Surviving the Narrative
Scene 1
(The stage is dim. Wind and distant howls echo. A single pool of light suggests the forest. LITTLE RED enters from stage right, hoodie half up, a small sling bag across her chest. She pauses, scans the darkness, then exhales.)
Red
(sighing, to herself)
Why did I agree to this again? “Take a walk in the woods,” they said. “Clear your head.” Yeah. Because nothing screams self-care like wandering into a place that definitely has a murder reputation.
(A sudden sound - perhaps a sharp caw or crack - makes her jump. She flinches, then glares upward.)
Red
Really? We’re doing jump scares now? Fantastic. Ten out of ten ambiance. Very relaxing. Would recommend to absolutely no one.
(She adjusts her hoodie and starts forward.)
Red
“Face your fears.” That’s the advice. You know what else helps with fear? Wi-Fi. Snacks. A stable emotional support system. Not… this.
(She stops abruptly, squints into the dark.)
Red
Oh, cool. Something’s watching me. Love that for me.
(She stares. Nothing happens.)
Red
(flat)
Okay. We’re both judging each other. Fair.
(She pulls out her phone - or mimes it - taps.)
Red
No signal. Of course. This thing works underground, but the second I’m surrounded by open air and nightmares? Nothing. Incredible design flaw.
(She raises the phone, turning slowly. A sound snaps somewhere. She freezes.)
Red
(low)
Great. Nature’s doing suspense now.
(She pockets the phone. The light subtly shifts - suggesting something unnatural. Red notices.)
Red
Uh… okay. Either I’m stressed, or the forest is glowing at me.
(She reaches out cautiously, then pulls back.)
Red
Nope. Not touching haunted scenery. That’s how you get cursed or recruited into a prophecy.
(She mimics an older voice.)
Red
“Oh, it’s just a shortcut, dear.”
(back to herself)
Yeah, Grandma. Shortcuts always end great. Historically speaking.
(A low growl rolls through the space. Red stiffens, clutching her bag.)
Red
This is why I don’t listen to motivational content. “Go on an adventure.” They never finish the sentence with “and possibly die.”
(She fumbles with her phone again.)
Red
Come on. Just one bar. I’ll sit through an ad. I’ll buy something I don’t need. I swear.
(Two faint lights - suggested by lighting - appear. Red swallows.)
Red
Oh good. Glowing eyes. That’s always attached to something friendly.
(She steps back.)
Red
Is this the part where I scream and run? Because I just want it noted: these shoes are not designed for heroics.
(A low chuckle echoes. The lights vanish.)
Red
Oh, sure. Just disappear. Totally normal. Very chill.
(She straightens, marches forward.)
Red
(shouting)
You don’t scare me! I’ve survived group chats and retail sales!
(A howl answers. She immediately lowers her voice.)
Red
Okay. Medium scare.
(From the shadows, THE WOLF steps into view. No elaborate costume - just sleek, deliberate movement and presence.)
Wolf
Smooth, amused
Good evening, Little Red. Out for a walk?
Red
(startled, then recovering)
Wow. Okay. Confidence. Eye contact. Excellent posture. Are you always this dramatic, or is tonight special?
(He circles her.)
Wolf
You walk these woods alone. That’s brave. Or foolish.
Red
Oh, I know. Trust me. I regret it in real time.
Wolf
What are you carrying?
Red
Wow. Straight to my personal belongings? At least pretend to make conversation first.
(She pats the bag.)
Red
It’s supplies. Emotional support items. Snacks. Secrets. Trauma. You know. Essentials.
Wolf
(smiling)
You don’t seem afraid.
Red
I am. Just… multitasking.
Wolf
You’re entertaining. Most people beg.
Red
Yeah, well. I’ve got student loans. Perspective changes you.
(He leans closer.)
Wolf
All this bravado - does it last?
Red
Probably not. But I commit to the bit.
(She reaches into the bag, pulls out something imaginary.)
