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This script is licensed for amateur theatre by NODA Ltd to whom all enquiries should be made. 
www.noda.org.uk E-mail: info@noda.org.uk 

 

This script is published by 
     NODA LTD 
    15 The Metro Centre 

 Peterborough PE2 7UH 
    Telephone: 01733 374790 
    Fax: 01733 237286 
    Email: info@noda.org.uk 
    www.noda.org.uk   
 
To whom all enquiries regarding purchase of further scripts and current 
royalty rates should be addressed. 
 
    CONDITIONS 
 
1. A Licence, obtainable only from NODA Ltd, must be acquired for every public or private 

performance of a NODA script and the appropriate royalty paid : if extra performances are 
arranged after a Licence has already been issued, it is essential that NODA Ltd  be informed 
immediately and the appropriate royalty paid, whereupon an amended Licence will be 
issued. 

 
2. The availability of this script does not imply that it is automatically available for private or 

public performance, and NODA Ltd reserve the right to refuse to issue a Licence to Perform, 
for whatever reason.  Therefore a Licence should always be obtained before any rehearsals 
start. 

 
3. All NODA scripts are fully protected by copyright acts.  Under no circumstances may they be 

reproduced by photocopying or any other means, either in whole or in part, without the 
written permission of the publishers 

 
4. The Licence referred to above only relates to live performances of this script.  A separate 

Licence is required for videotaping or sound recording of a NODA script, which will be issued 
on receipt of the appropriate fee. 

 
5. NODA works must be played in accordance with the script and no alterations, additions or 

cuts should be made without the prior consent from NODA Ltd.  This restriction does not 
apply to minor changes in dialogue, strictly local or topical gags and, where permitted in the 
script, musical and dancing numbers. 

 
6. The name of the author shall be stated on all publicity, programmes etc.  The programme 

credits shall state ‘Script provided by NODA Ltd, Peterborough PE2 7UH’  
 
NODA LIMITED is the trading arm of the NATIONAL OPERATIC & DRAMATIC ASSOCIATION, a 
registered charity devoted to the encouragement of amateur theatre. 
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Characters: 
 

Will the Woodcutter 
(Principal Boy): He is kind hearted and brave, a typical panto hero, madly 
 in love with Red of course (F/M) 

Red Riding Hood (Principal 
Girl):  A village girl, sweet and innocent. In love with Will (F)  
 
Granny (Dame): Red Riding Hood’s Granny, and a wealthy widow (M) 
 
Mr Wolf (Baddie): The Big Bad Wolf himself – on the trail of the three little pigs, 

Granny and Red! (M) 
 

Ursula: Red’s evil stepmother pulling the strings of Mr Wolf (F) 
 
Fin:  Fin the pig farmer, the audience participation character – 

loveable but a bit dim. In love with Red (M/F) 
 
Bark (Double Act): The straight man in the double act – a woodcutter’s 
 assistant. 

(M/F) 
 

Trunk (Double Act): The idiot in the double act – a woodcutter’s assistant.   
  (M/F)  
 
Gerald: Red’s father, a nice old chap with a heart of gold. (M) 
 
Jenny: Shop assistant in the hardware store. (F) 
 
Butcher: A jolly butcher who tricks Fin into buying the three pigs (M/F)  
 
The Three Little Pigs: 
Rodney: One of the three little pigs (M/F) 
Derek: One of the three little pigs (M/F) 
Albert: One of the three little pigs (M/F) 
Customers, woodcutters, villagers, etc. 
3 F, 3 M, 7 M/F 
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Scenes: 
 

ACT 1: 
 
Scene 1: The Market Square  
 
Scene 2: Somewhere in the forest  
 
Scene 3: The Market Square  
 
Scene 4: A Forest path 

 
Scene 5: The Hardware Shop 

 
ACT 2: 
 
Scene 1: In the forest  
 
Scene 2: A forest path  
 
Scene 3: In the forest  
 
Scene 4: A forest path  
 
Scene 5: Granny’s cottage 
 
Scene 6: Outside Granny’s cottage  
 
Scene 7: Granny’s cottage 
 
Scene 8: Community Song 

Walkdown 

 
A note on scenes: The script is designed to work on a stage with limited or no flying 
facilities so there is always a front of tabs scene between main stage scenes to allow for 
scene changes. However, if the theatre enables quicker changes then the front of tabs 
scenes may be incorporated into full stage scenes. Particularly act 1 scene 4 which 
should open into a full stage forest scene if possible to do so and still change to the 
Hardware Store. 
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ACT 1 
 

