
OFFICE OF CULTURALLY AND 

LINGUISTICALLY RESPONSIVE 

INITIATIVES  

 

Brownies’ Books: Grades 3 & 4 
The Brownies’ Books are comprised of stories (folktales, fantasies, as well as more realistic 
stories), poems, games, articles on current events of the era, letters from young readers and 
photographs. In 1920, these literary magazines celebrated African American identity, urged 
racial pride, and encouraged its young readers to aspire to positions of leadership within their 
communities. The books are intended to be read with other members of the family. Many of 
the life lessons taught in the books are applicable to the uplift of young people of all races today.  

The office of CLRI, has chosen literary works from the Brownies’ 
Books, edited by renowned scholar, W.E.B. Du Bois, for you and 
your child’s reading pleasure. Each literary work has standards-
aligned reading, writing, and critical thinking activities to 
supplement core-curriculum reading materials. The Brownies’ 
Books are written by diverse authors, and particularly, authors of 
African American descent. According to historical literacy expert, 
Dr. Gholdy Muhammad, citing W.E.B. Du Bois, the Brownies’ 
Books are “designed for all children, but especially for ours.” 
Moreover, “the content of the readings was intended to 
recognize and cultivate the genius within youth” (Muhammad, 
2020, p.152). The text represents people of color in a positive 
light dispelling falsehood and stereotypes. Please enjoy these 
historically and culturally responsive stories. 

 

More stories can be found here: http://childlit.unl.edu/topics/edi.brownies.html 

 

The following stories can be read independently or aloud to students, and 

activities and questions completed: 

 

Bobby Pig 

A Kindergarten Song 

A Trip to Fairyland 

 

http://childlit.unl.edu/topics/edi.brownies.html
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1zyZYIe4nIGjdTQMLvoEyMFy1o-hiCuIU/view?usp=sharing
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1cl5t6YmDHPirjMFyNNwJN7GBvEBRQ5Wh/view?usp=sharing
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1bMU5OzORmO47ValszMHqcBtl6d7u7iNr/view?usp=sharing


OFFICE OF CULTURALLY AND LINGUISTICALLY 

RESPONSIVE INITIATIVES  

 

BOBBY PIG 

BROWNIES’ BOOK- MARCH 1920, W.E.B. DU BOIS, EDITOR 

AUGUSTA E. BIRD 

In a little red house, upon a high hill, lived a Mamma Pig and her three little pigs. The oldest 
little pig was named Annie Pig, and the next in size was named Bobby Pig, and then came the 
Baby Pig, who had no name. Mamma Pig had to go to work early every morning and was away 
all day. Each day she would call her children and tell them what she wanted them to do. 

"Annie Pig," she would say, "you wash the dishes and take care of Baby Pig. Bobby Pig, you 
pick up chips for Annie to keep the fire burning." Then Mamma Pig was off to her work. 

Annie Pig washed up the dishes and then took Baby Pig out to get the fresh air. Bobby Pig 
went out to the woodpile and sat down on a huge piece of wood. 

"Oh, how I hate to pick up chips," he said, "I believe I'll take a little walk first." Then he walked 
and walked and walked until he came across a peanut field. 

"Oh, what a nice guber field!" he exclaimed, and began to root his little pink snout in the rich, 
loose soil until the white shells of the peanuts were in sight. He ate and ate and ate until his 
little stomach was full, and then he began to think about the folks at home. He knew they 
would like some nice gubers for supper, so he filled all his pockets brimful and ran home. 

After supper had been eaten and the dishes cleared away, Mamma Pig got a needle and 
thread and sewed up all of Bobby Pig's pockets. 

"Oh, Bobby Pig," she said, "fresh roasted peanuts are very nice, but I am so afraid, for fear 
something will happen to my little Bobby Pig. Promise me that you will not run off to morrow, 
but will stay and pick up chips and keep the fire burning." Bobby promised. 

The next morning, Mamma Pig went to work again; Annie Pig went about her work at once 
and finished very quickly and took Baby Pig out in the fresh air. Bobby Pig went out to the 
wood-pile and sat down. 

