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Chapter One

Retirement. The Golden Years

In their later years, they bought a yacht and sailed
the seven seas.
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The three little pigs each had a bag of gold coins
to spend at the various ports of call. The good life. No wolf, no
central bank, no worries.

Or so they thought.

One dark and stormy night, they were shipwrecked on
a deserted tropical island.
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They spluttered ashore each with their coin purses
clutched greedily.
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Chapter Two

One Year Later
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At first they spent their days waiting expectantly
for help to arrive. But days turned into months and they had no
choice but to survive on their own somehow. After some trial and
some error, they established a common sense division of labor. Each
pig specialized in doing one thing so their combined output was
more than if each had to do everything for himself. And they were
able to trade with each other using their gold coins.

It wasn't what you'd call the good life anymore, but
it was pretty good and it worked. Here is how it worked: one pig
used a heavy stone tool to cut down trees
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and whittle them into good square timbers stored
flat in his lumber shed.
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He became the Lumberpig and worked day and night
making one good square-cut length of timber every month — moving a
little more slowly than in his brick-laying younger days.

Another pig, the Fisherpig, specialized in fishing
from a small raft
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and offering fresh seafood for sale on the beach
every day before lunch...

... and bird watching all afternoon.
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The third pig used a small bucket that had washed
ashore to go back and forth to the spring in the middle of the
island to collect water for sale to his brothers.
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They started calling him Bucketpig, or Buck for
short.

Buck would often join Fisherpig in the evening for
drinks and fish feasts on the beach
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in front of a cozy little fire of lumber pieces.

All work and no play made Lumberpig a dull pig.
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Although, as the years went by, he saved up a
respectable hoard of lumber. Not huge, but respectable. It gave him
peace of mind to know that he could slow down as he got older and
live off his accumulated work just fine.











Chapter Three

The Capitalist Pigs Dream

Like many a businessman over drinks after work, Buck
and Fisherpig would brag and tell lies to each other about their
plans to hit it big. The truth was they did each have a pretty good
plan: Fisherpig was planning to plough his savings into new lumber
to build a fishing boat with oars and a mast so he could get out to
where the big hauls were.

[image: tmp_d8fa47368d644e2f7c2559a9af687c16_jnNnF__html_m21b1c9f1.jpg]

That way he could start drying and salting fish
inventory and take time to explore the other side of the island
where so many birds seemed to live.

For his part, Buck had in fact already drawn up
plans for a tube-shaped lumber aqueduct to bring water in from the
spring.
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This would save his aching feet and give him time to
start working on his, further labor-saving, wind power idea.

Each dreaming pig just needed one hundred lengths of
lumber. Each pig just had one problem: Lumberpig charged one coin
per length and each pig only had about fifty coins in his piggy
bank — in a good month. Who could ever seriously save one hundred
coins anyway?
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Ah well, the old pigs thought before going to sleep,
“At least dreaming is free.”
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Chapter Four

Free Money! Real or an Evil Mirage?

One evening, their stories spent, Fisherpig and Buck
gazed in silence over the blue green span of the lagoon.
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Something caught their eye. “Do you see what I see
Buck?” Buck was already up on his hind trotters and half-way
there.

“It's a big treasure box washed ashore with two
hundred gold coins inside! Free money!” he reported.

“If you promise not to tell Lumberpig, I'll split it
with you fifty-fifty.” offered Fisherpig slyly.
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“Sure”, replied Buck. “The island's money supply
just got inflated!”

“Yeah! I just love inflation.”, Fisherpig smirked,
“Especially when you get the new money first and nobody else knows
about it!”

They laughed and feasted deep into the night.
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Each planning to rise early the next morning to
start working on his dreams!

Dreams that would unfortunately turn into nightmares
because of the Big Bad Box of free money: evil inflation that they
did not yet understand.











Chapter Five

Lumberpig Starts Selling Out of Inventory

Lumberpig felt rich again but, at the same time,
anxious. His brothers had started buying much more lumber than
usual — it seemed like they were prospering too. Business was
booming on the island like never before. More money was good all
right, but day and night weren't enough time any more to keep up
his inventory level. What scared him was that, at this rate, he was
running out of lumber!
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He kept his lumber shed locked and only he knew the
respectable inventory quantity: about one hundred lengths. As hard
as he worked, he could still only make one length a month. Worried
sick about his depleting stock, he lay awake staring up at the
ceiling, “What should I do? My brothers are buying so much so
fast.” He thought of raising his price. “Hmmm. That would stop
frivolous buying wouldn't it? Then only the pig who could make the
most profitable use of it would pay the higher price, right? ...
and more money would always be nice. No. I can't do that. I'm not a
greedy pig. I'll leave my price where it is... maybe things will
work out somehow if... but... zzz... zzz.” And he fell asleep.
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Meanwhile, Buck and Fisherpig were happily working
on their projects
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— half done! — and going full steam.
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Little did they know that before long, Lumberpig was
going to hit them with shocking and devastating news.











Chapter Six

The Free Money Wasn't Real After all. It was a
Mirage. It didn't Create New Resources. It was a Big Bad Box of
Evil Inflation. Evil Inflation that Confused Capitalist Pigs into
Starting New Projects that Could Not Be Finished.

“Sorry Buck. Sorry Fisherpig. See for yourself,”
Lumberpig opened the shed door wide. “The lumber is all gone.”
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“AGGHHHH!!! NO!!!” cried a stunned Fisherpig. “I'm
ruined!
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