Scene 1: The Market Square 
 
(A bustling market square. Vendors mingle with shoppers, beggars, street entertainers, 
etc. There is a butcher’s stall and a cake stall, but otherwise the other traders are 
selling from trays and baskets. Red Riding Hood enters, she is wearing a red cape 
with a hood. She mingles with the crowd. Will enters opposite side but they don’t notice 
each other.) 

Will: (To a villager) Excuse me, do you know the way to the forest? I’m 
starting work as a woodcutter today. 

Villager 1: Now now, what’s your rush? It’s our holiday market – enjoy  yourself! 
 
(Villager goes into the crowd.) 

 
Will: What a happy lady. I hope everyone’s friendly in this village – I want to find 

a nice girl and settle down. 

Villager 2: We’re all cheerful round here, we’re celebrating the anniversary of the 
Big Bad Wolf being banished from the kingdom. 

All: Hooray! 
 

Will: Certainly sounds like something to celebrate, but I really must try to find 
my colleagues. (He exits) 

SONG 1: Opening number - Company 
 
(After song, Red steps downstage and addresses the audience.) 

 
Red:  Hello boys and girls! Fancy seeing you here – do you know who I 

am? (Audience shout) That’s right, I’m Red Riding Hood, and I’m here 
in the market to meet my father. He’s been away on business. It’s been 
lonely on my own – he keeps telling me find a nice boy but that’s easier 
said than done. 

(Fin enters) 
 

Fin: Hello Red! 
 

Red: Hi Fin; I was just telling the boys and girls, there is literally no one who could 
be boyfriend material in the village. 

Fin: Well, there’s always… 
 

Red: I mean, literally no one. 
 

Fin: If you say so (crestfallen). What are you up to? 
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Red: Father is coming home today – I’m going to get him a cake. 
 

Fin:  Thank goodness for that – I’m fed up of running around for that 
grandmother of yours. 

Red: You know she’s needed help while Daddy’s been at the international 
hardware retailers’ conference in Tipton (or some other local place). 

Fin: She’s given me a whole list of jobs here (he has a piece of paper), but 
I’ve only done numbers one, three and five. 

Red: You’re taking this odd job man too literally. 
 

Fin: I’ve been after a career change but I’m not sure Granny’s slave  is it. 
 

Red: I’m sure you’ll find something. Now I’ve got to get my hands on a 
cake (exits). 

 

Fin: Lucky old cake. She’s lovely that Red Riding Hood. Not that she’d ever look 
twice at a boy like me. I’ve been working as a fishmonger and I think 
the smell puts girls off – it plays haddock with my love life. So I’ve packed 
that in and now I’m looking for a new porpoise in life. Oh, I should introduce 
myself, my names Fin. I know when I come on I’ll shout ‘Hey up folks’ and 
will you shout – Hey up Fin? Then I won’t feel so lonely. Shall we try it? (He 
runs off and then back on shouting ‘Hey up folks’ until the audience 
respond.) That’s great - talking of fish, here comes the old trout now. 

(Granny enters on a child’s scooter at top speed. She is dressed like a Mod with a parka 
coat with a target on it, helmet, googles, etc. The Scooter has lots of mirrors on it.) 

Granny: Weee!  (She screeches to a stop nearly running Fin over).  What  are  
you carping on about you pilchard? 

Fin: You look like hell on wheels. 
 

Granny: No I look like Helen Mirren, her what used to be the Queen. I’ve met the 
Queen you know. 

Fin: I’ve only ever seen her on stamps. 
 

Granny: So had I until this one day she came to open the new 
Waitrose.  

 
Fin: What’s Waitrose? 
 
Granny: It’s where you go to see what everything in Tesco will cost in five years time. 

Anyway I’d only ever seen her on stamps ‘till then too. 
 

