The Story of the Three Little Pigs

There was an old sow with three little pigs, and as she had not enough to keep them, she sent
them out to seek their fortune. The first that went off met a man with a bundle of straw, and said
to him, "Please, man, give me that straw to build me a house." Which the man did, and the little
pig built a house with it.

Then a wolf came along, and knocked at the door, and said, "Little pig, little pig, let me come in."

To which the pig answered, "No, no, by the hair of my chinny chin chin."

The wolf then answered to that, "Then I'll huff, and I'll puff, and I'll blow your house in." So he
huffed, and he puffed, and he blew his house in, and ate up the little pig.

The second little pig met a man with a bundle of sticks, and said, "Please, man, give me that furze
to build a house." Which the man did, and the pig built his house.

Then along came the wolf, and said, "Little pig, little pig, let me come in."
"No, no, by the hair of my chinny chin chin."

"Then I'll puff, and I'll huff, and I'll blow your house in." So he huffed, and he puffed, and he puffed,
and he huffed, and at last he blew the house down, and he ate up the little pig.

The third little pig met a man with a load of bricks, and said, "Please, man, give me those bricks to
build a house with." So the man gave him the bricks, and he built his house with them.

So the wolf came, as he did to the other little pigs, and said, "Little pig, little pig, let me come in."

"No, no, by the hair of my chinny chin chin."
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"Then I'll huff, and I'll puff, and I'll blow your house in."

Well, he huffed, and he puffed, and he huffed and he puffed, and he puffed and huffed; but he
could not get the house down. When he found that he could not, with all his huffing and puffing,
blow the house down, he said, "Little pig, | know where there is a nice field of turnips."

"Where?" said the little pig.

"Oh, in Mr. Smith's home field, and if you will be ready tomorrow morning | will call for you, and
we will go together and get some for dinner."

"Very well," said the little pig, "l will be ready. What time do you mean to go?"
"Oh, at six o'clock."

Well, the little pig got up at five, and got the turnips before the wolf came (which he did about six)
and who said, "Little pig, are you ready?"

The little pig said, "Ready! | have been and come back again, and got a nice potful for dinner."

The wolf felt very angry at this, but thought that he would be up to the little pig somehow or
other, so he said, "Little pig, | know where there is a nice apple tree."

"Where?" said the pig.

"Down at Merry Garden," replied the wolf, "and if you will not deceive me | will come for you, at
five o'clock tomorrow and get some apples."

Well, the little pig bustled up the next morning at four o'clock, and went off for the apples, hoping
to get back before the wolf came; but he had further to go, and had to climb the tree, so that just
as he was coming down from it, he saw the wolf coming, which, as you may suppose, frightened
him very much.

When the wolf came up he said, "Little pig, what! Are you here before me? Are they nice apples?"

"Yes, very," said the little pig. "l will throw you down one." And he threw it so far, that, while the
wolf was gone to pick it up, the little pig jumped down and ran home.

The next day the wolf came again, and said to the little pig, "Little pig, there is a fair at Shanklin
this afternoon. Will you go?"

"Oh yes," said the pig, "l will go. What time shall you be ready?"

"At three," said the wolf. So the little pig went off before the time as usual, and got to the fair, and
bought a butter churn, which he was going home with, when he saw the wolf coming. Then he
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could not tell what to do. So he got into the churn to hide, and by so doing turned it around, and it
rolled down the hill with the pig in it, which frightened the wolf so much, that he ran home
without going to the fair. He went to the pig's house, and told him how frightened he had been by
a great round thing which came down the hill past him.

Then the little pig said, "Ha, | frightened you, then. | had been to the fair and bought a butter
churn, and when | saw you, | got into it, and rolled down the hill."

Then the wolf was very angry indeed, and declared he would eat up the little pig, and that he
would get down the chimney after him. When the little pig saw what he was about, he hung on
the pot full of water, and made up a blazing fire, and, just as the wolf was coming down, took off
the cover, and in fell the wolf; so the little pig put on the cover again in an instant, boiled him up,
and ate him for supper, and lived happily ever afterwards.
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The Story of the Three Bears

Once upon a time there were Three Bears, who lived together in a house of their own, in a wood.
One of them was a Little, Small, Wee Bear; and one was a Middle-sized Bear, and the other was
a Great, Huge Bear. They had each a pot for their porridge, a little pot for the Little, Small, Wee
Bear; and a middle-sized pot for the Middle Bear, and a great pot for the Great, Huge Bear. And
they had each a chair to sit in; a little chair for the Little, Small, Wee Bear; and a middle-sized
chair for the Middle Bear; and a great chair for the Great, Huge Bear. And they had each a bed to
sleep in; a little bed for the Little, Small, Wee Bear; and a middle-sized bed for the Middle Bear;
and a great bed for the Great, Huge Bear.

