Little Green Riding Hood: An eco-tale for two actors.
(Little Green is Little Green; Lackey Dog is everybody else. The Buzzer is whoever you have hanging around. Shameless gags in dubious taste and outright rewriting of this text are strongly endorsed.)

NARRATOR
Once upon a time, in the days of environmental darkness and ignorance, there lived a lovely and politically conscious young activist named Little Red --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

NARRATOR
Little Blue --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

NARRATOR
Little Yellow --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

NARRATOR
Little Green --

BELL/BUZZER
DING!

NARRATOR
Riding Hood!

Little Green Riding Hood got her name because she always wore a lovely GREEN cloak --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

NARRATOR
Gas mask --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

NARRATOR
Toxic chemical protection suit --

BELL/BUZZER
DING!

NARRATOR
Which her grandmother had made for her out of recycled materials. 

LITTLE GREEN
Her grandmother, who loved her very much, lived on the far side of the deep, dark forest. Grandmother was a tinker -

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

LITTLE GREEN
Tailor --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

LITTLE GREEN
Candlestick maker --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

LITTLE GREEN
Organic gardener and environmental lawyer,

BELL/BUZZER
DING! DING! DING!

LITTLE GREEN
Who was chief counsel in a long-running legal battle over water quality monitoring in the deep, dark, forest.

One fine day, Little Green’s mother called to her.

MOTHER

Little Green?

LITTLE GREEN
Yes, mother dear?

MOTHER

I need you to take this basket of cookies --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

MOTHER

Health food --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

MOTHER

Legal depositions and samples of nasty, toxic outflow --

BELL/BUZZER
DING!

MOTHER

To your Grandmother on the other side of the deep, dark forest.

Grandma has a hearing this afternoon, and without this evidence, water quality throughout the region will surely suffer irreparable harm.

LITTLE GREEN
And so LGR put aside the solar panel she was tinkering with, and carefully took up the basket of toxic discharge and environmental testimony.

MOTHER

Hurry, dearest. Don’t dawdle, and don’t talk to strangers. Put a new air filter in your suit and stay on the path.

LITTLE GREEN
And so Little Green set out to cross the deep, dark forest. Right from the start, though, she had the strangest feeling that she was being watched. And in fact, it wasn’t long at all before she came across a DIRE WOLF -

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

LITTLE GREEN

Blair Witch -

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

LITTLE GREEN
Slimy, creepy, soul-destroying lackey dog LOBBYIST OF THE PETROCHEMICAL INDUSTRY!

BELL/BUZZER

DING!

LACKEY DOG
Hey, little girl? Wassup? Whatcha got in the basket?

LITTLE GREEN
Oh, my! I’m not sure I should tell you. My mother instructed me not to speak to strange men.

LACKEY DOG
Well, you can talk to me! I’m not strange -

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

LACKEY DOG
I’m not a man -

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

LACKEY DOG
And your mother is absolutely right!

BELL/BUZZER
Ding!

LACKEY DOG
In fact, I don’t think a little girl such as yourself should be going through the deep, dark forest alone. Why, these woods are full of dangerous toxic outflow - dyes and salts and fertilizers and animal waste and heavy metals and sewage. Icky, oocky things that you shouldn’t even see at your age. You should be home playing with dolls, burning CD’s, or watching sports on TV.

LITTLE GREEN
Sports? CD’s? Dolls? But who will care for the deep, dark forest? Our precious wetlands? Who will ensure that the world is safe for Riding Hoods to come?

LACKEY DOG
Me! Lackey Dog! Why, I’m an expert! I’ve been getting VOLUNTARY COMPLIANCE from the industry for years –

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

LACKEY DOG

Err, months –

BELL/BUZZER

Naaa!

LACKEY DOG

Weeks –

BELL/BUZZER

Naaa!

LACKEY DOG

Alright, alright, forget it. Anyway, around here they call me the INDUSTRY WATCHDOG!

LITTLE GREEN
Really? Well, I’m honored to meet you, Mr. Dog. And I can help! Why, I am on my way right now to deliver important evidence to my Grandmother on the far side of the deep, dark forest.

LACKEY DOG
Evidence? Of what --?

LITTLE GREEN
Crimes! Environmental crimes! Dumping and toxic pollution! My Grandmother is a fierce litigator, and she --

LACKEY DOG
Whoa, whoa, whoa! Don’t shout so! You don’t know who could be listening! 

Look here. I have to tell you, you’re in danger.

LITTLE GREEN
Danger!

LACKEY DOG
Yeah. This is a very tough neighborhood, and they don’t like lawsuits here.

Hey! Why don’t you give me the evidence, and I’ll take it to your Grandmother!

LITTLE GREEN
Give it to you? I don’t know . . .

LACKEY DOG
C’mon, little girl. I’m telling you, it’s not safe for you to carry it! I’m big and strong and fast and meeeean!

Where does your Grandma live?

LITTLE GREEN
Ummm ... Over the river, through the woods --

LACKEY DOG
Great! Great! I’ll find it, don’t worry. I’ve got a nose for these things. Give it here!

