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Introduction

To be commissioned to write a play about the Sustainable Development Goals is no small challenge.  

There are 17 SDGs, with a collective total of 169 targets.

Does one write about all of them?  Or only a selected few?  

How does one write about them?  As an educational, didactic exercise to educate both the participants and the audiences, or as theatrically interesting as possible with sufficient content to be true to the commission, and does one use metaphor or realism?

What should be the overall form to engage the cast as much as possible so that it is both an effective theatre learning exercise that also challenges your skills, and an opportunity to display your talents?

And how to do all of this as a sixty minute Festival piece?  

In dealing with these questions, I have decided to produce a work that does or recognises the following:
a. not many people know about the Sustainable Development Goals, let alone their actual content so that the play will be a useful vehicle for awareness-raising; however, the play should be supplemented by literature – e.g. a brochure, programme or pamphlet – that explains the SDGs as simply as possible, so that the play is a catalyst towards conscientisation and debate, rather than the primary vehicle for education 
b. notwithstanding this, the piece should pursue its educational role as theatrically as possible, so that the play will cover all 17 goals – some of them more cursorily than others – with different theatrical styles employed throughout the piece to keep it  interesting for the audience, and allow the director and cast to explore and participate in a variety of theatrical forms.

While being educational, the piece will also be critical and offer critical commentary on the goals and their capacity for being realised.

The 17 goals to be reached by 2030 are:
SDG 1:	End poverty in all its forms
SDG 2:	Zero hunger
SDG 3:	Ensure healthy lives and promote well-being for all at all ages
SDG 4:	Quality education for all
SDG 5:	Achieve gender equality and empower all women and girls
SDG 6:	Ensure access to clean water and sanitation for all
SDG 7:	Ensure access to affordable, reliable, sustainable and modern energy
SDG 8:	Decent work and economic growth
SDG 9:	Build resilient infrastructure, foster innovation, promote sustainable industrialisation 
SDG 10:	Reduce inequality within and among nations
SDG 11:	Make cities inclusive, safe, resilient and sustainable 
SDG 12:	Responsible production and consumption patterns
SDG 13:	Combat climate change
SDG 14:	Conserve and sustainably use the oceans, seas and marine resources
SDG 15:	Sustainably manage forests, halt desertification, halt the loss of biodiversity
SDG 16:	Promote just, peaceful and inclusive societies
SDG 17:	Revitalise the global partnership for sustainable development

Before reading the script, it is strongly recommended that the reader/cast/director acquaint themselves with the SDGs (see https://www.un.org/sustainabledevelopment/sustainable-development-goals/)

Experimentalism

Given that the play is a university commission for students to perform, it provides an opportunity to experiment with a number of things including non-racial casting i.e. roles are not “race”-specific and could in fact be cast exactly to counter racial expectations of the audience; non-gender specific i.e. women can play male roles and vice versa.

The play also employs a number of styles – that is its style – which need to be integrated as seamlessly as possible.  These include forms such as the Greek chorus, children’s theatre, musicals, drama, satire, puppetry, post-modern commentary, storytelling, Shakespeare, courtroom drama, etc.

Props, set and costumes

Given the multiple styles of the piece as well as the need for it to be portable and struck in a short period, costumes and props should be minimal, with the emphasis on the acting, and with actors and their bodies being used as props where appropriate.  Where props and costumes are used, they should be bright and colourful, as befits a children’s play.

Roles

There is one main role through the play, that of Little Red Hood/Redi.  Other “roles” are Wolf, Robyn (Hood), Gran (Hood), Mom (Hood) and Dad (Hood).  Most roles – besides Little Red Hood – can be allocated to members of the Chorus as befits them.

It is up to the director to determine how to use the Chorus i.e. they can be static, or active through the piece, providing commentary through facial expressions, helping to change scenes, serving as props and set pieces, etc.







Six Actors form a Greek-type chorus.  They move to the rhythm and interpret the words in unison, and with subtlety.

Chorus:	There once was a forest 
	With tall dark trees
Their branches danced 
	To the gentle breeze
The pollen so rich
	It made bears sneeze

The Chorus sneezes one by one, starting loudly and ending softly as if an echo.

	But grist to the mill
	(suggestively) Of the birds and bees

Enter Mom Hood.  The Chorus continues to sway like trees to a gentle breeze in the 
background.

Mom Hood:	(calling, with a basket in hand) Little Red Riding Hood….

Contemporary rap music explodes.  Red Hood enters (head uncovered) with 
earphones and dancing manically to the music she’s listening to, eyes shut, not 
hearing Mom Hood.  The chorus joins in her dancing in the background.

Mom Hood:	Rooikappie!

When there is still no response from Little Hood, Mom Hood pulls the earphone out 
of one of Little Hood’s ears.  

The chorus freezes.

Red Hood:	Yo, Ma, wazzup?

Mom Hood:	I want you to take some goodies to your granny.

Red Hood:	(begrudgingly) Ah, Ma!  Why can’t dad do it?  It’s his mother!

Mom Hood:	Your father’s gone to the city to look for work.

Red Hood:	But I just got back from boarding school.  I want to play with the bear cubs.

Mom Hood:	I told you, honey, there are no more bear cubs.  All been hunted for their fur.

Red Hood:	Then I’ll play with the warthogs.

Mom Hood:	All shot too, darling. For their aphrodisiac horns.

Red Hood:	Oh dear!

Mom Hood:	No deer. Even they are American trophies.  

Chorus unfreezes and does the next chorus in slow, deathly motion.

Chorus:	There once was a forest
	But it is no more
The trees have been axed
	To make weapons for war
	The birds have flown
	No more eagles soar
And the set-loose sun 
Burns the forest floor
	
Red Hood:	What’s it this time?

The Chorus comes around to look at what’s in the basket.  They react (in unison) to 
what they hear.

Mom Hood:	Paraffin for her lamps, some candles and a pack of nappies.

Red Hood:	Nappies?

Mom Hood:	Granny has an outside loo…she doesn’t like getting up to go in the night. 

Chorus:	(all assuming images of wild animals) It’s dangerous.

Red Hood:	Why doesn’t Granny just move?  Like into the twenty-first century?  

Mom Hood:	Redi, darling, the real world doesn’t change with magic wands.

Red Hood:	(looks into the basket) And the Blitz?

Mom Hood:	Granny still uses wood to cook.  

Chorus 1&2:	Like…

Chorus 3&4: Three..

Chorus 5&6: Billion…

Chorus 2&4: People…

Chorus:	(all) Globally.	

Mom Hood:	We have electricity, but…..(cue Chorus without Mom Hood looking at them)  

Chorus:	Loadshedding.

Mom Hood: 	So Granny’s cooking for us.

Red Hood:	(Sighs) Tomato bredie again.

Mom Hood:	At least we’re not going to bed hungry.

Chorus 3&4:	Like 40 million Latin Americans.

Chorus 5&6:	250 million Africans.

Chorus 1&2: Half-a-billion Asians! 

Red Hood:	(about to put her earphones back in, then steps forward to talk to the audience).  Look, it’s not like I don’t like my gran, I just expected her to be on my side.

Scene morphs to Mom Hood, Dad Hood and Gran Hood having tea and 
discussing Red Hood’s future. Red Hood sits on side, listening, but the adults are not 
aware of her listening. 

Dad Hood:	You shouldn’t put ideas into her head.

Mom Hood:	I’m not just putting ideas into her head.  She is going to finish secondary school.

Dad Hood:	There are no secondary schools around here.

Mom Hood:	I’ve found a good boarding school for her.

Dad Hood:	We can’t afford that, Marion!  My woodcutting earns barely enough to feed us!

Gran Hood:	Little Red Riding Hood can get a job.

Mom Hood:	Absolutely not!  She is going to secondary school, and if she does well, we’ll send her to university. 

Dad Hood:	We?

Mom Hood:	My mother and I.  Dad left Mom a little inheritance and she wants to use some of it for Redi’s education.

Gran Hood:	What a waste!

Mom Hood:	The world’s changing, Granny Hood.  The big companies are clearing away the forest.  There’s going to be less and less income from the woods.  I won’t be surprised if Gavin has to find other work soon.

Dad Hood:	Like what?