"Oh, why do I have to pick up these old chips!" he said, and turned up his nose in disgust. 

"I think I'll take a little walk,—I won't go far," and away he walked until he came to a very large 
sweet potato patch. 



"Oh, look what I have found!" he exclaimed. "What a nice potato patch!" After he had eaten 
his little stomach full of potatoes, he began to think about the people at home. 

"Oo-oo, if Mamma Pig had only not sewed up my pockets," he moaned; "what shall I do?" 
After a moment's thought, he said; 

"I know what I shall do." Then he unearthed a very large potato and scraped a hole in one end 
of it, large enough to fit on his head like a hat, and ran home as fast as he could. 

That night, after they all had eaten of nice fried potatoes, Mamma Pig sighed: 

"Oh, Bobby Pig, fried potatoes are very nice, but someday Man is going to catch my little 
Bobby Pig." Mamma Pig's tears began to flow. This made Bobby Pig feel very sad, and he 
promised faithfully that he would not run off again. 

The next day, Annie Pig, as usual, hurried through her tasks and took Baby Pig out to get the 
fresh air. Bobby took his basket and went out to the wood-pile. After sitting on the huge piece 
of wood for a long time, he said: 

"I am surely not going very far today; I am just going to take a little walk to see what there is 
down in that fence corner." Away he went across the field. There in the corner, on the other 
side of the fence, he found a nice little cherry tree laden down with ripe cherries. Bobby Pig 
ran against the tree and down came the cherries, and he ate cherries and ate cherries until his 
little stomach was full. Then he began to think about Mamma Pig and Annie Pig and Baby Pig. 

"How am I going to take some of these nice cherries home?" he asked himself. Then he had an 
idea, and began to tie the cherry stems together until he had made several wreaths. He hung 
the wreaths around his neck and went home. His mother, returning from work, saw him 
turning in at the gate, and cried: 

"Oh, Bobby Pig, you promised me that you were not going to run away today. Oo-oo, you 
break your promise every time." And Mamma Pig began to cry, Bobby Pig felt very sad, for he 
never liked to make his Mamma cry. 

"Don't Cry, Mamma Pig, I won't break my promise again, but just think what a nice cherry pie 
Annie Pig can make for our supper," 

"'Tis true, cherry pie is very good; but some day Man is going to catch my little Bobby Pig 
getting his cherries," lamented the poor Mamma Pig, "and then I won't have any more little 
Bobby Pig," Mamma Pig continued to weep bitterly. 

"Mamma Pig, Mamma Pig, please do not cry any more," pleaded Bobby Pig. "never, never will 
I run away again." 



On the next morning, before going to work, Mamma Pig cautioned Bobby Pig and reminded 
him of his promise to her. Bobby Pig fully resolved to keep his promise, took his basket and 
went out to the wood-pile. 

"Oh, I just hate to pick up these old chips," he muttered, beginning slowly to pick them up. He 
had not many chips in his basket when he sat down on the huge piece of wood to rest. 

"I wonder what is at the bottom of that little woodland," he thought, "I'll take a little walk and 
see, and then I will come right back and fill my basket full of chips." When he arrived at the 
bottom of the small strip of trees, he spied the grassiest little spot right by a small running 
brook. 

"I'll just sit down here for a little while, because I must hurry back and fill my basket with 
chips," he reminded himself. He did not mean to, but he fell fast asleep right there by the 
brook, with his tiny tail wriggling in the cool water. All of a sudden, Bobby Pig jumped up with 
a scream: a big fish had mistaken his tail, wriggling in the water, for a worm, and bit it so hard 
that it hurt him very much. Bobby Pig was frightened nearly to death and he ran as fast as he 
could to his Mamma and told her that he was not doing anything but lying beside a little 
brook, in a nice mossy nook, and some old horrid something had bitten his tail off, 

"Oo-oo, oo-oo, my poor tail," he sobbed, "ooooo, what am I going to do? It hurts, oh, so very 
much." 

Mamma Pig tied his tail up in a little cloth. She did not scold him, but said to him in a motherly 
way: 

"You see, little Bobby Pig, if you had kept your promise to your Mamma Pig, and stayed home 
and picked up the chips and kept the fire burning, your beautiful little tail would not have been 
bitten off." 

