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Cast 
 

Little Red………………………..smart, resilient and tough 

Cindy………………Little Red's Mother, high maintenance 

Din…………………..…... a dingo, deceitful, money hungry 

Der ……………….a dingo, Din's friend, dopey and clumsy 

Granny………….Little Red's Grandmother, old but tough 

Woody…………a Woodchopper, handsome and muscular 

 



 

 
Suggested Costumes: 
 
Little Red: Party clothes & shoes. Red Riding Hood, basket.  
 
Cindy: Bathrobe with pocket, hair rollers, facemask, cotton wool toe separators, 

mobile phone, glamorous, sequin outfit, matching shoes, lots of 
jewellery, fake eyelashes, soft handbag.  

 
Granny: Old fashioned dress with lacy collar, brooch and necklace, beige 

stockings, sensible shoes, grey wig, beige stocking to cover head or bald 
cap, eye glasses, knitting needles or crochet piece of work, walking 
stick.  

 
Din: Dingo ears & tail, long sleeved brown skivvy & stockings, boxer shorts 

with tail attached, pants and eccentric shirt, cap, shoes, mobile phone. 
Fake fangs, Granny dress with lacy collar, face paint. 

 
Der: Large dopey hat, brown long sleeved skivvy, long pants, colourful T-

shirt, denim jacket, shoes, mobile phone, water pistol, big watch, face 
paint. 

 
Woody: Jeans and flannel checked shirt, shoes. Toy chain saw, hair gelled back, 

black sunglasses, floaties on arms under shirt. (fake muscles) Fake hairy 
chest. 

 
Suggested Props: 
 
Table with laptop, telephone, chequebook, pen, 3 chairs, book. Birthday cake. Side table with 
tablecloth, bowl of chips, cupcakes, plate of sandwiches, 3 glasses, bottle of drink, key. Fake 
trees. 



 

Little  Red Meets  tLittle  Red Meets  t he  Dingohe  Dingo  
 
Little Red ignores her mother's warnings about using the Internet Chat Rooms.  Little does she 
know, the deceitful dingo, Din is planning his moves.  When her mother drops out of yet 
another family gathering to put her career first, Little Red reacts by inviting Din to Granny's 
birthday party with disastrous results.  Little Red is taken hostage by the dopey dingo, Der 
whilst Granny is being made to sign over her fortune by Din in exchange for Little Red.  Does 
the woodchopper come to the rescue?  Does Din get his just desserts?  You bet! 
 
SETTING: Downstage section of stage is set with artificial trees to portray the outdoors. 
Center and upper stage is set with furniture to portray Little Red/Granny’s home. Furniture can 
be rearranged each time curtain is closed for outdoors scenes.  
 
SCENE ONE: 
Curtains open.  Little Red is sitting in front of a computer.  She is typing into a 'Chat Room' on 
the Internet. She is chatting with Din the Dingo.  Din can be heard speaking offstage.   
 
DIN: 
(Voice over from offstage) We've been chatting for a while now, isn't it time we met? 
 
LITTLE RED: 
Oh, no!  How am I going to get out of this one?  Mum warned me it would come to this.  
(Speaks out loud as she types) Sorry, not really meant to be using chat room.  Mum would flip 
out if she knew. 
 
DIN: 
(Offstage) So, how will she ever know? 
 
LITTLE RED: 
(Types as she speaks) She has a way of finding things out. 
 
DIN: 
(Offstage) I thought you said she was never home? 
 
LITTLE RED: 
(Types as she speaks) She is today, it's my Granny's birthday.  We're having a party at her 
house. 
 
DIN: 
(Offstage) Where does your Granny live?  Maybe I could meet you after the party.  
 
CINDY: 
(From offstage) Little Red! 
 
LITTLE RED: 
(Types as she speaks) I gotta go. 
 
Little Red scrambles to shut off the computer.  She jumps into a lounge chair and pretends to 
read a book.  Cindy enters stage in a nightgown, hair in rollers, a facemask and cotton wool 
between her freshly painted toenails.  She blows on her fingernails whilst attempting to speak 
into a mobile phone.  Her movements are quick and she uses a lot of hand gestures.  She is very 
dramatic.  Little Red is upset when she sees her mother is not ready for the party. 



 

CINDY: 
I need you to write something down for me sweetheart.  My nails are wet. 
 
LITTLE RED: 
Mum!  We're supposed to be at Granny's in fifteen minutes!   
 
CINDY: 
Don't yell, dear.  You’ll give me a dreadful headache!  Write this down, sweetheart. 
WWW.SNOWWHITE GOES TO OZZYWOOD DOT COM.  Now, be a dear and look it up 
will you.  (Waves her hand at the computer) 
 
LITTLE RED: 
Not now, Mum.  We'll be late. 
 
