In other people’s shoes
大野狼

I am the most famous wolf in fairy tales.  Or you might be more familiar with my name: the “Big Bad Wolf”.  But I don’t consider myself bad at all.  I was merely the victim of the writer’s imagination.
More than just for entertainment, people created fairy tales to teach or to moralize.  Fairy tales thus become more than just stories but materials to teach people how they should think about real life.  As the storytellers’ audience is mostly children, personified animals are often used as characters in order to create a magical and wonderful fictional world.  Thus we, talking pigs, cats, dogs, birds, sheep and, of course, wolves, entered the stories.  To personify us as characters, we were given certain traits according to how humans view us, for instance, pigs are greedy, cats are clean, dogs are loyal, sheep are timid, and wolves are evil, at least that’s how they think of us.  Under this condition, my identity of being a wolf suffers from ungrounded accusations all the time.
It’s funny that in fairy tales, the heroes are always herbivores, such as sheep, while carnivores, like wolves, are always the villains.  I’m not sure if eating grass or not serves as a good criterion to decide who’s more vicious.  Yet, human monks, who are vegetarians, have always been looked upon with respect.  So I guess us meat-eaters will have to bear the disdain.  Another thing that bothers me is that, among all the carnivores, the wolf is always characterized as bad, cruel and terrifying, while, on the contrary, the lion, who is also meat-eating, is characterized as brave, just and noble, simply because he is the “king of beasts.”  My question is simple: what have I done to deserve the treatment I get in the stories?
I was characterized as filthy and dirty and deceitful in stories like Little Red Riding Hood, The Three Little Pigs, and The Wolf and the Seven Little Goats.  And I ended up being killed brutally: my stomach was filled with stones which killed me in Little Red Riding Hood and The Wolf and the Seven Little Goats, and I was tricked into boiling water and cooked to death in The Three Little Pigs.  It may be true that an extremely vicious villain should deserve such bloody and violent punishment.  Nevertheless, what is wrong with a wolf trying to get his prey?  It’s only my natural inclination.  And why is it filthy for me but not for the hunters to kill?  Or is killing not allowed in fairy tales at all?  If so, then the heroes, whom I failed to kill in those fairy tales, should be the ones to blame, for they intentionally killed me in terribly cruel ways.  I never really did any killing in the stories; instead, it was the heroes, the ones considered kind-hearted, weak and merciful, that did the brutal killing!
It might seem quite absurd that a villain like me would accuse those heroes as actual villains.  But here comes the problem of fairy tales: there are only two kinds of characters, the good guys and the bad guys.  A character is either a good guy or a bad guy.  And in this over-simplified world, I was labeled a villain simply because I was born a wolf.  Even though I did not kill anyone in the stories, I was still considered a threat.  Somehow the sheep and the little girl looked innocent and harmless.  Such value judgments created stereotypes, misunderstanding and discrimination which I suffer.  
Children grow up with their parents reading such bed-time stories to them.  That might sound sweet and joyful; however, it is ironic for those lovely parents to moralize their children through reading the one-sided judgment of fairy tales.  In a way, they have also led their children into believing in a world of twisted facts.  If fairy tales are created for the good and to teach people to be good, then it should start by being fair to what is actually the minority in the world of fairy tales, which are the villains, or more precisely I should say: the “victims” of being misunderstood and mistakenly seen as villains.
