
Handout 1 Walking in Another’s Shoes 
 

 
The Maligned Wolf 

 
The forest was my home. I lived there and I cared about it. I tried to keep it neat and clean. 
Then one day, while I was cleaning up some garbage someone had left behind, I heard some 
footsteps. I leaped behind a tree and saw a little girl coming down the trail carrying a basket. 
I was suspicious of her right away because she was dressed strangely—all in red, and with her 
head covered up so it seemed as if she didn’t want people to know who she was.  
Naturally, I stopped to check her out. I asked who she was, where she was going, where she 
had come from, and all that. She turned up her nose and told me in a snooty way that she was 
going to her grandmother’s house. As she walked on down the path, she took a candy bar out 
of her basket and started to eat it, throwing the wrapper on the ground. Imagine that! Bad 
enough that she had come into my forest without permission and had been rude to me. Now 
she was littering my home. I decided to teach her a lesson. 
 
I ran ahead to her grandmother’s house. When I saw the old woman, I realized that I knew her. 
Years before, I had helped her get rid of some rats in her house. When I explained what had 
happened, she agreed to help me teach her granddaughter a lesson. She agreed to hide under 
the bed until I called her. 
  
When the girl arrived, I invited her into the bedroom where I was in the bed, dressed like her 
grandmother.  The girl came in and the first thing she did was to say something nasty about 
my big ears. I’ve been insulted before so I made the best of it by suggesting that my big ears 
would help me to hear her better. Then she made another nasty remark, this time about my 
bulging eyes. Since I always try to stay cool, I ignored her insult and told her my big eyes help 
me see better.  But her next insult really got to me. She said something about my big teeth. At 
that point, I lost it. I know I should have been able to handle the situation, but I just couldn’t 
control my anger any longer. I jumped up from the bed and growled at her, “My teeth will help 
me eat you better.” 
 
No wolf would ever eat a little girl. I certainly didn’t intend to eat her. (She probably would 
have tasted bad anyway.) All I wanted to do was scare her a bit. But the crazy kid started 
running around the house screaming. I started chasing her, thinking that if I could catch her I 
might be able to calm her down. 
 
All of a sudden the door came crashing open and a big lumberjack was standing there with an 
ax. I knew I was in trouble so I jumped out the window and got out of there as fast as I could.  
And that’s not the end of it. The grandmother never did tell my side of the story. Before long, 
word got around that I was mean and nasty. Now everyone avoids me. Maybe the little girl 
lived happily ever after, but I haven’t. 

 
 
 

 


