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BIG BAD
By ALEC STRUM

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

# of lines

SYDNEY GRIMM .......................young,  ashy reporter  24
for a cable news channel

FAIRY GODMOTHER ................self-righteous old lawyer  76
with a sweet façade

LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD ......spoiled brat 14
GRANDMOTHER HOOD ...........widow longing for a  23

pampered retirement
ONE ............................................very stupid pig 15
TWO ...........................................slightly less stupid pig 13
THREE .......................................highly intelligent pig 25
BILL WOODCUTTER .................big, affable, self-obsessed  21

competitive lumberjack
SHEPHERD................................kind, elderly shepherd 14
BOY WHO CRIED WOLF ...........disrespectful little delinquent 18
BIG BAD WOLF ..........................a.k.a., Mr. Wolf 18
JUDGE WISE OLD MAN ............doddering old fool 73
EVIL STEPMOTHER ..................high-powered, high-priced  100

young lawyer
MISS MUFFIT .............................neurotic psychiatrist and wolf  16

expert
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SETTING

Time:  Once upon a time…
Place:  A courtroom in the Enchanted Forest.
The stage may be set up in whatever way makes the most sense 
for your space, as long as the AUDIENCE gets the impression that 
they are seated where the jury box should be. Whenever characters 
address the JURY, they speak to the AUDIENCE (who will decide the 
fate of the defendant).
For the audience to get the best perspective, a suggested set 
design is as follows:  The judge’s bench is STAGE LEFT, angled 
toward the audience. The witness stand and chair are DOWN LEFT, 
the defendant’s table is RIGHT CENTER and the plaintiffs’ table is 
DOWNSTAGE of the defendant’s table (staggered just enough so that 
both tables are in clear view). There are at least eight chairs (or a 
couple of benches) set up in the gallery (behind the tables).
The STAGE RIGHT entrance is used by all characters except the 
JUDGE, who uses the STAGE LEFT entrance.

See set design on page 27.
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BIG BAD

LIGHTS UP:  The courtroom. GRIMM stands DOWN CENTER.
GRIMM:  (Holds a microphone.) Hello! This is Sydney Grimm for EFN, 

Enchanted Forest News, reporting live from the scene of what 
is sure to be the trial of the century. In a matter of moments, we 
are about to see quite possibly the most impressive clash of legal 
minds this court or this country has seen since once upon a time. 
After years of delay, we’re  nally about to witness the trial of the big 
bad wolf! As many know already, Mr. Wolf, the defendant, escaped 
a jail sentence when his criminal trial—for three counts of huf  ng 
and puf  ng with intent to destroy, two counts of attempted murder 
by ingestion, one count of grandmother impersonation, four counts 
of attempted sheep abduction and seventeen counts of lurking—
ended in a mistrial, the result of a giant falling on the jury room 
while they were determining the verdict. Now, a number of parties 
have brought a class-action lawsuit against Mr. Wolf in an attempt 
to obtain some monetary compensation for what they feel has been 
an infringement on their rights by the now infamous defendant. 
(The FAIRY GODMOTHER [FGM] ENTERS RIGHT carrying a 
briefcase. She is followed IN by both LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD 
[RED], carrying a basket, and GRANDMOTHER. They approach 
the plaintiffs’ table, and the FGM opens her briefcase and move 
some papers around.) Ahh! It seems the counsel for the plaintiffs, 
the unequalled Ms. Fairy Godmother, has entered, accompanied 
by one of her clients, Ms. Red Riding Hood, and the young client’s 
grandmother, Mrs. er... Grandmother. (Approaches them.) Hello, 
Ms. Godmother, any words for EFN?

FGM:  Mr. Wolf is a depraved, cold, calculating killer, and it is only his 
celebrity status in this forest that has saved him from the hands of 
criminal justice. His behavior is reprehensible and has completely 
infringed upon my clients’ rights to live happily ever after. As you 
know, I have always fought to ensure that the good people of this 
forest get the ending they deserve.

RED:  (Shoves her face into the microphone.) That wolf is gonna get 
it! We’re gonna string him up by his toes and shake him till all his 
money goes right here. (Holds up her basket.) And then me and 
Granny are gonna get ourselves a nice new condo with a pool 
and a—

GRANDMOTHER:  (Tries to contain RED.) Now, dear, have a seat. That 
isn’t appropriate behavior for television, and we don’t want to waste 
anyone’s time. We can’t have this trial going on forever, you know. 
Ms. Godmother’s clerks all turn into mice after midnight tonight.
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RED:  Yeah, that’s lame. (To FGM.) You stink!
FGM:  Well, I never!
GRANDMOTHER:  Now, she didn’t— (GRIMM tries to sneak away 

from the con  ict.)
FGM:  Ungrateful little—
GRIMM:  Well! Ha, ha! There you have it. Oh! (The THREE LITTLE 

PIGS—ONE, TWO and THREE—ENTER RIGHT, along with 
SHEPHERD, BOY WHO CRIED WOLF and WOODCUTTER.) 
Here come the other parties  ling against Mr. Wolf!

ONE:  Ooooooh! Telamavision! (Runs to GRIMM and tries to grab the 
microphone.)

TWO:  Eeeeeeeh! I like microphones! They make my voice loud! Gimme! 
(Runs up to GRIMM and attempts to wrestle the microphone away 
from both GRIMM and ONE.)

THREE:  Ahh! Yes, the press. Excellent! (Approaches GRIMM.) Yes, I, 
Pig Three, am a plaintiff in this case. I would be happy to provide 
an interview if need be.

GRIMM:  Uhh... well... thanks, but—
THREE:  Yes, of course, well, you see—
GRIMM:  I didn’t say that—   
WOODCUTTER:  (Cuts in.) Say! You’re Sydney Grimm, aren’t ya? You 

remember me? You covered the Mr. World Lumberjack Pageant 
last year, didn’t you? Well, remember me? I won Best in Flannel 
and Most Ruggedly Handsome! Yeah! Bill Woodcutter! That’s 
right. Boy! Sure is good to see you again!

GRIMM:  Uhh... yes, Mr. Woodcutter, nice to see you. Ready for this 
year’s pageant, are you?

WOODCUTTER:  Sure am! (Slaps GRIMM on the back a little too 
hard, which sends GRIMM stumbling DOWNSTAGE.)

GRIMM:  (Looks around a bit, trying to get out of the crowd. Sees 
his opportunity with the SHEPHERD and BOY, who have quietly 
taken their seats in the gallery just behind the plaintiffs’ table. 
They appear to be trying fairly hard not to be noticed. Approaches 
SHEPHERD and BOY.) Hello! Sydney Grimm, EFN. I believe you 
two are—

SHEPHERD:  (Cuts him off.) I’m an old shepherd, and this here’s my 
boy. The boy don’t know his manners too well, and so we’re in a 
bit of a mess, you see? But we don’t want no trouble, just a little 
money for some sheep I lost and to pay the medical bill for the 
boy, here.
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GRIMM:  Right then. (To the BOY.) So you must be the Boy Who 
Cried—

BOY:  Wolf! Yeah, that’s me. What’s it to you? Look, I was just havin’ a 
little fun, okay? You know, like frying ants with a magnifying glass 
or blowing up squirrels with homemade explosives.

SHEPHERD:  (Elbows the BOY.) You shut your mouth, boy. (To 
GRIMM.) He don’t mean those things he says. He’s just a little— 
Well, boys will be boys, eh?

