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Sara’s Story
Once upon a time there was a little girl 

who left the house 
while her mother was on the telephone. 

She went into the woods 
and met many small animals 

who all made friends with her. 
After a short time, 

she saw yellow eyes behind the bushes. 
She warned all the little animals 

she had uncovered a wolf, 
which they chased away 

then they returned to her mother, 
who adopted them all and gave them all a hug. 

And they lived happily ever after …

It is so often the way that what seems like a very good 
idea turns out to have unexpected consequences! When 
Sara saw the yellow eyes of the wolf following her in the 
forest, she gathered up all the small animals she could 

and took them home to her mother. This was a very warm-he-
arted thing to do. Her mother, being a kind and sunny per-
son herself, quickly agreed to adopt all the small animals. This 
too was a warm-hearted and wonderful thing to do. But who 
could have imagined what would happen next! The rabbits 
started reproducing furiously (which is, after all, what rabbits 
like best); the hedgehogs rolled up into little balls and were 
lost under the sofa; the squirrels and chipmunks climbed the 
curtains and played on the bedspreads and in very little time 
at all the house was a mess! Rabbits were everywhere! Hed-
gehogs were underfoot wherever you took a step, and worst 
of all, the little cuddly animals had very big, not-so-cuddly 
appetites. After only a few days there was nothing left to eat!

Then there was the wolf. Now Sara had rightly seen the yellow 
eyes and the dark grey fur, and was quite rightly frightened 
for the little animals. After all, wolves do eat rabbits, squirrels 
and even the occasional hedgehog (although they are rather 
prickly). But what Sara didn’t know was that this wolf was dif-
ferent. This was a very kind wolf with a weak heart, and in 
fact, not a very healthy one. He had led a rather wild wolf-ish 
life in his youth, and had Sara looked more closely she would 
have seen his grey fur was thinning in patches, he wheezed 
as he walked (he would never have been able to chase a rab-
bit, let alone catch one) and his eyes were yellow on account 
of a bad diet and a bad liver. In fact, he was a very miserable 
wolf indeed. Had Sara known all this, she might have asked 



her Mother to adopt the poor wolf, rather than the dozens of 
small, bouncy and very healthy animals.

Happily perhaps, having completely run out of food, Sara’s 
mother had to leave the house to go to the local shop on the 
other side of the forest. No sooner than she had gone a few 
hundred paces, she too saw the yellow eyes in the bushes – 
it was the wolf! Now Sara’s mother was older and just that 
little bit wiser than her daughter, which after all is only to 
be expected. So instead of scampering about in panic, Sara’s 
mother just listened.  To her surprise, she heard the wolf whe-
ezing and coughing, and thought he might even be crying a 
little. Unless this was a very clever wolf-ish trick, she thought, 
this was an unhappy, unhealthy wolf. Being older and wiser, 
Sara’s mother’s kindness was also fuller and less fearful. She 
had loved, been loved, and been hurt many times (although 
she had never told Sara), but had always survived. Not being 
a bitter person at heart, this made her very wise. So she asked 
the wolf ‘Mr Wolf, what is wrong? I am on my way to the shop 
across the wood, and perhaps I can bring you some medicine 
from the little pharmacy beside the grocery.’ ‘That would be 
very kind indeed’ said the wolf, ‘as I am not sure how much 
longer I can last here alone, with nothing I can eat except for 
grass and leaves, which are the only things that don’t outrun 
me.’

Sara’s mother told the wolf to wait for her, and she continued 
on her way to the shops. As she had promised, she came back 
with the right kind of medicine (a special kind of pill that 
helps make livers better) and even some extra food, althou-
gh she could hardly carry everything she had bought for the 



zoo full of small animals her home had become. ‘Why don’t I 
walk you back home’ said the wolf. ‘Perhaps I can even help in 
some small way, as you have helped me.’ So it was at twilight 
that Sara opened the door for her mother only to find her al-
most buried under a mountain of shopping bags, with a dark, 
grey, yellow-eyed wolf standing at her side. The animals inside 
the house all squeaked and shrieked in unison and scurried, 
clambered and fled under the nearest piece of furniture. All 
you could see was their tiny frightened eyes peering out, and 
all you could hear was the sound of them all breathing very 
quickly. ‘There’s no reason to be afraid’ said Sara’s mother, 
as she saw that even Sara was hiding behind the barely open 
door, afraid to open it any further. ‘The wolf has come to help 
us!’ And so it was that the old wolf found a new job, taking 
care of a hundred small animals when Sara and her Mother 
went out for walks in the wood. 

They still ate a great deal, but as the wolf got better and his 
health returned, he could help with the shopping as well. He 
himself was so well fed by Sara and her mother that it never 
crossed his mind to think of his small charges as snacks. If I 
hadn’t seen the wolf at Sara’s house only a few days ago, put-
ting a dozen heads of lettuce in the refrigerator to feed the 
rabbits, I never would have believed it myself.
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