
TH E  TRBE E  L ITTL E  
P
I G S  

T HE RE was onc e 
upon a tim e a pig who lived with h er tch ildren o n a larg e, comfortable, old-fashioned fannyard. eld

es
t 

o
f th

e litt
l
e p ig s vm s cal led Browny, the second Whitey, th e y ou nge s

t 
and be st l ooki ng Blacky. Now Browny ,vas a vdirty lit

tl e p i
g, an d I am sorry to say spent most of his time roll and wallo wing a

b
o u

t in the mu d. He was never so happy as o wet clay, w
h

e n th
e mud i n the farm yard got soft, and thick, asl

a
b. Th

e n h
e wou

ld 
stea l  awa y  fr om his moth er 's s ide ,  an d fmdi

the m uddi
est p lace in the yard, wuulcl roll about in it and thoroughly enjoy hi mself. His mother often fou nd faul t with h im for this, andwould 

s
h
a

k e 
her 

h
ea

d 
sadl y and say : 'Ah, Browny ! some clay youwill be so rr y that you did not obey your old mothe r.' But no wordsof ach-ic e or warning co uld c nre Br own y of his bad habits. "\Yhitey was qu ite a cl ever little pig, but she was greedy. Shewa s alw a y

s 
thi

n
k
i

n
g of her food, and look in g forward to her dinner; a

n
d 

1- vhen t
h

e farm gi rl  was seen carry ing the pai ls across the yard,sh
e 

1-v ol tld r i
s e 

u
p o n 

h
er hind legs a

:1d dance an d cap
er w ith exci

t
e

-
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t'.(H>ll rt s  t
h
e food was poured into the trough she jost le d 

H lld I lrowny out of the wa y in her eager ness to ge t the b est hi t,s 
fo

r herself. 
H

er mother oft
e n scolde d her fo r h er 

11.

11

d told h
e r that s ome da y she would suffer for bein g

11,n <l grabbi
ng. 

w1w a g ood, n
i
ce little pig, neither dirt y nor greedy. He 

da
i nty ways (

fo
r a pig), and his skin was always as smoo t h

,dil11111 g  it s  black satin. He was much clev erer than Browny 
liil".Y, and his mother's heart us2d to s w ell w ith pride wh e n
n l L li

e 
far me

r's fri ends say to each other that some day 
)

ii 1 !
11 

Ii lack fell
o w would be a prize pig . 

Lho time c
am

e wh
e n the m other pig fe lt  o ld an d fe e ble and

On e day she called the three little pigs rou nd h er 

, ,
n

1 d : 

:11 y " hild
re n, I feel that I am growing old and weak, and that

Ind I 11ot live l
o ng. Be fore I die I should like to build a house

1'h o f you, as t
h

is d e a r old st
y in wh ich we have liv ed so

w ill b
e 

g ive n  t
o a new family o

f pi gs, a nd yo u will hav
e to

Now, Br owny, what sort of a hou se would you like to 

' /\ lionse of m u

d,' re pli
e d Browny, lookin g longingly at a we t 

i n the c orn e
r of th e yar d. 

' 1\ 1H
l y

on , 
,Vhit

e y 
? ' 

sai
d 

th e m ot
h

er pig in rat her a sa d  v o ice , 
nlto was disappointed that Brovmy had made so foolish a 

r
h nl! '<l. 

1 A ho
u

s

e 
of c a

b bag
e

,' an swere d "\ "\, 11ite y, with a mou th fw l, and

ra
ising h er sno u t out of the trough in which she wa s 

1 :r1 il, hi
n

g for s
ome 

potato- p arings . 
' l1'oolis h

, foolish c
hild ! ' said the moth er p ig, lo

oking q u it e dis­I !',,,:1,ed. 'And you , Bl acky? ' turnin
g 

to he r y oungest son, 'what
n 11 t'I, of a hou

s
e s

h

a
ll I o rder for you?' 

'A ho
u

s
e o

f bri c k, please m other, as it will be warm in winter, 
n 11 1 l coo l in 

s ummer ,  and safe all the year round.' 
''l'hat i

s 
a sens ib l

e 
li ttle pi g,' r eplied his mother, lo oking fondly 

11!. him. ' I will s ee that the three hous es are got re ady at once.
J\n<l now on

e 
las

t piece of ad vi ce . You have he ard me talk of our
;,IJ enemy th

e 
fox .  Wben he hea rs th at I am dead, he is sme to 

I ry n,n c1 g
e

t ho ld 
o

f y
ou , 

t
o carry you off to his de n. He is wry

and will n
o 

dou
b
t 

d i

s
gui

se him
self, an d 

pr
e te

nd to 
b

e a 
fr

i e nd, 
l111t yo u mu

s ,t pro mis e  m e  not t o let him 
e nte r  yo u r h ou ses o n any 

pr ete
xt whate v er .'






