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Once upon a time there were 3 little pigs. Socrates the woll often
saw them plaving in the field near his den. How happy they look! he
thnught. docrates was a philosopher and spent a lot of time thinking
and talking about things like happiness with his friend Pvthagoras the
frog. So much thinking and talking had made Socrates quite thin,




But Xanthippe, his wife, was rather chubby. She had no patience
with thinkjng. She was hungry. and that made her cross. Now she
pulled on the rope that was tied to Socrates’ tail and asked him,
“When are we going to eat?”




Suddenly he had an idea. Perhaps he could catch one of
the 3 little pigs for her dinner!
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“It would be best to catch 1 little piggie alone,” advised Pythagoras.



But which house should Socrates look in? 3 piggies; 5 houses,”
said Socrates. “I'll have to think about this problem in an orderly
way. Let’s think about the first little pig.
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or even here.

“There are 5 possible places for him to stay.




“Next let’s think about the second little pig. -
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“Bu: there seem to be some other arrangements here too.
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“And then there is the third Lttle pig. He has 5 possibilities, too,
But it'is getting very confusing . . .”
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I_m'k:il}', P}"tlmgumﬁ the ﬁ"ﬂg was a mathematician. He was 'wrj.' gmwl
with numbers. “Look at it this w ay,” he told Socrates. “Here is a
tree with 5 thick limbs. These are like the § possible houses for the
hirst pig. At the end of cach big limb there are 5 branches. These are
like the possible houses for the second pig. The 5 twigs at the ends
are like the 5 possible choices for the third pig. There are 5 times 5
times 5 choices, don't vou see?”
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That meant 125 choices! Socrates was startled. He hadn't
realized there would be so many. Where should he hcgin?
“I think I'll draw all the different p::-:-i:-iil‘riﬁtit‘.s and see how

it all looks. Of course, it wotild be simpler if we didn’t care
which pig was where.”
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Xanthippe was getting terribly hungry. “Come
on,” she said, “It doesn’t matter which little pig
You get—just get started. It’s dark out, and vou
can’t tell one from another. And they all taste
alike. Xant}uppv hated ta be kvpt waiting.







































































































