
Retro	Red	
	

At the 2017 Japan Writers Conference, for the workshop 

portion of her presentation, The Art of the Retcon (retroactive 

continuity), Sara Cate Ellis tasked her class to alter an 

existing story using one of the techniques she’d shown. When my 

turn came, I reached into the jar and randomly pulled out a 

strip of paper with the following.  

 

A little girl is given a red riding hood from her grandma. 

One day, her mother asks her to take wine and a piece of meat to 

her grandma, whose house is in the woods 30 minutes away from 

her village. On her voyage, she meets a wolf who asks her what 

she is doing and where her grandma's house is. He conspires a 

way to eat them both so craftily that he will not get caught. He 

eats the grandmother, dresses up as her, and eats Little Red 

Riding Hood in the cottage. But, as the wolf is sleeping, a 

hunter spots him. He first thought of shooting him, but instead 

he cut the wolf open and saved Red Riding Hood and her 

grandmother. 

 

This paragraph is, of course, a synopsis of the fairy tale, 

Red Riding Hood. I decide to use the Alteration Retcon trick by 

adding conflicting information where the existing story 



previously ended, which creates an entirely new tale, a sequel. 

Here goes… 

The	Wolf’s	Bane	
 

Grandma gaped at the gory mess. Her nightgown was ruined, 

ripped down the middle and soaked with blood. It smelled like 

puke, but Little Red draped her riding hood over the naked 

woman’s shoulders anyway. The hunter wiped his knife on the 

grass and slide it back into its sheath. He’d leave the carcass, 

hideous as it looked, as a warning for the villagers to always 

be on the watch.  

“Will you be alright?” He asked the question of both women, 

but met only the girl’s beautiful green eyes with his own. 

Little Red blushed and nodded. She had often glanced over her 

shoulder to see him watching her as she walked by his taxidermy 

store in the market, but these were the first words the handsome 

man had every spoken to her. He waited in the clumsy silence 

that followed for more from her, but whatever he expected, a 

kiss on the cheek, a grateful hug, or a generous, ‘Thank You’, 

nothing else came from her innocent face. He bowed a graceful 

curtsy and said goodbye. “Goodbye,” she replied with a whimsical 

giggle, turning about and grabbing her grandmothers elbow to 

walk away so he wouldn’t see her blush again.  

 



Halfway to her house, Grandma finally recovered from her 

shock. She peeled a bit of intestine from her arm and angrily 

threw it to the ground. “It was so simple. I can't believe the 

damn fool fell asleep,”  

“What do you mean, Grandma? We’re very lucky to be alive.” 

“The old woman whirled around and grabbed Little Red by the 

shoulders, squeezing her long fingernails into her tender flesh. 

“Stupid girl! It’s all your fault, enticing him by asking all 

those silly questions—what big eyes you have, what big teeth you 

have…of course he had big teeth, you idiot—he’s a wolf.”  

“You’re hurting me,” Little Red complained, trying to 

struggle out of her grip.  

She shook her granddaughter like she was a doll. “Damnit 

all! He was supposed to only eat me and then run away into the 

woods to gag himself and throw up. We were going to hide out 

while you’d told the cops the wolf ate me. And after you 

collected my life insurance money, I’d…”   

Little Red began sobbing, stuttering “I…I…I don’t need any 

money. I just wa—wan—want to go home.”  

Grandma could barely stifle the rage on her tongue, but the 

sight of the pathetic little girl made her pause to think. 

“Home? You want to go home?” Little Red nodded, frightened, 

tears rolling down her rosy-red cheeks. Grandma relaxed her 

hands, sliding them gently down the girl’s arms, folding her 



fingers into her granddaughter’s. “I’m so very sorry dear. I 

don’t know what got into me. I was just so scared.” Little Red 

began a fit of outright bawling. She threw her arms around 

Grandma’s waist. The woman spoke softly, comforting the girl and 

stroking her hair with her hand. “Now, now, it’s alright. Let’s 

go home and we’ll have the wine and meat. That’ll make us both 

feel better.” She kissed Little Red on top of her head, who 

sniffled a few more tears, and then off they went. 

 

After the meal, Grandma sat at the table, sipping wine, 

studying Little Red as the girl tossed restlessly on her couch. 