CINDY: 
Quiet a minute.  I have my agent on the phone.  This could be my big break! 
 
LITTLE RED: 
How could you! 
 
CINDY: 
Shhh!  (Speaking into the phone) Ok, Harry, darling.  Of course I can fly to the Gold Coast.  
You’ll need to arrange the limousine.  Make sure there are flowers and chocolates in the back, 
dear.  First class travel.  Window seat.  Salads only, I’m on a diet.  Except for the chocolates of 
course.  And do book another hotel, dear.  The last one didn’t serve vegemite toast for 
breakfast.  We mustn’t lower our standards now must we! 
 
LITTLE RED: 
No way!  You promised to come to Granny's birthday! 
 
CINDY: 
Harry, darling.  I have to go.  Call me back when the arrangements are finalised.  Bye, bye now. 
 
Cindy makes some kissing noises into the phone before hanging up.  Little Red is furious. 
 
CINDY: 
Oh, my little darling.  Don’t be like that.  You don’t want me to give up the opportunity of a 
lifetime now do you? 
 
LITTLE RED: 
You say that every time.  Work always comes first.  It’s not fair!  You’re never around when I 
need you. 
 
CINDY: 
But you have Granny just around the corner and you know how much she adores you!   
 
LITTLE RED: 
Granny’s getting old.  She could have a heart attack any minute.  
 
CINDY: 
Now don’t exaggerate dear.  She’s only 99.  Anyone would think she’s 100 the way you’re 
going on about it.  Now do be a darling and look up that website.  It's very important. 



 

LITTLE RED: 
Granny's birthday’s important. 
 
CINDY: 
Oh, darling, I've been going to Granny's birthdays for decades.  She won't mind me missing this 
one. 
 
LITTLE RED: 
You missed it last year too and the year before that.  Should I go on? 
 
CINDY: 
Did I?  Well, these parties are all the same.  Cake and more cake.  You know I'm on a diet.   
 
LITTLE RED: 
You're always on a diet. 
 
CINDY: 
You really should be proud of me for not going and resisting all that temptation to binge.  Now, 
don't forget that website, dear. 
 
Little Red moves over to the computer and begins to type in an angry manner. 
 
CINDY: 
I'd better hurry, I have a million things to do.  Oh, and don’t forget Granny's birthday cake.  I 
had it specially made!  (Dabs at her mask) Oh dear, my face is cracking up. 
 
Cindy exits stage. 
 
LITTLE RED: 
(Types as she speaks) Hello, Din.  Are you still on-line? 
 
DIN: 
(From offstage) I was hoping you'd be back, Little Red. 
 
LITTLE RED: 
(Types as she speaks) I've changed my mind.  I'd like to meet you.  Would you like to come to 
my Granny's birthday party? 
 
DIN: 
(Offstage) Wouldn't your mother mind me going? 
 
LITTLE RED: 
(Types as she speaks) I don't care what she thinks anymore.  She's not coming now.  Her work 
is more important. 
 
DIN: 
(Offstage) Will you be going to your Granny's house alone? 
 
LITTLE RED: 
(Types as she speaks) Yes, I'll meet you there.  It's the red house by the lake in the Waratah 
Shire.  
 



 

DIN: 
(Offstage) Can we meet at the Gum Tree Crossroad first?  I'd be a bit shy turning up by myself. 
 
LITTLE RED: 
(Types as she speaks) Ok.  Can you be there in fifteen minutes?  
 
DIN: 
(Offstage) That doesn't give me much time to get ready. 
 
LITTLE RED: 
(Types as she speaks) Maybe we should make it another time then. 
 
DIN: 
(Offstage) No!  I love birthday parties.  I'll be there.  What are you wearing? 
 
LITTLE RED: 
(Types as she speaks) My red riding hood of course.  See you soon.  
 
Little Red shuts down the computer, puts on her Red Riding Hood and picks up her basket and 
the birthday cake from the table. 
 
LITTLE RED: 
Well, it's done now.  I'll finally get to meet Din.  He sounds so nice.  All that rot Mother goes on 
about perverse Dingoes using Chat Rooms to get their teeth into innocent girls.  I'll prove her 
wrong.  It's not like she really cares anyway.  (Calls out) Bye, Mum. 
 
CINDY: 
(From offstage) Good bye, my dear.  Give Granny a kiss for me. 
 
Little Red rolls her eyes and walks offstage.  Center curtains close.  The front half of the stage 
is decorated with trees representing the outdoors. Meanwhile the furniture is rearranged in the 
back half of the stage to represent Granny's house.   
 