One day, after they had made the porridge for their breakfast, and poured it into their porridge-
pots, they walked out into the wood while the porridge was cooling, that they might not burn their
mouths, by beginning too soon to eat it. And while they were walking, a little old Woman came to
the house. She could not have been a good, honest old Woman; for first she looked in at the
window, and then she peeped in at the keyhole; and seeing nobody in the house, she lifted the
latch. The door was not fastened, because the Bears were good Bears, who did nobody any
harm, and never suspected that any body would harm them.

So the little old Woman opened the door, and went in; and well pleased she was when she saw
the porridge on the table. If she had been a good little old Woman, she would have waited till the
Bears came home, and then, perhaps, they would have asked her to breakfast for they were good
Bears, -- a little rough or so, as the manner of Bears is, but for all that very good natured and
hospitable. But she was an impudent, bad old Woman, and set about helping herself.

So first she tasted the porridge of the Great, Huge Bear, and that was too hot for her; and she

said a bad word about that. And then she tasted the porridge of the Middle Bear, and that was
too cold for her; and she said a bad word about that, too. And then she went to the porridge of
the Little, Small, Wee Bear, and tasted that; and that was neither too hot, nor too cold, but just
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right; and she liked it so well, that she ate it all up; but the naughty old Woman said a bad word
about the little porridge-pot, because it did not hold enough for her.

Then the little old Woman sate down in the chair of the Great, Huge Bear and that was too hard
for her. And then she sate down in the chair of the Middle Bear, and that was too soft for her. And
then she sate down in the chair of the Little, Small, Wee Bear, and that was neither too hard, nor
too soft, but just right. So she seated herself in it and there she sate till the bottom of the chair
came out, and down came hers, plump upon the ground. And the naughty old Woman said a
wicked word about that too.

Then the little old Woman went up stairs into the bed-chamber in which the three Bears slept.
And first she lay down upon the bed of the Great, Huge Bear; but that was too high at the head
for her. And next she lay down upon the bed of the Middle Bear; and that was too high at the foot
for her. And then she lay down upon the bed of the Little Small, Wee Bear; and that was neither
too high at the head, nor at the foot, but just right. So she covered herself up comfortably, and lay
there till she fell fast asleep.

By this time the Three Bears thought their porridge would be cool enough; so they came home to
breakfast. Now the little old Woman had left the spoon of the Great, Huge Bear, standing in his
porridge.

"Somebody has been at my porridge!" said the Great, Huge Bear, in his great, rough, gruff voice.
And when the Middle Bear looked at his, he saw that the spoon was standing in it too. They were
wooden spoons; if they had been silver ones, the naughty old Woman would have put them in her
pocket.

"SOMEBODY HAS BEEN AT MY PORRIDGE!" said the Middle Bear, in his middle voice.

Then the Little, Small, Wee Bear, looked at his, and there was the spoon in the porridge-pot, but
the porridge was all gone.

"Somebody has been at my porridge, and has eaten it all up!" said the Little, Small, Wee Bear, in
his little, small, wee voice.

Upon this the Three Bears, seeing that some one had entered the house, and eaten up the Little,
Small, Wee Bear's breakfast, began to look about them. Now the little old Woman had not put

the hard cushion straight when she rose from the chair of the Great, Huge Bear.

"Somebody has been sitting in my chair!" said the Great, Huge Bear, in his great, rough, gruff
voice.

And the little old Woman had squatted down the soft cushion of the Middle Bear.
"SOMEBODY HAS BEEN SITTING IN MY CHAIR!" said the Middle Bear, in his middle voice.

And you know what the little old Woman had done to the third chair.
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"Somebody has been sitting in my chair, and has sate the bottom of it out!" said the Little, Small,
Wee Bear, in his little, small, wee voice.

Then the Three Bears thought it necessary that they should make farther search; so they went up
stairs into their bed-chamber. Now the little old Woman had pulled the pillow of the Great, Huge
Bear, out of its place.

"Somebody has been lying in my bed! said the Great, Huge Bear, in his great, rough, gruff voice.
And the little old Woman had pulled the bolster of the Middle Bear out of its place.
"SOMEBODY HAS BEEN LYING IN MY BED!" said the Middle Bear, in his middle voice.

And when the Little, Small, Wee Bear, came to look at his bed, there was the bolster in its place;
and the pillow in its place upon the bolster and upon the pillow was the little old Woman's ugly,
dirty head which was not in its place, for she had no business there.

"Somebody has been lying in my bed, and here she is!" said the Little, Small, Wee Bear, in his
little, small, wee voice.

The little old Woman had heard in her sleep the great, rough, gruff voice, of the Great, Huge Bear;
but she was so fast asleep that it was no more to her than the roaring of wind, or the rumbling of
thunder. And she had heard the middle voice of the Middle Bear, but it was only as if she had
heard some one speaking in a dream. But when she heard the little, small, wee voice, of the Little,
Small, Wee Bear,' it was so sharp, and so shrill, that it awakened her at once. Up she started; and
when she saw the Three Bears on one side of the bed, she tumbled herself out at the other, and
ran to the window. Now the window was open, because the Bears, like good, tidy Bears, as they
were, always opened their bed-chamber window when they got up in the morning. Out the little
old Woman jumped; and whether she broke her neck in the fall; or ran into the wood and was lost
there; or found her way out of the wood, and was taken up by the constable and sent to the
House of Correction for a vagrant as she was, | cannot tell. But the Three Bears never saw any
thing more of her.
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The Three Billy Goats Gruff

Once upon a time there were three billy goats, who were to go up to the hillside to make
themselves fat, and the name of all three was "Gruff."