Mom Hood:	I don’t know, Gavin Hood.  Maybe filmmaking.  But that’s exactly why I want Redi to get a quality education.  That’s the best way to stave off poverty.

Dad Hood:	What will the neighbours say?  None of their girls has finished secondary school.

Gran Hood:	High school is for boys.  That’s how it always has been.	

Mom Hood:	In your time, Gran, and even in mine. The only way to change things is to do things differently.  So…Redi is going to high school.  And that’s final.

Beat.

Gran Hood:	(to Dad Hood) What do you say, my boy?

Dad Hood:	I say I’d like to have sex in the next few months.  So, I agree with Marion.

Little Red Riding Hood assumes stage centre again.  Chorus members who were not 
Gran, Mom or Dad have the next lines.

Chorus A:	More than one-and-a-half billion people depend on forests for their livelihood.

Chorus B:	Including 70 million indigenous people.

Chorus C:	Forests are home to 80% of terrestrial species of animals, plants and insects.

Chorus D:	Millions of hectares of forests have been lost in the last decades.  And with it, natural habitats and livelihoods.

Mom Hood assumes the position she had prior to the above scene.

Mom Hood:	I’ve put your report card in the basket too.  So you can show Granny just how well you are doing at school.

Red Hood:	Mom, Granny can’t read….

Mom Hood:	I know.  But she’ll ask what’s in the envelope and then you can tell her that you were top of your class!

Red Hood:	It’s no big deal Mom.  There are mainly boys in the class.

Mom Hood:	Granny will be impressed.  And be careful, Redi, there are big bad wolves in the Hood.

Red Hood:	I’ll take the long route and don’t worry, mom, (puts on a red beret) I’m a fighter!

Red Hood breaks into song, backed by the chorus.  They sing “I’m a Freedom 
Fighter” by Nina Hagen’s Star Girl.  They move to the song. 

Red Hood:	I’m a freedom fighter, a freedom fighter
	That’s what I am

Chorus:	She’s a freedom fighter

Red Hood:	I’m a freedom fighter, a freedom fighter
	That’s what I am
	I’m a freedom fighter

Chorus:	She’s a freedom fighter….

Some of the Chorus take turn to address the audience while others sing “She’s a 
freedom fighter” quietly.

Chorus 3:	Globally, 265 million children are not in school right now.

Chorus 5:	22% of them are of primary school age.

Chorus 1:	50% of children not enrolled in school, live in Sub-Saharan Africa.

Chorus 4:	Illiteracy is highest among females.

Chorus 6:	Educated girls are less vulnerable to HIV infection. 

Chorus 2:	And to marrying young. 

Chorus 7:	Children born to educated mothers are less likely to be stunted.

Chorus:	Moral of the story?

Chorus 1:	Ensure a quality secondary school education for all, but for girls especially!

Music: Finding Nemo soundtrack or something similar

The chorus breaks up, and they all become fish creatures, swimming all around Red 
Hood.

Red Hood taps on the shoulder of a fish as she goes by.

Red Hood:	Hello, where am I?

The fish gestures to her to have a look behind her.  Enter Actor with a sign (like the 
name of a town) saying “Sea of Poverty”.

Whale taps her on her shoulder.

Whale:	Hello

Red Hood:	Hi

Whale:	You’re not Jonah are you?

Red Hood:	No.  Who are you?

Whale:	Whale.  I’m starving.  I ordered a double Jonah…with fries.

Red Hood:	I’m…sorry.

Whale:	Yeah…me too.  I’ve been living on plastic the last couple of months.  (Makes as if to vomit) Sorry!

Red Hood:	No…I’m sorry.

Whale:	No worries.  I’m sure Mr Delivery’s on his way…

Red Hood:	I’m sorry about the plastic.

Whale:	It’s part of every fish’s diet now.  (Hurls again)

Red Hood:	Tell me about this Sea of Poverty.

Whale:	It’s just a metaphor.

Red Hood:	I picked that up from the title of the play…

Whale: 	See that section over there…that’s the extreme poverty section.  About a seventh of the world hangs out there.

Red Hood:	There’s extreme poverty?  

Whale:	Sure.  Beyond just poverty.

Red Hood:	Like extreme sports?

Whale:	All high risk, yeah.  Except, they don’t get to choose the danger they’re in.  

Red Hood:	What kind of danger?

Whale:	Bad education.  Bad nutrition.  Bad health.  So…no social mobility.  They’re always going to be on the outside.

Fish swims past Red Hood and pulls a face at her, and swims on.

Red Hood:	Who’s that?

Whale:	(snorts) That’s Nemo.  She’s from there (meaning “extreme poverty”)

Red Hood:	(cupping her hands to her mouth) Hey Nemo!  They’re looking for you!

(Without turning around, Nemo gives her the middle finger)

Whale:	(shrugs his shoulders) She got a scholarship…

Red Hood:	So she’s okay.

Whale:	One of the few.

Red Hood:	Do you have to be brown or black to live there?

Whale:	No, but you have to be able to live on less than $2 a day.

Red Hood:	That’s less than a Big Mac!

Whale:	The two dollars should cover food, rent, clothes, transport…

Red Hood:	Who does that?

Whale:	Magicians.  Mostly South Asians.  And Africans.  From below the Sahara.

Red Hood:	So too far apart?  That’s why they don’t mix?

Whale:	Unlike our metaphors.

Enter an Actor riding golden broomstick as if it were a horse.  Rides with his nose in 
the air.

Red Hood:	Who’s s/he?

Whale:	(sighs) S/He’s a White in Shining Armour.

Red Hood and Whale step back as White and 4 actors assume centre stage.

White:	Right, everybody, welcome to the third day of our course on eliminating Extreme Poverty.

Red Hood:	Where’s s/he from?

Whale:	The Island of Extreme Wealth.

White:	As usual we will start with exercise.  Healthy bodies make healthy minds, right?  

White leads the four Extreme Poverties in an aerobic exercise sequence.  
Appropriate music plays.  

White:	And, er, one, er, two, er, three….!

The five Extreme Poverties try to follow White, but they are in poor health, coughing 
and spluttering as they try, in vain, to show the same physical prowess that White 
displays. 

Extreme Poverties collapse in exhaustion.

White:	(irritated) What’s wrong with you lot?

Chorus 3:	I didn’t have breakfast this morning.

Chorus 4:	We had another TB death in the family last night. 

Chorus 2:	I just got back from working a nightshift as a security guard.

Chorus 1:	I had to take my child to the hospital.  Diarrhoea.

Chorus 5:	I have chronic back pain.

White:	I can’t believe your excuses!  

Chorus assumes “normal” positions, now as actors providing information as in other 
Chorus interventions.

Chorus 2:	People living in poverty are most vulnerable to disease.

Chorus 4:	Malaria, TB and AIDS are among the leading causes of death in Africa.

Chorus 1:	Mothers in poor countries are 14 times more likely to die giving birth than in wealthier countries.

Chorus 5:	Globally, AIDS is the leading cause of death of women of reproductive age.	

Chorus 3:	It is also the leading cause of death of African adolescents aged 10-19.

White:	(repeats her line) I can’t believe your excuses!  (Beat) Anyway, today we are going to learn about a fun way to eliminate extreme poverty.

The Extreme Poverties look excited.

Chorus:	(different ones say different things like…) Yay!  Cool!  About time!

White:	(reading from a book) Creative Industries 101.  

Extreme Poverties look bewildered.

White:	You must make movies, publish books and create music.  Sell these creative products and, hey presto, you will no longer be poor.  Any questions?

Extreme Poverties all raise their hands.

Chorus 4:	What’s a book?

Chorus 1:	Who will buy our music?

Chorus 5:	Where would I get money to make the film?

Chorus 2:	Our people are too poor to buy our art.

Chorus 3:	Can we take sell our work in your rich country?

White:	Er, of course.  Do you have a work permit?

All:	No

White:	A visa?

All:	No

White:	A passport?

All:	No

White:	Good!  I mean…too bad.  You really must create local markets.

Chorus 3:	No one has money for food, let alone DVDs.

White:	Invest in all parts of the value chain.

Chorus 1:	We survive in the informal sector.

White:	Register your intellectual property.

Chorus 4:	The pirates need to live too.

White:	It works for us.

