware of the
danger overhead. That was when a large number of the big black Ravens appeared, they saw
their chance and dived down and one captured the Fairy Princess, he held her tightly by her
neck.The Ravens were the soldiers of the wicked Witch. They usually lived in the Tower of
London. The Witch was bad, and had waited a long time for the right moment to capture
Princess Anne. The wicked Witch thought that by having the Princess as her captive she would
be so strong that the Fairy Queen would protect her daughter by handing over her Fairy Queen’s
kingdom at once.Then the Witch would have her deepest desire and rule the land of magic and
goodness, and force the Fairy Queen to do anything that she wanted. The Fairy World and all it
represented would finally all belong to her.The Raven spies had heard that the Fairy Kingdom
was travelling down the next rainbow to celebrate the Queen’s birthday. This they thought was
the next best chance to carry out their plan.Princess Anne and all the Fairies had had a lovely
day but the Fairies forgot about the little Princess who was still snoozing under a toadstool.
Sadly she had not really listened to her Mother’s warning.The Ravens were nasty, sly, and did
just what the Witch told them. They were also very much afraid of her. The Ravens pounced on
the Fairy Princess and screeching loudly they flew off with her in the direction of old London
aiming to lock her in the Tower.The Fairy Queen called to Princess Anne. “My darling, I will come
back for you. We will return home now or the Rainbow will go without us – and then we will all be
trapped.” The Fairy Princess called back. “My good Mother, I understand,” and the rainbow was
gone and all the Fairies cried, for they all loved their Princess Anne, except for the bad Witch and
her followers.The wicked Raven leader held on tightly to his prize, of the captive Fairy Princess.
Just as he was flying high over the rooftops, he accidentally dropped her. She fell and went
down the chimney. That was where Johnny found her. Luckily she had managed to wedge
herself against the bricks in the chimney. She was half sitting and half lying on the edge of a
brick.“So that was how it was,”Johnny then asked Princess Anne, “What does the witch look
like?”“Not many people have seen her,” said the Fairy. “We understand that she can not appear
in light as it would kill her.” “That’s strange,” said Johnny.“Now what do we do next?” asked the



Fairy.“Tomorrow is the start of our journey. We will find your mother,” he said. “We must be on the
road early before the sweep comes looking for me.”Johnny had an apple that the maid in the big
house had given him. They shard it and then fell sound asleep, with the Princess nestling in
Johnny’s cap so that she would not hurt her leg. Next morning Johnny awoke bright and early.
He rubbed his eyes he thought he had been dreaming. Then he saw his little friend. She was
combing her hair. She was so lovely. She glistened and gleamed it seemed as though she was
sat in a sunbeam.Princess Anne settled in Johnny’s cap. He quietly crept out of the old
warehouse and began their journey to find the end of the rainbow.“We must retrace your
journey,” said Johnny. “Can you remember? What did you see?” he asked.“I remember a small
winding river, and long boats and horses,” she said.“Ah, I know,” said Johnny. “That sounds like
the canal. That’s where we have to go. We must keep a watch out for the Ravens. We don’t want
them to find us.”The Princess said. “I must give you a special gift. The gift to be able to talk to
animals, for we will need all the help we can get before too long.” She waved her hand and it was
as if stars fell from her fingers.“Thank you,” said Johnny. It was now noon. They were becoming
hungry. As they journeyed on, they saw a baker’s lad out delivering with a cart full of lots of crusty
loaves. They all smelt wonderful. A loaf dropped out and Johnny being honest picked it up and
ran after the lad.
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heap of old rags. A small thin hand reached out to draw the dirty covers around his delicate form.