Red
For example - snacks. You look like someone who makes bad decisions when hungry.
Wolf
Am I supposed to be impressed?
Red
No. Distracted.
(Beat. He laughs softly.)
Wolf
Clever girl.
Red
Careful. Compliments make me suspicious.
(She pulls out something else, mimed.)
Red
Also, I have options. And zero impulse control.
Wolf
(chuckling)
Threatening me?
Red
Negotiating. Very mature. Very adult.
(She tosses an imaginary item between them.)
Red
You take that. I keep my limbs. Win-win.
(The Wolf pauses, intrigued.)
Wolf
You’re different.
Red
I get that a lot. Usually right before things get weird.
(He notices something at her bag - a charm suggested only by his reaction.)
Wolf
That symbol… where did you get it?
Red
(defensive)
My grandmother’s. Why?
Wolf
(realizing)
Ah.
Red
Oh no. I hate that sound. That’s never followed by good news.
Wolf
Your grandmother knows the rules of this forest.
Red
Rules? You mean the unspoken “don’t die” ones?
Wolf
(smiling thinly)
You’re protected. For now.
Red
Wow. Temporary safety. Love that.
(He steps back.)
Wolf
This isn’t over.
Red
I figured. Nothing ever is.
(She raises her phone, light flaring briefly. He recoils.)
Red
Technology. Wild concept.
(He retreats into shadow.)
Wolf
Until next time, Little Red.
(Silence. Red exhales.)
Red
Great. A well-dressed nightmare with unresolved tension.
(She pats the space beside her.)
Red
Thanks, creepy woods. Really supportive environment.
(She heads toward stage right.)
Red
Okay. Grandma’s house. Tea. Locks. Therapy. We’re gonna be fine.
(A distant chuckle echoes. Lights dim, leaving only a faint glow.)
Scene 2
(The stage settles into a bare, open space. Pale moonlight washes the floor. No physical scenery is required - the forest clearing is suggested by sound and light. RED enters quickly from stage left, then slows, alert. She keeps glancing over her shoulder.)
Red
(half to herself, breath tight)
Okay. Okay. Just keep moving. He’s just a wolf. A talking, sneaky, definitely-has-a-murder-vibe wolf, but still - just a wolf. I’ve handled worse. Probably.
(She looks upward, as if trees loom over her. She steps carefully, freezes as her foot makes an imagined crunch.)
Red
(startled)
Nope - absolutely not. Forest, we talked about this. Silence. That was the deal.
(She moves again, then stops, staring at something unseen in front of her.)
Red
(confused, uneasy)
Those… weren’t there before. Right?
(She leans closer, tracing the air with her fingers as if following deep marks.)
Red
(low, muttering)
Okay. Either wolves evolved thumbs, or this place has upgraded to nightmare deluxe. Great. Fantastic escalation.
(A voice slides in from nowhere and everywhere.)
Wolf (offstage)
Low, amused
Admiring my work?
Red
(startled, spinning, holding her bag out instinctively)
Oh good. Commentary. I was afraid I’d be alone with my thoughts.
(She raises an imaginary stick defensively.)
Red
What is this, exactly - an art installation? Do I clap? Tip you?
Wolf
You didn’t run.
Red
Oh, I ran earlier. Now I’m emotionally exhausted.
(She squares herself.)
Red
You want a game? Let’s play.
(She mimes throwing something small to the ground.)
Red
Oops.
Wolf
(suspicious)
What did you do?
Red
Sweetie? Chaos.
(A beat. The Wolf reacts as if slipping - arms windmilling, dignity collapsing. He lands hard.)
Wolf
(grunting)
Red
(losing it, laughing)
Oh my god - oh no - are you okay? Wait. No. I don’t care.
(She backs away quickly.)
Red
Wow. Legendary predator. Defeated by physics.
(She mutters to herself.)
Red
Note to self: wolves hate unexpected floors.
