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Little Red Riding Hood Scares 

Benny 
 

   
    Once upon a time, there was a 
little wolf called Benny. Benny was 
a very good little wolf, so one day, 
his mother told him to go take a 
hunk of meat to his grandmother, 
who was stuck in bed.  
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    His mother sent him off, saying, 
“Stick to the dense forest and stay 
off the paths. You never know who 
could be on those trails.” 
     But, as young ones are wont to 
do, Benny did not keep to the forest 
and instead skipped happily along 
the well-beaten path. He frolicked 
with butterflies and stopped to catch 
a frog with his hands. 
    All of a sudden, just as he was 
about to catch the frog, a mean-  
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 spirited little girl appeared. 
“Where are you going?” she sneered. 
This was Little Red Riding Hood, 
young terrorizer of the animals. 
    “T-t-to m-my g-grandma’s house,” 
Benny stuttered, quite terrified. 
    “Oh? And where is that?” she 
asked slyly. 
    Benny, who had not yet learned 
not to talk to strangers, replied in a 
quaky voice, “J-just around the bend, 
over the h-hill and p-past the lake, in  
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the third h-house on the l-left.” 
    “I see. And what are you taking 
her?” 
    “M-m-meat.” 
    “Yuck. I hope your grandma 
swallows a bone and dies.” And 
Little Red Riding Hood sauntered 
away. 
    By now, Benny was having a hard 
time walking, from fear alone, so he 
paused to rest. 
    Meanwhile, Little Red Riding  
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Hood ran along the path to the 
woodcutter and cried “I know where 
the wolves will be! We can finally 
kill them!” 
    For, although it was a coyote that 
had nearly eaten her grandma, Little 
Red Riding Hood had mistaken it for 
a wolf and had hated them ever 
since.  
    The woodcutter came, and she 
carried on her way. 
    She arrived at Benny’s grandma’s  
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house and knocked on the door.  
    Tock. Tock. 
    “Who’s there?” Granny Wolf 
called shakily from her bed. 
    “Your little grandson Benny,” 
replied Little Red Riding Hood, 
disguising her voice. 
    “Just lift the latch and come right 
in, dear.” 
    Little Red Riding Hood entered 
and as she did, she whispered to the 
woodcutter, “There now, shoot her  
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in the leg.” 
   He did so, and shoved Granny into 
the closet. Little Red Riding Hood 
slipped on Granny’s clothes and hid 
under the blankets. 
    Shortly after, Benny arrived and 
knocked on the door. 
    Tock. Tock. 
    “Who’s there?” asked the Little 
Red Riding Hood, again disguising 
her voice. 
    “It’s your grandson Benny” 
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    “Just lift the latch and come right 
in, dear.” 
    Benny came in and said, “I 
brought you some meat Granny, to 
speed your recovery.” 
    “How nice,” said Little Red Riding 
Hood. 
    Benny took a closer look at his 
Granny. 
    “My what small ears you have, 
Granny.” 
    “All the harder to hear you with, 
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dear,” Little Red Riding Hood said 
sadly. 
    “My what a small nose you have, 
Granny.” 
    “All the harder to smell you with, 
dear.” 
 “My what small teeth you have, 
Granny.” 
    “All the harder to eat you with, 
dear.” 
    Benny froze, unsure whether 
Granny had meant to say that she  
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would eat him, but kept talking. 
     “My what long fingers you have, 
Granny.” 
    “All the easier to shoot you with!” 
    And the Little Red Riding Hood 
sprang from the bed and pulled out a 
long gun! The woodcutter took it 
from her and got ready to shoot 
Benny. 
    Benny scrambled away from it 
and ran to hide in the closet. He 
jumped in, locked the door, and  
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found himself face to face with his 
real granny! 
    He quickly bandaged her leg with 
cloth from her nightdress, and, 
looking in Granny’s ‘Random Bin’ 
in the corner of the closet, took out a 
megaphone. 
    Benny and Granny Wolf roared 
and howled into it as ferociously as 
possible. Their voices were 
amplified, quite scaring Little Red 
Riding Hood and the woodcutter.  
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    They ran far away from Granny’s 
house and were never seen in those 
parts of the woods again. 
    As for Granny Wolf, she healed 
up nicely, due in part to Benny’s 
bandaging and the hunk of meat he 
had brought, while Benny himself 
learned never to walk on paths and 
to keep to the dark forest. 
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The Three Little Pigs and the 

Three Little Wolves 
 
 
 