Chorus 2:	On your Island of Wealth!

Enter Robyn with a balaclava.  She gets onto the golden broomstick and rides off.

White:	Hey, hey!  That’s my horse!
	They stole my horse!

Red Hood snorts, hides her mouth with her hand.

Whale:	You know the robber?

Red Hood:	It’s my cousin…Robyn Hood.

Whale:	I thought Robin was a guy.

Red Hood:	It’s Robyn with a “y”. They do the same stuff, just Robyn with a “y” does it better.

Chorus laughs, give each other high fives.

White:	How can you just laugh?  What kind of people are you?  I came here to help…

Chorus 4:	You have helped.

All:	Tonight, we eat!

White takes out his phone.

White:	Hello…hello 2030?  I think we may have a problem.

Musical interlude, possibly from a popular television cop show.

Scene: Police Chief with two police.  On the other side is a bad ass gang of five.  The two scenes interchange with each other.

Chief:	Right, listen up!  There’s a gang on the loose creating a Climate of Fear.  Demolishing houses. Destroying food.  Tearing down infrastructure.  Terrorising millions of people.  

Leader:	Right, gang!  It’s been another good year for us.  Let’s hear it for our spoils.  Hurricane Donald….

Donald:	Me and my buds had a tremendous year.  We made bigly floods in Bangladesh, India, Nepal.  Forty-five million people were displaced.  They were such losers.  We made new swamps.  It was huge!

The gang high-fives each other and Donald.  Approving sounds.  Switch to the 
police.

Chief:	By the end of this century, 150m will be living below sea level.  Disaster stares us in the face.  We need to do something.  Any ideas?

Cop 1:	(puts up hand) Maybe we should have a conference.

Chief:	Good idea!  Maybe sign another protocol.

Switch to the Gang.

Leader:	El Nino, how about you?

Throughout El Nino’s report, the rest of the gang whoops, shares their delight.

El Nino:	I did the opposite of Donald.  (laughs) Caused major droughts in East Africa, Australia, Pakistan.  Took out their crops, their livestock.  Starved thousands of people to death.  Poor people have no defence.  And now they’re even poorer!

Leader:	That’s so cool!  Well done!

Switch back to the police scene.

Cop 2:	With all due respect Chief, I’m not sure it’s as bad as you say it is.  I mean, we’ve always had criminals…we may have El Nino now, but in the 1950s, we had Al Capone.

Chief:	So what are you saying, Bolsonaro?

Cop 2:	I’m saying we shouldn’t make a fuss. 

Cop 1:	I disagree Chief.  The evidence is there.  It’s a lot worse now than ever before.

Chief:	So what are you saying, Paris?

Cop 1:	The only way to stop this gang is to clear the air.  Reduce CO2.  We can’t fight them on their terms.  Or go in guns blazing.  It’s time to lower the temperatures.  

Chief:	You mean change our weapons?

Cop 1:	We need windmills.  Solar panels.  Energy from the ocean.

Cop 2:	That’s so expensive Chief.  We’ll have to change the whole way we do things.

Cop 1:	Exactly!  For the sake of our children, we have to!

Cop 2:	Chief, we can’t spend our lives worrying about the future.  We have a right to enjoy our lives too!  Here, and now.  Things are great just the way they are.  I say let our kids deal with the future.

Chief:	(to audience) I love playing good cop, bad cop.  (to the cops) Let’s break for doughnuts!  

Cop 2:	The ones with the hole.  Like the Ozone layer.

Chief and Cop 2 laugh.

Leader:	It’s all very well hitting the poor but what are we doing about rich people?  After all, they are the ones most responsible for assaulting our Mother.

El Nino:	(laughs) We’re shortening their ski season.

Heat Wave:	Drowning some of their island holiday destinations.

Donald:	Chocolate will be extinct by 2050!

Leader:	(angrily) Is that it?  Is that the best you can do?  

Silence. Beat.

Heat Wave:	No, no, we’re sending them floods….

Donald:	Of refugees!

El Nino:	Tidal waves…

Heat Wave:	Of migrants.

Donald:	Rich people hate that!  They want to build walls…dykes.

Lots of laugher, congratulations, whooping, high-fives.

Leader:	Cool!  Let’s do this!

As the gang puts on their gangster clothes – balaclavas, hats, masks, etc – there are loud sound effects of thunder, lightning, storms.  

Red Hood is running for shelter.

Wolf is standing with a cardboard sign.

No forest.
No food.
No foul (this line is scratched out)
No fowl.
Please help.
God bless

Red Hood:	Hello Mr Wolf.

Wolf:		Hello, Redi, what brings you to my hood?

Red Hood:	I’m on my way to my Granny, but I think I’m lost.  Can you help?

Wolf:	You scratch my back….(turns his back to Red Hood, with his hand outstretched for a “backhander”)

Red Hood:	(ignores the hand, scratches Wolf’s back) Oh, Mr Wolf, what a hairy back you have!

Wolf:	(irritated) I didn’t mean it literally…

Red Hood:	(now seeing his hand, thrust towards her) Oh…!  Lunch money!  (beat) You’re not wearing your sheepskin?

Wolf:		What the flock are you talking about?  

Red Hood:	My mother warned me about wolves in sheepskin.  Fleecing the unsuspecting!

Wolf:	Little Red Hood, see for yourself.  The forest has been destroyed. My food chain has been decimated. It’s almost a dessert.

Red Hood:	Desert.

Wolf:	What the fudge?

Red Hood:	You said dessert.  You mean desert.  As in desertification.

Wolf:	See?  I have food on my mind.  I’m sorry.  Just a little something, Red Hood.

Red Hood:	What’s the magic word?

Wolf:	(Beat, thinks) Or else?

Red Hood:	That’s two words!

Wolf:	(Beat, thinks) Now?

Red Hood:	Try again.

Wolf thinks and thinks, gives up.  And in doing so, says “pass” as if answering a lot 
of questions in a quiz.

Wolf:	Pass.    

Red Hood interprets it as meaning she can pass.

Red Hood:	Exactly.  Here’s a chicken leg.  Give me directions and I’ll pass.

Wolf gobbles at the chicken leg.  

Wolf:		You’re going to your Granny?

Red Hood:	Via the City.  

Wolf:	Take the road less travelled.  You’ll come to a fork.  Silk Road that way.  Yellow Brick Road the other way.  Take the High Road to 2030.  You’ll see lots of good intentions along the way.  Like everyone, keep to the middle of the road.  You can’t miss it.

Red Hood:	You should work for government.

Wolf:	What do you mean?

Red Hood:	All talk, no direction!  (turns to go)

Wolf:	Hey, Red Hood, (holding up the chicken leg) do you want to know why the chicken crossed the road?

Red Hood:	(walks up to Wolf, who steps back) I want to live in a world where a chick can cross a road without having her intentions questioned!  (Beat) Good-bye, Mr Wolf!

Red Hood turns and exits.  Wolf looks at the audience.

Wolf:	Flip!  What happened to “to get to the other side”?  (shakes his head, tiptoes after Red Hood)

The next scene takes place in a courtroom.  The Chorus plays different potential Jury members.

Voice/Orderly: All rise in court!  The Honourable Judge Wendy Empathy presiding.

Judge enters and takes her seat.  She puts on a pair of glasses and looks through her papers.  Red Riding Hood is sitting with Lawyer.

Judge:	In the case of #metoo 11.59, who is for the plaintiff?

Lawyer stands up

Lawyer:	I am, your honour.

Judge:	(to Red Hood) Are you the plaintiff?

Red Hood:	Your Honour, I’m from the Forest of No-More.  I’m here as a Friend of the Court.  This case has to do with my future.

Judge:	I see.  (to Lawyer) Your client is seeking damages…

Lawyer:	With respect, your honour, my client is seeking reparations.  For the damage done to her.  And we are applying for an urgent interdict against further assaults.

Judge:	I would have you know that I am deeply sympathetic to your cause.  It is long past 11.59; now is the time to put a stop to the hurricane of violence, the plague of abuse, this tidal wave of destructiveness. And we will use the full might of the law to do so.
   
Lawyer:	I thank you, your honour….

Judge:	So…let’s get down to Jury Selection.   First up is Mr Generous Giver.

