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This one is for 
Every kid in the Chantilly Drama Department 
Who was ever in the ensemble of a children’s show 
The Blade of Grass or the Stove 
The Cabbage Dancers or the Gasping Jury 
The Village Militia or the Idiot Commercials 
And a hundred other odd parts 
You always made me proud 
  



 
Cast of Characters 
GRANDPA 
ALLY * 
ASHLEY * 
KATIE * 
Hansel and Gretel 
HANS 
GRETEL 
HANS AND GRETTEL DAD 
HANS AND GRETTLE MOM 
WITCH * 
OVEN* 
Sleeping Beauty 
BRIAR ROSE 
EXCEDRIN * 
KING 
LIPITOR * 
QUEEN 
MIRALAX * 
PRINCE 
MISTY * 
Jack and Jill and the Beanstalk 
JACK 
STAGE CREW 1 * 
BEAN SELLER * 
STAGE CREW 2 * 
VILLAGE INSPECTOR * 
COW * 
THE GOOSE WHO LAYS GOLDEN 
EGGS * 
JACK MOM 
EDNA * 
JACK DAD 
SHANNON * 
JILL 
HOA 
CHAIRPERSON * 
* = Gender-flexible characters 
  



Production Notes 
Grandpa must always be lovably grumpy and crotchety, never mean 
or angry. Otherwise the play takes on a whole different meaning. 
He loves his grandchildren deeply, he’s just out of practice is all. 
(Plus he really likes John Wayne.) 
The cast can be as small as 13 with actors doubling or tripling roles. 
Ideally, Grandpa and the kids should stay the same throughout the 
show, but they could be used in the stories if needed. 
If desired, one of the fairy tales may be cut along with one of the 
kids. Lines to be adjusted accordingly. 
If no intermission is used, then Grandpa’s line “No. But that’s the 
best you’re gonna get. So be happy.” rolls right into his line “Now 
one more story and then you all go to sleep.” on the following page. 
Any references to pop culture may be updated or changed as needed. 
Any lines referring to the gender of characters may be adjusted as 
needed. 
Any changes in lines needed to make the play acceptable to your 
audience may be made. 
For “Jack and Jill and the Beanstalk” 
If the Rapping Chorus is used, they need to be aware that the raps 
are intentionally horrible as they are a rather pathetic chorus. They 
should have appropriately pathetic hip-hop moves to go along with 
the raps. Lines for the chorus may be cut or adjusted depending on 
the size of the chorus used. 
For the giants, we constructed two very, very large puppets. 
However, any creative way of portraying the giants that works for 
you is fine by me. 
Set Design 
The set can be as simple or elaborate as you desire. However, it really 
should include a giant bed that would make the actors playing the 
three kids appear small. This can be done by building a large, raked 
platform, covered with several comforters or quilts sewn together 
along with three giant pillows. Grandpa should have an easy chair 
next to the bed. 

 
If possible, the bed, the kids and Grandpa would be on a platform 
overlooking the action of the fairy tales. 
The Witch’s cottages in “Hans and Gretel” should be obviously 
poorly-constructed set pieces. 
The beanstalk for Jack and Jill can be an elaborate, amazing beanstalk 
that they can actually climb, or it can be a ladder with some plastic 
vines taped on. Or anything in between. Whatever works for you. 
Acknowledgments 
Various versions of these plays were originally performed by the 
remarkably talented members of the Chantilly Drama Department 
at Chantilly High School in Chantilly, Virginia. 

  