Fin: What did you do? 
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Granny:  I licked the back of her head. What do you think of my mobility scooter? I’m 
a mod. I fancied being a rocker, but every time I sat in it I went to sleep. 

 

Fin: Off your rocker more like. (Inspecting the scooter) Did Mods wear 
aprons?  

Granny: I have to have somewhere to keep  my sweeties. 

 
Fin: Sweets aren’t good for you. 

 
Granny: You’re right, in fact I’m on a new diet - I can only eat sunflower oil, olive oil 

and vegetable oil. 

Fin: Have you lost any weight? 
 

Granny: No but I don’t squeak anymore. It’s only the sweets keeping me 
going.  

 
Fin: I bet the boys and girls would like some sweets. 
 
Granny:  What boys and girls? (Noticing the audience) Ooh look, I see 

Weatherspoons has chucked out early tonight. Is there anyone not 
arrived yet? If you’re not here put your hand up. 

Fin:  If there are any late comers they’ll open the doors for them when there’s 
a quiet moment. 

Granny:  You should never open the doors after we’ve 
started.  

Fin: ‘Cause it disturbs the actors? 

 
Granny:  No, because we must never give them the opportunity to leave. (Looking 

at audience) You know I can always tell if it’s going to be a good 
audience the minute I look at them. (Pauses, sniffs and turns to exit) 
Goodnight! 

Fin: Granny! 
 

Granny: Only joking. (To audience) Actually I’m glad you’re here because you 
can help me with a little theory I’m trying to prove. 

Fin: What’s that? 
 

Granny: Whether people look like their 
pets.  

 
Fin: Do they? 
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Granny:  Oh yes (to the audience) for instance, now you sir (picking out a man on 
the front row) Do you have a chimpanzee? 

Fin: Granny! 
 

Granny: Only joking, I say that to whoever sits in that seat every time (pause). It’s 
just that tonight I got lucky. 

Fin: Are you sharing them sweeties or not? 
 

Granny: Here you go then. 
 
(They throw sweets into the audience.) 

 
Granny:  What a lovely audience – I think we’ll do the whole show tonight, we won’t 

cut a thing. (Fin is struggling to take a box of Ferrero Roche out of her 
apron) Here get off! 

Fin: Got ‘em. 
 

Granny:  Wait wait, don’t throw them. Them’s me posh chocolates – you know 
(posh voice) “Ambassador you spoil us” – the supercar of chocolates. 

Fin: What are they? 
 

Granny: Ferrari Roche. 
 

Fin: They’re expensive!  
 
Granny: I won at Mecca last 
 night. 
 
Fin: How did you get back from Saudi Arabia so quickly? 

 
Granny: Bingo I mean. I won the national – a million squidlies and free soup in 

a basket 'till Easter. 

Fin: You’re super rich! 
 

Granny: Yes, so this morning I tried to invest it off-shore.  
 
Fin: Sounds like you know what you’re  doing. 
 
Granny: Not really, I fell out of the boat three times. So now I’m just going to spend it. 

First, I’m going to install a home sauna. 
 

Fin: Do you like saunas? 
 

Granny: I’ve already tried the public one down the road – got in there, all white 
tiles and steam. Took all me clothes off and lay on the floor. 
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Fin: And was it relaxing? 
 

Granny: It was 'till the steam cleared and I realised I was in the chip 
shop.  

 
Fin: Did it upset the customers? 

 

Granny:  A bit, I probably shouldn’t have stayed to finish me saveloy. Anyway, what I 
don’t spend, after I’m gone (she pauses for dramatic effect – Fin ignores 
her) I said after I’m gone… 

Fin:  Oh sorry, (dramatically) Oh Granny, you’ve got years yet – you’ll live to be 
seventy. 

Granny: I am seventy. 
 

Fin: What did I tell you?! 
 

Granny:  I look younger - its Oil of Olay, the preferred oil of Spanish bull fighters. I use 
it on these laughter lines. 

Fin: Nothing’s that funny. 
 

Granny:  Certainly not tonight. Anyway – after I’m gone - the rest will go to my 
useless son Gerald and my beautiful granddaughter Red Riding Hood. 

Fin: I’m ever so glad you bought her that red cape. 
 

Granny:  Yes, she was going nowhere when she was called Beige 
Cardigan.  