GRIMM:  Right... (Begins to back away. At this moment, the BIG BAD 
WOLF ENTERS RIGHT and slouches down in his chair at the 
defendant’s table. Everything stops. The OTHERS immediately 
take their seats either at the plaintiffs’ table or in the gallery except 
for GRIMM, who moves to roughly LEFT CENTER. The two sides 
simply stare at each other. After a long pause, GRIMM speaks, 
in a loud whisper.) Well, here he is! The infamous Big Bad Wolf 
himself! This is a very tense moment in the courtroom right now! 
Just feel that tension! (Takes a moment to feel the tension.)

WOLF:  I can hear you over there, you know.
GRIMM:  Oh! (Approaches WOLF.) My deepest apologies, Mr. Wolf. 

Sydney Grimm, EFN. I’m covering the trial today.
WOLF:  Yeah, I guessed.
GRIMM:  So, Mr. Wolf, who is your attorney today, and where is he?
WOLF:  She. And I don’t know. Her name’s Evil Stepmother. You 

heard of her? Apparently she’s some big fancy high-priced lawyer 
who’s gotten pulled into pro-bono work she doesn’t want to do. 
I don’t blame her. Barring another giant, I don’t stand a chance 
today, I’m sure.

GRIMM:  Yeah. I mean, hey! You never know. Do you have anything 
you’d like to tell viewers out there?

WOLF:  I got nothing to say to the world. The world’s got nothing to 
say to me.

GRIMM:  Oooohkay... well, then! (Moves DOWN LEFT.)
JUDGE’S VOICE:  (From OFF LEFT, in a very grand voice.) All rise 

for the honorable Judge Wise Old Man! (There is a buzz in the 
courtroom as ALL stand.)

JUDGE:  (ENTERS LEFT. He is a “wise old man” in judge’s robes. 
Stands in front of his chair.) Ladies and gentlemen, they say that 
justice is blind. Well, if justice is blind and bats are blind, then 
justice must be a bat, eh? (Sits. EVERYONE is confused.) You 
may be seated. (EVERYONE sits.)
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GRIMM:  The renowned Judge Wise Old Man is presiding over the 
case today. Judge Man is known for his… well, wisdom. He is 
known to frequently apply his gift as a philosopher to any case. He 
is also known for his taste for Magic Beans.

JUDGE:  (Whips out a bag of “Magic Beans” and begins munching on 
them.) In this court today, we are here to try an individual accused 
of many heinous acts. (To JURY.) Ladies and gentlemen of the 
jury, I will ask you all to keep in mind this important and dif  cult 
concept throughout the many grueling hours of this trial. This 
concept is that guilty is the opposite of not guilty and not guilty is 
the opposite of guilty. (Long pause.) That’s it. Very well, shall we 
begin? (Long pause. EVERYONE looks around.)

WOLF:  (Timid, he raises his hand.) Your Honor, sir, I have no 
counsel.

JUDGE:  What? Oh, yes, of course, counsel. Well, where is your 
counsel? Why is it not here? Did you lose it? Did you check in your 
pockets, under the seat cushions, behind the refrigerator?

WOLF:  No, sir, I haven’t, but—
JUDGE:  What? You don’t have a refrigerator?
WOLF:  That’s not what I—
JUDGE:  How do you keep your milk fresh? (Long silence. FGM walks 

to the JUDGE and whispers something in his ear.) Ah! Your lawyer! 
Yes. Who is that? (Looks at papers in front of him.) Oh! (Chuckles.) 
She’s a lot of fun! Ms. Evil Stepmother! (EVIL STEPMOTHER 
[ES] ENTERS RIGHT in a hurry, pulling MISS MUFFIT with her. 
MUFFIT seems distressed. ES lets go of MUFFIT in the gallery 
and hurries to the defendant’s table.)

ES:  I apologize, Your Honor, everyone, for my lateness. (Sits down, 
sighs and looks at MUFFIT, who is signaling her distress.) What? 
(To JUDGE.) Excuse me just a minute. (Walks up to MUFFIT. 
They whisper back and forth for a while, heatedly. Finally.) Well… 
just stand then! (Crosses back to the defendant’s table and sits 
down huf  ly. MUFFIT moves to the back of the gallery and stands 
awkwardly.) Again, I apologize to everyone.

JUDGE:  May I inquire as to why you are late, counselor?
ES:  Ummm... (Distracted, opens her briefcase and sorts through 

papers.) You know what? I would come up with an excuse, but, 
really, forget it. I don’t do pro-bono work, so I’m not all that excited 
about this case, to be honest with you. Plus, I think it’s pretty much 
doomed to failure, so I didn’t really prepare a whole lot and I was 
kind of pulling some things together at the last minute... and I was 
up late last night yelling at my stepdaughter to clean the cinders 
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out of the  replace, so I thought I’d sleep in a little and treat myself 
to nice long breakfast with my colleague and witness over there. 
(Motions to MUFFIT, who curtsies nervously. Pause.) So, are we 
going to get this thing going? I’ve got a facial scheduled at  ve.

JUDGE:  Yes, of course, right away.
FGM:  Objection!
ES:  The trial hasn’t even started yet!
FGM:  Your Honor, I object to the counsel for the defense’s attitude. 

Clearly she is making a mockery of this courtroom, and you are 
allowing it.

JUDGE:  Oh. I am? Oh, well, that’s not good. Ummm... Ms. Stepmother, 
ummm... a bit of wisdom for you.  Being late is wrong. Wrong is 
the opposite of right. Right is the opposite of left. Therefore if you 
are late, I will have to ask you to leave. (Long pause. EVERYONE 
pretends to get it and nods in agreement.) Now, then, court is in 
session. (Long pause. FGM whispers in his ear.) Oh! Opening 
remarks! Ms. Godmother?

FGM:  (Stands and addresses JURY.) Ladies and gentlemen, today 
we are going to correct a grave injustice. By chance, Mr. Wolf was 
spared the punishment he rightfully deserves. He is a depraved 
criminal. He has lurked in the forests for years, preying on innocent 
little girls...

RED:  Yeah!
GRANDMOTHER:  Shush, child! Behave yourself!
FGM: Innocent little girls, innocent little pigs, innocent little old 

women, innocent little boys and… (Pauses, pretends to hold back 
tears.) …innocent little sheep. My clients have been frightened, 
threatened, tricked, eaten and robbed, and I am sure I am leaving 
something out. Because of a mere accident, this twisted  end will 
not receive the punishment he deserves. So, we must take from 
him everything we can. (Indicates WOLF.) That beast over there 
must be left with nothing, because he has left my clients, hurt, 
frightened and homeless. Thank you. (PLAINTIFFS  applaud.)

JUDGE:  Thank you, Ms. Godmother. Ms. Stepmother?
ES:  Oh. Um, no, I waive it.
WOLF:  What?
ES:  Yeah, you heard me. No statement. Thanks, though.
JUDGE:  Very well, moving on...
WOLF:  You’re not even going to try? You’re not going to do anything 

for me?
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ES:  Look, Wolfy, nobody’s going to save you, and even if somebody 
were going to, it sure wouldn’t be me.