Bestest Bedtime Stories 
(As Told by Our Grandpa) 
(He’s Silly) 
(At rise: We see the bedroom of the KIDS. ALLY, ASHLEY, 
and KATIE are underneath the covers, but we cannot see or hear 
them. After a few beats we hear GRANDPA from offstage.) 
GRANDPA. KIDS?! ALLY?! ASHLEY?! Where are you?! KIDS?! 
(GRANDPA enters the room.) 
GRANDPA. Katie? 
(GRANDPA looks around the room.) 
GRANDPA. Kids? 
(From underneath the cover, the KIDS scream and stand up in the 
bed with the cover still over them. GRANDPA screams in shock 
and the KIDS pull off the covers and laugh hysterically.) 
GRANDPA. You kids are in big trouble when Grandma gets home! 
You’re supposed to be in bed! 
ALLY. We are in bed Gran’pa. 
GRANDPA. Well you’re supposed to be asleep in bed! Not jumping 
around like a bunch of cannibals! 
ASHLEY. When is Gran’ma getting home? 
GRANDPA. I don’t know. She’s down at the VFW playing bingo 
with them Red Hat women. 
KATIE. What’s bingo? 
ALLY. That’s a dog in a song! It goes (Starts to sing very loudly and 
poorly:) “THERE WAS A FARMER WHO HAD A DOG AND BINGO 
WAS HIS NAME-O! B-I-N-G . . . . . . 
GRANDPA. It’s not that kind of bingo. It’s the kind of bingo where 
Grandma loses her Social Security check. 
ALLY. Maybe they have a lost-and-found like at church. 
GRANDPA. That ain’t how she loses it. Now get to bed. There’s a 
John Wayne movie starting in ten minutes. 
ASHLEY. Who’s John Wayne? 
GRANDPA. What!? He’s an American hero, that who he is! And 
that’s what’s wrong with this country nowadays! Don’t they teach 
you nothin’ at school? 
KATIE. You’re not ’opposed to say “nothin’.” 



GRANDPA. What good does it do to know that, if you don’t know 
who John Wayne is? Now get under them covers and go to sleep. 
ASHLEY. Yay! Story time! 
ALLY and KATIE. STORY TIME! 
GRANDPA. No, it’s bedtime! 
ASHLEY. But bedtime is story time! 
ALLY. Mommy and Daddy tell each of us a bedtime story! 
KATIE. It makes us sleep good. 
GRANDPA. Well your mommy and daddy ain’t here, I am. They 
can tell you stories when they get back from Montana. 
ALLY. When do they get back? 
GRANDPA. I’ve told you a hundred times already, in three days. 
ASHLEY. How many hours is that? 
GRANDPA. What? It’s uh . . . it’s . . . . . . They’ll be back in three days. 
KATIE. (Starting to tear up:) I miss Mommy and Daddy. 
ASHLEY. (Also starting to cry:) They always tell us bedtime stories. 
ALLY. (Crying:) I can’t sleep good without a story. 
(All KIDS are now crying.) 
GRANDPA. Now cut that out! You’re too old to be crying about 
things. YOU DON’T SEE JOHN WAYNE CRYING ABOUT THINGS! 
(KIDS stop crying for a beat then begin crying hysterically.) 
GRANDPA. Hey! I said stop crying! 
(KIDS keep crying.) 
GRANDPA. Come on! Stop it now. Please. Grandma will be home 
soon. Don’t be crying like that. It’ll be OK. Please. Oh all right! I’ll 
tell you stories! 
(KIDS stop crying.) 
KIDS. Yay Gran’pa! 
ASHLEY. Mommy and Daddy make up a story for each one of us 
every night! 
GRANDPA. (Muttering:) Well, that’s because they’re a couple of 
hippies. 
ALLY. What’s that Grandpa? 
GRANDPA. It’s someone who doesn’t know to teach their kids 
about John Wayne! 
KATIE. Gran’pa, it’s my turn to get the first story! 
GRANDPA. OK sweetie, what story do you want? 



