
AESOP’S FABLE:  The Wolf and the Kid 
A Play Written by Connie Frank 

 

Narrator on the Philosophy of Having a Purpose to Life:  As human beings we all want to 

belong, and we all want to have a purpose in our lives. Purpose means that you suddenly 

realize that everything you do is not just for yourself – that the wider purpose is for you to 

do something that is much bigger than you.  You can be a motivated, highly gifted athlete 

and still not have found your purpose in life.  The main purpose in life for every person is 

critical because it is linked to dedication, inspiration, energy, resilience, and perseverance, so 

it is important to know yourself. The best way to find your purpose is to ask thoughtful 

questions about the world and to listen.  Walking quietly in Nature can help a person find 

his calling. 

 

Characters:  
 Narrator: 

 Molly, the Shepherd Dog:   

 Mike, the Shepherd Dog:   

 Johnny, the Kid:   

 Susie, the Kid:   

 Barrell, the Kid:   

 Heather, Johnny’s Mom:   

 The Wolf:   

Script:  
Narrator:   A flock of goats are up on a hill grazing on the tender grass after a long winter, and 

the little goats are kicking up their heels and chasing each other.  Finally, the little 

goats lay down in the soft grass and watch the two shepherd dogs, Mike and Molly, 

as the dogs walk up to them. 

Molly, the Shepherd Dog:   It is nice to see you guys playing out here in the field.  Your parents are really happy 

to be here.   

Mike, the Shepherd Dog:   They sure are!  But we must warn you that the wolves are hungry after this long 

winter, and they would love to have a little kid meal. 

Johnny, the Kid:   Well, we have you to take care of us.   

Barrell, the Kid:   We sure do!  You always watch everything we do! 

Molly, the Shepherd Dog:   Thank you for noticing.  But be sure to watch out for yourselves.  You are responsible 

for taking care of yourself too, you know.  Thinking that you can depend on us to 

watch your every move is foolish.  We are dogs but we are not perfect.  Expecting 

everyone else to be perfect is not very smart. 

Johnny, the Kid:   But see, I have new horns on my head!  My mama says that I am growing up.   

Mike, the Shepherd Dog:   Yes, we noticed, and we are very proud of you.  But do not get too full of yourself.  

The wolves are very smart.  Never underestimate the one who wants to eat you. 

Narrator:   The two shepherd dogs walked away.  Johnny, Susie, and Barrell, their newest friend, 

looked at each other.  Suddenly Johnny stood up. 

Johnny, the Kid:   Well, I am not afraid of no stinking wolf.  I am strong and I have horns!  I can rip 

those old wolves up with these very sharp horns.  Those wolves had better not bother 

with me.   

Barrell, the Kid:   You could?  That would be great!  I would feel safe with you, Johnny, even out here in 

the field by ourselves. 

Susie, the Kid:   I agree with you, Barrell, but we still need to be careful. 

 



Johnny, the Kid:   (Sticking out his chest) Yes, I will be greatest of all the Billy goats.  I will lead the flock 

to the best meadow grass ever.  I will be everyone’s hero.  Even Mike and Molly will 

look up to me.   

Narrator:   Johnny stood up and began running around the flock, laughing, and kicking up his 

heels.  Instead of eating until he was full, he ran until he flopped himself down in the 

tall meadow grass and fell asleep.  Evening came and the little kid still did not move 

from his deep slumber.  Mike and Molly gathered the sheep into a tight group and 

began herding the sheep back to the barn area.   

Heather, Johnny’s Mom:   Johnny!  Johnny!  Where are you? 

Narrator:   She cried out many times for Johnny to come to her, but just as she was trying to tell 

Mike and Molly that Johnny was not with her, the flock of sheep kept her in the tight 

group, taking her breath away, and she was moved along with the other sheep, 

helpless. 

Narrator:   As the shadows grew on the meadow, Johnny woke up.  He had dreamed of being a 

great Billy goat hero, and he still carried the dream with him as he stood confidently 

to eat more of the tender grass.  The shadows grew longer, and Johnny began to feel a 

lump of fear in his throat. Long shadows came creeping over the ground. A chilly 

little wind came creeping with them making scary noises in the grass.  

Narrator:   The little Billy goat Johnny shivered as he thought of the terrible Wolf. His friends 

had told him of terrible tales about the sharp teeth and the razor-sharp claws of the 

fearsome wolves whose hunger was renowned.  Johnny remembered how the stories 

told of wolves ripping apart their helpless victims.  Johnny started running wildly 

over the meadow. 

Johnny, the Kid:   Mama!  Mama!  Where are you?  I’m scared. 

Narrator:   Johnny sat down in the dark, foreign looking meadow and stared up at the stars.  

There was very little light left in the day.  Fear was eating at him, and he began to 

contemplate his death.  He shook when a deep, rumbling voice came from his left 

shoulder.  Johnny trembled as you turned his head to see a huge timber wolf, shaggy 

and ragged with tongue lolling, staring at him with a dark, hungry look on its face. 

The Wolf:   So, I find my first meal for the evening. You look young and tender.  Tasty, hmmm.  

An appetizer more like it.  I like to play with my meals, so tell me, why are you still 

here making yourself a convenient meal for me? 

Johnny, the Kid:   I forgot my mom.  I forgot my friends.  I played too hard and fell asleep.  They left 

me. 