WOLF:  I’m doomed! I’m going to be robbed blind!
ES:  Oh, come on! You did all of it, didn’t you?
WOLF:  Yes! But... but... why won’t anybody understand?
JUDGE:  Ms. Godmother, call your  rst witness.
ES:  Understand what?
FGM:  I would like to call Ms. Little Red Riding Hood. (RED gets up 

and crosses to the witness stand.)
WOLF:  What it’s like. What it’s like to have everyone hate you.
JUDGE:  (With an oversized book of fairy tales in hand.) Do you swear 

to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth, so help 
you, Hans Christian Andersen?

ES:  Oh.
RED:  Yeah, sure!
ES:  (Under her breath.) Maybe I do.
WOLF:  What was that?
FGM:  (Rises and crosses to RED.) Red, honey, how are you, dear?
RED:  I’d be a whole lot better if I had that monster’s cash!
FGM:  Right, right. Well now, Red, sweetie, why don’t you tell the nice 

people on the jury what exactly happened between you and Mr. 
Wolf on the day in question.

RED:  Yeah, sure thing. (To JURY.) Well, you see, I was walking through 
the woods, minding my own business, trying to get to my granny’s 
house to bring her some bread, ’cause she’s old and sick and 
stuff, and then this horrible scary wolf jumps out and pretends to 
be all nice and stuff, but I know he’s creepy and I’m like,  “Back off, 
Wolf!” and he’s like, “No, come on, I’m all nice and stuff, why don’t 
you take this shortcut or whatever to get to your granny’s house.” 
And I’m like, “Well, actually, shortcuts are good. I hate walking. It’s 
for losers.” I guess this wolf wouldn’t just make up some shortcut 
or whatever. So I start walking. Turns out the freakin’ wolf did make 
it up. He gave me like... a longcut or something, so that he could 
get to my granny’s house and eat her.

FGM:  My word! (To JURY.) He ate her grandmother! (To RED.) I’m so 
sorry for you, child. What happened next?

RED:  Well, then he dressed up as my granny and got in her bed.
FGM:  What? That is appalling. What sort of perverse reason could he 

have had for doing this?

               
       
   

         
   

                
 

              
               
              

           
           
         

               
             

             
            

           
               

             
           

              
                

            
               

              
             

            
            

             
                

                
              

       
     

   
        

    
   
            
            

       

For preview only



7

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

RED:  He wanted to trick me into thinking he was my granny, and then 
when I got close enough to the bed, he ate me!

FGM:  Ate you, too! Consumption of a live human being is a felony, ladies 
and gentlemen, and an obvious deprivation of one’s basic rights!

RED:  Oh! It was terrible. Until Mr. Woodcutter got us out. It was so 
dark and clammy and acidic in there.

FGM:  It sounds horrible, dear.
RED:  Oh! It was! Oh, I can’t take it. (Starts to fake-cry.)
FGM:  There, there, dear. It’s all right. Why don’t you just go and sit 

back down.
RED:  Okay. (Starts to rise.)
ES:  Objection! I haven’t cross-examined the witness yet.
JUDGE:  Oh, but she’s so sad.
FGM:  Yes! Absolutely too sad to be questioned. I’m sorry.
ES:  (Quickly stands.) Now wait a minute, here. You can’t do that. I 

have a right to cross-examine the witness.
RED:  (Forgets her tears and yells.) I’m too sad, see!
FGM:  Yes, according to clause A, section 12345 of the legal code 22F, 

“extreme sadness may excuse a witness from further testimony.”
JUDGE:  Oh! Yes, well, if that’s the case, then—
ES:  You just made that up!
JUDGE:  The witness is excused.
ES:  What?!
JUDGE:  The witness is excused. (RED walks back to her seat.) 

Please sit down, Ms. Stepmother.
FGM:  Ha!
ES:  (Sits down.) I can’t believe this!
JUDGE:  Ms. Godmother, call your next witness, please!
FGM:  Yes, I would like to call to the stand Mrs. Grandmother Hood. 

(GRANDMOTHER approaches the witness stand.)
JUDGE:  Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but 

the truth, so help you, Hans Christian Andersen?
GRANDMOTHER:  You betcha.
FGM:  Thanks, Granny.
GRANDMOTHER: I’d prefer Mrs. Hood, please.
FGM:  Yes, of course. Mrs. Hood, now, tell me something. Do these 

things belong to you? (Opens up her briefcase and shows the 
contents to GRANDMOTHER and JURY. It contains a bonnet, 
nightgown and glasses.)
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GRANDMOTHER:  Why, yes, those are my things.
FGM:  Now, can you tell us, what were you wearing the day you 

encountered the defendant?
GRANDMOTHER:  Those items.
FGM:  Anything else?
GRANDMOTHER:  Just my undies, dear, but that’s none of your 

business.
FGM:  Yes, I see. Now, Mrs. Hood, is it correct that when your 

granddaughter encountered the defendant, he was wearing these 
same items?

GRANDMOTHER:  Well, not all the exact same items. I had a spare 
nightgown and bonnet, but only one pair of glasses.

FGM:  And at this point he had eaten you. Is that correct?
GRANDMOTHER:  It most certainly is.
FGM:  So, not only did the Big Bad Wolf eat you, but he made a dear 

old lady remove her glasses which she desperately needs in order 
to see, before he did so?

GRANDMOTHER:  Yes! It was terrible!
FGM:  Terrible! Yes, ladies and gentlemen, we’ve heard that word 

before, haven’t we? Mrs. Hood’s granddaughter described the 
events in the same way, and quite frankly, I think they are being 
kind, as it is in their nature to be. So, the defendant not only ate 
an old woman and her granddaughter, but insisted that the old 
woman remove her desperately needed eyeglasses. Without her 
ability to see, the kind of psychological strain Mrs. Hood must have 
endured would have been... unthinkable. That’s all, Mrs. Hood. 
(Turns to ES.) Your witness.

JUDGE:  You may examine the witness, Ms. Stepmother.
ES:  (Stands.) Oh! I can examine this one? Thanks so much! Mrs. 

Hood, let me ask you this...
GRANDMOTHER:  Yes?
ES:  How did the defendant get you to remove your glasses?
GRANDMOTHER:  Ummm... er...
ES:  Did he just ask you? None of that is in the statement you gave 

the authorities. Your statement just jumps from... (Ruf  es through 
some papers and reads.) “The wolf came in,” to “he ate me,” to 
“then I was joined by my granddaughter in the wolf’s stomach.” 
That’s all we get. Now, what happened?

GRANDMOTHER:  Well, ummm, actually, I didn’t exactly...
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ES:  I see you’re not wearing glasses today. Do you own contact 
lenses, Mrs. Hood?

GRANDMOTHER:  Yes, that’s correct.
ES:  And isn’t it true you were, in fact, wearing your contact lenses at 

the time Mr. Wolf entered your cottage?
GRANDMOTHER:  Well... yes! It’s true.
ES:  Ahhh! So, you were able to see just  ne, weren’t you?
GRANDMOTHER:  Yes. Yes, I was.
ES:  That is very interesting, Mrs. Hood. I think I’m just about done, 

but... you know, I have one more question.
GRANDMOTHER:  Yes?
ES:  What sort of carpet do you have on your  oor, Mrs. Hood?
GRANDMOTHER:  In what room?
ES:  In your bedroom, of course.
GRANDMOTHER:  Ummm, wolf skin.
ES:  Wolf skin. Well, that is fascinating. Who made that carpet, Mrs. 

Hood?
GRANDMOTHER:  My late husband and myself.
ES:  I see. No further questions, Your Honor. (Sits.)
WOLF:  Where did that come from?
ES:  Hey, baby, I said I didn’t work too hard on this case. Doesn’t mean 

I’m still not the best there is. Besides, maybe I like you a little bit 
all of a sudden.