KATIE. You have to choose! That’s the fun part! 
GRANDPA. Me? I haven’t told a bedtime story since your mommy 
was a little girl. Let’s see now . . . . . . her favorite story was always 
Hans and Gretel. 
ASHLEY. Hunzuhpetal? 
GRANDPA. No, Hans and Gretel. Haven’t you ever heard this story? 
ALLY. Nope! What’s it about? 
GRANDPA. Well it’s about these two little kids whose parents leave 
them in the forest. 
KATIE. Why do they do that? 
GRANDPA. Well because . . . . . . um . . . . . . because . . . . . . I think 
they . . . no . . . . . . . . . shoot . . . . . . maybe I’ll tell you Cinderella 
instead. 
KATIE. No! I want to hear about Huns and Gretel! 
GRANDPA. Well I can’t remember the story very well . . . 
KIDS. HUNS AND GRETEL! HUNS AND GRETEL! 
GRANDPA. All right, all right! Just stop yelling. I’m too old for this. 
So, anyways, there was these two kids named Hans and Gretel. 
(Enter HANS and GRETEL.) 
And they lived in a cottage in the forest with their parents. 
(Enter MOM and DAD.) 
KATIE. You didn’t say once upon a time! 
GRANDPA. What? 
ASHLEY. You’re ’opposed to say “once upon a time” when you start 
a story. 
GRANDPA. I already started. 
ALLY. You have to go back and start over. That’s the rule. 
GRANDPA. Oh for the love of Mike! All right. 
(HANS, GRETEL, MOM, DAD all exit.) 
GRANDPA. (In a silly voice:) ONCE UPON A TIME! 
(KIDS all giggle.) 
GRANDPA. There were two kids named Hans and Gretel and they 
lived in a cottage in the forest. 
(Enter HANS and GRETEL.) 
HANS. Hello Gretel, my sister. 
GRETEL. Hello Hans, my brother. What a beautiful day it is in the 
forest! 



HANS. Yes indeedy! I was just out gathering dandelions from the 
meadow. 
GRETEL. And I was having delightful conversations with many of 
our forest creature friends. Mr. Rabbit said to say hello! 
HANS. Dear Mr. Rabbit, he is a comical old fellow. Please give him 
my regards. 
GRETEL. Most assuredly I shall. Will we now do a charming folk 
dance, to celebrate our happy life? 
HANS. Ya! That will be most enjoyable. 
(Folk music plays and HANS and GRETEL do a short, goofy folk 
dance.) 
HANS and GRETEL. Wunderbar! 
GRANDPA. The two children lived with their parents. 
(Enter MOM and DAD, both busy texting on their phones.) 
GRANDPA. They worked for some kind of a software company. 
KATIE. What’s software? 
GRANDPA. Nobody knows. It’s some kind of communist thing. 
ALLY. Gran’pa! Software is for compooters! 
GRANDPA. Like I said, it’s a communist thing. Anyways, they were 
yuppies. 
ASHLEY. What’s yuppies? 
GRANDPA. Just listen to the story. 
(During all the following lines, MOM and DAD are texting, looking 
only at their phones.) 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. Can you believe that Sarah scheduled a 
meeting with Tokyo 
for 3 PM, their time, which means it’s 2 AM, our time, and I’ll be on 
the plane to Vancouver anyway! 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. I still can’t believe Angela gave him that 
promotion. It’s all just politics. 
HANS. Hello Mother. Hello Father. 
GRETEL. Did you have a pleasant day at the work? 
 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. Larry says they’re planning to scale down the 
whole A. I. division. Big cutbacks. 



HANS/GRETEL MOM. I told them last year that the margins were just 
too low. But does anyone listen to me? No. I’m just in marketing. What 
would I know about anything? 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. I listen to you honey. 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. What? 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. Huh? 
GRETEL. Hans collected many dandelions today. 
HANS. Gretel spoke with a rabbit. 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. What time is your flight? 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. I’m catching the red eye. When do you leave? 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. Same time. We can share an Uber. 
GRETEL. Mother? Father? Are you traveling to someplace? 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. Yes Hans. 
GRETEL. I am Gretel. My brother is Hans. 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. Oh. Right. 
HANS. To whence are you going? 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. We both have business trips . . . . . . uh . . . 
(Forgetting name.) 
HANS. Hans. 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. Hans. We’ll be gone three weeks. 
GRETEL. Who will be watching us whilst you are gone? 
(MOM and DAD think for a bit and then stop texting and finally 
look at each other and their children.) 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. Didn’t you say you were going to look into that 
nanny thing? 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. No, you said that you were going to do it. I 
think. 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. Uh-oh. 
HANS. Do you mean there is no one to look after us? 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. We’ve just been swamped at work, kids. 
GRETEL. That is all well, Mother and Father. I can look after my 
brother here in our charming cottage in the forest. 
 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. Yeah. See, there’s a little problem with that. 
We rented out the house through Airbnb. A couple from Pittsburgh are 
moving in tomorrow. 
HANS. We would be very quiet. 