This child had no home or any one to care for him. His name was ‘Johnny’ and he was so very
hungry, weak and sad. Out of the darkness an old man ambled forward he saw the bundle of
rags. It moved, he lifted his arm and was about to strike, thinking it was a rat he saw, but it was a
child. “Please don’t kill me sir,” the child said. “I am only trying to keep warm.”The old man’s mind
was working very fast as he thought he could use a skinny lad to climb the chimneys. “Lad,” he
said. “Do you want to earn your keep? I will give you a job. I will feed you and find you a warmer
place to sleep.”Johnny did not hesitate. He had no one in the world, as his mother and father and
two sisters had died of the fever. No one wanted him or even cared. “Please Sir,” he said. “I would
work very hard for you.”The crafty old man smiled back at himself. “That is so,” he thought and
true to his word the old man replied. “Come lad, come back home to my place and the missus
will feed you and then you can sleep by the fire tonight, and tomorrow we work.” So it was, at six
o’clock the next morning, the old man andJohnny started their first working day together. The job
was hard and dirty work. Now he was a chimney sweep’s lad. He certainly looked like a chimney
sweep, and he was not allowed to stop and rest, as the chimney sweep was a very hard task
master, yet it was better than starving and being frozen at nights.Johnny hated it yet he had no
other choice. He had a chunk of bread at breakfast and gruel, which was a thin type of porridge.
Sometimes a friendly cook would give him some dinner or scraps if he was lucky!At night they
returned to the sweep’s home. In some ways he was lucky that he had a warm place to sleep.
Most orphans like Johnny were left on the streets it was a hard life in those days for the poor and
homeless.One Sunday night the old man said to Johnny, “Tomorrow we have to be out by five
o’clock, as we are to sweep the chimney in one of the very big posh houses. You have got to
work very hard my lad or you will feel my strap across your back and there will be no supper for
you.”Johnny was dreading the morning coming for he knew he would have to go very high into
the dark chimneys to guide the special brush up to the very top of the chimneys. The wooden
poles that they used were called rods, which were joined by twisting the ends together which
made them very long indeed. The rods holding the special brushes were very secure. Next
morning came much too soon. Off they set with all the brushes already loaded on the cart. The
old man and Johnny pushed the cart and little Johnny had to run to keep up with the sweep
because the boots he had on were so big, he kept stepping out of them. The old man said, “Be
grateful boy, it’s better to be wearing those boots than having bare feet in the cold and walking
on all the old cobbled streets. They used to be my boots, look after them.” Johnny wondered how
they had managed to stay on the sweep’s feet as they were so old. They arrived early at the big
house and the housekeeper was waiting for them. “Hurry,” she said. “Cook needs to get the
kitchen fire lit as the master likes his breakfast early.” The sweep and Johnny worked very
quickly. Soon all the brushes were assembled and a frightened little Johnny was ordered up the
old chimney. It was so dark, smelly and dusty. He couldn’t breathe. He climbed higher and
higher. His eyes were smarting and hurting from all the filthy soot, his fingers were sore and
bleeding and he started to sneeze out loud, ‘ah tissue.’Shouts echoed up the chimney. “Move



lad, and hurry up or the cook will light the fire that will move you.” Johnny was so scared he
hated the dark and couldn’t see where he was going. He rubbed his eyes which made them
sore, but then he couldn’t believe what he was seeing – was it a diamond? Whatever it was, it
was lovely! It glistened and twinkled brightly. Johnny rubbed his eyes again, he looked hard and
focused again. It was certainly sparkling.A sweet gentle voice called to him. “Man child, will you
help me?” He couldn’t believe what he was hearing or seeing, it was a Fairy. He was not
dreaming! “Young man,” she said. “Please will you help me?”“If I can,” he replied. “Are you hurt?”
Johnny asked. “Yes,” she said. “I cannot fly, and my leg is damaged.” “We will talk when you are
safe,” Johnny replied to theFairy. “Come little one, climb inside my hat, I will help you. We will
soon sort things out.”“This must be our secret,” said the Fairy. “Thank you, my name is Princess
Anne, what is your name little man child?” “Johnny,” he said.“We will be good friends,” said the
Fairy.“Keep very quiet,” replied Johnny, “for the man I work for can be so nasty.” Johnny started
back down the chimney. The old man was swearing and shouting. “Where have you been hiding
you lazy wretch?”The cook was so angry, she was eager to light the fire, as this was how all
cooking was done in those days. Cook was a very large lady and was puffing and out of breath.