GRIMM:  (Crosses to CENTER.) Well! That was a stunning turn 
of events! This case may prove more of a battle for Ms. Fairy 
Godmother than she had planned!

FGM:  Oh, shut up! (GRIMM crosses back to DOWN LEFT.)
JUDGE:  The witness is excused. (GRANDMOTHER crosses to her 

seat.) Would you care to call another witness, Ms. Godmother?
FGM:  (Stands.) Yes. Yes, I would. I call to the stand Mr. Bill Woodcutter. 

(WOODCUTTER approaches the witness stand.)
JUDGE:  Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but 

the truth, so help you, Hans Christian Andersen?
WOODCUTTER:  I do indeedy!
FGM:  Mr. Woodcutter, what do you do for a living?
WOODCUTTER:  I’m a woodcutter. I cut wood. I also compete in 

lumberjack pageants. I just won Best in Flannel and...
FGM:  Yes, yes… so as part of your job you carry an axe, is that 

correct?
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WOODCUTTER:  Yes, I certainly do.
FGM:  And you are licensed to use that axe in cases of emergency, 

are you not?
WOODCUTTER:  I am.
FGM:  In fact, is it not part of the woodcutters’ code that you must 

always respond to innocent people in need?
WOODCUTTER:  It is part of the code, and I uphold that part of the 

code.
FGM:  So, in other words, when you encounter an emergency in the 

woods, you are obligated to respond quickly and courageously.
WOODCUTTER:  Yes, I am.
FGM:  And so you did, sir! You are a true hero, sir.
WOODCUTTER:  Well, thank you, ma’am.
FGM:  No further questions, Your Honor. (Sits.)
JUDGE:  Your witness, Ms. Stepmother.
ES:  (Stands.) Thank you. Now, Mr. Woodcutter, let’s talk about this 

woodcutter’s code, shall we?
WOODCUTTER:  Okay.
ES:  How do you know when there’s an emergency in the woods that 

you need to respond to?
WOODCUTTER:  Well, it depends, but usually if I see something that 

looks wrong, I respond to it.
ES:  I see. You see it, then, do you? Well, now, Mr. Woodcutter, would 

you care to tell me what prompted you to go into Mrs. Hood’s 
cottage that day? There seems to be nothing in the police report 
about why you went into the house. Did you hear a scream?

WOODCUTTER:  Well, uh... no, not exactly...
ES:  Did you see the defendant enter the house and become 

suspicious?
WOODCUTTER:  No... I uh... okay! I was snoopin’ around the house.
ES:  Snooping? Whatever for?
WOODCUTTER:  (A long pause. Guilty.) I was lookin’ for a pie to steal 

off the windowsill.
ES:  Ahhh... I see. And why ever would you do that? I thought you 

were a hero!
WOODCUTTER:  Cutting wood don’t pay so good. That’s why I do the 

pageants. But you only make the big money if you win  rst prize... 
I haven’t done that yet. I was hungry.
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ES:  And then, while you were trying to steal something, you happened 
to see in the window... what, exactly?

WOODCUTTER:  I saw that there wolf right there lying in the old lady’s 
bed, in her clothes, lickin’ his chops.

ES:  Well, all right then. Tell me though, how did you know, I mean 
absolutely know for sure, that Mr. Wolf had eaten your friends and 
that you were justi  ed in cutting him open? Because, that is what 
you did, isn’t it? You cut my client open with an axe, didn’t you?

WOODCUTTER:  Yes, I did.
ES:  How did you know, Mr. Woodcutter? Couldn’t Mr. Wolf have been 

a friend of Mrs. Hood’s that you didn’t know? One who occasionally 
likes to wear her nightgown? How did you know he had eaten 
them and that the two women weren’t simply in the other room?

WOODCUTTER:  Well, he’s a wolf!
ES:  Oh! So, you’ve just got to cut him open then, eh? Because he’s 

a wolf?
WOODCUTTER:  Well, yeah!
ES:  No other reason?
WOODCUTTER:  Nope.
ES:  No further questions, Your Honor.
GRIMM:  (Crosses to DOWN CENTER.) Another stirring cross-

examination from Stepmother. This is interesting.
FGM:  Shut up!
GRIMM:  Why don’t we go to commercial? (Moves back to DOWN 

LEFT.)
JUDGE:  Ms. Godmother, do you have another witness?
FGM:  Yes, I call the three little pigs.
ES:  Objection! You can’t call three witnesses at once!
FGM:  Your Honor, It is essential to my case that the witnesses be 

called at one time.
JUDGE:  It is?
FGM:  Well, no, but they insist on testifying together.
JUDGE:  Why is that?
THREE:  Your Honor, may I approach the bench?
JUDGE:  Well, this is unorthodox, but I suppose so. Counselors, why 

don’t you join us? (FGM, ES and THREE approach the bench. 
JUDGE whispers loudly.) What is it?

THREE:  My siblings are not really competent to testify without me.
JUDGE:  What do you mean?
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FGM:  They’re ummm... immature?
THREE:  No, you can say it, they’re stupid. They’re too stupid.
JUDGE:  Oh, I see, well, I see no problem. Ms. Stepmother?
ES:  I think I’m  ne with that.
JUDGE:  Very well. Three little pigs, please take the stand. (ES and 

FGM go back to their seats. FGM remains standing. ONE, TWO 
and THREE approach the witness stand.) Do you swear to tell the 
truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth, so help you, Hans 
Christian Andersen?

ONE:  Who?
TWO:  What?
THREE:  Yes.
FGM:  Good enough. Now, would you each please give the court your 

names? (Long pause, THREE smacks ONE upside the head.)
ONE:  Huh?!
THREE:  Tell the nice lady your name.
ONE:  Oh! My name is Oh-Nay.
FGM:  Oh-Nay? Don’t you mean...?
THREE:  Don’t worry about it.
TWO:  My name is T’Woah.
THREE:  My name is Three.
FGM:  Very well, now... er... Oh-Nay, can you tell me what happened 

to you and your house?
ONE:  Huh? Oh! My house! Yeah! I ummm... I built a house. Then it fell 

over. Now I live in another house.
FGM:  How did your house fall down?
ONE:  A fox blew it down.
FGM:  A fox? Are you sure it wasn’t... (Points at WOLF.) …a wolf?
ONE:  (Screams.) Ahhhhh! A wolf! Ahhhh! What’s a wolf doing here? 

Ahhhh! He’s going to huff and puff and eat me! (TWO becomes 
similarly upset, and they both freak out together.)

FGM:  Calm down. Calm down. (They do.) Was that the creature that 
blew down your house?

ONE:  Yeah! That was the fox!
FGM:  Okay... anyway, T’Woah. (TWO does not respond. Picks his 

nose.) T’Woah!
TWO:  Huh? Oh! Me? Yeah? Huh?
FGM:  T’Woah, did that creature also blow down your house?
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TWO:  No, I live with One and Three in a nice house, and we have a 
 replace and a kitchen and a...

FGM:  No! No! No! Your  rst house! Did he blow down your  rst 
house?

TWO:  Oh! My  rst house! Oh! Why didn’t you ask me that? Yeah. It 
was that guy.