    Once upon a time, there were 
three sister wolves named Viola, 
Euphenia and Clarina. They lived 
happily with their mother, until one 
day, their mother sent them off, much 
like Benny’s mom had. 
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    Only, this wolf mother did not 
send her cubs off with meat for 
grandma. She gave each cub a cart 
full of materials.  
    Viola, the eldest, got a cart full of 
bricks; Euphenia, the middle child, 
received a cart full of sticks; and 
Clarina, the youngest, got nothing 
but a cart full of straw. 
    Their mother told them it was 
time they made their own way in 
the world and told them to sell their  
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    cartfulls.  
    Each sister wolf walked off, 
looking for customers, and before 
long, Clarina had met a young pig. 
    “Ma’am,” he said, “May I please 
buy all your straw? I am looking to 
build a house.” 
    “Certainly,” replied Clarina. Even 
though she did not think straw 
would make a good house, she 
wasn’t about to turn down a 
customer.  
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     Pretty soon, Euphenia had met a 
pig too. 
    This one asked kindly, much like 
the first pig, “Ma’am, may I please 
buy all your sticks? I am looking to 
build a house.” 
    “Yes, of course,” replied 
Euphenia. She did not think sticks 
were a good building material, but 
she wasn't about to turn down a 
customer either. 
    Shortly after that, Viola, like her  
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sisters, met a pig. 
    And this pig, like the others, 
asked, “Ma’am, may I please buy all 
your bricks? I am looking to build a 
house.” 
    “Most definitely,” replied Viola. 
However, Viola, unlike her sisters, 
did not think the pig was foolish in 
her building material choice, for 
houses are actually made out of 
brick.  
    By and by, a coyote came along 
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and asked little Clarina for help.  
    “Have you seen a pig ’round here?” 
he drawled lazily. 
    “Yes,” replied Clarina, “A pig 
stopped by looking for building 
materials, not half an hour ago.” 
    “What way did he head?” 
demanded the coyote. 
    “T-t-that way,” answered Clarina, 
pointing. 
    The coyote walked off, and 
Clarina, not trusting him, snuck after  
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him.  
    Soon they happened upon a straw 
house, built by the first pig. 
    “Little pig, little pig, let me in!” 
shouted the coyote, pulling out a 
megaphone. 
    “Not by the hair of my 
chin-y-chin-chin,” cried the pig.  
    “Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and 
I’ll blow your house in!” 
    And the coyote did. The young 
pig stood in the pile of straw, while  
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the coyote started towards the pig. 
    Clarina saw what would happen - 
the young pig would get eaten - and 
ran and grabbed the pig by the scruff 
of his neck.  
   “Aaahh!” cried the pig. 
    “Ooff.” went Clarina. But she 
held on and carried him all the way 
to his brother’s house. 
    “There,” she said, and the pig ran 
off. 
    Pretty soon, the coyote came up to  
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Euphenia and asked her too,“Have 
you seen a pig ’round here?” 
     “Yes,” replied Euphenia, “A pig 
stopped by looking for building 
materials, not half an hour ago.” 
   Again the coyote demanded, 
“What way did he head?” 
    “Umm . . . t-t-that direction,” 
Euphenia pointed. 
    The coyote walked off, and 
Euphenia, like Clarina, snuck after 
him. 
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    They came upon the second pig, 
and the first pig, in his house made 
of sticks. 
    Again, the coyote pulled out his 
megaphone and shouted  “Little pig, 
little pig, let me in!” 
      “Not by the hair of my 
chin-y-chin-chin,” chorused the two 
pigs.  
     “Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and 
I’ll blow your house in!” 
    And the coyote did. Like at the  
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last house, the pigs stood in their pile 
of sticks and cried, while the coyote 
circled them hungrily. 
    Euphenia, and Clarina, who had 
not left after dropping off the 
youngest pig, picked up the pigs by 
the scruff of their necks and carried 
them to the pigs’ sister’s house.  
    They set down the pigs and waited, 
in case the coyote came here too. 
    The coyote came up to the last  
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wolf, Viola, and asked her “Have 
you seen a pig ’round here?” 
     “Yes,” replied Viola, “A pig 
stopped by looking for building 
materials, not half an hour ago.” 
   And once more the coyote 
demanded, “What way did he 
head?” 
    “I-i-in that direction,” Viola 
pointed. 
    The coyote walked off, and 
Viola, like Clarina and Euphenia, 
snuck  
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after him. 
    They came upon the third house, 
made of bricks, with all three pigs 
inside. 
    Once more, the coyote pulled out 
his megaphone and shouted “Little 
pig, little pig, let me in!” 
      “Not by the hair of my 
chin-y-chin-chin,” cried the three 
pigs.  
     “Then I’ll huff and I’ll puff and 
I’ll blow your house in!”  
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 And he tried, but he could not blow 
in the well-built, brick house, made 
by the sister pig. 
    So he gave up and left, and the 
three little pigs and the three little 
wolves all lived happily, for the pigs 
had a safe home, and the wolves had 
sold their cartfulls. 
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The Gingerbread Man is Saved 

by Wolves 
 
 
 