Giver:	(pompously) I am an upstanding member of society, that rare being, a businessman with a conscience. I regularly donate to Rape Crisis, People against Women Abuse and Project Alert on Violence against Women.  

Judge:	(to Lawyer) I’m sure that you have no objection to Mr Generous Giver.

Lawyer:	Well, actually, your honour we do have objections.  Mr Generous has shares in a coltan mine in the Democratic Republic of Congo.  He supports the campaigns of politicians who advocate for fossil fuels…

Judge:	But he gives generously to many good social causes.  Surely it’s not how he makes his money, but the good that he does with it.

Lawyer:	How he makes his money is exactly what does violence to my client, the daily assaults on her well-being, the abuse that she suffers…

Judge:	Is your client in the courtroom?

Lawyer:	I’m afraid not, your honour.  She is on life support.

Judge:	I’m sorry to hear that.  Best we get on with our Jury selection so that we may hear your client’s case.

Lawyer:	Thank you, your honour.

Judge:	The next candidate for consideration is Ms Hoppa Plane.

Hoppa:	I am a social justice activist who has attended numerous conferences and seminars.  I’ve delivered award-winning papers, appeared on television, Ted-Ex and I have my own YouTube channel to talk about addressing inequality.  

Judge:	(Beat, smiles to Lawyer) If you don’t have any objections, we’ll move on to…

Lawyer:	Your honour, we would like to object to Ms Hoppa Plane as much as we did to Mr Generous Giver.

Judge:	(irritated) And why is that?

Lawyer:	We appreciate her social activism and her commitment to improving the lives of the poor…

Judge:	But…

Lawyer:	But she has no sympathy for my client.  In fact, she believes that in order to improve the lives of the poor, my client should be abused even more. She has stated that Green is a White thing.  She has an excessive carbon footprint travelling by plane from conference to conference around the world…

Judge:	(sarcastically) You don’t expect her to swim, do you?

Lawyer:	With the dire pollution of our oceans, we wouldn’t wish that upon even our worst enemies.

Judge:	(To Hoppa) You may step down.  (to Lawyer) You will surely have no objection to our next candidate…

Pollyanna: 	I am Ms Pollyanna, just an ordinary housewife.

Lawyer:	Your honour, if there is one thing that is the biggest threat to my client, it is the lack of care by “ordinary people”, the vast majority of particularly middle-class people who are quite happy to live their happy lives without reflecting on what their carefree lives actually cost my client…

Beat.

Judge:	Counsellor…who exactly is your client, and why is she so special?

Lawyer:	Your honour, I am here to promote the rights of Mother Earth, she upon whom all life is dependent.

Judge:	(angrily) You should have said so in the first place!

Lawyer:	Would it have made a difference?

Judge:	I would have told you that Mother Earth, Mother Nature, the Mother Goddess or whatever you tree-huggers would like to call her, has no rights here.  We are a civilised country, not some backward, plant-worshipping pagan society!  You are subverting the noble cause of the fight against violence against women to sneak your environmental nonsense through the backdoor!

From this point, the Judge gets more and more agitated, foaming at the mouth, while 
the Lawyer remains calm.

Lawyer:	With respect, your honour, my client is raped…daily!

Judge:	Objection!

Lawyer:	Violated by conscienceless men and women for short-term pleasure.

Judge:	You are in contempt of this court!

Lawyer:	Even as she screams “No!”, she is desecrated.

Judge:	I will have you struck from the roll!

Lawyer takes off her/his legal gown,

Lawyer:	No need for that, your honour.  For the law is an ass.  Paid for by the rich to protect their plunder.

Judge gets up.  During the course of Red Hood’s speech, she turns her back, and 
exits on Red Hood’s last words. 

Red Hood:	Your Honour, please hear us.  As witnesses, I will bring you forests being turned into deserts, rivers choking on waste, butterflies whose colours are waning…. 

Lawyer:	No-one listens…

Music interlude as scene changes.

Chorus (3):	Once upon a time on a pig farmland
		Lived three pigs with big dream plans
		They left for the city before being canned
		With ambitions to be more than hams

The three pigs arrive in the city with the sticks and sacks over their shoulders.  They look around them with big, wide eyes.  

Pig 1:		Wow. Just…wow!

Pig 3:		Amazing!

Pig 2:		Unbelievable!

Pig 3:		I heard from my cousin that the city was incredible, but I had no idea.

Pig 2:		I’m going to live in an apartment overlooking the sea.

Pig 1:		I prefer the suburbs.  More greenery.  Reminds me of the farm.

Pig 2:		Let’s go to the housing board to see what’s available.

Non-verbal, mimed scene. Pigs go to a person behind a desk.  She shows them beautiful apartments.  They each say which one they want.  She then explains that they need money to buy them.  They say they don’t have.  She chases them out of her office.

Chorus (3):	These little piggies went to market
		These piggies couldn’t buy a home
		These piggies didn’t have roast beef
		These pigs were all on their own  

The three pigs are in a depressed state.

Pig 3:	We’re never going to be able to live in the city.  Thousands and thousands per month.

Pig 2:		And that’s just the rent!

Pig 1:		Then more money for water!

Pig 2:		Imagine paying for water!

Pig 1:		And electricity.

Pig 3:		And paying for refuse collection?

Pig 1:		We don’t need refuse collection.  We could live in a pig sty.

Pig 3:		True, but there’s monthly fees for armed response?

Pig 2:		Doesn’t sound like it’s safe in the city.

Pig 1:		Still beats the abattoirs.

Chorus (3):	And so the pigs made their way 

Chorus 1:	Past the city centre…

Chorus 2:	Past the suburbs…

Chorus 3:	Past the townships…

Chorus (3):	To join a billion
		In the slums

Pig 3:		I’m going to build a house of wood.

Pig 2:		I’m going to build a house of iron.

Pig 1:		I’m going to build a house of bricks.

Pig 3 and Pig 2 look at Pig 1 disparagingly, jealously.

Pigs 2 & 3:	I’m going to build a house of bricks….

Pig 1:		Okay, okay…not my fault that my dad brought home the bacon.

Chorus (3)	And so the piggies built their homes
		One of iron, one of sticks
		None of mud, and one of bricks

Red Hood walks by.  

Pig 2:		Redi!  What are you doing in the city?

Red Hood:	I was looking for justice.

Pig 3:		We’re looking to make our fortunes.

Red Hood:	My dad’s somewhere here too.

Pig 1:	Do you mind taking a few pictures of us?  We’d like to send them back to Animal Farm.  

Pig 2:	She means the other farm animals.

Red Hood:	Sure.

The pigs stand in front of their houses and Red Hood snaps away.  They pose 
separately and together.

Red Hood:	Good luck with your fortunes!

The pigs exit.  The Chorus comes alive.  They surround Red Hood, going round and 
round one way and then round and round the other way as they, out away from her 
and then in towards her.  It’s intimidating, threatening.

Chorus (3):	Welcome to the city, that does not sleep
		We don’t have to sow, but we do want to reap
		Sometimes on the pricey, sometimes on the cheap
		The struggle is real, to avoid histr’ys heap

Chorus breaks up as individuals, all trying to sell something to Red Hood.  They pressurise her to buy something, they are desperate, she is threatened.

Chorus 1:	Would you like to buy a watch? I give you a good price.

Chorus 2:	These avo’s come from our own tree.  

Chorus 3:	Plastic bags, plastic hangars, plastic surgery.  Whatever you want, madam.

Chorus 2:	Come see my leather factory.

Chorus 3:	Shall I polish your shoes?

Chorus 1:	You look like you need a taxi ride.

Chorus (3):	(to the tune of We built this city on rock and roll) 
We built this city, we built this city with job control
We built this city, we built this city, no smog control…..

The pigs enter coughing and spluttering.  

Pig 2:		I miss the country air.

Pig 1:		You’ll get used to it.

Pig 3:		They say cities are responsible for 75% of carbon emissions.

Pig 1:	That’s why cities are rich.  And rural areas are poor.  You can’t have it both ways.

Pig 2:		More than 4 million die of polluted air every year.

Pig 1:	The other three-and-a-half billion who live in cities, don’t.   And cities have good health care.

Pig 3:	If you can afford it.

Pig 1:		Well, I’m here to stay!  Good night.