It had been a good plan, she thought to herself—but it had gone 

to hell and a hand basket. She poured another drink and twirled 

the wine in the glass, watching it circle to the brim, letting 

her depression speak out loud, “If I have to stay another month 

in these boring, godforsaken woods, I’ll kill myself…” She 

raised her eyebrows in alarm, waiting to see if Little Red had 

overheard—but the girl was finally asleep, her mouth open, 

drooling spit. Disgusted, Grandma grunted, “Little Red—Fool.” 

She pulled the insurance application from the drawer and crossed 

out her name, writing down Little Red as the policy holder. 

Next, she changed the beneficiary designation to herself, and 

then added a zero on the end of the annuity amount to make it a 

cool million—which she figured wasn’t a bad risk for such a 



young, heathy girl. Her original plan had been for the wolf to 

kill Little Red after the naive girl collected the insurance 

money, and then the two would take the cash and disappear into 

the city. Little Red was going to die, one way or the other, but 

now she’d have to do it herself. Grandma thought her new idea 

was pure genius. First, she’d spread gossip that the hunter, an 

older, single man had a thing for young girls such as her sweet, 

innocent granddaughter. Then, she’d invite him over for dinner, 

where he’d come inside to find Little Red’s throat cut. She’d 

arrange for the woodcutter to make a delivery at the same time, 

where she’d then start screaming and make like the hunter was 

attacking her also. Hopefully, the burly, simple-minded 

woodcutter would kill the hunter on the spot with his ax, but if 

he doesn’t, she’d just grieve bitterly at his trail and say he 

tried to rape Little Red. He’d deny it of course, but she’d play 

the helpless, little old lady routine and convince the jury that 

the poor girl fought back, and then the hunter killed her with 

the kitchen knife. Everyone there would surely demand justice. 

They would hang the hunter. She would collect the money and move 

into a new condominium like the ones she saw advertised on TV. 

 

Grandma pushed away from the table. Quite tipsy, she got to 

her feet and shuffled to the bathroom, passing by the hall 

mirror and glancing at herself as she went by… She abruptly 



stopped—and began stepping backwards, slowing turning to face 

the mirror. The person looking back at her was a stranger, an 

old woman with her white hair tied into a tight bun at the back 

of her head. Grandma was drunk, but she certainly remembered she 

was only forty-five years old. Yet, the fragile, old lady who 

glared at her seemed familiar. She moved closer to the glass, 

peering over her round, metal-rimmed spectacles at the sweet, 

maternal reflection. The image in the mirror moved its hand up 

and towards Grandma’s face, pointing its finger at her. Two 

wrinkled, boney digits merged from opposite directions and 

touched the glass. It was only glass. Grandma shuttered and 

pulled her hand away. She felt suddenly strange, as if she were 

dreaming, as if nothing had happened today. Little Red was 

sleeping peacefully on the couch, as she always did when she 

came to visit. She needed to pee—that at least was real. 

 

Grandma pulled her bloomers down and tried to sit on the 

commode——but some strange thing behind her was in the way. She 

screamed. “You bastard! I know what’s going on here.” She 

reached behind her back and grabbed the long, furry appendage 

with one hand and raised a fist with the other. “You can’t give 

me a tail.” She glared at the ceiling. Hey asshole, I know 

you’re there. What kind of sick narrator are you? I’m a kind old 

lady, and you’ve turned me into a monster.” 



“I’m doing a class assignment. I was just fooling around.”  

“Well, you flunked. Undo all this nonsense, right now!”  

“I can’t.”  

“What do you mean, you can’t? What am I going to do with a 

tail? Everyone will make fun of me.”  

“I’m sorry. I seem to have developed a case of writer’s 

block.”  

“I’ma gonna blow your cotton pickin head off.”  

“Wait a minute, Grandma. Where’d you get that gun, and what 

happened to your British accent?”  

“You just gave it to me… Fiddlesticks, you really are 

losing it.”  

“Hey, hold-on, here’s what I can do.”  

“It’d better work.”  

“It will, I promise. Ready?”  

“I guess. But before you go, leave me another bottle of 

wine, and a cheese pizza. And how about hooking me up with the 

hunter. I’m still…”   

TO BE CONTINUED 

Ta-da 

 