Narrator:   At this point Johnny knew he could not outrun the wolf and that there was little hope 

of him ever seeing his mother and his friends again. 

Narrator: In the meantime, Johnny’s Mother was frantically trying to reach Mike and Molly, 

who were just opening the gate to let the sheep into the paddock at the barn.  

Heather, Johnny’s Mom:   Mike! Molly!  I need your help! 

Molly, the Shepherd Dog: (Looking surprised) Heather, what can we do for you? 

Heather, Johnny’s Mom:   Johnny did not come!  I called him so many times and he never answered!  He is not 

with me! 

Mike, the Shepherd Dog: (Looking upset) He did not come to you?  We just talked to him about paying 

attention!   

Narrator:   Both shepherd dogs looked at each other silently.  They knew this was very bad.   

Molly, the Shepherd Dog:   Heather… (she shook her head), I am so sorry. 

Heather, Johnny’s Mom:   Why?  What are you saying?  (Stiffening and tense) 

Mike, the Shepherd Dog: Heather, I am sorry.  Johnny is dead by now. 

Heather, Johnny’s Mom: No! No!  I told him to be good!  My baby! 

Narrator:   The lean, hungry wolf edged closer to Johnny, licking his chops.   

 



Johnny, the Kid:   Please, Mr. Wolf.  (Johnny trembled) I know you are going to eat me. But first please 

pipe me a tune, for I want to dance and be merry as long as I can. 

Narrator:   The wolf sat back on his haunches and thought about this request.  No one was here 

to fight him for this meal.  And he really did like having music with his meal.  He 

considered himself the “Mozart” of his time.  Knowing a few tunes, he decided to 

play a happy tune to make the Kid’s last moments happy.   

The Wolf:   As you dance to the music, your adrenaline will be flowing, and you should be quite 

a bit more tastier.  (He put his claws to his chin.)  I will grant your request, but you 

must dance fast and be happy before I eat you. 

Narrator:   Johnny nodded.  The Wolf pulled out the wooden pipe that he had found in the forest 

and began to play.  Johnny danced, leaping and frisking about the meadow gaily.  

The tune resounded through the meadow, over the hills and the fields. Predators and 

prey perked up their ears, knowing that this tune was the song played by the Wolf 

just before he ate his meal.  The prey knew that the wolf would not be hungry for a 

few hours, so they would have a respite from his ravenous hunger.  Only for a 

moment did they consider the one being eaten. 

Narrator: In the still evening air, the Wolf's piping carried far. The Shepherd Dogs pricked up 

their ears. They recognized the song the Wolf song that he sang and played before a 

feast. 

Molly, the Shepherd Dog:   Mike, do you hear that? 

Mike, the Shepherd Dog:   I hear it!  That is the wolf’s death song just before he eats his prey.   

Molly, the Shepherd Dog:   Mike!  Could Johnny still be alive? 

Mike, the Shepherd Dog:   We must find out.  Let’s go now! 

Narrator:   Heather, Johnny’s Mother, could also hear the song, and she somehow, she knew.  

She trembled and looked through the wooden boards in the barn to see the two 

shepherd dogs reacting to the song. 

Narrator:   Racing through the fields and up the hills, the two shepherd dogs got to the meadow 

just in time to see that the Wolf inching his way toward the dancing Johnny, who 

knew he was about to die.  The Wolf had no time to react when Mike and Molly 

hurdled themselves into the Wolf, knocking him off balance and then locking their 

jaws onto the Wolf’s neck.  The pipe flew into the air and landed next to an old tree.  

Johnny stopped dancing and watched in shock and horror at the scene before him.  

The Wolf turned and ran as fast as he could into the forest from where he had come.  

The shepherd dogs followed him as fast as they could.  Johnny was left in the 

darkened skies in the meadow wondering how he was still alive.  He picked up the 

pipe and stared at it. 

Narrator:   The flock were excited when they saw Johnny.  Heather, Johnny’s Mother, threw 

herself at her son, kissing him so many times that Johnny had to cringe.  Mike and 

Molly, the shepherd dogs, had knots in their fur and were quite dirty from attacking 

the Wolf, but they were alive and happy to see the flock all together. 

Heather, Johnny’s Mom:   Don’t you ever do this to me again, do you hear me?  You almost died!   

Johnny, the Kid:   I promise!  I have learned my lesson.  Just because I have horns does not mean that I 

can protect myself. (Johnny fumbled with the wooden pipe in his hands.)  I promise 

to be good forever. 

Narrator:   Of course, Johnny was NOT good forever, but that is another story to tell. 

Narrator: As for the hungry Wolf, he ran as far as his legs would take him and never came back 

to the meadow for a meal.  Hidings in his home, the Wolf berated himself for losing 

his meal. 

The Wolf:   How could I be so stupid!  What is the matter with me?  I am such a fool for turning 

into a piper to please that Kid.  I should have stuck to my butcher’s trade.   

 



Narrator: The Wolf realized that his purpose in life was to kill to eat so he could stay alive.  He 

was a Predator, and even though he took pride in being a predator, he had failed.  He 

had been turned away from his purpose by the lure of being a piper singing songs 

and not taking his job seriously. 

The moral of the story is this:   

“Do not let anything turn you from your purpose.” 
 