FGM:  That wolf, right there?
TWO:  Wolf! Oh no! Where? (Begins to freak out again.)
FGM:  No, no, don’t worry. You’re safe. Now, Three, would you care to 

tell your story for the court?
THREE:  Gladly, my dear lady. You see, my siblings and I had always 

lived together until last year when we decided to leave our parents 
and our childhood home and build our own homes— not too far 
from each other, but far enough to grant ourselves a reasonable 
amount of independence.

FGM:  I see.
THREE:  Well, one day, that blasted, bloated, maniacal wolf came 

around and blew down both of my siblings’ homes, and they came 
to my house to live with me out of fear that he might attempt to 
eat them. We were all so frightened for such a time as he lurked 
outside my home. We barely ate, we barely slept and our personal 
hygiene went to the dogs. Look at all this hair on my chinny chin 
chin! I haven’t shaved in weeks!

FGM:  Oh! You poor dear, you poor dear!
THREE:  Yes! It was abominable!
FGM:  Ladies and gentlemen! These poor pigs were so frightened 

they couldn’t even shave!
THREE:  He told us he would huff and puff and blow our houses down 

unless we let him in. And—he called us “Little Pigs”!
FGM:  Doesn’t everyone?
THREE:  Well, umm, yes. But, he said it in a really mean, nasty sort 

of way that made me think he was trying to demean us. It hurt my 
feelings immensely.

FGM:  Your Honor, this... well, I am... I have no more questions. I am 
too outraged with the defendant’s behavior.

JUDGE:  Very well, Ms. Godmother. Have a seat. Ms. Stepmother, 
your witnesses.

ES:  (Stands.) Thank you, Your Honor. O-Nay. Tell me something…
ONE:  I once tried to pickle my own feet.
ES:  What?
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ONE:  I told you something.
ES:  No, no... ummm, I want you to tell me what your  rst house was 

made of.
ONE:  My  rst house? My  rst house...
ES:  Remember? The one you told us about before?
ONE:  Oh! Yeah! Straw!
ES:  I see. And you, T’Woah?
TWO:  And me? (Long pause.) Oh! Ummm... I am not kosher.
ES:  What? Oh! No. I don’t just want you to tell me something. I want 

you to tell me what your  rst house was made of.
TWO:  That has nothing to do with me not being kosher.
ES:  No. It doesn’t.
TWO:  That’s okay?
ES:  Yes. What was your house made of?
TWO:  Sticks.
ES:  Sticks. I see. And, Three, what is the house in which you all three 

now reside—the house you constructed—what is it made of?
THREE:  Brick.
ES:  Ahh. And it hasn’t blown over, by means of wolf or anything 

else?
THREE:  Nope.
ES:  And, it is up to all of the building codes, I assume?
THREE:  Of course. What do you take me for?
ES:  Now, Three, what about your siblings’ former homes? Are straw 

and sticks building materials approved by the zoning board?
THREE:  No. They are not.
ES:  I didn’t think so. Do you think your siblings’ homes would have 

lasted long in say, a hurricane? Or a tornado? Or, well, in a light 
breeze?

THREE:  No. I do not.
ES:  But, they’re very safe and cozy now, aren’t they?
THREE:  Yes.
ES:  Ahhh. Now, just one more thing.
THREE:  Yes?
ES:  Did my client ever say he was going to eat any of you?
ONE:  Nope.
TWO:  Nope.
THREE:  (Pause.) No.
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ES:  So, how do you know that’s what he wanted to do? How do you 
know he wasn’t just trying to make sure your homes were safe 
and secure?

THREE:  Well, because, ummm...
ES:  No further questions, Your Honor. (Sits.)
JUDGE:  The Little Pigs, I mean, witnesses, are excused. (ONE, TWO 

and THREE go back to their seats.)
FGM:  (Stands.) I have one more witness, Your Honor.
JUDGE:  Call him.
FGM:  I call to the stand Mr. Old Shepherd. (The SHEPHERD 

approaches the witness stand.)
JUDGE:  Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but 

the truth, so help you, Hans Christian Andersen?
SHEPHERD:  Yes. I do.
FGM:  Thank you, Mr. Shepherd. Now, would you mind telling the 

court what it is you do?
SHEPHERD:  Umm… well, I’m a shepherd. I herd sheep.
FGM:  Yes. Yes. And, could you tell us who that boy is? (Points at 

BOY.)
SHEPHERD:  Well, that’s my boy. He watches my sheep sometimes.
FGM:  I see. And what did he tell you one day?
SHEPHERD:  Well, there were actually three days...
FGM:  Why don’t you just tell us what happened on the third day?
SHEPHERD:  Ahhhh. Yes, well, on the third day, the boy cried out that 

there was a wolf in the  eld, and the wolf stole some of my sheep 
and ate ’em and threatened the boy up in the tree.

FGM:  I see.
SHEPHERD:  And no one came to help the boy out because, well, you 

see, the two days before...
FGM:  That’s really enough. Thank you so much, Mr. Shepherd.
SHEPHERD:  Well, all right, I suppose.
FGM:  Yes. Your witness, counselor. (Sits.)
ES:  (Stands.) I’ll be brief, Mr. Shepherd, why don’t you tell us just 

what happened the  rst two days you mentioned.
SHEPHERD:  Well, you see, on the  rst day, the boy cried out that 

there was a wolf, and all of us in the village came up to take a look, 
and there was no wolf. Then he did the same thing the next day, 
so, on the last day, nobody done came up to check it out.

ES:  I see. So, your boy isn’t very reliable, is he?
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SHEPHERD:  Well, I just...
ES:  And no one but the boy actually saw my client steal the sheep or 

threaten him?
SHEPHERD:  Well, no.
ES:  And, if in fact a wolf did steal your sheep and threaten the boy, 

the only way we could know it was this particular wolf is by hearing 
what the boy has to say, isn’t it?

SHEPHERD:  Well, I suppose so...
ES:  This man’s testimony is essentially hearsay, Your Honor.
JUDGE:  Hmmm. Yes. Well, why are you still talking to him?
ES:  You are excused, Mr. Shepherd. (SHEPHERD goes back to his 

seat.)
JUDGE:  Does the counsel for the plaintiffs have any further witnesses 

to call?
FGM:  (Squirms uncomfortably.) Ummm, no.
JUDGE:  Ms. Stepmother?
ES:  Yes, well, the defense would like to call a surprise hostile witness, 

then. The defense calls the Boy Who Cried Wolf! (There is a 
hubbub in the CROWD.)

GRIMM:  (Crosses to DOWN CENTER.) Oh boy, ladies and gentlemen! 
This is going to be good! (Crosses back to DOWN LEFT.)

FGM:  Objec— ! Oh, never mind.
JUDGE:  Come along, young man.
BOY:  But... I don’t wanna.
JUDGE:  I’m afraid you have to, son.
BOY:  Well,  ne then. (Approaches the witness stand.)
JUDGE:  Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but 

the truth, so help you, Hans Christian Andersen?
BOY:  I guess so.
ES:  Very well. Tell me something, young man. Did you ever, on any 

day, see a wolf in the  eld?
BOY:  Yeah! Of course I did. The third day, just like the old guy said.
ES:  All right. Why did you pretend on the other days?
BOY:  Because I thought it’d be funny. It was! (Laughs.) You should 

have seen all of their stupid faces! Ha!
ES:  Are you certain that the wolf you saw was my client?
BOY:  Yeah, I guess, I mean, they all look the same to me, those 

wolves.
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ES:  Oh! I see. And, I’m just wondering why, speci  cally, did you cry 
“wolf” rather than something else on the days when there was no 
wolf?