(She scans the space, spots two invisible points, and pantomimes tying something between them.)
Red
Come on. Come on. Please work. Because if this fails, my ghost is haunting the pantry forever.
(She crouches, gripping her stick.)
Red
Come get me, furball.
Wolf
(from nearby, conversational)
Fear has a smell, you know.
Red
And arrogance has a sound. Yours is very loud.
(The Wolf advances - and trips again, sprawling.)
Wolf
(snarl)
Red
(pointing, breathless with laughter)
You fell. Again. I cannot stress how satisfying this is.
(He rises, furious.)
Wolf
Enough.
Red
Oh, come on. You were doing great. Really leaned into the slapstick.
Wolf
Cleverness only delays the inevitable.
Red
Great. Because delay is exactly what I ordered.
(They circle each other.)
Wolf
What happens when you run out of tricks?
Red
I invent new ones. Panic is very creative.
Wolf
(smiling)
And if I don’t give you time?
Red
Then I pivot. Maybe therapy talk. Childhood trauma. You seem repressed.
Wolf
Mockery won’t save you.
Red
No. But it makes the process fun.
(He steps back.)
Wolf
The forest is large. I am patient.
Red
Then start practicing patience somewhere else.
Wolf
Soft, dangerous
Until next time, Red.
(He fades into shadow.)
Red
(calling after him)
Hey! If you’re starting a surveillance network, add a suggestion box!
(A pause. Silence.)
Red
(exhaling)
Okay. That went… better than expected.
(She looks at her stick.)
Red
You and me? We did great.
(She surveys the space.)
Red
Honestly, I’m basically a survival influencer now.
(She adjusts her bag.)
Red
Why is it always forests? No reception. No signs. No snacks.
(She freezes at a sound - then relaxes.)
Red
Right. Wildlife. Normal, non-suited wildlife.
(She resumes walking.)
Red
This place needs better reviews.
(She stops, turns to the audience.)
Red
Did you see that? I think I leveled up.
(She mimics fighting.)
Red
Pow. Bam. Stick mastery.
(She grows thoughtful.)
Red
But seriously - who designed this forest?
(She tugs her hoodie tight.)
Red
New plan. Get to Grandma’s. Deliver the goods. Convince her to move.
(She crosses her arms.)
Red
Why not Uber? Tried it. “Location not found.” Of course.
(She gestures broadly.)
Red
Fairy tales have terrible zoning laws.
(She lifts her bag.)
Red
But I’m not quitting. This is for Grandma.
(She snaps herself alert.)
Red
Focus. Deliver. Survive. Cookie.
(She points to the audience.)
Red
And if you see him? Yell.
(She squares her shoulders, gripping the stick.)
Red
Let’s go.
(She exits with purpose. Lights fade.)
Scene 3 
(The lighting warms. The forest sound fades into a gentle hush. A soft amber glow suggests the interior of a cabin. No walls are visible - the space is defined by light and Red’s movement. RED enters cautiously, breathing hard, gripping her stick. She scans the space.)
Red
(tentative)
Grandma? It’s me. I - I brought your basket.
(Silence. A faint, rhythmic sound - suggesting fire or settling wood - underscores the quiet. Red lowers the stick slightly but doesn’t release it.)
Red
(under her breath)
Okay. Creepy silence - check. Cozy vibes - also check. Which somehow makes this worse.
(She moves inward, carefully.)
Red
Oh wow. Domestic tranquility. Definitely not suspicious.
(She crouches slightly, miming setting the basket down.)
Red
(sarcastic)
Cookies. Because nothing says “safe” like baked goods in a horror scenario.
(She mimes picking one up, sniffing. A faint sound - just enough. She freezes.)
Red
(to the audience, whispering)
You heard that too, right? Please tell me I’m not hallucinating again.
(She tightens her grip on the stick and calls out.)
Red
Grandma? If this is another life-lesson prank, I swear - I still haven’t forgiven the fake spider incident.
