
Once upon a time, there were three little pigs who were sent out by their 
mother to make their place in the world. As they reached the edge of the forest, 
they decided it would be a good place to build their homes. Peter was the oldest, 
and the laziest of the three. He chose to build his house quickly out of straw so 
he could sleep for the rest of the day. Joe was the second oldest, and just a bit 
less lazy than Peter. He decided a straw house would not be warm enough, but 
he didn’t want to work that hard on building a house, either. Joe decided to build  
his home out of wood, and spent the rest of the day watching television. Mark 
was the youngest and the hardest working of the bunch. He remembered 
what his mother had told him about succeeding by working hard, and decided 
to take time to build a sturdy house out of brick. Although it was hard work, after 
two days he had built a nice brick home. His brothers laughed at him for wasting 
precious time that could have been spent napping or watching TV. 

Later that week, a big bad wolf came knocking on Peter’s straw hut. “Let me in 
little pig!” cried the wolf. “Not by the hair on  my chinny-chin-chin,” mocked Peter. 

Since the house was built out of straw, it quickly blew apart. Peter dashed down 
to Joe’s home and locked the door behind him. “Let me in little pigs!” yelled the 

home of sticks blew apart, and the brothers ran to Mark’s sturdy house to hide. 
The wolf once again demanded to be let in, but this time a confident Mark said, 

failing many times, the poor wolf sulked back into the forest. The two older 
brothers thanked Mark for saving the day, and promised to be a little less lazy 
next time.  
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