
Once upon a time, there were three little pigs, Jashawn, Daquan, and Jaleel, living with their single mom. As 
time passed, they got older and grew bigger. They got so big that the little studio apartment in which they 
lived seemed to have shrunk. It was like living in a closet. They were tripping over each other, fussing at one 
another, and getting on their mother’s nerves. She was always squealing, yelling, and threatening. Finally, 
she had had enough. One day, she called them together and said, “Listen up, boys! Y’all have gotten way 
too big to be hanging around here. I am tired of butts hitting me here and butts hitting me there, this one 
squealing, that one shrieking, oink here, oink there, oink everywhere. That’s it! Y’all need to get out!” The 
three little pigs stood astonished, gazing at their mom. No one said anything; they just stood there. Finally, 
Jaleel, who loved his mom dearly and thought he was her favorite piglet, spoke up. He was always dressed 
nicely, spoke politely, and was a hardworking and helpful piglet. He knew his mom always threatened to kick 
them out of the house, but she never did. This time, however, he could tell that she was serious. He thought 
that if anyone could get her to change her mind, he could. Besides, he didn’t want to leave her alone. In the 
calmest and most sincere voice, he said, “But, Mom . . .” “My point exactly,” she fired back. “Butt, butts, and 
more butts—too many butts. Y’all got to go.” Daquan always wanted to leave and find his own place. He was 
not the smartest piglet in the world, but very ambitious. He was an aspiring rapper. He called himself the Big 
Hog. His mother loved him, but he was headstrong, and so they were always butting snouts. 
	  


