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THE THREE LITTLE PIGS

HER;E was onee upon a time a pig who lived with her t
children on a large, comfortable, old-fashioned farmyard
eldest of the little pigs was called Browny, the sec;)n;i ‘Vuhi'e.
the youngest and best looking Blacky. Now Browny -’ftst .
dirty little pig, and I am sorry to say spent most of his t'c a 0
and wallowing about in the mud. , o as,

H rop h

' ' A . . € was never so nappy as on

wet da , when the mud in the farmym‘d gOt SOft, and thick, a
Y X K,

slab. Thenhe would steal away from his mother’s side, and findi

th .f_\ . '
emuddiest place in the yard, would roll about in it and thoroughly

TN

enjoy himself. Hi , ]
o (ju 1Ya Shals:;li;ler%; énofk{lel of:ten found fault with him for this, and
il be surry tht 5 zac] y and say : ¢ Ah, Browny! some day you
S oy tha ‘) ou did not obey your old mether.” Butno W(Sl“dS
Whiteofr »f/a'mm‘g could cure Browny of his bad habits.
s alwa}_}s ;;Eéf:eo?gi‘g 'gtﬂe lpi'g, Ibut she was greedy. She
e hnie g of od, angd 901{i11g forward to her dinner
and (1)113111 t‘l'le farm girl ?va.s seen carrying the pails across the Vaérlfi’
d rise up on her hind legsand dance and caper wi L
e Der with excite-
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Au woon as the food was poured into the trough she jostled
- i Browny oub of the way in her eagerness to get the best
| bits for herself. Her mother often scolded her for her
and told her that some day she would suffer for being
Iy nnd grabbing.

1y was a good, nice little pig, neither dirty nor greedy. He
o dninty ways (for a pig), and his okin was always as smooth
Jdning as black satin. He was much cleverer than Browny
& litey, and his mother’s heart used to swell with pride when
rid the farmer’s friends say to cach other that some day
itlo black fellow would be a prize pig.

o the time came when the mother pig felt old and feeble and
¢ her end.  One day she called the three little pigs round her
pel s

y children, T feel that I am growing old and weak, and that
1 not live long. Before T die I should like to build a house
wh of you, as this dear old sty in which we have lived =0
jily will be given to & new family of pigs, and you will have to
« sut.  Now, Browny, what sort of a house would you like to

i

w !

' A house of mud;’ replied Browny, looking longingly at a vet
jaddlo in the corner of the yard.

¢ And you, Whitey 9 gaid the mother pig in rather a sad voice,
i whie was disappointed that PBrowny had made so foolish a
phionen.

¢ A house of cabbage,’ answered Whitey, with a mouth foll, and
ponrecly raising her snout out of the trough in which she was
grubbing for some potato-parings. ‘

¢ Poolish, foolish child !’ said the mother pig, looking quite dis-
pressed, ¢ And you, Blacky?’ turning to her youngest son, ¢ what
aorh of a house shall T order for you ?’

« A house of brick, please mother, as it will be warm in winter,
and eool in summer, and safe all the year round.’

‘That is a sensible little pigy replied his mother, Jooking fondly
ab him. ‘I will see that the three houses are got ready ab once.
And now one last piece of advice. You have heard me talk of our
ol enemy the fox. When he hears that I am dead, he is sure to
(ry and get hold of you, to carry you off to his den. He is very
aly and will no doubt disguise himself, and pretend to be a friend,
pmt you must promise me 1ot t0 let him enter your houses on any
pretext whatever,
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(he cabbage walls, and 1115.“1 1caugh‘o the trembling,
- and carried her off to his den.
“sln «,j Hzm fox started off for Blacky’s house, b(la'cti,;lse)ihz
'im &hi:ﬁ jind that he would gejn tl‘le three'z E ealsfo
b b dew, and then kill them, and invite all h1sdl 1t11ent. 0
sm when he reached the brick house, he foun ‘131,30 iet
w\ktW\ and barred, so in his sly manner he began,
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Al the little pigs readily promised, for they had alwa,
gront fonr of the fox, of whom they had heard many terribl
A whorl time afterwards the old pig died, and the little pig
to live in their own houses.

Browny was quite delighted with his soft mud walls a
the elay floor, which soon looked like nothing but a big m
But that was what Browny enjoyed, and he was as hay
possible, rolling about all day and making himself in such tL
One day, as he was lying half asleep in the mud, he heard
knock at his door, and a gentle voice said :

‘May I come in, Master Browny ? I want to see your be
new house.’

‘Who are you?' sald Browny, starting up in great fright
though the voice sounded gentle, he felt sure it was a feigned v
and he feared it was the fox. ‘

‘T am a friend come to call on you,” answered the voice.

