
watched from the shadow of a large oak. 'Red', they 
call her. 'Red meat' is what I was thinking! Who 
can blame me? I was practically wasting away ! 

"Looking for something?" I asked, in my silkiest 
voice. I was all hidden in shadow and probably 
looked really cool and mysterious. 

They say that humans are supposed to be clever. 
Pah - not this one! This pathetic little girl couldn't 
even tell the difference between me and one of her 
own! It was as easy as pie to fool her and send her 
off on her picnic, while I beat her to her granny's 
house. The kid might as well have drawn me a map! 
By the time I reached the little cottage, I could 
barely keep the drool from hanging off my chin. 

I knocked once, twice, three times. When the frail, 
quavering voice answered, for a solitary moment I 
almost turned back, almost regretted the thoughts 
that were rampaging through my famished mind. 
Yet, no sooner had the old woman opened the door 
than my instinct took over, and I swallowed her 
whole. I mean, it was hardly my choice. I am a 
wolf, after all! 

Almost instantly, I had a moment of panic - I 
knew that the girl was on her way. Barely thinking 
straight, I threw on a spare nightgown and cap 
from the old woman's wardrobe. Looking in the 
mirror, I realised that the human nightclothes 

21st February 

Oh dear, Diary! 

What an awful day! My chest is aching, my insides 
are churning and these hunger pains are torturing 
me. What is a famished wolf to do? 

I heard the name-calling again, yesterday - those 
mean things that the hurtful humans like to say 
about me when they think that I can't hear - 
calling me 'big' and 'bad'. It’s just not fair! I mean, 
'big' - I can't help being this size! And 'bad' - why? 
Aren't wolves supposed to hunt in the forest? Don't 
they know that we're carnivores just trying to stay 
alive?! 

Before today, barely a morsel of food had been 
within a whiff of my salivating chops for weeks. 
All that I had managed to eat were scraps. Not 
very big scraps, either - just a pathetic twelve 
rabbits, a measly fifteen fish, two tiny badgers 
and one small, solitary deer. There's so little left to 
hunt in this forest, I was beginning to feel like a 
vegetarian! It's like all of the good food has just up 
and disappeared! 

So, imagine how I felt when I caught sight of a 
plump and juicy little girl, wandering alone in the 
forest. She wasn't even sticking to the path - 
everyone knows that if you stray into wolf territory, 
you're fair game. Instantly, I recognised her as I 
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didn't cover my furry, pointed snout or my equally 
furry feet - and my tail stuck out of the back! There was 
only one way that this could work. Feeling perfectly 
ridiculous, I jumped swiftly into bed and covered 
myself right up to my eyes with the bedclothes. 

Before long, Red arrived in her ridiculous little hood 
and knocked on the door. And that's when I gave my 
best performance to date, Diary. I've been perfecting 
my old-lady voice for many years; it's award-worthy. 
That foolish child walked right into her granny's 
house and sat by the bed, and still, she didn't have 
me sussed. Incredibly, I managed to convince her 
that I was her very own granny! "What big eyes you 
have, Granny!" How absurd ! Did she think that those 
hairy mitts clinging to the top of the bedclothes were 
her relative's, claws and all? Ha! When my furry ears 
popped out from under the nightcap, I knew that I 
was beginning to push my luck, and when the girl 
saw my teeth, I had no choice but to seize the chance. 
One almighty gulp, and she joined her granny. 

Feeling bloated, with two whole humans wriggling 
around in my belly, I had no hope of getting away 
anywhere quickly. My biggest mistake followed - I 
tried to pass the time with a little knitting but I must 
have nodded off! The next thing that I saw through 
bleary eyes was the swinging axe of the woodcutter 
hailing mercilessly down upon me. My eyes could 
have popped right out of my head as the gash tore 
through my belly. I felt terribly sick as both humans 

crawled from inside me. I might have even passed 
out as the vicious creatures filled me with rocks 
before sewing me up and sending me out with my 
tail between my legs. Oh, the piercing sting of that 
needle! How I limped home, I do not know. 

So, Diary, here I am, curled up again in the den, 
feeling more miserable than ever. Hungry. Filled with 
rocks. Chopped open and sewn up. Probably wasting 
away through lack of a decent meal. And they say 
that I'm the one who's 'big' and 'bad'! 

I can only hope that tomorrow will be a better day. 
I've heard rumours that a trio of pigs have recently 
moved to the forest. Perhaps I will have better luck 
there. 
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