"Oo-oo, my po-oor tail," he sobbed harder; "it will never be beautiful again." 

It was not very long before Bobby Pig's tail was well and curled just as beautifully as ever, but 
this was a great lesson to Bobby; from that day on, he never again broke his promise to his 
mother. 

 

 

 



DEFINE VOCABULARY: exclaimed, brimful, laden, wriggling, horrid, 

sobbed, scold 

 

READING, WRITING AND CRITICAL ANALYSIS ACTIVITIES: 

 

1. Read the traditional story of the Three Little Pigs (link to story) below. 

Complete a Venn Diagram to compare and contrast the three little pigs to 

Bobby Pig (link to Venn Diagram). 

 

2. Write two paragraphs about a time you wish you had followed adult 

directions and how that negative outcome changed your behavior.  

 

3. Bobby Pig travels many places, against Mamma Pig’s warning. Choose one 

setting from the story and complete an illustration of one of the places to 

which he traveled. 

 

The Three Little Pigs (The Traditional Story) 

 
Once upon a time there were three little pigs who lived with their mother. One day their 
mother told them they were old enough to go out into the world and make a living for 
themselves. She said "Watch out for the big bad wolf, because he will eat you." She also told 
them "Build your houses nice and strong so that you will be safe from the wolf. Then she said 
"Good-bye my sons and good luck!" 
The three little pigs then went their separate ways. The first little pig saw a man stacking 
straw. The first little pig asked the man "May I have some of that straw to build a house?" The 
man agreed and the first little pig built his house very quickly. It wasn't a very strong house. 
One day the big bad wolf came and knocked on the first little pig's door and said "Little pig, 
little pig, let me come in." And the little pig answered "No, no, I won't let you come in, not by 
the hair on my chinny chin chin. "Well," said the wolf" then I'll huff and I'll puff and I'll blow 
your house in. So he huffed and he puffed and he blew the house down and ate the little pig. 
The second little pig was going along the road when he met a man stacking a big pile of sticks. 
The second little pig asked the man "May I have some of those sticks to build myself a house?" 
The man gave them to him and the second little pig built his house of sticks. Then one day the 
second little pig heard a knock at the door. It was the wolf, and he said "Little pig, little pig, let 
me come in." The little pig said "No, no, I won't let you in, not by the hair on my chinny chin 
chin." The wolf answered "Then I'll huff and I'll puff and I'll blow your house in." Then he 
huffed and he puffed, and he puffed and he huffed, and then he blew the house down and ate 
the little pig. 

https://bths.enschool.org/ourpages/auto/2009/9/6/63453212/three%20little%20pigs%203001.pdf
http://www.readwritethink.org/files/resources/lesson_images/lesson378/venn.pdf


