13.  int.
  Granny’s bedroom
 - day

The Wolf lies contentedly upon Granny’s bed still wearing Granny’s nightie and night cap.  His stomach is swollen to the size of a small hippopotamus.  

Footsteps run up the stairs, and the door bursts open.

The Wolf looks up, terrified, as The Woodcutter leaps into the room, his sharp, shiny axe in his hand.
Woodcutter

Little Red!
The Wolf grabs the nightcap and pulls it down over his head, trying to disguise himself again.

wolf

I haven’t seen her, Sonny...
But the Woodcutter’s not fooled.

woodcutter

Don’t give me that!

He strides over to the bed and pulls the bedclothes away.  


woodcutter

Where’s my daughter?

The Wolf glances down at his swollen belly with a guilty look on his face.  He burps, and tries to hide it.

woodcutter
And my mother?

The Wolf burps again.  And then his big swollen tummy, starts to jiggle around.


Little Red

      (from inside the Wolf)
In here, Daddy!  We’re in here!

The Woodcutter stares at the Wolf, who tries to hide back under the bedclothes.


woodcutter

How many times do I have to tell you?  Do not eat my daughter!

wolf

Sorry.  She’s just so... delicious.

The Woodcutter stands over him, and lifts up his axe.

wolf

Aaargh!  Alright!  Alright, you can have her back.

woodcutter

Both of them?

wolf

Both of them.

Reluctantly, he opens his mouth wide.  Really wide.  And the Woodcutter reaches in, grabs hold of Little Red and pulls her out.

little red
Well, that wasn’t very nice.  You’re a very naughty wolf.  Now give me back my grandmother.

The Wolf opens his mouth again, and the Woodcutter pulls out Granny.  As soon as she’s out, Granny turns on the Wolf and slaps him across the nose.


Granny

Bad dog!

Woodcutter

He’s a wolf, mother.  But he won’t be bothering you anymore.  Will you?

The Wolf slides out of bed and heads for the door.

wolf

Sorry to trouble you.  I’ll just be off then, if that’s alright.

He heads out the door and we hear his footsteps going down the stairs.  Granny stares after him, then realises...
granny

Hey!  Give me back my spare nightshirt!  
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