She waddled from side to side as she walked, just like a duck. Then she started grunting and
cursing, there was a lot of soot around her. Never once did she give a kind thought to poor
Johnny. He had done his best. Princess Anne the Fairy stayed safe in Johnny’s cap. The old
sweep lifted his hand to swipe poor Johnny, whose first instinct was to run, and run as fast as his
thin legs would carry him, for he knew that a worse beating would follow and he was afraid that
Princess Anne may be discovered and hurt. Johnny ran to the only place he knew, the old
warehouse where the sweep had first found him.He felt reasonably safe as he lifted his cap and
very gently helped the little Fairy. She stood in front of him. She was so lovely. She shone and
twinkled like a star, and instantly Johnny knew that he would help her in any way that he could.
What had to be done would be done.“What can we do, and where do we start?” asked Johnny.
The Princess explained what had happened to her, and how she came to be in that horrible dark
chimney. She said that one day, when the sun was shining all the fairies came down from
Fairyland on the rainbow. They were all playing at the end of the rainbow in its beautiful coloured
mist.The Fairy Princess said that her Mother, the Fairy Queen had warned her to take great care
and always to be on her guard against the evil ways of the wicked Witch and her army of
Ravens.Princess Anne had fallen asleep had fallen asleep under a toadstool unaware of the
danger overhead. That was when a large number of the big black Ravens appeared, they saw
their chance and dived down and one captured the Fairy Princess, he held her tightly by her
neck.The Ravens were the soldiers of the wicked Witch. They usually lived in the Tower of
London. The Witch was bad, and had waited a long time for the right moment to capture
Princess Anne. The wicked Witch thought that by having the Princess as her captive she would
be so strong that the Fairy Queen would protect her daughter by handing over her Fairy Queen’s
kingdom at once.Then the Witch would have her deepest desire and rule the land of magic and
goodness, and force the Fairy Queen to do anything that she wanted. The Fairy World and all it



represented would finally all belong to her.The Raven spies had heard that the Fairy Kingdom
was travelling down the next rainbow to celebrate the Queen’s birthday. This they thought was
the next best chance to carry out their plan.Princess Anne and all the Fairies had had a lovely
day but the Fairies forgot about the little Princess who was still snoozing under a toadstool.
Sadly she had not really listened to her Mother’s warning.The Ravens were nasty, sly, and did
just what the Witch told them. They were also very much afraid of her. The Ravens pounced on
the Fairy Princess and screeching loudly they flew off with her in the direction of old London
aiming to lock her in the Tower.The Fairy Queen called to Princess Anne. “My darling, I will come
back for you. We will return home now or the Rainbow will go without us – and then we will all be
trapped.” The Fairy Princess called back. “My good Mother, I understand,” and the rainbow was
gone and all the Fairies cried, for they all loved their Princess Anne, except for the bad Witch and
her followers.The wicked Raven leader held on tightly to his prize, of the captive Fairy Princess.
Just as he was flying high over the rooftops, he accidentally dropped her. She fell and went
down the chimney. That was where Johnny found her. Luckily she had managed to wedge
herself against the bricks in the chimney. She was half sitting and half lying on the edge of a
brick.“So that was how it was,”Johnny then asked Princess Anne, “What does the witch look
like?”“Not many people have seen her,” said the Fairy. “We understand that she can not appear
in light as it would kill her.” “That’s strange,” said Johnny.“Now what do we do next?” asked the
Fairy.“Tomorrow is the start of our journey. We will find your mother,” he said. “We must be on the
road early before the sweep comes looking for me.”Johnny had an apple that the maid in the big
house had given him. They shard it and then fell sound asleep, with the Princess nestling in
Johnny’s cap so that she would not hurt her leg. Next morning Johnny awoke bright and early.