The third little pig was walking on the road when he met a man with a load of bricks. The little 
pig asked him for enough to build a house. The man agreed and the third little pig built a 
strong house of bricks. 
The wolf came and knocked at his door and said "Little pig, little pig, let me come in" and the 
pig said "No, no, I won't let you in, not by the hair on my chinny chin chin. "Well," said the wolf 
"then I'll huff and I'll puff and I'll blow your house in." So he huffed, and he puffed, and he 
puffed and he huffed, and he huffed and he puffed, but he couldn't blow the house down! The 
frustrated wolf said "Little pig, little pig, I know where there's a nice field of turnips." The little 
pig asked "Where?" The wolf answered "At Mrs. Smith's farm, we can go there together 
tomorrow at nine o'clock." The little pig nodded and said "Nine o'clock, I'll be ready!" The next 
morning the pig got up earlier, at eight o'clock, and went to Mrs. Smith's farm and got all the 
turnips he could carry and was home again before nine. 
The big bad wolf came around at nine o'clock sharp and asked "Little pig, little pig, are you 
ready?" but the little pig said "I've already gone to the field and gotten some turnips, but 
thanks anyway." This made the wolf very mad, but in a calm voice he said "Very well then. By 
the way, I know where there is a nice, ripe apple tree." The little pig asked "Where is it?" The 
wolf answered "It's in the orchard across the field. I will come tomorrow at eight o'clock and 
we can go together to pick some juicy sweet apples" The little pig then said "Eight o'clock, I'll 
be ready." 
The next morning the little pig got up at seven o'clock, ran to the apple tree across the field in 
the orchard, climbed up the tree and started picking apples. Suddenly, he saw the big bad wolf 
coming. The sneaky wolf said "How are those apples?" The pig answered "Great, here catch 
one!" and he threw it so far away that while the wolf was going after it the pig jumped out of 
the tree and ran all the way home. 
Later on the wolf came knocking and said "Little pig, little pig, there is a fair in town, can I 
come by tomorrow at seven o'clock and we can go there together?" The pig replied "Seven 
o'clock, I'll be ready!" But the pig went to the fair earlier and bought a butter churn barrel. On 
his way home from the fair he saw the big bad wolf coming up a hill. The little pig hid himself 
in the barrel, which accidentally fell over and rolled down the hill. It rolled so fast that it scared 
the wolf into running away; he didn't even get to go to the fair. The little pig ran home with his 
churn and was safe. 
Later on the wolf went to the pig's house and told him about the fast rolling barrel which had 
scared him. The little pig laughed out loud and said "I bought that barrel at the fair and I was 
inside it when it came down the hill." This made the wolf furious and he said "LITTLE PIG, 
THAT'S IT, I'M GOING TO COME THROUGH YOUR CHIMNEY AND EAT YOU!" 
But the pig made a giant fire in the fireplace and put a big pot of water on it. Just as the water 
started to boil, the wolf started coming down the chimney and the little pig took the cover off 
of the pot and the wolf fell in. The little pig cooked him, ate him for dinner, and thought to 
himself "I'm not so little any more!" and the pig lived happily ever after. 
  



  



OFFICE OF CULTURALLY AND LINGUISTICALLY 
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A KINDERGARTEN SONG 

BROWNIES’ BOOK- APRIL 1920, W.E.B. DU BOIS, EDITOR 

CARRIE W. CLIFFORD 

 
LITTLE babies in a row, 
Little dresses white as snow; 
No hair, crinkled hair, straight hair, curls— 
Lovely little boys and girls! 
LITTLE children in a ring. 
Hear them as they gaily sing! 
Red child, yellow child, black child, white— 
That's what makes the ring all right. 
LAD and lassie, youth and maid, 
Born in sunshine, born in shade; 
Zulu, Esquimaux, Saxon, Jew, 
United, make the world come true! 
GOD'S big children all at work 
Not one dares his task to shirk; 
"All for each, and each for all"— 
White man, red man black man, tall. 

 

DEFINE VOCABULARY: Zulu, Saxons, Eskimaux, Lassie, Shirk 

 

READING, WRITING AND CRITICAL ANALYSIS ACTIVITIES: 

1. Make a picture book that demonstrates the characters in the poem.  

2. Write all the rhyming words in this poem and then add a few rhyming words 

of your own. 

3. Research the history and culture of one of the peoples in the poem (Zulu, 

Saxons, Eskimaux, Jew) and write a two paragraph essay on how they are 

different or similar to your own culture and people.  
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A VISIT TO FAIRYLAND 

BROWNIES’ BOOK- FEBRUARY 1920, W.E.B. DU BOIS, EDITOR 

BERTIE LEE HALL 

Once there was a very adventurous little girl named Esther. Her skin was brown and her hair 
was a shower of black curls. She was kind and loving to all she met. One day Esther was lost in 
a forest. She wandered here and there until at last she was so tired that she sat down to rest 
at the foot of a great oak tree. After a while she was surprised to see a tiny lady coming 
toward her. Her shoes were so dainty that they reminded Esther of rose petals; her dress 
seemed to be made of silvery cob-webs. Her golden hair was bound by a wreath of leaves and 
daisies. In her hand she carried a little box. 

"I am a fairy," said the tiny lady. 

"Oh," said Esther, " I did not think there were any more fairies." 

"If you don't believe me," said the fairy "you may come with me and see." 

