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Part 2 - Why Did I Take Those? 
Sherman awoke late in the morning. He sat up and whined, “Why do I have to be in this pathetic 

town of Peer? My bed is too small, this house is so old, and the food is just awful! My father is the boss 
of an important company. I should have anything I want!” Sherman rolled out of bed and walked down 
the street to a small coffee shop. He burst through the door and yelled at the waiter to get him some 
breakfast. He ate it angrily then stomped out to see the town. “It’s time to go look for whatever it is my 
father wants me to find. The sooner I find it, the sooner I can get out of this pathetic place.” 

Sherman began walking about the town. When he turned a corner, he found himself at the edge 
of some woods. He ventured in and walked along a narrow path which led to an open grassy area. He 
saw a little boy picking berries off a bush and placing them in a bag. “What kind of berries are those?” 
asked Sherman. “They are raspberries, sir,” replied the boy in a soft voice. “Well, those look delicious! 
Give them to me. I would love a snack.” The boy slowly reached out his hand to give the bag to 
Sherman, but hesitated and said, “Sir, my mom is very sick and hasn’t eaten for days. I am picking 
these for her because they are her favorite.” Sherman snatched the bag and said, “Well, I want them! 
They are my favorite too!” Sherman skipped off and enjoyed every single raspberry. The little boy was 
left crying as he thought about his sick and hungry mother. But Sherman was too busy stuffing berries 
into his mouth to notice. 

Sherman continued walking through town hunting for the item his father had told him about, but 
he soon got tired. He found a big shade tree and took a nap under it. When he awoke, he decided he 
had searched enough for the day and headed back to his house. As he passed by a small, rundown 
house, he heard crying. Sherman slowed down to listen. It was the voice of the boy he had taken the 
berries from saying, “I’m sorry, Momma. I could not bring you any raspberries. I know they are your 
favorite. I found some, but an older boy came and took them. I am very sorry, Momma.” Sherman then 
heard the boy's mother speak to him  in a shaky, weak voice, “It’s ok. Thank you for thinking of me.”  

Sherman continued on his way towards his house, but soon stopped at a stump beside the 
sidewalk and sat for a moment. He had a sick feeling in his stomach. He had never felt this feeling 
before and he couldn’t stop thinking about it. It was guilt, and that guilt had sunk deep into his stomach. 
“Why did I have to take those berries? I didn’t need them.” After sitting and thinking for a while, 
Sherman decided to do something. “I wonder if I can find more berries.” He got up and searched for two 
hours before finding some ripe, juicy raspberries. He picked as many as he could fit into a bag and then 
sneakily placed them outside the boy’s crooked, wooden door. He knocked loudly and then hid.  

The small boy, face red and still wet with tears, opened the creaky door and exclaimed, 
“Momma! There’s berries, there’s berries!” He grabbed the bag while looking for the person who may 
have placed them there, but seeing no one, he closed the door. Sherman could hear the pitter-patter of 
his little feet as he raced back to his mom. Sherman felt a spark of joy inside when he heard the 
commotion. He felt warm and happy as he strolled home with a smile. 

 
1. Why was the little boy picking berries? [his mother was very sick and hadn’t eaten for days ] 
2. Did Sherman help the boy? [no. he demanded the boy give him the berries ] 
3. How did Sherman feel when he heard the little boy crying as he was telling his mom about the 

berries? [felt sick in his stomach; guilty ] 
4. What did he do? [tried to make it right by hunting for more berries and secretly leaving them at 

the door ] 
5. Have you ever been selfish and then realized you hurt someone else? 