 
Fin: I fancied her even then. 
 
Granny: Young love. You know my late husband, he’s not dead just always late. No 

he is dead, he is, despite his protests when I buried him. Oh yes he 
was so romantic, whenever he spoke to me he always started his 
sentence with fair lady. 

Fin: Because he loved you? 
 

Granny: No. He used to be a bus driver. Now stop messing about. I need you to 
get some shopping while I get the scooter serviced. I’m having it coated in 
minestrone. 

Fin: Minestrone? 
 

Granny: Yes, I’m souping it up (looking in her apron). Right here’s me shopping list.  
 
Fin: Right. 
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Granny: Now don’t tell anyone but this hair is not my own – it’s a wig.  
 
Fin: I’ll keep it under my hat. 
 
Granny: The helmet is playing havoc with it. So get me some more. Three little ones 

– they’ll fit under it better. I’ve written it at the bottom – I should really 
have written it on the list. 

(Butcher enters, he is carrying a tray of samples.) 
 

Butcher: Morning Granny, would you like to sample my exotic sausage? 
 

Granny:  Don’t start Butcher – I’ve had a very trying day, the milkman tried, 
the postman tried. You know I still get a lot of male attention at seventy-two. 

Butcher: You surprise me. 
 

Granny:  Oh yes, and it’s convenient because I only live at sixty-eight. Now I’ve got to 
go because my next door neighbour’s not well. 

Fin: The one at number seventy? 
 

Granny: The other side. 
 
(Fin walks around to the other side of Granny) 

 
Fin: The one at number seventy? 

 
Granny: Give me strength – no, old Elsie at sixty-six. She thinks she’s a washing line. 

It’s because her husband said he wanted to be in Rotary. I have to get 
round there. 

Fin: To check she’s all right? 
 

Granny: No to see if my smalls are dry. Now get on with that shopping! 
 
(She exits.) 

 
Butcher: Need anything from me? 

 
Fin: (Consulting list) I want a chicken for 
 Granny.  
 
Butcher: We don’t do part exchange. 
 
Fin: How much are they? 

 
Butcher: Three pounds. 

 

Pan
toS

cri
pts

 P
eru

sa
l



9 
 

 

Fin: Did you raise them yourself? 
 

Butcher: Yes, they were two pound fifty yesterday.  
 
Fin: I’m partial to a chicken leg. 
 
Butcher: Everybody is. So, I’ve started breeding three legged chickens – they can run 

at fifty miles per hour! 

Fin: What do they taste like? 
 

Butcher: I don’t know I haven’t caught one yet. What else is on that list of  yours? 
 

Fin: (Consulting list) A beefsteak – oh no this is her application for Match.com. 
I put her on to that, because she was getting confused between the 
hardware supplier’s website and online dating. 

Butcher: Which site had she been trying? 
 

Fin:  Screwfix. Now what else is on this list? (Trying to read it). What’s this say? 
Figs? Rigs? 

 
Butcher: Let me have a look. Oh it’s quite clear, three 
 little pigs.  
 
Fin: Are you sure? 
 
Butcher:  Oh yes. And I just happen to have exactly what you’re after. Hold on. (He 

exits). 

Fin:  Three little pigs eh? That might have been it. Perhaps she wants a 
backyard full of manure now she’s rolling in it. I could be a pig farmer –
that’s a job with a bit of style, sty-le get it? Oh please yourselves. 

Butcher:      (Enters with three pigs on a rope – they are struggling and the Butcher fights 
to keep them under control – he has a whip and shouts at them as they 
come on). Back! Back I say! Back bacon, back. (To Fin) Here you go – 
they’re prime pork these. Make lovely bacon sandwiches. (The pigs cover 
their ears in fright) 

Fin: Well I can see how one could slice and another spread but what does the 
third one do? 

Butcher:  I mean on the sandwiches you idiot – you eat them you 
fool!  

Fin: What! I couldn’t eat them, could I boys and girls? 

 
Audience: No! 

 

Pan
toS

cri
pts

 P
eru

sa
l



10 
 

 

Butcher:       Do what you like with ‘em. I’ll send Granny the bill.  
 (To audience) I thought I’d never get rid of them! (He exits) 

 
Fin: Crikey, this is a turn up! What do I do with three little pigs I wonder? I can’t 

eat them. I’ll have to keep them for their milk. (Pigs look at each 
other shocked.) Come on piggies, let’s get you back to Granny’s. 