LITTLE GREEN
Well, you’re an adult, so it must be alright --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

LITTLE GREEN
Okay, but I’ll need a receipt --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

LITTLE GREEN
Hmmmm ... No, I think I’d better do this myself.

BELL/BUZZER
Ding!

LACKEY DOG
Aaargh! Well, all right, but you must take my advice. Stay on the outside path as you go through the forest. The other way is far too dangerous.

LITTLE GREEN

Okay. And with that Little Green nervously set off.

NARRATOR
Lackey Dog set off in another direction. Of course, he knew the forest very well. And while Little Green took the long way round to Grandma’s house, slimy, tricky, morally bankrupt Lackey Dog sped through the forest to arrive there before her. He burst into Grandma’s house and gobbled her up --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

NARRATOR
Bound her hand and foot and hid her in the closet --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

NARRATOR
Planted incriminating evidence in her files and jailed her as an environmental terrorist.

BELL/BUZZER
Ding!

NARRATOR
And then, as Little Green continued on her way around the forest trail, Lackey Dog quickly (Oooh La La!) dressed himself in Grandma’s nightie --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

NARRATOR
Leaped into Grandma’s bed and pulled the covers up around his face --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

NARRATOR
Put, uh,  phoney, computer-generated pictures on the wall,  uhm, installed a paper shredder and disguised it to look like a mailbox!

BELL/BUZZER
Ding!

NARRATOR
And soon, as things usually go in stories of this kind, LGR emerged from the deep, dark forest.

LITTLE GREEN
My! What a long, strange trip it’s been to Grandma’s house. I certainly hope these vital evidentiary files are not arriving too late! I’m sure Grandma must be frantic! 

(As Little Green Riding Hood knocks on the door,  Lackey Dog puts on Grandma’s bonnet.)

LACKEY DOG

Come in!

LITTLE GREEN
Why, you’re not my Grandmother!

LACKEY DOG

What bad eyes you have, child! Of course I’m your Grandma!

BELL/BUZZER
Naaa!

LACKEY DOG

Of course not, child! Your Grandma had to take a sudden trip to the former Soviet Union. She left me here to, uh, to --

BELL/BUZZER
Naaaa!

LACKEY DOG

Of course not, dear, I’m your Grandfather!

BELL/BUZZER
Ding!

LITTLE GREEN
My Grandfather? But he passed away many years ago in a tragic industrial accident, an incident which led directly to my Grandma’s highly evolved political consciousness!

LACKEY DOG

No, no, child! I was only thought to be dead. But in reality I only had amnesia, like, uh, like whatsisname in that movie, you know the one, or maybe it was a book --

LITTLE GREEN

Movie? Book?

LACKEY DOG

Yes, yes, something like that! Look here, child. Your Grandma and I have put up photos which prove I’m your Papaw. See, here we are accepting an award at Disneyland.

LITTLE GREEN
Hmmm -- why is Grandma’s head so small? And why is she dressed like Minnie Mouse? I don’t know ---

LACKEY DOG

Well, well, never mind all that. Look here, didn’t you bring important documents to help Grandma in her hopeless and ill-advised effort to stand in the way of local economic growth?

LITTLE GREEN
Yes, I have them here in my basket.

LACKEY DOG

Well, we must mail them right away! Grandma will be very upset if we let her down.

LITTLE GREEN
Mail them? Oh, but Mother insisted I give them to her personally.

LACKEY DOG

Yes, but there’s no time for that. See here, your Grandma and I have a special EXPRESS mail box for evidence. Just put them in here and we’ll never have to worry again.

LITTLE GREEN
Well, alright.  (She approaches the “shredder.”) But Grandfather, what a strange grinding noise it makes!

LACKEY DOG

The better to sort the mail, my dear.

LITTLE GREEN
And Grandfather, what a strange black tail it has. Why, it’s plugged into the wall!

LACKEY DOG

Yes! It’s, uhmmm, e-mail! The better to send the mail, my dear!

LITTLE GREEN (looking into the mouth of the shredder)

And Grandfather, what a strange, ugly mouth it has, with so many sharp, gnashing teeth!

LACKEY DOG

The better to EAT THE MAIL, you horrid little beast!

And with that, Lackey Dog tore off his disguise, grabbed Little Green’s package and thrust it into the chewing, crushing mouth of the shredder.

LITTLE GREEN

But Lackey Dog had misjudged who he was dealing with! Little Green was no babe in the woods, but a seasoned political activist who knew something was up the minute she saw this guy in the forest!

LACKEY DOG

Hey! What’s -- I can’t let go!

LITTLE GREEN
Clever Little Green had switched packages. 

LACKEY DOG

Aaaack!

LITTLE GREEN
The one she handed to Lackey Dog was smeared with sticky, nasty, industrial adhesive.

LACKEY DOG

What!? What kind of environmentalist are you?

LITTLE GREEN
And as Little Green watched in delight, Lackey Dog was chewed up into little, tiny sausages – 

LACKEY DOG

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!

BELL/BUZZER
Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!

LITTLE GREEN
Which Little Green took to the forest and fed to the endangered wolf population. And they all lived fat and happy for many days to come.  THE END. (She curtseys to the audience.)

