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LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD

nee upon a time, m a cottage at

the edge of a deep woods, lived

a little girl and her mother. The

little girl always wore a little red
cape her grandmother had made for her, with
a red hood to cover her curls. So the neighbors
called her Little Red Ridinghood.

One morning Red Ridinghood’s mother
put a loaf of crusty brown bread, some spiced
meat, and a bottle of red wine into a basket
and said to her, “l want you to take these
goodies to your grandmother, who is sick. But
be sure to go straight along the woods path,
and do not stop to play or talk to any stran-
gers.”

Little Rea Ridinghood promised to be care-
ful. She put on her little cape and hood, took
the little basket, and 0 she started. She loved
the walk through the shady green woods
where all the flowers and birds and little ani-
mais lived. But today she did not stop to play
with any ot her forest friends. She kept right
on the path.



Suddenly from behind a big oak tree a great
gray wolf appeared. He was an evil-looking
fellow, but he smiled at Little Red Riding-
hood, and said politely:

‘4500d morning, my dear. And where are
you going this fine day?”

<My grandmother is sick and | am going to
her little cottage in the woods, to take her this
basket from my mother. And my mother says
| am not to stop to play along the way or speak
to strangers.”

“Always obey your mother, my dear,” said
the wolf, eyeing Little Red Ridinghood hun-
grily. “Now | do not want to delay you, since
you have a long way to go, so good day 1,

With a little bow the wolf disappeared
among the trees, and Red Ridinghood skipped
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