HANS/GRETEL DAD. No can-do buddy. They need all of the rooms. 
GRETEL. What will happen to us? 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. Don’t worry . . . . . . (Forgetting name.) 
GRETEL. Gretel. 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. Don’t worry Gretel, we’ll think of some . . . (Her 
phone rings.). . . Oh, I have to take this call. (On phone:) Hey Beth . . . 
. . . They want what? . . . .Well I guess I can leave now and we can 
meet at the airport . . . . .OK, I’ll see you in an hour. (Off phone:) I 
have to leave now, they just changed all the specs for the 
presentation. 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. That works better for me anyway, I can work 
out at the airport gym before my flight. 
(MOM and DAD start to exit.) 
HANS. Mother. Father. Are you forgetting about us? 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. Oh. No. Of course not. 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. Well, what are we going to do with the kids? 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. I guess we can leave them in the woods. 
HANS and GRETEL. What!? 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. Good idea. (To KIDS:) Don’t worry, we’ll leave 
you with the ATM card. You can get whatever you need. 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. See, everything worked out just fine. 
HANS/GRETEL MOM. I’ll get the bags and wait for the Uber. You 
take the kids to the woods. 
(MOM exits.) 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. Right. Come on Hans and Gretel. 
GRANDPA. Wait a minute! 
(DAD, HANS, and GRETEL freeze.) 
GRANDPA. I just remembered. His name wasn’t Hans, it was Hansel. 
KATIE. That’s a funny name Gran’pa. 
ALLY. You just made that name up! 
GRANDPA. No, I’m pretty sure that’s right. So, their father took 
Hansel and Gretel to the woods. 
(DAD, HANS, GRETEL, break freeze.) 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. Come on Hans and Gre . . . 
HANS. My name is Hansel, Father. 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. I don’t think so. That doesn’t sound like a real 
name to me. 



GRETEL. Yes it is. Mother said you enjoyed the name from an HBO 
program. 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. Oh. Come on . . . Hansel and Gretel. 
(DAD, HANS, GRETEL, move to the woods.) 
GRANDPA. And so their Father took Hansel and Gretel into the 
deep, dark, scary woods. Far from their home. 
HANS/GRETEL DAD. Well kids, this is it. Here’s the ATM card. See 
you in three weeks. 
(DAD hands HANS an ATM card.) 
GRETEL. Father, you aren’t really going to leave us in the woods, 
are you? 
DAD. Well . . . . . . um . . . . . . yeah. Look, just think of it as summer 
camp! Without the camp. Bye-bye now. 
(DAD exits.) 
HANS. (Calling after DAD:) Wait! Father, you did not give us the pin 
to the ATM card! (To GRETEL:) What shall we do now Gretel? We 
have no food or shelter. 
GRETEL. We shall go further into the deep, dark woods and search 
for some, Hans. 
HANS. Hansel. 
GRETEL. Yes. Hansel. Our forest friends will surely help us. 
HANS. But how shall we find our way back to our little home in the 
forest? 
GRETEL. We shall leave a trail of breadcrumbs! 
(HANS and GRETEL freeze.) 
ASHLEY. I thought you said they didn’t have any food, Gran’pa? 
GRANDPA. What? 
KATIE. You said Hansel said they didn’t have no food. So how come 
they have breadcrumbs? 
GRANDPA. How am I supposed to know? They just did is all. 
 
ALLY. Mommy says that’s not a good answer. Mommy says you 
should always ’splain your reasons. 
GRANDPA. Well your mommy sure didn’t ’splain her reasons 
when she drove my new Buick into the swimming pool at two in the 
morning with that kid Tony when she was in high school! 
KIDS. SHE DID WHAT!? 