SCENE TWO: 
Din the Dingo races onstage.  He is dressed in brown tights and long sleeved skivvy.  He has on 
a pair of boxer shorts with his tail poking out and is attempting to quickly put on a shirt and 
pants.  He tucks his tail inside his pants and covers his ears with a cap.  In his haste, one ear is 
still protruding from the cap.  Little Red skips onto the stage. 
 
DIN: 
Hi, are you Little Red? 
 
LITTLE RED: 
Din?  (Notices ear protruding from cap and is alarmed) Oh, dear. Maybe this wasn't such a 
good idea after all.  
 
DIN: 
Why not?  You've only just met me.   
 
LITTLE RED: 
Well, that's just it.  I don't really know you.  You could be a dingo for all I know.  My mother 
warned me about talking to dingoes. 



 

DIN: 
Well, what makes you think I'm a dingo? 
 
LITTLE RED: 
You're ear is sticking out from under your cap. 
 
Din quickly tucks his ear under his cap. 
 
DIN: 
Oh, but I’m a friendly Dingo.  You can trust me! 
 
LITTLE RED: 
I'm sorry, this was all a big mistake! 
 
Little Red runs off stage as fast as she can, leaving Din with his mouth wide open in shocked 
disappointment.  He quickly searches his pocket for his mobile and dials it. 
 
DIN: 
Hey, Der.  Wanna make a quick fifty bucks? ..... Atta boy.  Ok, listen carefully.  There's a girl in 
a red riding hood walking down Bushman's Road.  Yeah, she's headed for Granny Hood's red 
house, near the lake.....  Yeah, that's the one.  I need you to stall her for about fifteen minutes... 
Talk to her, dummy.  (Pause) Don't think too hard, Der, I don't want you popping a blood 
vessel, mate. Tell her anything....Fifty bucks, no questions asked.  Fifteen minutes, that's all I 
need.  Oh, and make sure you're ears and tail are covered.  If she thinks you're a dingo, she'll 
make a run for it. Thanks, mate.  I gotta go. 
Din shoves the phone back into his pocket and exits the stage.   
 
SCENE THREE: 
Der enters stage and waits next to a tree. He is tucking his ears under a dopey looking hat and 
there is a noticeable bulge at the seat of his pants.  He pulls at it. 
 
DER: 
Oow!  I shoulda got mi tail trimmed.  There's nothing worse than a scratchy wedgy. 
 
Fiddles around trying to unwedge his tail. 
 
DER: 
(Leans on tree) Fifty bucks just for talking to someone for fifteen minutes. How easy's that? 
(Looks offstage) Ah, here comes a girl in red.  
 
Little Red enters the stage. 
 
DER: 
Uh, excuse me.  That's a red riding hood ya wearing isn't it?   
 
LITTLE RED: 
Der!!   
 
DER: 
How'd ya know mi name was Der?   
 
 



 

LITTLE RED: 
You are joking, aren't you?   
 
DER: 
No, but I do know a few jokes.  You wanna hear one?   
 
LITTLE RED: 
No, thanks, I have to go. 
Little Red is about to walk away when Der stops her. 
 
DER: 
Hang on, it hasn't been fifteen minutes yet.  So, where're you  going with that delicious looking 
cake? 
 
LITTLE RED: 
Sorry, I really have to go. 
 
Der tries to stop her again. 
 
DER: 
(Looking at his watch) Um, would ya mind talking to me for another fourteen minutes, and 
twelve seconds, please? 
 
LITTLE RED: 
I'm sorry but I'm late and you're making me very nervous. Can you please move out of my way? 
 
DER: 
Ok, what about thirteen minutes?   
 
LITTLE RED: 
No!   
 
DER: 
(Thinks a moment) Hang on a tick.  (Trying to act cool) I'm a photographer and  I'm always on 
the lookout for new faces.  Have you ever thought about modelling?  With a face like yours, 
you could make a fortune. 
 
Der, in an attempt to look sophisticated, lifts up his arm to lean on the tree beside him.  He 
misses the trunk and falls to the ground.  He quickly gets up, brushing himself off and stands 
with his arms folded trying to look cool, as if nothing happened. 
 
LITTLE RED 
Well, I don't know.  I'd have to check with my mother. 
 
DER: 
Of course.  (He fumbles around his shirt pocket) I didn't bring a business card with me but I 
have one at home.  I just live around the corner.  Why don't you pop in for twelve minutes and 
twenty two seconds? 
 
LITTLE RED: 
No, I can't.  My Granny's expecting me any minute.  She'd worry if I were late. 
 



 

DER: 
Ok, eleven minutes, but that's mi last offer. 
 
LITTLE RED: 
What's this eleven minutes business?  
 
DER: 
A mate of mine asked me if I could stall you for fifteen minutes for fifty bucks, no questions 
asked.  
 
LITTLE RED: 
(Alarmed) Oh, dear, he wasn't wearing a really weird shirt and pants and a cap on his head was 
he?  
 