Pigs 2 & 3:	(teasingly) I’m going to build a house of bricks….

They roll over and fall asleep.  Wolf enters, on tip toe.  Looks at Pig 3’s house.  Chorus surrounds Pig 3, holding hands, their backs to Wolf, and talk to Wolf over their shoulders. 

Wolf:		(knocking, and with sweetest voice) Little pig, little pig, may I come in?

Pig 3 wakes up, peers through the window and takes fright.

Pig 3:	No!  By the hair on Farmer Brown’s chinny chin chin, I shall not let you in!  

Chorus:	(and Pig 3) Voetsek!

Wolf:		Then I’ll just have to huff and puff and blow your house down!

Wolf huffs and puffs, the “house” comprising the Chorus, responds to the wind, blowing this way and that.  Pig 3 is scared.  

The house collapses.  Pig 3 runs to Pig 2’s house for safety, chased by Wolf and just enters, with the Chorus representing Pig 2’s house, and closing the door on Wolf.  Pig 3 and 2 hug each other.  Chorus holds each other’s hands, this time facing outwards.

Wolf:		(catching his breath) I really should stop smoking.

Chorus 1:	Hey, Wolf, your breath stinks.

Chorus 2:	Worse than cows’ farts!

Chorus 3:	All this huffing and puffing…you’re widening the hole in the ozone layer.

Wolf:	And you?  How big a hole was made in the earth so you could be iron? 

Chorus looks at each other.  They say things like “good point”.  “Yeah, didn’t think of that”, etc.

Wolf:		(sweetly) Little pigs, little pigs, let me come in.

Pigs 3 & 2:	No, no!  Not by the hair on Farmer Brown’s wife’s chinny chin chin, we won’t let you in!

Wolf:		Okay then, I shall just have to huff and puff and blow your house down.

Pig 2:		(to Pig 3) Don’t worry, my house is far more resilient and safe.

Wolf:		Actually, why huff and puff when I can just burn down your house?

Wolf lights and match and throws it towards Pig 2’s house.  

The Chorus “catches light” and make like flames.

Pig 2 and 3 escape the flames and run to Pig 1’s house.  They knock on Pig 1’s door.

Pig 2:		Let us in, let us in.

Pig 3:		The big bad Wolf is after us.

Pig 1:		(teasingly) I’m going to build a house of bricks…

Pig 3:		Okay, okay, I’m sorry.

Pig 2:		Hashtag me too!

Pig 1 opens and Pig 2 and Pig 3 enter the house just as Wolf is about to pounce.  The Chorus now forms a more formidable barrier between the three pigs and Wolf.  They link arms, forming a wall.  As Wolf goes around the house, so the “wall” moves. 

Wolf:		Okay, piggies, you know the drill!
		Open the door, let me have my fill

Pig 1:		You may speak rhymes, 
But you’re still just a wolf
		We won’t open the door
		We are…we are…

Wolf:		(laughs) Wolf-proof?

Wolf sucks in a huge breath and blows hard.  The chorus stands firm.  The three pigs clutch each other.

Pig 2:		This is not an RDP house, is it?

Pig 1:		No.

Pig 2:		Good!

Wolf does exercises to build up stamina.  He blows and blows, but the house stands firm.  

Pig 3:		Do you have a chimney?

Pig 1:		No

Pig 3:		Good.

Wolf blows again, but getting fainter.  

Pig 1:		Is he with ISIS?

Pig 2:		No

Pig 3:		He’s a lone-wolf

Pig 1:		Good.

Wolf turns away.  

Wolf:		I’ll be back…!

The three pigs celebrate.

Pig 2:		This is what we need!  Safe, affordable housing for all.

Pig 3:		With running water and sanitation.

Pig 1:		And non-polluting electricity.

Pig 3:		Down with chimneys!

All pigs:	Down!

Pig 3:		Down with chimneys!

All pigs:	Down!

Enter Wolf, in sheep’s clothing, with a poster of himself saying “Vote for Me.  Vote for your Future”, a loudhailer and a sweet voice.

Wolf:	I promise brick houses.  With running water.  And clean electricity.  Vote for me…for brick houses.  Running water.  Clean electricity…

Pigs turn to listen to Wolf.  Pig 2 and Pig 3 follow Wolf.  

Pig 1:		Don’t listen to him!  He’s the wolf!

Pig 2:		It’s okay for you to say…you have a brick house.  With running water.

Pig 3:		We want that too.  And electricity.

Pig 1:		He’s going to eat you!  And your vote!

Pig 2 and Pig 3 follow Wolf off-stage.  Pig 1 shakes his head as they all exit.  

Chorus:	Off to the city went three friend pigs
		Their hopes were high, their dreams were big
		The city was cruel, the city’s not kind
		Now only one pig is left behind

Wolf returns, looks at Pig 1 with a wry smile, licks his lips.  With one loud burp, he exits.

Music interlude.  Perhaps the theme from Rocky.

Scene: Boxing Ring.  Four women actors stand as four posts of a box ring, their arms by their sides, except from time to time they raise them at 90 deg to each other to symbolise the ropes of the ring.

Two actors are inside the ring, each wearing boxing gloves, one being Patriarchy (male actor, with gloves on both hands), the other Patri-archenemy (woman actor, wearing only one glove).

Another actor plays the role of commentator.

The boxers land blows, or miss as per the commentary, generally the blows land in slow motion.

Comment:	Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, welcome to tonight’s epic battle.  In the left-hand corner, the reigning heavyweight champion of the world, Patriarchy!  And in the right-hand corner, the lightweight challenger, Patri-arch-enemy! 
			
The two boxers dance around the ring, squaring up to each other. Patriarchy is arrogant, chases after Patri-arch-enemy who tries to fend off Patriarchy with one-armed jabs.

Comment:	As usual, Patriarchy comes out fists flying.  He wants to get this fight over quickly.	

		His opponent dances like a butterfly.  Tries to evade his punches.

		He lands a right to her head.
			Not good enough to be in the same ring, he taunts.

		She tries to advance straight on merit.
			Misses her target.
			He ducks and dives.

		He comes back with an uppercut.
			You can’t do this if you’re pregnant.
			If you have a period.
			When you’re hysterical.

		She counters with a one-two.
			Equal work.
			Equal pay.

		He blocks her
			Can’t drink with the boys
			Don’t play golf
			Not culture fit
		
		She hits with a straight.
			With output better than the boys.
			Scores more sales than they do.

		He comes back with a flurry.
			Ego
			Ego
			Ego

		She hits back.
			You bully.
			Patronising.
			Discriminatory.

		He goes below the belt.
			Blonde jokes.
			Porn pics.
			A hooker jab.

		He lands a right to her body.
		He tries a left to her breast.

		She punches back.
			Hashtag me too.
			Hashtag
Hashtag
Me too.
			Me too.

		Patriarchy is on the ropes
		Patri-arch-enemy goes in for the kill

		The bell goes for the end of the fight

		The judges score
			Mister
			Mister and 
			Mister

		The winner of this fight, and still the reigning champion of the world….
		(holding Patriarchy’s arm aloft) Patriarchy! 

The four woman posts grab Patriarchy and the Commentator, two women hold each of them.  Patri-arch-enemy punches them alternatively.

As Patri-arch-enemy does so, the women (Chorus) break into a song from Chicago the musical.

Chorus:	He had it coming
He had it coming
He only had himself to blame
If you’d have been there
If you’d have seen it
I betcha you would have done the same

Chorus 1:	You know how many girls are married before they are 18?
		Every year?
		Twelve million.
		Yeah, that’s right.  Thirty-nine thousand.  Every single day!
		Most of these are arranged by their parents.
		And the girls?  They have no say.
My father thought it would be a good idea for me to marry his best friend’s son.
		The pimply plumber.
		Look, I don’t have a thing against pimples.
		Or against plumbers.
		But I do want to decide whom I want to marry.
		Or not.
		My dad loves driving.
		But it’s very difficult to stop a car
		When its brake cables are, you know, cut.