¢No, no,” replied Browny, ‘I don’t believe you are a fir
You are the wicked fox, against whom our mother warned u
won't let you in.

¢Oho! is that the way you answer me ?’ said the fox, spea
very roughly in his natural voice. ¢ We shall soon see why
master here,” and with his paws he set to work and scraped
large hole in the soff mud walls. A moment later he had jum
through if, and catching Browny by the neck, flung him on
shoulders and trotted off with him to his den. '

The next day, as Whitey was munching a few leaves of cabb
out of the corner of her house, the fox stole up to her door, det
mined to carry her off to join her brother in his den. He begs
speaking to her in the same feigned gentle voice in which he ha
spoken to Browny; but it frightened her very much when

said ,
‘T am a friend come o visit you, and to have some of your
good cabbage for my dinner.’ ‘

¢ Please don’t touch it cried Whitey in great distress. ¢The
cabbages are the walls of my house, and if you eat them you will
make a hole, and the wind and rain will come in and give me a
eold. Do go away; T am sure you are not a friend, but our wicked
enemy the fox.” And poor Whitey began to whine and to whimper,
and to wish that she had not been such a greedy little pig, and had
chosen a more solid material than cabbages for her house. But
it was too late now, and in another minute the fox had eaten his

ght you & present of some eggs

T have brou

iio in, dear Blacky. ;
that 1 picked up In farmyard o N
¢ No, no, Mister Tox, replied Blac. 5y,
; (NOW YOUr Cunning ways.
ny door to you. T know your . o
e oOr PBrowny and Whitey, but you are not gomng to gitlr.a e
" R(Zo‘ohis the fok was so angry thab he dashed with al.t his ree
n L ar jed £ 1 ; was
meninst the- wall, and tried to knock 1t down. dBig zore s
;:’;:k!"(}m(r and well-built ; and though the fox scraped and
il . B

ary ?
n my way here. N
<1 am not going to open

You have carried
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ant terror of the fox killing and eating therr‘l.
. they saw Blacky appear 2t the entrance to the den their
o bounds.  He quickly found a sharp stone and cut the

which they were tied to a stake in the ground, and then

brieks with his paws he only hurt himself, and at last he ha e in const

give it up, and limp away with his fore-paws all bleeding and &
¢Never mind !’ he cried angrily as he went off, ‘T’ll catc
another day, see if I don’t, and won’t I grind your bones to pov
when I have got you in my den!’ and he snarled flercely
showed his teeth.
Next day Blacky had to go into the neighbouring town to
some marketing and to buy a big kettle. As he was wall
home with it slung over his shoulder, he heard a sound of
stealthily creeping after him. For a moment his heart stood
with fear, and then a happy thought came to him. He had
reached the top of a hill, and could see his own little house nest
at the foot of it among the trees. Ina moment he had snatched §
lid off the kettle and had jumped in himself. Coiling hims
round he lay quite snug in the bottom of the kettle, while with }
fore-leg he managed to put the lid on, so that he was enti
hidden. With a little kick from the inside he started the kettle o
and down the hill it rolled full tilt; and when the fox came up,
that he saw was a large black kettle spinning over the ground at
great pace. Very much disappointed, he was just going to turn aws
when he saw the kettle stop close to the little brick house, and .
a moment later Blacky jumped out of it and escaped with the ket ; Lroo started off together for Blacky's house, where they lived
into the house, when he barred and bolted the door, and put il 7’0\'61‘ after : m;a Browny quite gave up rolling in the mud,
shutter up over the window. ,;,,.”[] \\3\[ itev ce%seci 0 be greedy, for they never forgot how nearly
¢Oho !’ exclaimed the fox to himself, ¢ you think you will esca %z “ 0 ! 1? 1 ;1 brought {?hem to an tntimely end.

me that way, do you? We shall soon see about that, my frien thono fuulls 28 8

and very quietly and stealthily he prowled round the house looki

for some way to climb on to the roof.

In the meantime Blacky had filled the kettle with water, an
having put it on the fire, sat down quietly waiting for it to boil.
Just as the kettle was beginning to sing, and steam to come out of
the spout, he heard a sound like a soft, muffled step, patter, patter
vatter overhead, and the next moment the fox’s head and fore-paws
were seen coming down the chimney. But Blacky very wisely had
not put the lid on the kettle, and, with a yelp of pain, the fox fell
into the boiling water, and before he could escape, Blacky had
popped the lid on, and the fox was sealded to death,

As soon as he was sure that their wicked enemy was really
dead, and could do them no further harm, Blacky started off t
rescue Browny and Whitey. As he approached the den he hear
piteous grunts and squeals frem his poor little brother and siste
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