GRANDPA. (Beat.) Never mind. Hansel and Gretel didn’t have any 
breadcrumbs . . . they . . . uh . . . they cut up the ATM card to leave 
a trail. 
(HANS and GRETEL break freeze.) 
GRETEL. We shall cut up the ATM card and therefore make a trail 
we shall be able follow. 
HANS. I suppose that makes sense. Somehow. Very well. 
(HANS begins cutting up the ATM card and strewing pieces of it 
on the ground as they walk through the woods during the following 
lines.) 
GRANDPA. But unfortunately for Hansel and Gretel, the birds 
came along and ate all of the ATM pieces, so they became lost. 
KATIE. Why would the birdies eat plastic ATM pieces? 
GRANDPA. Because they did and too bad! 
HANS. Oh no, dearest sister Gretel. Our forest friends have eaten 
our trail of . . . plastic pieces and now we are hopelessly lost in this 
strange part of the forest where we have never ventured unto before. 
GRETEL. I fear we are doomed dearest brother! 
HANS. Oh schnitzel! 
GRANDPA. But just then, they saw a mysterious cottage in the 
distance. 
HANS. Look Gretel, there is a mysterious cottage in the distance. 
GRETEL. Perhaps that shall be of good fortune to us! 
GRANDPA. And so Hansel and Gretel moved towards the cottage 
and they were amazed to find that the house was made completely 
out of candy! 
(The outside of a sketchily-built set piece magic cottage, covered 
in movie candy boxes like Milk Duds and Mike and Ikes, etc., is 
wheeled out.) 
 
HANS. Oh Gretel! Look! This cottage is made of candy! It is the most 
beautiful thing I have ever seen! 
GRETEL. Oh Hansel! It all looks so delicious! Let us eat it now! 
HANS. This will be the greatest moment of our lives! 
(HANS and GRETEL move to eat the candy but are stopped by 
KATIE’s line.) 
KATIE. No! Gran’pa, Mommy says candy is bad for you. 



ALLY. Mommy says candies makes your teeths fall out. 
ASHLEY. And it gives you dibe’uh’beet’tees real bad. 
KATIE. So we don’t eat no candy no more. 
GRANDPA. And what does your father say about all of this? 
ASHLEY. He said Mommy was being silly. But then Mommy looked 
at him that way, and then he ’greed with her. 
GRANDPA. Well in this story, the cottage is made out of candy and 
that’s all there is to it! 
KATIE. (Beginning to sniffle:) I don’t wants Hansel and Gretel to get 
dibe’uh’beet’tees. 
ASHLEY. (Beginning to sniffle:) Mommy wouldn’t like stories about 
candy! 
ALLY. (Beginning to sniffle:) They should have a cottage of healthy 
food! 
GRANDPA. Oh for the love of . . . fine, what do you want the house 
to be made of? 
KATIE. Broccoli! 
GRANDPA. What?! 
ALLY. It’s our favorite veg’uhble. 
ASHLEY. It’s good and good for you! 
GRANDPA. (Muttering to himself:) What is this country coming to? 
KATIE. What Gran’pa? 
GRANDPA. Nothin’. So Hansel and Gretel came to a magic cottage 
made of . . . broccoli. 
(The sketchy magic cottage covered in candy is wheeled away and 
the outside of a sketchily-built set-piece magic cottage, covered 
in broccoli, appears onstage. The sketchy cottage should have no 
door and all the WITCH’s entrances and exits are made behind the 
cottage. HANS and GRETEL approach the broccoli cottage with 
great depression and say the following lines with zero enthusiasm.) 
GRETEL. Oh look Hansel. A cottage made of broccoli. Yum. Our 
greatest dream come true. 
HANS. Look at all of that . . . . . . delicious broccoli. I have always 
dreamed of this. This will be the greatest day of our lives? 
GRETEL. Let us begin to eat the lovely . . . . . . broccoli. 
(They begin to eat the broccoli, making disgusted faces.) 