    Once upon a time, there was a 
little gingerbread man who had been 
baked by a mean old Granny Coyote 
for her grandchildren to eat. Granny 
Coyote iced him a nice smile and 
some clothes, and laid down for her 
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nap.  
    The little Gingerbread Man got up 
and ran out the door, running as fast 
as his short legs could take him. He 
did not want to be eaten by the 
grandchildren one bit! 
    He yelled into a megaphone as he 
ran “ Run, run as fast as you can! 
You can’t catch me, I’m the 
Gingerbread Man!” 
And so the Gingerbread Man ran, 
until he had reached the next village. 
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He came across four wolf cubs 
picnicking and slowed to ask them 
for help. 
    “I’m escaping from an evil 
coyote who wants to feed me to her 
grandchildren,” he explained. 
    “Don’t worry. You can live with 
us!” the wolf cubs, named Betsy, 
Sally, Anne and Joe, all chorused. 
    The wolves all promised not to 
eat him, and they all lived 
peacefully until, one day, Granny 
Coyote found  
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out where he was and came looking. 
    She stormed through the town, 
knocking on doors and demanding 
whether the villagers had seen the 
Gingerbread Man. 
    Wherever she went, the villagers 
scattered out of fear from Granny 
Coyote. Betsy, Sally, Anne, Joe and 
the little Gingerbread Man himself 
were terrified too, and ran out of the 
house before Granny Coyote even 
reached them. 
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    Granny began to give chase, 
pursuing the four little wolves and 
their gingerbread friend. All the 
villagers, thinking it was them being 
chased, began to run as well. 
    The Gingerbread Man pulled out 
his megaphone again and cried 
“Run, run, as fast as you can! You 
can’t catch me, I’m the Gingerbread 
Man!” as he ran past some villagers 
cutting wheat. 
    As Granny Coyote came running 
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up behind them, the villagers cutting 
wheat became scared too and began 
to run with the Gingerbread Man. 
    Betsy yelled to the villagers who 
had been cutting wheat, “Granny 
Coyote is trying to capture him! We 
must run away!” 
    The villagers joined the Ginger- 
bread Man in calling out “Run, run 
as fast as you can! You can’t catch 
him, he’s the Gingerbread Man!” as 
they passed by another villager  
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fetching water. 
    As Granny Coyote came running 
up behind this villager, she, like the 
wheat cutters, became scared  and 
began to run with the Gingerbread 
Man. 
    Sally yelled to the villager who had 
been fetching water, “Granny Coyote 
is trying to capture him! We must run 
away!” 
    The Gingerbread Man yelled for a 
fourth time into his megaphone,  
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“Run, run, as fast as you can! You 
can’t catch me, I’m the Gingerbread 
Man!” 
    Finally, the Gingerbread Man ran 
past Betsy, Sally, Anne and Joe’s 
parents, who were picnicking. 
    Granny Coyote came running up 
behind them and they ran with the 
Gingerbread Man, just like all the 
other villagers. 
    Anne told them, “Granny Coyote 
is trying to capture him! We must  
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run away!” 
    And they all did, until they 
reached a wide river. All the 
villagers jumped in and proceeded to 
swim across, but the Gingerbread 
Man was made of dough and could 
not.  
    “We’ll carry you,” Betsy, Sally, 
Anne and Joe all decided. 
    Betsy started into the water, with 
the little Gingerbread Man clinging 
onto her bushy tail. 
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    The water became deeper as she 
swam along, so she said to the 
Gingerbread Man, “Climb onto my 
bum, then you won’t get wet.” The 
Gingerbread Man did. 
    Betsy became tired and passed the 
Gingerbread Man off to Sally, who 
began to swim.  
    The water became even deeper as 
Sally swam along, so she said to the 
Gingerbread Man, “Climb onto my 
back, then you won’t get wet.” The  
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Gingerbread Man did.  
    After a while, Sally became tired 
as well, and passed the Gingerbread 
Man off to Anne. 
    The water became deeper still as 
Anne swam along, so she said to the 
Gingerbread Man, “Climb onto my 
neck, then you won’t get wet.” The 
Gingerbread Man did.  
After some time swimming in the 
deep water, Anne too became tired, 
and passed the Gingerbread Man off 
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to Joe.  
    The water became even more deep 
as Joe swam along, so he said to the 
Gingerbread Man, “Climb onto my 
head, then you won’t get wet.” The 
Gingerbread Man did. 
    The water grew deeper quickly 
now and Joe wasn’t yet tired when he 
had to say to the Gingerbread Man, 
“Climb onto my nose, then you won’t 
get wet.”  The Gingerbread Man did. 

40 

 



 
 
 
 
 

 
    Joe became tired and passed the 
Gingerbread Man back to Betsy, 
who after a while - during which the 
water became shallower - passed 
him off to Sally, and so on, as they 
began to climb the bank on the 
opposite side of the river. 
    Once they reached dry land, the 
Gingerbread Man hopped off and 
thanked Betsy, Sally, Anne and Joe 
for swimming him safely across. 
    One last time, the Gingerbread 
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Man shouted to Granny Coyote - 
who was too tired and weak to swim 
after all the running - “Run, run, as 
fast as you can! You can’t catch me, 
I’m the Gingerbread Man!” 
    And so, Betsy, Sally, Anne, Joe 
and the Gingerbread Man, along 
with their parents and the rest of the 
villagers, rebuilt the village on that 
side of the river and never had to 
worry about coyotes again. 
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These are not your average fairy tales! 
   
    This is a charming collection of wolf 
tales that will delight readers both young 
and old. Comprising of three well-heard- 
of stories recounted in a whole new way, 
Fairy Tales Gone Wonky: Tome 1  is sure 
to surprise you. Each story is based on a 
classic - Little Red Riding Hood, for 
example -  but is twisted into an original 
tale. 
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