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Here Comes Red…
‘Red’ lived in Sunderland, just next to Mowbray Park with her Mam and younger brother, 
Tommy. She was never out of her favourite Sunderland AFC red hoodie, which had earned 
her the nickname Red. No-one on her street even remembered her real name anymore 
and if they saw her coming, kicking her football down the street they would smile to 
themselves and say, ‘Here comes Red’.

On this particular day, Mam was busy looking after Tommy and so Red asked if she could 
take some cakes over to her Nana who was not very well.

“Good idea” said Mam “But remember, stick to the road and go straight to Nana’s. Don’t 
go through the park on your own.”

Red nodded and took the bag her Mam held out, and as she was leaving the house 
(when Mam wasn’t looking) she grabbed her new football to take with her to practice her 
keepy uppy in Nana’s yard.

It was a beautiful day out and as Red started to walk around the edge of the park she 
couldn’t help but notice how green and inviting it looked. All that grass and hardly 
anyone playing on it. She decided it wouldn’t do any harm to go a little way into the park. 
After all, it was probably quicker than going the road way. With that she slipped through 
the gate. She dropped the football at her feet and began dribbling the ball across the 
park.

She was so busy practicing that she didn’t realise she wasn’t even going in a straight line 
but was zig-zagging at random across the park. She also didn’t notice the sound of a 
large animal rustling in the bushes.

Red was just approaching the bandstand when she lost control of the ball. It shot 
forwards, bounced off the side of the bandstand and flew into the bushes. Looking up, 
she noticed a long grey paw reach out from the leaves and branches, nudging the ball 
back to her. It was followed by another paw, then a wet nose, and a pointy grey head, and 
then a long sleek body.

“Hello little girl” said the wolf, “Your ball, I believe”.

“Thank you!”

“And where would you be going on such a nice sunny day?” He asked.

Now normally, Red would not talk to strangers, and definitely not wolves but he seemed 
nice enough and had given her back her football so he couldn’t be all bad could he?

“I’m going to my Nana’s. She’s not well so I’ve got her some cakes to cheer her up”.

“Oh” said the wolf, “I am sorry to hear that. I do hope she gets better soon. And how lucky 
to have such a loving granddaughter walking all that way to see her…”

“It’s only the other side of the park” said Red. Just then she looked at her watch.

“I’m late” she cried, “Nana will be worried”. She looked round, unsure of which way to go.

“Which house on the street is your Nana’s?” asked the wolf, a concerned look on his face.

Red hesitated but she was worried about getting to her Nana’s as soon as possible and he 
might be able to help.

“The house with the bright blue front door and ivy all the way up front”

“In that case, my dear, the road will be the quickest way. I know this place inside out and it 
will take much longer to go through the park.”
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With no time to spare Red thanked the wolf, scooped up her ball and ran towards the 
park exit.

The wolf chuckled to himself and dived back into the bushes to cross the park, as he knew 
that this was really the quickest way to get to Nana’s house.

* * *

Nana was just looking at the bedroom clock, wondering where Red could have got to 
when she heard the knock on the door.

“Come in Red!” she cried, “it’s open”. She barely had time to speak again before the wolf 
had run in and bundled Nana into the wardrobe, locking the door.

Looking around him, he quickly dressed in Nana’s dressing gown that had been hanging 
on the door, put her reading glasses on and tucked himself into her bed so that only his 
face peeked out of the covers. He switched off the light.

Another knock at the door. Trying to sound like Nana the wolf shouted out to Red, “Come 
in dear, it’s open!”.

“Nana” said Red, “It’s so dark, let me put the light on.”

“Oh no! I’ve got a horrible migraine and the light hurts my eyes.”

“Your voice, Nana” said Red, “It sounds very strange. You must be very poorly”.

As she approached the bed, Red noticed the wolf’s pointy ears.

“Nana, what big ears you have”

“All the better to hear you with” said the wolf

“But Nana, what big eyes you have!”

“All the better to see you with” said the wolf.

“But Nana,” said Red, her voice shaking, “What big teeth you have!”

“All the better to eat you with!” shouted the wolf as he leaped out of the bed.

At the exact same moment, the door to the wardrobe burst open and Nana flew out, her 
fists in the air. She really was quite a sight and despite her age, she knew a few good ninja 
moves and the wolf didn’t fancy he chances so, still wearing Nana’s dressing gown and 
glasses, he shot out of the front door and back into the park.

Red watched with her mouth open.

“Well,” said Nana, “Don’t just stand there. Put the kettle on and tell me what nice cakes 
you’ve got for us.”

THE END.
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