Chorus:	He had it coming
He had it coming
He only had himself to blame
If you’d have been there
If you’d have seen it
I betcha you would have done the same

Chorus 2:	I can handle the cat calls
		I ignore the wolf whistles
		But don’t touch my body
		You keep your hands
		And your hiring couch to yourself, mister
		In almost fifty countries
		There are no laws protecting women against domestic violence
		A woman is murdered every 8 hours 
		Half of those by their intimate partners
		I had a partner
		He tried to get intimate with a cricket bat
		I’m not that kind of maiden
		So I stabbed him with a wicket
		And now I’m out
		On bail.

Chorus:	He had it coming
He had it coming
He only had himself to blame
If you’d have been there
If you’d have seen it
I betcha you would have done the same

Chorus 3:	Less than a quarter of parliamentarians worldwide are women
And you wonder why husbands can legally prevent their wives from working?
In at least 18 countries?
Or why in almost 40 countries, daughters and sons don’t have equal inheritance rights?
Men make the rules
Women suffer them
Well, no more.
I worked at a great company
Till I found out that the guy who started after me
In the same kind of job
Was earning more than me
So I confronted my boss
At the top of the stairs
Asked him for a raise
He declined
Next thing I knew
He was falling down the stairs

Chorus:	He had it coming
He had it coming
He only had himself to blame
If you’d have been there
If you’d have seen it
I betcha you would have done the same

Chorus 4:	They say it’s God’s will
		That women should subject themselves to men 
		After all, they say,
		Eve got made from Adam’s rib
		Priests and imams
		Rabbis and monks
		All men by the way
		They all say
		Women obey your husbands
		This is the way of the holy scriptures
		This is our culture
		Two million girls have their genitals mutilated each year
		This is our culture
		So say the men leaders of their societies
		Well I say, bullshit!
		You mutilate a young girl’s body in the name of culture
		And I’ll have no problem mutilating you

Chorus:	You have it coming
You have it coming
You only have yourselves to blame
If she’s your daughter
Or your sister
I betcha you would (beat) do the same
		Wouldn’t ya?

Scene: The United Nations.  The host is the Secretary General of the UN and he co-hosts the forum of world leaders with Little Red Riding Hood.  There are six leaders  - Trump, Macron, May from the West, China and two from Africa.  They are represented by puppets, each of them having a wolf body and the head of the world/national leader.  Each of the six actors manipulates their puppet and speaks in their “voice”.  They patronise Red Hood, calling her “Little Girl”.

Host:	It is 2019.  We have eleven years to go to 2030, when we expect to have a new world because of the seventeen Sustainable Development Goals that leaders agreed to in 2015. These goals include no more poverty, zero hunger, every child has a quality education, inequality has been reduced, climate change reversed and gender equity realised.  As the Secretary General of the United Nations, I’ve invited Little Red Riding Hood to tonight’s gathering of leaders to engage with them about this beautiful future, which she represents.

Red Hood:	Thank you Mr Secretary General.  It’s a big responsibility to represent my generation, but to be frank, we’re not very hopeful about the future you describe.  As leaders of the world, you have agreed to “revitalise a global partnership” to eliminate poverty, hunger and disease.  But we don’t see unity in purpose.  All we see is more division, more polarisation.

Trump:	Well, little girl, I promised my people that I would make America great again.  When I’ve done that, I will make America even greater.  Only when America is the greaterest, will we think of helping anyone else.

May:	The British people voted to leave the European Union.  But this doesn’t mean we’re against partnerships.  We’re against unions.

Red Hood:	You’re still part of the Commonwealth, an alliance of mostly former colonies of the British Empire.

May:	That’s different.  There, we’re in charge.  As for Brexit, we’re just listening to our people.

Red Hood:	So if your people vote against partnerships to do away with poverty, do away with disease and illiteracy, and to help migrants and refugees, you will listen to your people?

May:	Little girl, that’s how democracy works.  

Red Hood:	The democracy you’re trying to export to the rest of the world?

China:	The problems of the world cannot be solved through democracy.  In China, we have lifted more than half our population out of poverty. People have longer, better lives.  And we’re not a democracy.  We’re helping to do the same in some of the poorest parts of the world.  Because we want to.  Because we can.

Trump:	(snorts) That’s just China pursuing its imperialist ambitions.  They want to be the greaterest.

China:	When the West does it, it’s development.  When China does it, it’s imperialism.

Red Hood:	How do African leaders see it?  China and the West are both active on the continent.  Are Africans hopeful about 2030?

Africa 1:	We love China.  They trade with us and help us with all sorts of things – building railways, harbours, airports, even football stadiums - without pressuring us to do democracy or human rights.

Red Hood:	And thanks to China, Africa has experienced outstanding economic growth in the last two decades.

Africa 2:	Exactly!

Red Hood:	So how come Africans are still among the poorest, the most undernourished, the least educated in the world?  Economic growth has not brought about social and human development like in China?

Africa 2:	Well, as leaders, we first have to make our houses great again.  We must be good role models for our citizens.  We must also make great our bellies, our Swiss bank accounts and our military, of course.  Then we can take care of our people.  Our people understand that things don’t just change overnight. 

Red Hood:	Unless you’re in government.  Where does France stand in all this?

Macron:	France is very committed to Africa’s development.  We have troops in many parts of the continent to keep things stable and peaceful so that French companies can contribute to the local economy.

Red Hood:	Francophone African countries claim they still have to pay a colonial tax to France.  And as Value Added Tax, Africa is charged with players for France’s national football team.

Macron:	A lot of people say colonialism was a bad thing, but you just have to look at our football team to see how colonialism has helped people to realise their full potential.  How many Africans are in the Chinese football team?  Just saying.

Red Hood:	These are individual exceptions.  But poverty, hunger and illiteracy are systemic problems…

Macron:	Indeed, but France has always been committed to human civilisation, to the well-being of all people.

Red Hood:	If France can raise a billion dollars in days to restore a burnt-out cathedral, France could lead an alliance to raise billions to end famine?  Or illiteracy.

Macron:	Little girl, we can’t tell people how to spend their money.

Red Hood:	So why should my generation be hopeful that the issues that cause misery for so many people will be resolved when those who have the resources and can make a difference, have no interest in doing so?

Trump:	I don’t think that’s fair, Little Girl.  Look at the good work that Americans like Bill and Melinda Gates are doing.

Red Hood:	And the hundreds of other billionaires who make up the 1%?

Trump:	I don’t know…you’ll have to look at their tax returns.  Which, by the way, is also an unfair thing to do.

May:	I think your generation should be hopeful Little Girl, because Artificial Intelligence and the Fourth Industrial Revolution are going to sort out many of the world’s major challenges.

Red Hood:	4 billion people don’t use the internet.  That’s more than half the world’s population.  Won’t AI simply exacerbate the divides between those who have, and those who don’t?  How will Artificial Intelligence feed people, when regular intelligence doesn’t?  

May:	My commitment to the British people is that we will roll out internet across the United Kingdom.

Red Hood:	My generation is very concerned about climate change.  How’s it going with the implementation of the Paris Agreement?

Trump:	It’s a bad deal.  That’s why we pulled out.

Red Hood:	You also pulled out of the nuclear pact with Iran.

Trump:	That was a bad deal too.

Red Hood:	Without an agreement to address climate change, we have an uncertain future.  With a nuclear arms race, we potentially face no future.  So why should my generation be hopeful again?

Africa 1:	Isn’t it past your bedtime?

Africa 2:	You see, this is why we think it’s better for girls not to be educated.

Host:	That is all we have time for.  Some of the leaders have to get back to their election campaigns.  As for your future, Little Red Riding Hood, my advice would be…are you religious?

Red Hood:	Religions divide people.  Most of them oppress women.

Host:	Okay then, since you don’t pray, best you keep your fingers crossed.

Scene change.  Music interlude.

Robyn Hood is sitting outside, eating an apple. Red Hood enters.

Robyn:	So, cuz, how did it go?

Red Hood:	Depressing.

Robyn:	Told you.  They’re never going to give.  We have to take.  

Red Hood:	That would be stealing.

Robyn:	I prefer to call it redistribution.  Take from the rich to give to the poor.  Come, I want to show you something.

They get up and walk.  They get stopped by Policeman.

Policeman:	Halt!  Who goes there?

Red Hood:	(politely) Hello Officer, I’m Redi and this is my cousin, Robyn.  We’re on our way to take some goodies to my Gran.