HANS. Mmmmmm. So good. I have never eaten anything so 
wonderous in my life. 
GRETEL. I hope we can eat this for the rest of our lives. 
HANS. Me as well. 
GRANDPA. Suddenly, the evil witch who owned the magic cottage, 
appeared with an evil laugh. 
(Enter WITCH laughing evilly.) 
WITCH. Ahahahahaha . . . HEY! What happened to my candy!? 
(HANS and GRETEL shrug their shoulders.) 
WITCH. Well . . . you two naughty children have eaten all of my 
yummy . . . broccoli and now you will pay the price! I shall fatten 
you up and eat you! Ahahahahaha! 
GRANDPA. And so the evil witch began her plan to fatten the children 
by feeding them . . . broccoli? 
WITCH. Eat up my pretties! You’ll soon get fat with this rich, creamy 
broccoli. Ahahahaha! 
(WITCH exits leaving HANS and GRETEL standing onstage 
holding broccoli.) 
GRANDPA. The poor children would grab at the bars of their cage 
and plead for help. 
(HANS and GRETEL look confused. After a beat, they mime 
standing behind bars. They say the next lines a little confused and 
very embarrassed.) 
GRETEL. Help. Help. Please come and set us free. 
HANS. We are trapped. There is no way out. Please help us. 
KATIE. What cage Gran’pa? 
GRANDPA. What? 
ALLY. What cage were they in? 
GRANDPA. Didn’t I tell you the witch put them in a cage? 
ASHLEY. Nuh uh. 
GRANDPA. Oh. Sorry. Well the witch put them in a cage. 
(The WITCH comes out, struggling to carry a large cage that she 
sets down over HANS and GRETEL. The cage should also be of 
rather poor construction.) 
WITCH. This is getting ridiculous. 
(WITCH exits and HANS and GRETEL put their hands on the 
bars of the cage. They say their lines exactly the way they said 



them the first time.) 
GRETEL. Help. Help. Please come and set us free. 
HANS. We are trapped. There is no way out. Please help us. 
GRANDPA. Until the day came when the witch was ready to eat the 
poor children. 
(WITCH enters with big fork and spoon.) 
WITCH. Well my little ones, that broccoli sure . . . . . . put the weight 
on you. You’re all nice and fat now! Which one of you shall I eat first? 
HANS. Please do not eat us evil witch. That would be horribly 
unpleasant. 
GRETEL. It is also very rude and you should not do it. 
WITCH. Too bad my pets! I must have my dinner. I’ll just light my 
oven and get ready to . . . 
(WITCH turns to light oven, but there is no oven.) 
WITCH. Oh come on! 
KATIE. Gran’pa, how come . . . 
GRANDPA. All right! I can’t remember everything! Jeeze Louise. 
The witch had a big oven. 
(OVEN, an actor wearing a big square carboard box, painted black, 
walks onstage and stands next to WITCH.) 
WITCH. What are you supposed to be? 
OVEN. What do I look like? I’m an oven! 
HANS. Ovens can’t walk. 
OVEN. Look, I didn’t even want to do this dumb play, but my mom 
made me! And then I got cast as the dumb oven! I don’t even have 
any lines, ’cause ovens can’t talk! 
GRETEL. But you are talking now. 
OVEN. What? Oh. 
(OVEN plops down and looks miserable.) 
WITCH. Very well. I’ll light the oven and get ready to eat you. 
(WITCH bends over the OVEN.) 
GRANDPA. And so, while the witch’s back was turned to Hansel 
and Gretel, they rushed forward and pushed the nasty witch into 
the oven! 
(HANS and GRETEL look confused, as they are still inside of the 
cage. WITCH looks around, waiting to be pushed into the OVEN.) 
ALLY. But how could they push her in the oven if they were still 