(Silence again.)
Red
(flat)
This is where you all yell “Don’t go in there,” right?
(She squints, looking around.)
Red
Maybe she’s napping. Or redecorating. Because clearly this place screams “intentional aesthetic.”
(A figure steps into the light: THE WOLF, draped loosely in an implied shawl - suggested by posture alone.)
Wolf
Welcome, Little Red.
Red
Oh. Great. You redecorated yourself.
(She glances instinctively toward where she left her stick.)
Red
Where’s Grandma?
Wolf
(smiling)
Unavailable.
Red
Awesome. Truly. Love that journey for me.
(He circles slowly, fingers brushing imaginary surfaces.)
Wolf
You were very entertaining out there. The traps. The improvising. The confidence masking terror.
Red
I’m thrilled I could be your one-woman survival sitcom.
Wolf
You remind me of her.
Red
Don’t say that like it’s a compliment.
Wolf
She knew when she was outmatched.
Red
(stepping forward)
Where. Is. She.
Wolf
Relax. She’s safe. For now.
Red
Bonding time? With you? Hard pass.
Wolf
These woods have rules.
Red
Funny. I thought the rule was “don’t underestimate the girl with a stick.”
(She turns slightly to the audience.)
Red
Why is it always me? Some people get fairy godmothers. I get wolves with boundary issues.
(She exhales, steels herself.)
Red
I’m going to find her.
(She moves toward the darker edge of the stage. The Wolf turns outward, breaking the fourth wall.)
Wolf
Ah, family drama. Delicious, isn’t it?
(He addresses the audience directly.)
Wolf
Be honest - would you risk it? Or would you order delivery and call it love?
(He chuckles, then fades back.)
(Lighting shifts. The space suggests a return to the cabin interior. RED re-enters, exhausted, relief flickering across her face.)
Red
Grandma! Open up!
(She steps inside, breath easing.)
Red
You have no idea what I just survived.
(She turns. GRANDMA sits calmly, wrapped in stillness.)
Grandma
You look tired, dear.
Red
Understatement of the year.
(She gestures.)
Red
Almost died. Again.
Grandma
You exaggerate.
Red
There is a wolf. In a suit. That is not exaggeration.
(She watches Grandma carefully.)
Red
Why are you so calm?
Grandma
Experience.
(Red notices something - an implied shawl.)
Red
That - I saw that earlier.
(Grandma freezes. Then slowly, unnaturally rises.)
“Grandma”
You’re very observant.
(Her voice deepens. The shift is unmistakable.)
Wolf
What gave me away?
Red
(gripping an invisible weapon)
Where. Is. She.
Wolf
Nearby.
(He gestures. Red hesitates, then moves, peering into an imagined wardrobe.)
Red
Grandma?
(She sees her. Relief, then fury.)
Red
You’re done.
Wolf
Prove it.
(Red blows an imagined whistle. The Wolf recoils violently.)
(She strikes - once. He stumbles, howls, and vanishes.)
(Silence.)
Red
Hang on, Grandma.
(She rushes, frees her. They embrace.)
Red
It’s over.
Grandma
(breathless)
Is it?
(Red pulls back.)
Red
Why are you always in a wardrobe?
Grandma
He’s persuasive!
Red
He tied you up again.
Grandma
Strategic compliance!
(A distant shout.)
Wolf (offstage)
MY BACK IS NOT OKAY!
(They laugh.)
Red
Next time, self-defense lessons.
Grandma
Next time, you handle him before tea.
(Red turns - and notices something.)
Red
Grandma. Did you bribe him?
Grandma
Strategic gifting.
Red
Cookies.
Grandma
They keep him polite.
Red
That is not comforting.
Grandma
It’s effective.
(They share a look.)
Red
This is why I need therapy.
(Grandma pats her.)
Grandma
But you’re alive.
(Red sighs.)
Red
Barely.
(Lights fade.)