Policeman:	(pointing at the basket) Did you pack this yourself?

Red Hood:	No, my mother did.

Policeman:	Open up, let me see.

Robyn:	Do you have a warrant?

Policeman:	I don’t need one when we deal with issues of national security.

Red Hood:	National security?  What’s that?

Policeman:	Whatever I want it to be.

Red Hood:	Are you the Big Bad Wolf in disguise?

Policeman:	What the hell are you talking about?  I’m an officer of the state, serving and protecting the people of our country.

Red Hood:	My mother warned me about wolves…

Policeman:	Wolves are for fables…

Policeman searches through the basket and takes out the paraffin.

Policeman:	I thought so!  Paraffin!  You’re going to make Molotov cocktails, set alight government buildings, cause havoc.

Red Hood:	No, this is for my Granny’s lamps.  

Policeman:	I’ve heard that one before.

Red Hood:	It’s the truth, Officer.  

Policeman:	The truth is…I could arrest you and keep you in jail for months under the Suppression of Terrorism Act, or….

Robyn:	(suggestively) Or…I could kiss you.

Policeman wasn’t expecting that.  He wanted some form of payment.

Policeman:	I’d prefer coin.

Robyn:	(laying on a sob story) Officer, our parents are unemployed. My mother has cancer.  My brother has AIDS.  We had to eat our dog…  

Policeman:	Okay. Okay.  Okay!  But I want more than a kiss.

Robyn:	How much more?

Policeman:	All the way.

Red Hood:	I’d rather go to jail….

Robyn:	Sure, Officer.  My cousin will stay here and keep watch.  Let’s go into the bushes.

Robyn leads Policeman into the bushes (played by the Chorus).  Then Robyn runs 
out with Policeman’s clothes, grabs Red Hood, and they run off together.

Policeman:	(from behind the bushes) Hey, hey, bring back my pants!

The “bushes” peel away revealing a half-dressed Policeman. The bushes laugh 
mockingly.

Robyn:	I found your dad.

Red Hood:	Is he okay?

Robyn:	I think so.  He works for an NGO.

Dad Hood appears.  

Dad Hood:	Redi!  What are you doing here?

Red Hood:	I’m taking the scenic route to take some things to Gran.

Dad Hood:	I’m glad you’re with Robyn.  She knows her way around here.

Red Hood:	Robyn says you found a job.

Dad Hood:	(excited) Yes, regional director for Feed the World!

Red Hood:	WTF!

Dad Hood:	No, FTW.  What do we send you to school for?

Red Hood:	What are you supposed to do?

Dad Hood:	Do you know how many people go to bed hungry?

Chorus 5:	It is estimated that more than one in every nine people globally are hungry.   

Chorus 3:	280 million of the more than 800 million hungry people are in Southern Asia.

Chorus 2:	Poor nutrition accounts for 45% of the 3 million deaths annually of children under 5.

Chorus 4:	23% of Sub-Saharan Africans are undernourished.

Chorus 1:	66 million children go to school hungry; a third of them in Africa.

Robyn:	Why are they are hungry?

Dad Hood:	We don’t get into the politics of hunger.  Our job is to feed hungry people.

Red Hood:	So, it’s just a job.

Dad Hood:	Sure.  Now I can pay the rent, put food on our table, send you to school.  It’s very decent work.  I’m lucky.

Robyn:	You’re lucky that there are hungry people out there. Or you wouldn’t have a job.

Dad Hood:	(laughs) There will always be hungry people.  The humanitarian industry needs hunger.

Red Hood:	And after 2030?  When there’s supposed to be zero hunger?

Dad Hood:	Oh, don’t worry, Little Hood!  The arm’s industry has to keep going so they’ll start a war, and we’ll get funding from their governments to feed the refugees caught in the crossfire.  Climate change will cause huge natural disasters, and we’ll have to feed their victims.  The hunger industry’s not going anywhere.  I’m going to retire in this job!

Robyn:	We’d better be on our way…

Dad Hood opens his arms and Red Hood steps forward.  He gives her a hug.

Dad Hood:	Give Ma a hug from me.

Scene: Sheriff and two nobles, 3 peasants.  This scene is conducted with miniature 
props and set elements.

Sheriff:	Good afternoon, my people.  Today, as you all know, is Tax Day, as is every Friday.  We need your fair share so that we can build schools, provide health care, and ensure you all live to a ripe old age.

The nobles clap enthusiastically.  The peasants grumble.

	As usual, we’ll start with the peasants. 

Peasant 1 is carrying a heavy bag.  

Peasant 1:	My lord, this is to give my lord a new-born lamb.

Sheriff:	And, how many new-born lambs did you have this week?

Peasant 1:	Five, my lord.

Sheriff:	(angrily) And you bring me one? You know the tax is 40%!

Peasant 1:	Two died, my lord.

Sheriff:	Then one makes 33%.  

Peasant 1:	My lord, I cannot cut up a lamb to make the balance.

Sheriff:	Then you shall have to give me a second lamb.  

Peasant 1 reaches into his bag and takes out a second lamb.  Gives it to the Sheriff.

The nobles murmur “Cheat!  Robber!” at Peasant 1.  While they – and the Sheriff – 
all spew their vitriol at Peasant 1, Robyn Hood takes one of the lambs given to 
Sheriff.

Sheriff:	Next!

Peasant 2 enters with an empty bag.

Peasant 2:	My lord, there was a bad storm.  My crops have failed.  I have nothing to give this week.

Sheriff:	The law does not make allowance for nothing!  We must uphold the rule of law!  I sentence you to jail, until such time that your family can pay the tax required by law!

Robyn:	Sheriff, I would like to pay my neighbour’s tax.  

Sheriff looks bemused.

Sheriff:	The good book teaches us to love our neighbour.  I suppose that is allowed.  This once.

Robyn:	I would like to offer this lamb.

Sheriff:	Very well!  (To Peasant 2) You are released from your obligations for this week.  Now, my noble friends, bring forth your taxes which we have set at 10% so that you may use your wealth to create jobs, and grow the economy.

Noble 1:	Thank you, Sheriff.  It is an honour to present you with three gold coins gleaned from the rent of my land, which your father gave to my father.

Noble 2:	Sheriff, as you know, I pay my taxes in kind.  I render you and your family free services to invest your income in offshore accounts.

Sheriff:	And you do a most fine job, Honourable Noble!  Now, we have received this quarter’s grant from the Organisation for Economic Co-option and Defence, the OECD, for dealing with inequality.  So, as usual, 50% of the grant will go to the military to protect our borders and  prevent unwanted migration to OECD countries, 40% will be shared among the nobility to help keep our society stable and 10% will be spent on housing, education and health to improve the lives of our people.

Nobles cheer loudly.  Peasants are less enthusiastic. 

Sheriff:	The next order of business for today is crime.  First on the roll call is Peasant 45723.

Peasant 2 steps forward.

Sheriff:	You, Peasant 45723, are charged with stealing a bag of fruit.  Who appears on behalf of this peasant?

Peasant 2:	I appear for myself, my lord.  I cannot afford a lawyer.

Sheriff:	Let’s hear the Prosecution.

Noble 2:	My lord, this peasant stole a bag of fruit from Lady Buffet.  (Gestures to Noble 2)

Sheriff:	How do you plead, Peasant 45723?

Peasant 2:	I plead for mercy, my lord.  My crops failed, my children were hungry and the bag of fruit was lying on the waste heap of Lady Buffet’s land.

Sheriff:	It did not cross your mind to ask for the fruit?

Peasant 2:	I thought it had been thrown away.  We peasants often collect food that is left over or thrown away after the nobles have had their fill.

Sheriff:	By your own admission Peasant 45723, you took a bag of fruit from Lady Buffet’s land without permission.  As a society committed to law and order, we cannot allow crime to go unpunished.  You are hereby sentenced to three years hard labour in prison.  Let this be a warning to those who take what does not belong to them.

Peasant is led away by Noble 1.

Sheriff:	The next case is against Lady Buffet (Noble 1).  What are the charges?

Noble 2:	My lord, her ladyship is charged with culpable homicide on account of having killed three peasants.

Sheriff:	Pray tell, how did this come about?  Was this during a hunt?