(Blackout) 
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Scene 2: Somewhere in the forest 
 
(Front of tabs scene – a forest clearing, or just black tabs. The wolf enters d.s.l.) 

 
Wolf: Well well well. A trio of ready-made packed lunches wandering through 

my forest. 

Audience: Boo! 
 

Wolf:  I’m going to follow those little piggies and snap them up! And don’t you 
lot get in the way or I’ll be after you next! 

(Red Riding Hood enters d.s.r) 
 

Red: I heard that you nasty swine. 
 

Wolf: No, the pigs are the swine, I’m the Big Bad Wolf.  
 
Red: You were banished, no-one wants you  here. 
 
Wolf:  I’m back – and just in time to play piggy in the middle – my middle 

(patting his stomach) – ha! 

Red: You leave them poor creatures 
 alone.  

Wolf: And what are you going to do 
 about it?  

Red: I’ll warn Fin, he’ll look after  them. 

 
Wolf: And who’s going to look after you pray tell?  
 
Red: You wouldn’t dare hurt me. 
 
 
Wolf:  Perhaps. Eating people causes more trouble than its worth. I was banished 

for eating people waiting in line to buy dollies. 

Red: Yes, the Barbie queue. 
 

Wolf:  I learnt my lesson, people are off the menu – but those piggies will do 
very very nicely – Ha ha ha! (exit) 

Red: Gosh boys and girls, he’s barking! I hope I can warn Fin in time. But first I’ve 
got to meet father – he should be here any minute. 

(Lights change and Red steps back into the market scene.) 
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Scene 3: Market Place 
 
(The scene is as before. Bark and Trunk enter pulling a cart full of logs. A small number 
of chorus remain milling around the stalls, crossing with goods and baskets, etc. 
There is a rubbish bin stage left.) 

Bark: I’m getting too old for this woodcutting lark.  

Trunk: I know, we should think about 
 branching out.  

Red: Excuse me. 

 
Bark: Why what have you done? 

 
Red: I wonder… 

 
Trunk: Don’t do that you’ll get 
 lost.  
 
Red: Did you pass the 
 station? 
 
Bark: (To Trunk) I thought you were a long time in that toilet. 

 
Red: I’m wondering if my father has arrived on the overnight from 

Smethwick.  
 
Trunk: You wouldn’t want to see it in daylight that’s for sure. 
 
Bark: I went on a day return once. 

 
Trunk: I bet that took you back. 

 
Bark:  We don’t have much knowledge of trains miss. I am a simple 

woodchopper – and my associate here is giving me a hand. 

Red: Are you a woodchopper too? 
 

Trunk: No, he’s a woodchopper I am 
 a pilot.  
 
Red: Really? A pilot? 
 
Trunk: Yep, he chops it and I pile it. 

 
Bark: We’d better decide what the new bloke’s going to do. 
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Red: New bloke? I don’t suppose he’s young and handsome is 

he?  
 
Bark: That’s what it said on his CV. 
 
Red So he’s got a French 
 car?  
 
Trunk: I had my car nicked last 
 night.  
 
Bark: Did you see who did it? 
  

Trunk: No but I got the registration. 
 
(They exit, chorus and Will enter opposite side. Throughout the next song, Will and Red 
and looking around)  
 
(Will for the woodcutters, Red for her father) but they do not manage to meet or even 
make eye contact.) 

Red:  (To herself) Perhaps that new woodchopper’s the man I’ve been waiting 
for.  

Will: (To Himself) I wonder if this is where I’ll meet my true love. 

 
SONG 2: Love duet – Red, Will and Company 

 
(After song Bark and Trunk enter and meet Will, Red buys a cake from a stall. Will and 
Red do not make contact.) 
 

Will: There you are. 
 

Bark: You’re late. 
 

Will: Sorry. 
 

Trunk: I’m Mr Trunk, and this ‘ere is Mr 
 Bark.  
 
Bark: Let’s get going (Exits in a huff). 
 