BOY:  Well, ’cause everyone knows wolves are bad. Big and bad. You 
know?

ES:  Oh! Everyone knows wolves are just naturally bad, huh?
BOY:  Yup.
ES:  But not little boys, huh?
BOY:  What are you driving at, lady?
ES:  Are you aware that a prank emergency call is a crime, young 

man?
BOY:  Huh? Yeah, sure. Someone’s always trying to spoil my fun.
ES:  So you knew you were breaking the law when you cried wolf?
BOY:  Heck, yeah!
ES:  But wolves are naturally bad?
BOY:  Listen, I don’t need this from you, lady.
ES:  No further questions, Your Honor. (Sits. The courtroom has fallen 

silent. There is a pause.)
JUDGE:  Ms. Godmother? (FGM just sits there for a minute.)
BOY:  Look, can I go? I gotta go  ush some live  sh down the toilet.
FGM:  (Subdued.) No questions, Your Honor. (BOY crosses to his 

seat.)
WOLF:  (To ES.) Wow! You sure are something.
ES:  You know, my friend, things might not be as bad as we thought.
JUDGE:  Ms. Stepmother, any further witnesses?
ES:  Yes. I’d like to call an expert witness to the stand. The renowned 

psychiatrist, Miss Muf  t. She’s the top wolf specialist in the  eld 
with years of hands-on experience in the deep dark woods! 
(MUFFIT approaches the witness stand.)

JUDGE:  Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but 
the truth, so help you, Hans Christian Andersen?

MUFFIT:  I don’t like swearing.
JUDGE:  I’m afraid you must, Miss Muf  t.
MUFFIT:  Oh, all right. Yes. I swear.
JUDGE:  Thank you.
MUFFIT:  You’re welcome. (Long pause.)
JUDGE:  You may be seated, Miss Muf  t.
MUFFIT:  Oh. Um... no.

For preview only



18

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

               
          

               
         

               
      

     
            
               

 
     

        
      

          
              

      
          
              

        
         

      
     

  
            

    
  

       
        

              
    

               
       

   
   

     
             

           
         

  

JUDGE:  Pardon me?
MUFFIT:  I... um, I need... I need a... a tuf  t.
JUDGE:  A what?
ES:  A tuf  t, sir. She needs a tuf  t.
JUDGE:  Oh! (Pretends he knows what that is.) A tuf  t. Yes. Well, 

someone go fetch a tuf  t, please.
GRIMM:  (There is a long pause. Approaches the bench and whispers 

loudly to JUDGE.) I don’t think anyone knows what that is.
JUDGE:  Oh, thank heavens. Neither do I.
ES:  I’m sorry, Your Honor, she is a bit neurotic, but she’s the best 

psychiatrist around. If you have a tuf  t anywhere...
FGM:  What’s taking so long?
JUDGE:  Miss Muf  t requires a, um...
MUFFIT:  A tuf  t. I cannot sit without a tuf  t.
JUDGE:  Right, that. Like I always say, there’s no such thing as 

good psychiatry without a sturdy tuf  t. (FGM and ES look at him. 
Whispers loudly to ES.) What in the name of all that is good and 
decent is a tuf  t?

ES:  I’m not sure. I think she’s made it up. Why don’t we just have her 
stand?

JUDGE:  Very well, Miss Muf  t, the state is unable to provide you with 
said tuf  t. Do you mind standing?

MUFFIT:  My legs are so tired! I need a tuf  t.
JUDGE:  Please?
MUFFIT:  Well...
FGM:  Oh! This is ridiculous. Just sit already! (Runs up to the witness 

stand and tries to push MUFFIT into the chair.)
MUFFIT:  (Leaps up and screams.) Ahhhhh! There’s a spider on my 

chair! A spider! Ahhhh! (Leaps up from the witness stand, runs 
across the stage, EXITS RIGHT, screaming.) I need some curds 
and whey! I need some curds and whey. Oh, no! Oh, no! I need 
them so badly!

JUDGE:  A great thinker once said, “Curds and whey, your day’s 
okay.”

ES:  Yes, of course, Your Honor. In any event, I apologize for the 
behavior of my witness. May I simply call my  nal witness?

JUDGE:  Yes, of course.
ES:  I would like to call Mr. Big B. Wolf. (WOLF steps up to the witness 

stand.)

For preview only



19

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

             
       

         
           

        
        

   
               

     
            
              

              
   

  
   

       
    

            
             
              

           
     

              
            

            
            

                
              

            
            

            
             

              
       

              
      

              
             

    

JUDGE:  Do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth and nothing but 
the truth, so help you, Hans Christian Andersen?

WOLF:  I do.
ES:  Mr. Wolf, why don’t we keep this brief?
WOLF:  Very well.
ES:  Why don’t you just tell the court what you have to say about all 

of this?
WOLF:  Yes. I’d like to. (Pause.) I’m not sure where to begin. I... 

well. I’m a wolf of few words, but... here goes. When I was just a 
cub, I lived a pretty care-free life. I stayed in the cave mostly and 
played with my brothers and sisters, and Mother brought us home 
some meat every night for dinner. One day, my mother brought 
home something different, though— a human baby. We raised 
the baby as one of our own, and I loved my sister like she was 
a wolf herself. Then, one day, she returned to her people, and I 
never saw her again. I swore that day, though, that I would always 
protect and love creatures of other species, and I swore off the 
usual activities of wolf-hood and became a vegan. But, one day, 
when I was looking for dandelions in a  eld of sheep, a boy began 
to cry out, “Wolf! Wolf! He’s taking the sheep! He’s going to eat 
me!” I suddenly became enraged. How could this boy suspect me 
of doing exactly that which I had sworn never to do? I yelled at 
him, trying to tell him that I was a good wolf, but the more I yelled, 
the angrier I became because the boy just kept on screaming. In 
a blind rage, I took his sheep and scared him half to death. I ate 
those sheep that night. After that, I tried to pull my wits together and 
go back to my old ways, but every time I encountered a creature 
of another species, he or she would run from me, distrust me, 
scream or something of the sort. I never meant to hurt anybody, 
but gradually, I didn’t know how else to interact with the world. I 
turned to a life of crime. I... I did all of the things I’ve been accused 
of, I admit it. But, I can only ask that for once, if you have mercy 
on me, if you take pity, maybe, maybe I’ll be able to stop. (There 
is a long pause.) That’s all, I guess.

ES:  Thank you, Mr. Wolf.
WOLF:  Thank you.
JUDGE:  Ms. Godmother, do you have any questions?
FGM:  No. I don’t.
JUDGE:  Very well...
MUFFIT:  (Bursts into the courtroom, sobbing.) Stop the trial! Stop the 

trial! As I was leaving... I saw the television... live broadcast! My 
brother! (Runs up to WOLF and embraces him.)
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WOLF:  What?
MUFFIT:  It’s been so long! You don’t recognize me anymore?
WOLF:  Oh my! Sister! This is... wow! I can’t believe it!
EVERYONE:  What? (EVERYONE but GRIMM FREEZES.)
GRIMM:  (LIGHTS DIM slightly and OPTIONAL SPOTLIGHT UP on 

GRIMM. Crosses to CENTER. As GRIMM speaks, the courtroom 
shifts in slow motion to a neutral position with MUFFIT back in 
the gallery and WOLF again seated at the defendant’s table.) 
The courtroom was thrown into chaos here today as renowned 
psychiatrist, Ms. Muf  t, revealed her true identity as the adopted 
human sister of the accused. Ms. Fairy Godmother delivered a 
brief closing statement in which she restated the facts brought 
out by her witnesses. Ms. Stepmother, for the defense, informed 
the jury that Mr. Wolf had shown that he had not been born a 
criminal, but made one, simply because the society in which he 
lived had viewed him as such, and that, as Mr. Wolf had said, if the 
jury were to show some compassion—the  rst Mr. Wolf had ever 
known—his ways might begin to change. Now, we’ll take you back 
to the courtroom where the jury is about to deliver its verdict. (The 
LIGHTS RETURN TO NORMAL, and GRIMM returns to DOWN 
LEFT.)