Noble 1:	(tearfully) My lord, it was an honest mistake.  I heard that a peasant had stolen a bag of fruit from my land.  I found three peasants on my land and shot them.

Noble 2:	My lord, I ask that this case be dismissed.  The law allows nobles to defend their land.  As you can see, her ladyship is in deep distress.

Sheriff:	It is indeed true that peasants all look the same.  This was a genuine mistake.  Your ladyship is excused.  Case dismissed. (Beat) And now, for the final order of business, allocation of tenders for infrastructure.  I hereby invite all nobles to apply.

Chorus of three recite facts related to infrastructure.

Chorus A:	Two billion people live with reduced access to fresh water.

Chorus B:	2,4 billion people lack access to basic sanitation.

Chorus C:	Water-related disasters account for 70% of all natural-disaster deaths.

Chorus B:	Motor accidents are a top-ten cause of death in poor countries.

Chorus C:	Only 30% of agricultural production in poor countries undergoes industrial processing compared to 98% in more resourced countries.

Chorus A:	80% of wastewater is discharged into the sea with no pollution renewal.

Chorus B:	3 billion people depend on marine and coastal diversity for their livelihoods.	

Chorus C:	Oceans serve as the world’s largest source of protein.

Chorus A:	Oceans also absorb 30% of the CO2 produced by humans.

Sheriff:	We have been granted some funding from our chief trading partner to improve infrastructure so that they can better access our resources.  We need to build roads, harbours, railways, broadband and sanitation plants.  I am offering tenders to the highest bidder…

The next part is conducted as an auction.

Noble 1 puts up hand.

Sheriff:	Tender offered to Noble 1 at 10% for me.  Ten percent for me, going once…

Noble 2 puts up hand

Sheriff:	Tender going to Noble 2 at 15% for me.  And appointing my son to the Board of the company. Going once, going twice…

Noble 1 puts up hand.

Sheriff:	Now tender going back to Noble 1 at 20% for me, appointing my son and daughter to the board, and building a new palace for me.  Going once…

Noble 2 puts up hand

Sheriff:	Tender reverting to Noble 2…

This continues in silence in the background.

Red Hood:	This is what you wanted to show me?

Robyn:	You still think I’m stealing from the rich?  When they steal all the time?

Red Hood:	The law allows them to steal

Robyn:	They make the law!

Red Hood:	So much for the rule of law.  

Robyn:	It’s only there to keep the poor in check.

Red Hood:	There’s so much money…

Robyn:	Money’s not the problem.  It’s that there are so few haves and so many have-nots.  And the system that makes it so.  

Red Hood:	What do we do to change it?

Chorus 1:	All the world’s a stage
And all the men and women merely players
They have their exits and their entrances
And one man in his time plays many parts
King, Tyrant, Enemy of the people

Chorus 3:	I come to bury Caesar
Not to praise him
The evil that men do lives after them
In broken lives
In shattered dreams
And the premature death of hope

Chorus 6:	The jury passing on the prisoner’s life
May in the sworn twelve have a thief or two guiltier
Than them they try!
Tremble, thou wretch
With your smaller nyana skeletons
That hast within thee undivulged crimes
Unwhipped of justice

Chorus 2:	To be, or not to be, 
Out on the streets
That is the question
Whether tis nobler to be a hashtag activist
Or to make an electoral cross five years hence
Or to take up arms against a sea of troubles
And by opposing, end them?

Chorus 4:	If you prick us, do we not bleed
If you tickle us, do we not laugh
If you poison us, do we not die
And if you wrong us, shall we not revenge
If we are like you in the rest
We will resemble you in that
The villainy you teach us
We will execute
It may go hard
It may take time
But we will prevail

Chorus 5:	Now is the winter of our discontent
Made glorious summer by this sun of rage
The clouds that heavied our autumn brow
Clearing the way to a blue-sky spring

Robyn:	When shall we two meet again?

Red Hood:	As soon as I have been to Gran.  

Robyn:	Come join the hurly burly war
	To change before our world’s no more

Red Hood:	I’d rather be here, Gran’s old school

Robyn:	You’ll be surprised.  Gran’s woke.  Gran’s cool!

Scene: Gran Hood’s cottage.  There’s a hostage on her/his haunches, hands tied 
behind back, with a gag over his mouth.  Mr Wolf and Gran Hood on either side.

Gran Hood:	What’s your name?

Wolf:	Who do you work for?

Gran Hood:	Who owns the bulldozer?

Wolf:	Which country are you from?

Gran Hood:	How much are they paying you?

Wolf:	Have you given any thought to us who live off the forest?

Enter Red Hood.

Red Hood:	Gran!  Mr Wolf, what’s going on here?

Gran Hood:	We found this guy bulldozing the last part of the forest.

Wolf:	So we decided to do something!

Red Hood:	By holding someone hostage?

Gran Hood:	Well, I lay in front of the bulldozer, but he just went around me.

Wolf:	So I jumped onto the bulldozer and pulled him off the driver’s seat.

Red Hood:	And now what are you going to do?

Gran Hood:	We’re holding him to ransom.

Red Hood:	What?

Wolf:	We’ll let him go when the company he works for plants a new forest.

Red Hood:	That’s crazy!

Gran Hood:	You youngsters all moan about climate change and take part in your ‘save the environment’ protests, but you don’t really DO anything!  And when we DO something, you call us crazy!

Red Hood:	What I mean is…the company he works for won’t pay the ransom you’re asking for.  They’ll just get someone else to replace him, and contract a private army around the forest while they bulldoze it!

Gran Hood:	So what do you think we should do, Redi Smarty Pants?

Wolf:	You know how the story ends, right?  I’m supposed to eat your grandmother.  Do you want that?

Gran Hood:	That’s just human propaganda!  

Wolf:	Exactly!

Gran Hood:	Making Mr Wolf to be the bad guy, when humans are the problem.

Wolf:	Exactly!

Granny puts her arm around Wolf.

Gran Hood:	The only reason why Mr Wolf would have to eat me is because humans have destroyed the forest and Mr Wolf’s food chain.

Wolf:	Exactly!

Gran Hood:	And so…we’re rewriting the story.

Wolf:	Exactly!

Red Hood unties the hostage’s gag.

Red Hood:	Why do you gag him and then interrogate him?

Beat.

Wolf:	So that’s why he wasn’t answering….

Red Hood:	I’m going to let him go.

Gran Hood:	How will that help?

Red Hood:	First off, you won’t go to prison, and Mr Wolf won’t get shot.

Wolf:	Okay, let him go, let him go.

Hostage stands up.  Wolf shakes his hand.

Wolf:	Hey, no hard feelings.

Hostage:	Mr Wolf, Granny Hood, I know where you’re coming from.  I made a decent living as a fisherman.  Then along came these big companies and fished the ocean dry.  This was the only work I could find.  I’m sorry.

Gran Hood:	(arms folded, unimpressed) Are we supposed to sing Kumbaya now?

Wolf gets out a lighter and raises it in the air….

Red Hood:	Gran, I love that you and Mr Wolf were rewriting your story.  That’s what we need to do…across the world.  Not corporations, or governments…many of them are part of the problem.  And not big multilateral agencies too fearful to take real action, but ordinary people…

Wolf:	…and other sentient beings…

Red Hood:	…getting involved and changing history for the better.

Beat.

Gran Hood:	And now are we supposed to sing Kumbaya?   

Wolf raises the lighter again.

Red Hood:	(laughs) It will be a while before we sing Kumbaya, Gran.  There’s much to do!

Chorus starts to gather round.  They start to recite the following, softly and slowly at 
first, repeating it twice and building to a crescendo with all the actors on stage joining 
in. 

Chorus member stands with a clock and moves the minute hand during the next 
recital. It ends at one minute to twelve at the same time as the final line. 

Chorus:	Change the mindsets
	Let people know!
	Change the culture
	That makes it grow!
	Change the system 
	That makes it so!

	Change the culture
	That makes it grow!
	Change the system 
	That makes it so!
	Change the mindsets
	Let people know!

	Change the system
	That makes it so!
	Change the culture
	That makes it grow!
	Change the mindsets
	Let people know!

	Save our world
	Be a hero!
	Save ourselves
	Go!  Go!  Go!

Fast blackout.
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