
The Three Little Pigs

Every year, Max spent summer vacation in a small village. Since he had no homework, he could
spend the whole summer doing what he liked best-playing with his red ball. One afternoon, Max
was tired of playing all by himself. So he asked his father to play with him:

"Daddy, would you shoot me some penalty kicks?"
"No, Max, I can't. I have too much work to do," answered his father.
"Can't it wait until tomorrow?" insisted Max.
"No, Max, I have to finish my work. First I'll fix the roof and then I'll score a few
goals. I'm surprised at you! Don't you know the story of the three little pigs?"
"The three little pigs?" asked Max all ears.
"Hmm, I see you don't know the story!"

Once upon a time there were three little pigs. The three brothers lived on a farm. Since they were
very restless, they spent hours daydreaming and wondering about when they'd be brave enough to
leave behind the farm, and that pesky rooster that woke them up every morning.

One day, they finally got up their courage and decided to go off in search of adventure. Full of
nervous excitement, they jumped over the farm fence and set out to see the world.

They walked and walked and visited the biggest cities in the world until one day, the three little
pigs came to the prettiest town they had ever seen. "Oooooooohhhhhhh! It's beautiful!" they
exclaimed. And without thinking twice, they decided that this was where they'd settle.

"Now all we need is a house," said the eldest. "I have an idea; we can buy some bricks
and build a house for the three of us to live in."

But his brothers weren't very pleased with the idea.

"I don't want to," said the youngest. "Bricks are too heavy. I'll make my house out of
straw."
"I don't want to do all that hard work either," said the middle pig. "I'll get some sticks
and build a wooden house."

After arguing for a long time, they decided the best thing would be for each one to build his own
house.
The youngest one got some straw from a haystack and built his little straw house in no time.
The second little pig also got to work. He gathered a few branches and got his wooden house up in
a jiffy.

But the eldest worked very hard. He didn't rest for a minute and kept on carrying bricks back and
forth. Slowly but surely, he built a very sturdy house with a strong roof that could withstand heavy
rain and snow. He worked his fingers to the bone, but wouldn't stop, even though his brothers were
busy playing volleyball.



By nightfall, his house was all finished. Up in the sky a bright crescent moon was shining as the
three little pigs turned off their lights to go to sleep. Suddenly, a terrible howl broke the silence.

"Wooooooooo!!!!!!!"

It was the hungry cry of the big bad wolf.

"I smell fresh meat!" he said as his mouth watered.

When he saw the straw house, the wolf burst out laughing.

"Ha, ha, ha. I'll huff and I'll puff and I'll blow the house down!"

The little pig who was inside ran to the next house.
Then the wolf went to the wooden house.

"Ha, ha, ha. I'll huff and I'll puff and I'll blow the house down!"

The two terrified little pigs ran for cover in their eldest brother's house.
But the wolf wouldn't give in and he went to the third house.

"Ha, ha, ha. I'll huff and I'll puff and I'll blow the house down!"

So he huffed and he puffed with all his might, but the house didn't budge. He tried again. He blew
so hard that he blew the leaves off the trees and he even blew the moon away. But the house didn't
even shake.

The wolf was enraged. He couldn't have his supper. So he knew there was only one thing left to
do-he had to get inside the house. And the best way to do that was to climb down the chimney like
Santa Claus.
Inside, the three little pigs were scared to death. But the eldest had guessed the wolf's plans and he
quickly made a blazing fire in the fireplace.

It worked. The wolf fell right into the fire and burned his backside. His scream was so loud that he
woke a sleeping lion in far-off Africa. And with his tail ablaze like a firecracker's wick, he fled up
the chimney and none of the three little pigs ever saw the likes of him again.

Many years passed by, but the burn on the big bad wolf's behind was so bad that he still had to sit
on his side. Some people say that since then he's become a vegetarian and all he eats is low-fat
yogurt.

"And they never saw him again?" asked Max.
"No, he learned his lesson the hard way and never again wanted to eat little pigs...
Well, now, what shall we do, play or work?" asked the father.
"Let's finish the roof first," answered Max. "I'll help you!"

And together they set to work until they finished the job. Then they both played with the red ball.
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