"I'll be just delighted," said Esther. 

The fairy bade Esther shut her eyes and count three. Esther did as she was bid; when she 
opened her eyes, she was in a cozy little room. The fairy led her to a small table and gave her a 
small glass of nectar; immediately all her tiredness passed away, like snow before the sun. 

"Now come," said the fairy, "we will visit the Insect Fair." 

Esther followed the fairy, and she beheld crowds of every kind of insect. Some she knew and 
some she had never seen before. She came face to face with a beetle that had a monocle in 
his eye. Indeed, he looked so funny that Esther could not help but laugh at him. 

There were pretty, colored banners streaming from the tiny booths; it all seemed very gay. 
The caterpillars looked very warm in their fur coats. The humming and buzzing of the insects 
made quite a noise. 

"Here," said the fairy, "is the Ants' Booth." Esther could hardly believe her eyes, to see so 
many ants all around a large ant hole. There were about ten large hills. The ants were busy 
even at the Fair. Some were carrying seed, some roots, some jam, and some little, small cakes. 



"You may eat of what you like," said the fairy. 

"Oh no!" exclaimed Esther. 

"Why?" asked the fairy. 

"I've just seen that large red ant sting a little fly for eating some jam," said Esther. 

Then they went to the Grasshoppers' Booth. The grasshoppers were great musicians; they 
played and sang to the people at the Fair. Then they went to the Bees' Booth. The bees were 
very smart and had many grubs, or baby bees. They made honey and had made some wine of 
honey and dew: it was called honey-foam. Esther tasted it and found it very nice. 

The fairy led Esther to the Spiders' Booth. The spiders were great spinners. One showed Esther 
some dresses she spun for the fairies. One showed many articles of the finest spinning. 

Then they went to the Crickets' Booth. The crickets were, also, musicians: one had a morning-
glory horn, another had a buttercup drum, others had other curious instruments found only in 
Fairyland. 

"But why do you stare at Miss Lady Bug so?" asked the fairy. 

""I know her," exclaimed Esther, "for she is the very one I told this to in the garden, "Lady Bug, 
Lady Bug, fly away home, your house is on fire, And your children will burn!' "And away she 
flew, and here is the same Miss Lady Bug in her silk dotted dress, at the Fair." 

The June Bugs had on their changeable colored coats. 

"I know one of them, too," said Esther. 

"Let's go to the Butterflies' Booth," suggested the fairy. You can guess what a splendid booth 
the butterflies had. There were flowers of every hue. 

Esther was aware of the King coming toward them. 

"Come take a ride," said he. Esther got on one side of his broad wings and the fairy on the 
other. They rode a long time around the Fair. 

Esther saw the dragonflies with banners in their hands, inviting everybody to the Fireflies' 
Dance. The fairy and Esther hurried along until they came to the ballroom. It was brilliantly 
lighted by lights; Esther knew not from whence they came. The room seemed to be made of 
glass, and beautiful green light glowed beneath their feet. The fairy told Esther the glow-
worms made the lights. It was a very pretty sight to see. 



The fairy carried Esther to the garden and told her how the blind mole plowed it for them. 

"Oh dear," said Esther, "I want a drink of water." The fairy gave her a drop of dew in an acorn. 
Then Esther said she was sleepy, so the fairy put her in a little bed. 

When Esther awoke, she found herself under the oak tree. She found her way home as best 
she could and related to her mother the wonderful sights she had seen in Fairyland. 

"Mamma," said she, "the fairies forbid birds of any kind to come to the Fair; I do wonder why!" 

 

DEFINE VOCABULARY: bid, dainty, dew, forbid, monocle, nectar, cozy, 

gay, streaming, curious, splendid 

 

READING, WRITING AND CRITICAL ANALYSIS ACTIVITIES: 

1. Using at least 7 of the vocabulary words, write a poem.   

 

2. Add another character and scene to the story.  Write at least 3 paragraphs. 

 

3. Using your imagination, create a picture book about if you were lost in a 

forest and came across a fairytale land.  What types of things would you see, 

hear, eat, and feel?  How would you get out? 
 


