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It wasn't long before his boss recognized his new attitude and energy, and he soon got 
better assignments. He went on to enjoy more success than ever and was later 
inducted into Pro Football's Hall of Fame-Broadcasters' Alley.  
 
That's just one of the many real-life stories I've heard about the impact this story has 
had on people-from their work life to their love life.  
 
I'm such a strong believer in the power of “Who Moved My Cheese?” that I recently 
gave a copy of an early pre-publication edition to everyone (more than 200 people) 



A Gathering 
Chicago 

 
One sunny Sunday in Chicago, several former classmates gathered for lunch, having 
attended their high school reunion the night before. They wanted to hear more about what 



The Story 
 
Once, long ago in a land far away, there lived four little characters who ran through a 
maze looking for cheese to nourish then and make them happy. 
 
Two were mice named “Sniff” and “Scurry” and two were littlepe



In the beginning Hem and Haw also raced toward Cheese Station C every morning to enjoy the tasty new morsels that awaited them. 



Sometimes Hem and Haw would take their friends by in to see their pile of Cheese at 
Cheese Station C, and point to it with pride, saying, “Pretty nice Cheese, huh?” 
Sometimes they shared it with their friends and sometimes they didn’t. 
 
“We deserve this Cheese,” Hem said. “We certainly had to work long and hard 



“What! No Cheese?” Hem yelled. He continued yelling, “No Cheese? No Cheese?” as 
though if he shouted loud enough someone would put back. 
 
“Who moved my Cheese?” he hollered. 
 
Finally, he put his hands on his hips, his face turned red, and he screamed at the top of 
his voice, “It’s not fair!” 
 



 



 
“Entitled to what?” Haw wanted to know. 

 



“No,” Hem quickly responded. “I like it here. It’s comfortable. It’s what I know. 
Besides it’s dangerous out there.” 
 
“No, it isn’t,” Haw argued. “We’ve run through many parts of the maze before, and 
we can do it again.” 
 
“I’m getting too old for that,” Hem said. “And I’m afraid I’m not interested in getting 



Finally, one day Haw began laughing at himself. “Haw, haw, look at me. I keep doing 
the same things over and over again and wonder why things don't get better. If this 







Mold may even have begun to grow on the Old Cheese, although he hadn't noticed it. 
He had to admit however, that if he had wanted to, he probably could have seen what 
was coming. But he didn't.  
 



He wrote on the wall, knowing it was as much a reminder to himself as it was a 
marking for his bu
 

ddy Hem hopefully to follow: 

aw looked down the dark hope hope

 hope





He entered the Cheese Station with great excitement. But, to his dismay, he found it 
was empty. Someone had already been there and had left only the few bits of New 

heese. He  
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Haw hadn't found a

hat he had already

aww
aze, he thought about 





Then he wondered for a moment whether it was real or just his imagination, until he 

head, and Scurry waved his paw. Their fat 
ttle bellies showed that they 
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A Discussion Later 

hee









 
“Well,” Elaine said, “most people here are talking about jobs, but as I listened to the 
story, I thought about my personal life. I thi



worried about leaving the military and what the change will mean to them. It could 

“Well, that's how we improved our business. We had several 
iscussions about what we got from the Cheese story and how we could apply it to 



“What happens in most organizations you've been in when a change is announced by 

arlos said, “Because people want things to 
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