DER: 
I dunno, he called me on my mobile.   
 
LITTLE RED: 
Oh, no, I have to go. 
 
She tries to push past Der but he blocks her way. 
 
DER: 
Ah, excuse me, but I really need that fifty bucks, so I'm afraid I'll have to keep you here for 
another (looks at his watch) eleven minutes and fourteen seconds.  
 
LITTLE RED: 
You can't do that.  My granny might be in danger.   
 
DER: 
Yeah, well so will I if I don't pay mi debts.  I've got some Tasmanian Devils after me. Sorry, 
luv, I need that money pretty bad.   
 
LITTLE RED: 
Well, what about if I paid you fifty dollars?   
 
DER: 
Yeah, right, O.  
 
LITTLE RED: 
Ok, if you give me your name and address, my mother will post you out a cheque. 
 
DER: 
Yeah, right, you must think I'm stupid or something.   
 
LITTLE RED: 
You're name's Der, isn't it?   
 
DER: 
Yeah, der, now who's stupid?  I want cash, sweet lips. 
 
 



 

LITTLE RED: 
I don't have fifty dollars on me. 
 
DER: 
Well, I'm gonna have ta hold ya hostage till I get mi money one way or the other. 
 
Little Red attempts to run but Der grabs her, pulls a gun out of his pocket and sticks it into her 
back. 
 
DER: 
I don't wanna have to use this thing, sweet lips.  Just do as you're told and you won't get hurt.  
 
LITTLE RED: 
Let me go!  Are you crazy?  Fifty dollars isn't worth going to jail for.   
 
DER: 
I'll be safer in jail than if them Tasmanian Devils get their hands on mi. Now, let's go visit 
Granny so I can get mi money.  I know a great  spot to hide you, not far from there. 
 
LITTLE RED: 
Wait.  Some woodchoppers are cutting down trees and they've blocked off that part of the bush.  
I know a short cut. 
 
DER: 
Ok, then. 
 
They turn around and head in the opposite direction.  Exit.   
 
 
 
SCENE FOUR: 
Curtains open to reveal Granny’s house.  Granny is seated and busy knitting.  She is wearing a 
party dress, and has reading glasses perched on her nose.  A table is laid out with party food.  
SFX: Door knocking. 
 
DIN: 
(Offstage) Personal delivery.  One delicious birthday cake fresh from the bakery! 
 
GRANNY: 
That’s funny.  I thought Little Red was bringing the cake. 
 
Granny gets up to answer the door.  Granny & Din are seen just off center stage.  Din has 
pushed his way through Granny's front door. 
 
DIN: 
Granny Hood?  May I come in?   
 
GRANNY: 
Who are you?     
 
DIN: 
I'm Little Red's friend.  Didn't she mention me?   



 

 
 
 
GRANNY: 
No, where is she?  And where's the cake? 
 
DIN: 
Don't worry, she's on her way.  Nice place you've got here.  I figured you fairytale characters 
got paid well.  You must get a fortune in royalties alone. 
 
GRANNY: 
(Suspicious) What do you want?  
 
Din's mobile phone rings. 
 
DIN: 
Hello....  (alarmed) What do you mean you're holding her hostage!  You double crossing son of 
a dingo! 
 
GRANNY: 
(Shrieks) You're holding my Little Red hostage?  Oh, this is dreadful!  You’ll go to jail for this. 
 
DIN: 
Stay quiet, Granny and you won’t get hurt. 
Din sticks his hand in his jacket pocket to make out he's carrying a gun. 
 
GRANNY: 
I'll give you anything, just let my Little Red go. 
 
DIN: 
Anything sounds good.  Get your chequebook out. 
 
Granny walks over to her desk and gets out her chequebook.  She is shaking visibly and her 
knees are knocking. 
 
DIN: 
(Talks on phone) As for you, you double crosser, you've just made my day a little easier.  Hold 
Little Red until I get in touch.  (Hangs up phone) Ok, Granny, poise your pen.  A million 
dollars will get your Little Red out of trouble. 
 
GRANNY: 
That's outrageous!  I don't have that kind of money in my cheque account. 
 
DIN: 
Ah, but you do have that kind of money!  So, get it.  I don't care how but if I don't have that 
money by five o'clock this afternoon, Little Red will be dingo meat. 
 
GRANNY: 
Oh, dear, this is dreadful.  I'll need to call my accountant. 
 
 
 



 

 
 
DIN: 
Dial away, Granny, but remember, one false move and Little Red's history.  I'll be listening to 
every word.  In the meantime, I may as well make myself comfortable and enjoy this delicious 
party food. 
 
Granny dials the phone.  Din sits down and starts to eat.  Middle curtains close.   
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