Will: Is Mr Bark in a mood? 

 
Trunk: You may have rubbed him up the wrong way – come 

on.  
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Will: Great, let’s get this panto started (Slaps  thigh) 
 
(Will and Trunk exit. Gerald enters followed by Ursula opp. side carrying luggage.) 

 
Red: Daddy! My Daddy! (She runs to him) 

 
Ursula: All right, it’s not the Railway Children. 

 
Gerald: Hello my darling! (To Ursula) I must introduce you – this is my daughter 

Red.  
 
Ursula: (Disdainfully) How, colourful. 
 
Gerald: Red, this is Ursula, I met her on the trip, and guess what? We got 

married!  
 
Red: Er. In that case, welcome to the family. 
 
Ursula: Sorry, I don’t really do children – or pets. In fact animals of any kind.  
 
Red: Oh, er I bought you a cake. 
 
Gerald: How lovely. 

 
Ursula: Looks fattening darling, I shouldn’t eat that if I were you (She takes it 

and throws it into the rubbish bin). Let’s get on – I’m desperate to 
inspect this retail empire I’ve heard so much about. 

Red: It’s just a little shop. 
 

Ursula: What! 
 

Gerald: I may have exaggerated a bit. 
 

Red: We did have some money once but daddy lent it to a friend for plastic 
surgery.  

 

Gerald: Which raised a few eyebrows. 

 
Red: Now we don’t know what he 
 looks like.  
 
Ursula: How poor are you? 
 
Gerald: When we go into the bank we have to light a little candle and put it on 

the counter. 
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Red: Actually we’ve had some luck while you’ve been away father – Granny 
has won a fortune at Bingo. 

Ursula: Then all may not be lost – who is this Granny? 
 

Gerald: My darling mother, but she’s very ill with furniture disease.  
 
Ursula: What’s furniture disease? 
 
Gerald: Her chest has fallen into her drawers. 

 
Red: She’s a frail old lady, unassuming and shy… 

 
(Granny enters on scooter.) 

 
Granny: Wee! 

 
(She careers across the stage and off into the opposite wings. There is a loud crash 
followed by the sound of a flushing toilet.) 

Ursula: What on earth was that? 
 
(Granny enters, she has two toilet seats around her neck.) 

 
Granny: What a ridiculous place to have a 

toilet.  
 
Red: Are you all right Granny? 
 
Granny: It’s fancy dress tonight – I’ve come as Lulu. (To Gerald) And I see you’re 

back you useless lummocks. 

Gerald: Hello mother. 
 

Granny: With some extra baggage – who’s this old Trollope? 
 

Gerald: Mama, allow me to introduce you to your new daughter in law – 
Ursula.  

 
Ursula: Charmed, I hope I shall get to know you in the few years  you have left.  
 
Granny: I’ve seen your kind before. He’s got no money you know. 

 

Ursula: So I understand, but I can be patient. How’s your 
heart?  

 

Granny: Beating like a drummer who needs the toilet. 
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Ursula: Pity. Gerald – take me home, no matter how poor it 
is.  

 
Gerald: Coming Red? 
 
Red: I have to find Fin first, I must warn him about the Big Bad Wolf.  
 
Gerald: Of course dear. Wait a minute – the what?! 
 
Ursula: Come Gerald, I’m sure she’ll be fine. (She drags him off and they exit). 

 
Granny: She’s a bad ‘un - after his 
 money.  
 
Red: But the shop barely  scrapes by. 
 
Granny:  He’ll be rich when I pop me clogs. (Angry) Well not anymore, I’ll leave all me 

fortune to you Red. You’ll spend it wisely – on beautiful bodybuilders 
and gin. 

Red: Don’t get yourself worked up Granny, you’ll make yourself poorly. 
 

Granny:  You’re right. Do me a favour and bring me over some grub will you? 
The Ocado man won’t come back since I backed him into that Muller 
Corner. 

Red: Of course. 
 

Granny: Lovely, now I have to go because the girls have just texted me to say 
they’re coming over for a game of ‘guess what the tattoo used to be’. 

Red: I didn’t know you could text? 
 

Granny: Oh yes, I’ve got an active text life, and I use S 
 and Ms.  
 