On the way up was a bridge over a cascading stream they had to cross; and under the bridge
lived a great ugly troll , with eyes as big as saucers, and a nose as long as a poker.

So first of all came the youngest Billy Goat Gruff to cross the bridge.
"Trip, trap, trip, trap! " went the bridge.
"Who's that tripping over my bridge?" roared the troll .

"Oh, it is only |, the tiniest Billy Goat Gruff , and I'm going up to the hillside to make myself fat,"
said the billy goat, with such a small voice.

"Now, I'm coming to gobble you up," said the troll.

"Oh, no! pray don't take me. I'm too little, that | am," said the billy goat. "Wait a bit till the second
Billy Goat Gruff comes. He's much bigger."

"Well, be off with you," said the troll.
A little while after came the second Billy Goat Gruff to cross the bridge.

Trip, trap, trip, trap, trip, trap, went the bridge.
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"Who's that tripping over my bridge?" roared the troll.

"Oh, it's the second Billy Goat Gruff , and I'm going up to the hillside to make myself fat," said the
billy goat, who hadn't such a small voice.

"Now I'm coming to gobble you up," said the troll.

"Oh, no! Don't take me. Wait a little till the big Billy Goat Gruff comes. He's much bigger."
"Very well! Be off with you," said the troll.

But just then up came the big Billy Goat Gruff .

Trip, trap, trip, trap, trip, trap! went the bridge, for the billy goat was so heavy that the bridge
creaked and groaned under him.

"Who's that tramping over my bridge?" roared the troll.

"It's I! The big Billy Goat Gruff ," said the billy goat, who had an ugly hoarse voice of his own.
"Now | 'm coming to gobble you up," roared the troll.

Well, come along! I've got two spears,

And I'll poke your eyeballs out at your ears;

I've got besides two curling-stones,

And I'll crush you to bits, body and bones.

That was what the big billy goat said. And then he flew at the troll, and poked his eyes out with
his horns, and crushed him to bits, body and bones, and tossed him out into the cascade, and
after that he went up to the hillside. There the billy goats got so fat they were scarcely able to

walk home again. And if the fat hasn't fallen off them, why, they're still fat; and so,

Snip, snap, snout.
This tale's told out.
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Three Blind Mice

Three blind mice. Three blind mice.

See how they run. See how they run.

They all ran after the farmer’s wife,

Who cut off their tails with a carving knife,

Did you ever see such a sight in your life,
As three blind mice?
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The Three Little Kittens

The three little kittens they lost their mittens,
And they began to cry,

Oh, mother dear, we sadly fear

Our mittens we have lost

What? Lost your mittens, you naughty kittens!
Then you shall have no pie.

Mee-ow, mee-ow, mee-ow.

We shall have no pie.

Our mittens we have lost.

The three little kittens they found their mittens,
And they began to smile,

Oh, mother dear, see here, see here,

Our mittens we have found

What? Found your mittens, you good little kittens,
And you shall have some pie.

Mee-ow, mee-ow, mee-ow.

We shall have some pie.

Let us have some pie.

The three little kittens put on their mittens,

And soon ate up the pie;

Oh, mother dear, we greatly fear

Our mittens we have soiled

What? Soiled your mittens, you naughty kittens!
Then they began to sigh,

Mee-ow, mee-ow, mee-ow.

Our mittens we have soiled.

Then they began to sigh.

The three little kittens they washed their mittens,
And hung them out to dry;

Oh! mother dear, look here, look here,

Our mittens we have washed

What? Washed your mittens, you good little kittens,
But | smell a rat close by.

Mee-ow, mee-ow, mee-ow.

We smell a rat close by.

Let's all have some pie.
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Two little dickie birds

Two little dickie birds sitting on a wall
One named Peter, one named Paul.
Fly away Peter! Fly away Paul!

Come back Peter! Come back Paul!

Two little blackbirds

Two little blackbirds sitting on a hill.
One named Jack and one named Jill.
Fly away Jack, fly away Jill.

Come back Jack, come back Jill.

Two little blackbirds flying in the sky.

One named Low and one named High.

Fly away Low, fly away High.
Come back Low, come back High.

Two little blackbirds sitting on a pole.

One named Fast and one named Slow.

Fly away Fast, fly away Slow.
Come back Fast, come back Slow.

Two little blackbirds sitting on a gate.

One named Early and one named Late.

Fly away Early, fly away Late.
Come back Early, come back Late.

© Maths Shed (2019 -)

11