in the cage? 
KATIE. How did they get out of the cage? 
GRANDPA. Huh? Oh. Um . . . they . . . uh . . . um . . . . . . um . . . . . . 
I don’t remember that part of the story. They must have . . . um . . . 
well . . . they squeezed through the bars of the cage. 
ASHLEY. How did they do that? 
GRANDPA. ’Cause they . . . um . . . cause they . . . they lost a whole 
bunch of weight eating nothing but broccoli for all that time! So they 
squeezed out of the cage and pushed the witch into the oven. 
(HANS and GRETEL look a little dubious but squeeze through 
the cage.) 
HANS. Evil witch! Now you shall pay the price of your wickedness! 
GRETEL. You should have never been evil but always tried to do 
good and be pleasant. 
WITCH. Oh no! I am doomed! 
(HANS and GRETEL run and push WITCH against the OVEN 
which knocks OVEN over.) 
OVEN. Owww! Watch it you jerks! 
WITCH. (Sitting on the ground since there is no way to get inside of 
the OVEN:) Oh no, I am burning up! I deserve such a horrible end! 
(WITCH awkwardly runs around cottage screaming feebly.) 
HANS. We are free Gretel! We are free! 
GRETEL. Indeed we are dear brother. Fate has been kind to us. 
(OVEN awkwardly stands up.) 
OVEN. I hurt my elbow! 
GRETEL. But Hansel, what shall we do now? We are still lost in the 
woods with no food or shelter. 
HANS. Ah dear Gretel, you are correct. It seems that we have 
escaped one danger only to be in more peril! 
HANS and GRETEL. OH WHATEVER ARE WE TO DO!? 
KATIE. What happens next Gran’pa!? 
ASHLEY. Are they going to be OK? 
ALLY. How do they get back home? 
GRANDPA. Hmmm. Let’s see . . . . . . I don’t have the foggiest. 
ALLY. What? 
 
GRANDPA. I remember they push the witch into the oven and then 



. . . I don’t know what happens next. 
ASHLEY. GRANPA! 
KATIE. You hafta finish the story! It’s the rule. 
GRANDPA. Well I don’t know. I can’t remember. 
KIDS. GRANDPA! 
GRANDPA. Oh all right. Um . . . so Hansel and Gretel didn’t know 
what to do. 
HANS and GRETEL. AS WE STATED PREVIOUSLY, OH 
WHATEVER ARE WE TO DO!? 
GRANDPA. And then the oven told them about the Witch’s secret 
buried treasure. 
EVERYONE EXCEPT GRANDPA. WHAT!? 
KATIE. You didn’t say anything about secret buried treasure. 
GRANDPA. That’s because it was a secret. Now let me finish. The 
oven told Hansel and Gretel about the treasure. 
OVEN. Um . . . I guess the witch had a secret buried treasure? 
HANS. Where? 
OVEN. Say what? 
GRETEL. Where is the buried treasure? 
OVEN. Uh . . . (Nodding behind cottage:) over there? 
(HANS runs behind the cottage and returns holding a treasure 
chest full of gold and jewels.) 
HANS. Look Gretel! All of the money that we shall ever need! 
GRETEL. Oh Hansel! We shall be able to build our own lovely cottage 
in the woods and live there in peace with our forest friends! 
HANS and GRETEL. HURRAY! 
GRANDPA. And so they lived happily ever after. The end. 
KATIE. What about the oven? 
GRANDPA. What? 
OVEN. Yeah! What about the oven!? 
GRANDPA. Fine. The oven went with Hansel and Gretel and they 
all lived happily ever after. 
GRETEL. Come along with us oven, to live in our new and happy 
cottage in the woods! 
HANS. It will be most delightful! 
OVEN. Whatever. 
(HANS, GRETEL, and OVEN exit.) 



GRANDPA. And they all lived happily ever after. The end! (Standing 
up:) Goodnight kids. 
ALLY. Gran’pa! It’s my turn for a story. 
GRANDPA. I just told you a story! 
ALLY. You have to be fair, we should all get a story! 
ASHLEY. Daddy says it’s important to always be fair and to share 
and take turns. 
KATIE. Isn’t that right Gran’pa? 
GRANDPA. (Beat and then sighing:) I suppose so. (Sits down:) OK, 
who’s next? 
ALLY. Me Gran’pa, me, me, me! 
GRANDPA. All right, settle down. What story do you want to hear? 
ALLY. You choose Gran’pa! 
GRANDPA. If I have to tell ’em, then I ain’t gonna pick ’em. Now 
what story do you want to hear? 
ALLY. Sleeping Beauty! 
GRANDPA. OK. Once upon a time there was this mean old witch 
who would look in her magic mirror every morning and say “Mirror, 
mirror, on the wall, who’s . . . . . .” 
KIDS. GRAN’PA! 
ASHLEY. That’s Snow White, not Sleeping Beauty! 
KATIE. You’re silly, Gran’pa! 
GRANDPA. Oh. Sorry. So once there was a poor girl who slept by 
the ashes of the fire and had three stepsisters . . . 
KIDS. GRAN’PA! 
ALLY. That’s Cinderella, not Sleeping Beauty! 
KATIE. You’re silly Gran’pa! 
GRANDPA. Well which one is Sleeping Beauty!? 
ASHLEY. Sleeping Beauty is the one with a lot of fairies and things 
and they cast a spell and everyone falls sleep. 
ALLY. You know it, don’t you Gran’pa? 
KATIE. Sure he does! Gran’pa knows everything! 
GRANDPA. Uh . . . yeah. Um . . . so . . . once upon a time there was 
a king and queen. 
(Enter KING and QUEEN.) 
QUEEN. Hello my darling, what did you do today? 
KING. Oh, solved the famine, wrote a new opera, drew up plans for 