JUDGE:  (To AUDIENCE.) Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, I would 
like you to give us a verdict.

ES:  But they haven’t even left the room!
JUDGE:  We don’t have time for that. Nobody likes jury duty. I know 

I always wish they would just get on with it. All those lawyers 
yacking away and those witnesses crying. And those judges! Ha! 
Don’t get me started!

WOLF:  You’re not going to send them out to deliberate?
JUDGE:  No! We’ll just have them clap! It’s much easier, don’t you 

think? (To AUDIENCE.) Now, ladies and gentlemen of the jury, I 
am going to need your help. But, before I ask you for a decision, 
I have some words of wisdom to impart—words that may help 
you along the way. Like a wise philosopher once said, “Juries 
are like submarine sandwiches. They are best with mayo and hot 
peppers.”

ES:  Pardon?
JUDGE:  Now, ladies and gentlemen, are you ready?
WOLF:  (To ES.) No matter what happens, I just want to say thanks.
ES:  You know, kid, I’m glad I got forced into this case. I know where 

you’re coming from. I need to talk to my stepdaughter.
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JUDGE:  When I raise my gavel, I’d like everyone who believes the 
defendant is guilty… that’s guilty with a “J”… (FGM whispers 
something to JUDGE.) …with a “G.” Anyone who thinks the 
defendant, Mr. Big B. Wolf is guilty… with a “G”… should 
applaud as loudly as you can. (Raises his gavel and listens to 
the applause.) Very good! Very good! That’s enough! Now! When 
I raise my gavel again, I’d like to hear everyone who believes 
the defendant is innocent, that’s innocent with a… (Gives up.) 
Anyone who believes the defendant is innocent, I’d like you to 
applaud now. (Raises his gavel and listens to the applause.) Very 
good! Very good! Now, if you’ll give me a moment to make some 
calculations. (Spills out his bag of “Magic Beans” and moves them 
around, counting them on his  ngers, on his toes, etc. Looks out at 
AUDIENCE and mimes counting them, scribbling things down on 
a piece of paper, looking generally hard at work.) Ah ha! The jury 
has reached a verdict! And they  nd the defendant… (Below are 
the three alternate endings to the play. Either the JUDGE himself 
must determine which ending to go with based upon the applause, 
or he must be told by someone else from OFFSTAGE. If this is the 
case, he can run OFFSTAGE while “performing his calculations” 
to receive the information.)

ENDING ONE
JUDGE:  Guilty as charged! (The PLAINTIFFS and FGM erupt into 

applause, laughter, hugs, kisses, whoops, etc. Bangs his gavel.) 
Settle down, settle down! Mr. Wolf, the court has determined 
that you will give the plaintiffs an amount equal to 50 million gold 
coins.

WOLF:  What? I don’t have 50 million gold coins! I’m a wolf! I don’t 
even have a job.

JUDGE:  Well, like I always say, “It’s good to have a job so you can 
pay people 50 million gold coins when you get sued for eating 
their sheep.”

MUFFIT:  What?
WOLF:  (To JURY.) Don’t you people listen? Didn’t you hear what I 

said? I’m sorry! I’m so, so sorry! It’s not my fault!
JUDGE:  Take him away! If he can’t pay, we’ll lock him up!
WOLF:  What?
JUDGE:  Take him away! (Pause.) Oh! Right! No bailiff! Do I have to 

do everything myself? (Comes down from the bench and drags 
the WOLF OFF LEFT.)
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WOLF:  (While he EXITS.) Have a heart! Why won’t anybody 
understand? It’s society that made me bad.

MUFFIT:  Brother! (Runs OFF after him.)
ES:  (As WOLF EXITS LEFT.) I’ll try and get us an appeal! Don’t 

worry! I know you’re a good guy, Wolf! I’m working for you! (Turns 
around to see FGM staring her down.) Out of my way! (Storms 
OFF LEFT.)

FGM:  (Calls after her.) Better luck next time, honey! Looks like I’m still 
the best, huh?

GRIMM:  (Crosses to CENTER. Into the microphone.) Well, folks, it 
seems that in the Enchanted Forest crime doesn’t pay, even when 
you say you’re sorry. I’m Sydney Grimm…

BOY:  (Pulls the SHEPHERD to his feet and pushes his way to the 
front of the crowd. GRIMM sees them and stops for a moment.       
To the SHEPHERD.) And guess what the best part is, old man? 
I didn’t even see the wolf the third time! Somebody took those 
sheep, but I don’t know for sure who it was! (Pulls the SHEPHERD 
OFF RIGHT.)

GRIMM:  A sad story, folks. Maybe I’ll see you at the appeal. This is 
Sydney Grimm for EFN saying, “May your ever-afters always be 
happy.” (BLACKOUT.)

END OF PLAY

ENDING TWO
JUDGE:  Innocent on all counts! (The PLAINTIFFS erupt in anger 

while WOLF and ES high-  ve each other.)
RED:  (To FGM.) Some fancy lawyer you are!
BOY:  You couldn’t win a case if your life depended on it!
SHEPHERD:  Now, Boy…
BOY:  Aww, shut it, Gramps!
GRANDMOTHER:  Oh,  ddlesticks! I’ll never be able to get that 

Jacuzzi now!
WOODCUTTER:  Well, it’s back to the pageants for me. Hope I can 

scrape up a few extra bucks on the log-rolling circuit.
ONE:  Yay! Innocent! We won!
TWO:  Yay!
THREE:  You’re both idiots. Find your own way home. (EXITS RIGHT 

without them.)
ES:  Well, Wol  e, we did it!
WOLF:  Yeah. Thanks a ton!
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ES:  You bet.
WOLF:  You want to go grab a steak?
ES:  Huh? You’re not going to become a vegan again?
WOLF:  Are you kidding? Now that I’ve acquired a taste for savory 

meat?!
ES:  You mean—?
WOLF:  You did a great job! Thanks a ton! You know, I’ll try to change 

and all, but right now I can’t wait to get me a steak! Or maybe 
some lamb chops!

ES:  But…
MUFFIT:  I’ll go with you, brother! (Tries to give him a hug, but he 

shoves her away.)
WOLF:  It was nice to see you and all, sis, but I’m not really a touchy-

feely kind of guy. And you need to chill out about the whole tuf  t 
thing. You’re way too high-strung. (To ES.) Thanks again, lady. 
See you ’round. (EXITS RIGHT.)

ES:  I can’t believe it!
MUFFIT:  (Cries a little bit and holds out a small bowl.) You want some 

of my curds and whey?
GRIMM:  Well, folks, there you have it. The trial of the Big Bad Wolf 

has of  cially come to a close. And it seems Mr. Wolf has gotten off 
scot-free. (Approaches the JUDGE.) Your Honor, do have anything 
to say to the viewers out there? Any  nal words of wisdom before 
we sign off?