Red: You mean SMS’s, like ‘LOL’ and ‘OMG’. 
 
Granny: Yes, and those ‘pyjamis’.  
 
Red: Emojis. 
 
Granny: Look (shows Red her phone) here’s one from Elsie - C U for supper, smiley 

face – BYOT. 

Red: BYOT? 
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Granny: Bring your own teeth. And that’s good for Elsie – because she’s lexdicksic. 
She is, she’s a member of the NPD – that’s the national dyslexia 
association. So I must run, remember - you be careful in that forest – 
who knows what danger’s lurking. 

 

(She exits) 
 

Red: Gosh kids, I forgot about the wolf – I still have to warn Fin to look out for his 
pigs! 

(She exits) 
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Scene 4: The Forest 
 
(Front of tabs scene - The scene is a woodland clearing, large trees are either side of 
the stage. Bark and Trunk are sitting on a log. There is a camp fire centre and a 
saucepan.) 

Bark: I don’t know about you Trunk, but I’m finding this working is taking up a lot 
of my spare time. 

Trunk Let’s have a brew and a bit of grub. 
 

Bark: (Looking in the pan) What’s this mush? I don’t like baby food. 
 

Trunk:  When I was little, my mum used to put food on a spoon and say, "Here 
comes the choo choo, here comes the choo choo." And I'd always eat it 
because I knew that if I didn't she wouldn't untie me from the railway line. 

Bark: So what is it? 
 

Trunk: It’s vegetarian. 
 

Bark: Soya sausage? 
 

Trunk: Well you shouldn’t have been looking. 
 
(Will enters, he is carrying a sack of logs.) 

 
Will: That’s enough logs for one day I reckon. It’s great being a lumberjack isn’t 

it?  
 
Bark: It beats my old job. 
 
Trunk: What was that? 

 
Bark: I worked with my dad, he was a mechanic in the St John’s ambulance. 

He always encouraged me to carry an organ donor card. 

Trunk: He was a man after your own heart? 
 

Will: So you became a lumberjack to turn over  a new 
leaf?  

 
Bark: You can’t beat it. 
 
SONG 3 – Will, Bark, Trunk and Company of lumberjacks 
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Will: Thanks lads, come on let’s load up the cart   
(slaps thigh).  

 

(He exits, along with the chorus carrying some of the logs.) 

 
Trunk: Why does he keep doing that? 

 
Bark:  It’s all right for him – young free and single, I don’t want to go home to 

the missus any sooner than I have to – she’s so lazy. 
 

Trunk: What does she do then? 
 

Bark: It’s very hard to say – she sells seashells on the 
seashore.  

 
Trunk: Not much call for that in (Local Town). 
 
Bark: Remember when we had all that snow the other week? Do you know she 

just stared through the lounge window all afternoon. 

Trunk: What did you do? 
 

Bark: Eventually I had to let her in. 
 
(Fin enters opposite side with pigs) 

 
Fin: Hey up folks! 

 
Trunk: What you got there? 

 
Fin: Well you know how the girls never fancied me when I was a 

fishmonger ‘cause of the smell? 

Bark: Yes. 
 

Fin: I’m taking up pig farming. 
 

Trunk: Are you going to eat ‘em? Only I’d have a leg off you. 
 
(Pigs look alarmed. Trunk and Bark grab Albert and start pulling him between them.) 

 
Fin: What are you doing? 

 
Trunk: It’s very trendy at the moment – pulled 

pork.  
 
Fin: They’re not for eating. 
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Trunk: They don’t give any wool you 
 know.  
 
Fin: I was going to milk ‘em. 
 
(Pigs look more alarmed) 

 
Bark: Blimey, even I know you can’t milk a pig. 

 
Trunk: Who do you think was the first person to look at a cow’s udder and think, 

I know let’s squeeze those dangly things and drink what comes out? 

Fin: Oh – well I’ll just have to breed from ‘em.  

Derek: Right that’s it. 

 
Rodney: We’ve got to draw the line somewhere. 

 

Albert: We’ve got feelings you 
 know.  

 

Fin: I didn’t know you could 
 talk! 

 
Trunk: I used to have a parrot that talked – it laid 
 square eggs.  
 
Bark: What did it say? 
 