He rubbed his eyes he thought he had been dreaming. Then he saw his little friend. She was
combing her hair. She was so lovely. She glistened and gleamed it seemed as though she was
sat in a sunbeam.Princess Anne settled in Johnny’s cap. He quietly crept out of the old
warehouse and began their journey to find the end of the rainbow.“We must retrace your
journey,” said Johnny. “Can you remember? What did you see?” he asked.“I remember a small
winding river, and long boats and horses,” she said.“Ah, I know,” said Johnny. “That sounds like
the canal. That’s where we have to go. We must keep a watch out for the Ravens. We don’t want
them to find us.”The Princess said. “I must give you a special gift. The gift to be able to talk to
animals, for we will need all the help we can get before too long.” She waved her hand and it was
as if stars fell from her fingers.“Thank you,” said Johnny. It was now noon. They were becoming
hungry. As they journeyed on, they saw a baker’s lad out delivering with a cart full of lots of crusty
loaves. They all smelt wonderful. A loaf dropped out and Johnny being honest picked it up and
ran after the lad.“You have dropped this lad,” he said.“Well I never!” said the boy. “You can have it
if you like. I can’t sell it now.”“Thank you so much,” replied Johnny. Their rumbling tummies
problem was then solved for a while. They decided to be careful with the bread not knowing if
and when they would get any more food.“Let us think out our next move,” said Johnny. They sat
together eating their crust of bread. Johnny then said out aloud. “Coal, that means barges, the



barges bring the coal up the canal, and I think we have to look there first.”“We have to be careful,”
said Princess Anne. “The Ravens will know what we intend to do, and the Witch will be so very
angry with them for loosing me, which will make them extra eager to catch me. Johnny, please
will you look out for some buttercups as the essence of buttercups will mend my damaged wing.”
“Of course,” he said. So ever watchful, they moved on wary of any dark shadows just in case it
was the Ravens. They moved towards the canal rather slowly, for by now they were becoming
tired and hungry. They stopped on the canal towpath and ate a little more of the bread. Johnny
found some buttercups and handed them to the Princess Anne. “Thank you so much,” she said,
as she prepared the moisture to heal her wing. Johnny asked. “Can I help?”“Yes please,” said the
Princess, and Johnny gently put the buttercup lotion on the Fairy Princess’s wing and leg. It was
a magic potion and the Fairy’s pain soon disappeared. Her wing healed and her leg also seemed
much better.They heard clip-clop, clip-clop along the towpath and then saw an old grey mare
pulling a barge. She seemed so strong. The horse stopped and out from the barge came two
young children laughing. They went off to collect some mushrooms and berries.“Don’t be long!”
called a kindly voice. It was the children’s Mother.“Just going to stretch our legs Mar,” the boy
called back. “And see what else you can find in the field? You are good children,” she
shouted.“Mother, feed Ned dear,” called out the children’s Father. Mother fed dear old Ned the
horse. He also needed a rest, for he was tired after a good day’s work.“We are stopping for the
night,” said Mother. “Father will go and collect his jug of ale after supper.” Father left the boat. He
stopped to pat the old horse.“You have worked hard today,” he said to Ned. Father was a
colourful fellow, with his bright shirt and a sacking apron tied around his waist and a pipe in his
mouth. His cap was poised at a jaunty angle. He whistled a happy tune.Johnny was hiding in the
bushes, as soon as Father was out of sight, Johnny called to the children. “Shush, don’t make a
sound,” Johnny advised.The children listened, “The grass is talking,” said the little girl. “No, it’s
me,” called Johnny. “I will not hurt you. Do you believe in Fairies?” he asked the children.“Of
course,” the children replied.“Well said Johnny, “I am going to tell you a story to see if you can
help us.” The children listened to the story and asked to meet the Fairy Princess.“Can you speak
to animals?” They asked.“I haven’t tried to yet,” he said. “But all things are possible.” The Fairy
Princess Anne showed herself to the children. They were amazed. They had never seen a Fairy
before she was very beautiful, all twinkling and shiny, and very delicate. Princess Anne smiled at
the children and said to them. “Can you hide us for the night? We are so tired and have to
continue our journey to the end of the rainbow.”The children lived on the barge and felt so lucky.
The room they shared was cosy and warm and brightly decorated. Johnny said to the children. “I
must talk to your horse. He will warn us about the wicked Witch and the Ravens should they
come whilst we are asleep.”“Good idea,” said the Princess.Very quietly Johnny explained the
problem to Ned the horse. He snorted back and said to Johnny. “I have heard about a wicked
Witch. All the little creatures are frightened of her. It would be a great honour to serve the Fairy
Princess.



Aluisa, “gekauft zum Englischlernen. kurzweilige nette Geschichten, die ich als Erwachsene
gelesen habe, um mein Englisch zu verbessern. Das Lesen udn Lernen macht dabei Spaß.”
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