JUDGE:  My mother, who was a wise, wise woman, always told 
me,  “Where there’s a wall, there’s a window, and where there’s 
a window, there’s glass, and where there’s glass, sometimes a 
baseball will go through that glass and then you’ll have to pay a lot 
of money to  x it.” (Long pause.) That’s it! Thanks, kid!

GRIMM:  Okay. Thank you, Your Honor. Well, folks, that’s that. This is 
Sydney Grimm for EFN, saying, “May your ever-afters always be 
happy.” (BLACKOUT.)

END OF PLAY

ENDING THREE
JUDGE:  Guil… Inn… Wait! Sorry! I’m not done! (Makes a few more 

calculations.) Well! I’m stumped! You people don’t know how to 
clap! Hung jury! Hung jury!

WOLF:  What?
ES:  Oh, come on!
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FGM:  This is preposterous!
JUDGE:  Now, hold your horses, folks! This is nicer, isn’t it? My 

father always said that the cornerstone of good government was 
compromise.

ES:  That’s the  rst intelligible thing you’ve said. But it doesn’t really 
apply right now. This is a courtroom. We need a decision.

RED:  Yeah! I want my money! (To AUDIENCE.) What’s wrong with 
you people! I want my money! I want my money!

GRANDMOTHER:  Calm down, dear! (The PLAINTIFFS all begin to 
protest.)

JUDGE:  (Bangs his gavel until EVERYONE settles down.) Order! 
Order! I will have order in this court! Now, listen! We must simply 
have another trial! That’s all there is to it!

MUFFIT:  But he’s innocent!
BOY:  Oh, shut it, you crazy tuf  t  end!
JUDGE:  Now, now, that’s just the way it is. Remember, as the saying 

goes, “There will always be dust in your vacuum bag, just as there 
will always be cheese on your pizza.” Thank you. (There is a long, 
confused silence.)

WOLF:  Is there a lesson we were supposed to learn from any of 
this?

FGM:  Well, it’s hard to learn lessons when the jury is so indecisive.
ES:  No, that’s not it. Justice is a complicated thing. It’s not easy. And 

it’s not black and white. (To WOLF.) I think you’re a good guy, and 
I’m going to keep  ghting for you.

WOLF:  Thanks. I hope I can be as good as you think I am.
ES:  I know you’ll try.
THREE:  (Sarcastic.) Yeah, right.
FGM:  (To ES.) Well! I suppose I’ll be seeing you again in court. (EXITS 

RIGHT as the PLAINTIFFS angrily pursue her.)
GRIMM:  Well, folks, it looks like I’m going to be covering another trial, 

and with that in mind… (Looks around at the chaotic courtroom.) 
I’d best be getting some sleep. That’s all for now. This is Sydney 
Grimm for EFN saying, “May your ever-afters always be happy.” 
(BLACKOUT.)

END OF PLAY
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PRODUCTION NOTES

Big Bad was written with the idea in mind that the only completely 
essential components of theatre are the audience and the actors. 
Therefore, it requires a single set, no essential lighting changes and 
no essential sound cues. Any of these things may be added in places 
a director deems appropriate (such as lighting for the slow motion 
moment behind GRIMM’S narration toward the end of the play), but 
the spirit of simplicity can also be carried out to the fullest.

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE:  Plaintiff’s table, defendant’s table, several chairs (two for 

each table, at least eight for the gallery [unless benches are used], 
one for the witness stand), witness stand, judge’s bench (which 
holds an oversized fairy tale book, gavel, papers and pen)

BROUGHT ON:
Microphone (GRIMM)
Briefcase with papers, bonnet, glasses, nightgown (FGM)
Basket (RED)
Bag of “Magic Beans” (JUDGE)
Briefcase with papers (ES)
Bowl (MUFFIT)

COSTUMES
The costumes need only present us with enough information to 

recognize the characters.
GRIMM wears a  ashy suit.
FAIRY GODMOTHER can have a magic wand or fairy wings to depict 

her “fairy” status but should also be easily identi  ed as a lawyer.
RED wears a red cape.
GRANDMOTHER should wear a bonnet and a grandmotherly dress, 

but no glasses.
ONE, TWO and THREE should dress as pigs with pig noses and ears. 

They could wear pale pink T-shirts.
BILL WOODCUTTER should wear a  annel shirt and jeans.
SHEPHERD wears a shepherd’s robe and holds a staff.
BOY wears “delinquent-style” clothes, like a ripped T-shirt and jeans.
BIG BAD WOLF dresses as a wolf with pointed ears and nose and 

patches of hair on his hands and arms.
JUDGE wears a judge’s robe.
EVIL STEPMOTHER is dressed to the nines in a suit.
MISS MUFFIT wears a frilly dress.
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THE VOTE
At the end of the play, the JUDGE invites the AUDIENCE (JURY) to 
vote by applause to determine the guilt or innocence of the WOLF. 
To carry this out, all three alternate endings (Guilty, Innocent and 
Hung Jury) should be rehearsed and the actors should be prepared to 
perform any of the three. The JUDGE raises his gavel one time to hear 
the audience members who think the WOLF is guilty, and another 
to hear those who think he is innocent. Then, he must decide which 
ending to choose based on the audience reaction. If the director does 
not wish for the JUDGE to decide, the JUDGE can EXIT brie  y after 
the audience has voted and can receive instructions OFFSTAGE about 
which ending to choose. When the JUDGE lets out the  rst line of the 
chosen ending, the other actors will know which ending to act out. The 
action will continue to the close of that ending, and the play will be 
over. The other two endings will not be seen in that performance.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
Big Bad is written with gender-  exibility in mind. The cast is comprised 
of three males (WOLF, BOY and WOODCUTTER),  ve females (FGM, 
RED, GRANDMOTHER, ES and MUFFIT), and six gender-neutral 
roles (GRIMM, ONE, TWO, THREE, SHEPHERD and JUDGE). For 
ease in writing and reading, all of the gender-neutral roles are referred 
to with male pronouns, however these may be changed depending on 
the gender of the actor. Furthermore, the JUDGE may be referred to 
as “Wise Old Woman,” and the SHEPHERD may be referred to as a 
SHEPHERDESS.

FINAL NOTE
Perhaps you noticed that both the guilty and the innocent endings 
introduce a shadow of doubt as to whether it truly was the right verdict. 
It is the playwright’s intent to leave audiences, no matter what ending 
they choose, with the lesson that the Evil Stepmother verbalizes in the 
hung jury conclusion:  “Justice is a complicated thing. It’s not easy. And 
it’s not black and white.” In a fairy tale perfect world, this play would 
launch further discussions about how dif  cult it is to judge another 
person fairly without knowing the entire story and how every story has 
more than one perspective. So, take note of the more mature theme 
hidden in this not quite happily-ever-after romp… and have fun!
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This E-view script from Pioneer Drama Service will stay 
permanently in your Pioneer Library, so you can view it 
whenever you log in on our website. Please feel free to save it 
as a pdf document to your computer if you wish to share it via 
email with colleagues assisting you with your show selection.

To produce this show, you can order scripts for your cast and 
crew and arrange for performance royalties via our website or 
by phone, fax, or mail.

If you’d like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our 
customer service representatives are happy to assist you when 
you call 800.333.7262 during normal business hours. 
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