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But . .. one day the wolf,
looking sullen and glum,

slumped into the library

and sucked at his thumb.

“There, there!” Mrs Jones said. She asked him, “What’s wrong?”
As Wolf began howling, “I just don’t belong!

In all of these stories I'm always the crook!
Can’t a wolf be the hero? The star of the book?”



Mrs Jones pondered, then nodded her head.
“So write onel” the clever librarian said.

Could I be a hero? Wolf thought to himself. :
He looked round the library and searched through a shelf.
“A pen and some paper - that’s all that you'll need.

You could write the story that you want to read.”

I can’t be a hero.

I might get it wrong.



- With that came a knock and a swing of the door.
The woodcutter! (Wolf knew this hero for sure.)
“I've got a big problem,” the woodcutter said.

He flexed his STRONG muscles high over his head.

“My axe isn’t working.
It won't cut my wood.

I might need a new one.

Oh, this isn’t good!”

But then, Wolf remembered
a rather good book,

called ‘All About Axes’.
He said, “Take a look.”