Trunk: Ouch. But it starved to 
 death.  
 
Rodney: Why? 
 
Trunk: He didn’t tell me he was hungry. 

 
Derek: Rodney, you’re forgetting your manners. We should introduce ourselves – 

I’m Derek, this is Rodney, and Albert. 

Bark: What’s your last name? 
 

Rodney: Trotter. 
 

(If the pigs are cast as girls add the following line, if not skip it) 
 

Trunk: But them’s boys’ names - aren’t you 
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girls?  
Derek: It’s a family tradition. 
 
Rodney: There’s a Del, Rodney and Albert in every  Trotter litter.  
 
Bark: Litter is my wife’s nickname. 
 
Fin: Why? 

 
Bark: She’s easy to pick up. 

 
Trunk: You’re joking - she must weigh a tonne. 

 
Bark: What about yours? Her passport photo was taken by 
 Google-earth.  
 
Trunk: (To Bark) I’ll thump you in a minute. 
 
Bark: Go on then. 

 
Trunk: I said in a minute. 

 
Bark: Keep going and I’ll mop the floor with your face.  
 
Trunk: You'll be sorry. 
 
Bark: Oh, yeah? Why? 

 

Albert: Come on fellas! 
 
(The pigs escape.) 

 
Fin: I smell trouble. 

 
Trunk: I’ve just stepped in a 
 cowpat.  
 
Bark: You really are an 
 incowpoop. 
 
Fin: Where are the pigs? 

 
Trunk: They’ve scarpered. 

 
Fin: I’m in big trouble with Granny if I lose them three. Did you see which way 

they went boys and girls? 

Audience: Yes! 
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Fin: (Running to opposite side from their exit) Did they go this way?  
 
Audience: No! 
 
Fin: Did they go this way? 

 
Audience: Yes! 

 
Fin: Thanks boys and girls – see you later! 

 
(Exits running after them. Bark and Trunk sit back down and tend to their fire.) 

 
Trunk: I hope he finds them, it’ll be dark soon. 

 
Bark: Do you know there used to be a big bad wolf in this forest?  
 
Trunk: A wolf is just a big dog – he wouldn’t frighten me. 
 
Bark: I used to have a dog, we called him Stupid.  
 
Trunk: Why? 
 
Bark:  One day he was sitting there, chewing a bone, then he stood up and he’d 

only got three legs. 

Trunk: What breed was he? 
 

Bark: He was a miniature poodle. The minute you turned your back he did a 
poodle.  

 
Trunk: Our dog was in ‘Lassie Come Home’. 
 
Bark: What part did he play? 

 
Trunk: The lead. I had a bit part. 
 

Bark: Did you? 
 

Trunk: Yeh, I got bit. 
 
(Red enters opposite side.) 

 
Red: You two again. Have you seen Fin come by here? I have  to warn 

him.  
 
Trunk: Warn him about what miss? 
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Red: The Big Bad wolf. 

 
Trunk: (Panicking – he jumps into Bark’s arms) The Big  Bad wolf!  
 
Bark: Very brave. (He pushes Trunk away and he falls  over the 

log)  
 
Red: He’s back and he’s after the pigs. 
 
Bark: They’ve just run off. 

 
Red: You mean they’re loose in the forest? 

 
Trunk: (Getting up from behind the log) There are no loos in the forest; you just 

go behind a log. (He realises he’s just been behind a log and grimaces). 

Red: We have to help Fin find those little piggies before the wolf does.  

Bark: Speak for yourself lady. Come on Trunk let’s get out of here! 
(Trunk and Bark exit. Will enters op side.) 

 
Will: Now where are those two layabouts? Oh hello miss, are you lost?  
 
Red: I know these woods like the back of my hand. 
     
(He takes her hand.) 

 
Will: And what a beautiful hand it is. 

 
Red: (nervously) I’ve had it all my life. 

 
Will: Extraordinary – you have such lovely 
 knuckles.  
 
Red: Is that a back handed compliment? 
 
Will: Will the Woodcutter. 

 
Red: Will the woodcutter do what? 

 
Will: No, Will – I am Will. 

 
Red: You’re Will-I-am – You don’t look like you do on the telly. 

 

Will: Let’s start again. 
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