the new moat. You know, same ole, same ole. How about you? 
QUEEN. Fought a few battles, killed a dragon, chopped off a few 
heads. Blah, blah, blah. 
GRANDPA. One day, the Queen had a baby. 
QUEEN. Say what? 
KING. Oh how wonderful! 
(QUEEN lets out one big scream. A swaddled baby doll is tossed 
from offstage into her arms OR a nurse walks out and hands the 
baby to the QUEEN.) 
KING. Oh darling, it’s a little girl. She’s just adorable! 
QUEEN. Yes, she’s my little treasure. 
KING. Whatever shall we name her? How about Margaret? 
QUEEN. No. 
KING. Grace? 
QUEEN. No. 
KING. What about . . . 
QUEEN. We shall name her Briar Rose. 
KING. Honey, I don’t think that’s a real name. 
QUEEN. We can name her Briar Rose or you can have the next baby! 
KING. Hello little Briar Rose. 
GRANDPA. And so they had a big party to celebrate the birth of the 
new princess and everyone had to bring a gift. 
ALLY. And the most important guests were the fairies! 
GRANDPA. Who? 
ALLY. The magical fairies Gran’pa! 
GRANDPA. Yeah, right, right. I was just about to get to them. How 
many were there again? 
ASHLEY. Three! 
GRANDPA. And so the three fairies came to bring their gifts to 
Briar Rose. 
(Enter EXCEDRIN, LIPITOR, and MIRALAX.) 
ALLY. What were their names? 
GRANDPA. Um . . . Mary, Kelsey, and . . . Angie. 
KATIE. Gran’pa! Those are regular names. Fairies have fancy 
names! 
GRANDPA. OK . . . their names were . . . uh . . . uh . . . Excedrin . . . 
and um . . . Lipitor . . . . . . . . . and . . . . . . Miralax. 



QUEEN. Welcome magical fairies to this most wonderous occasion. 
What gifts have you brought for my daughter? Excedrin? 
(EXCEDRIN steps forward.) 
EXCEDRIN. I have brought the royal princess a gift of great 
wonder, a magical potion that can be used for an infinite number of 
applications. WD-40! 
(She pulls out a can of WD-40.) 
KING. Well . . . . . . thank you for this . . . enchanting present, 
Excedrin. I know my daughter shall always treasure it. Miralax, 
what bring you to our future sovereign? 
MIRALAX. Mindful of the solemnity of the occasion your Majesty, 
I searched far and wide and found what will be a most precious gift. 
A universal remote control with the extra-large light-up buttons. 
(MIRALAX produces the remote.) 
KING. For crying out loud! What kind of lousy gifts are these? 
ALLY. Grandpa, those are silly presents! 
GRANDPA. That’s stuff that everyone needs. Now don’t interrupt. 
Just then, an evil fairy appeared. Her name was . . . um . . . um . . . 
ALLY. I know! It was Muh-sif-uh-funt. 
ASHLEY. No, it was Muss-eef-luh-fant! 
KATIE. Uh-uh. She was Mice-if-uh-lump. 
GRANDPA. You’re all wrong. Her name was Millici . . . Micilli . . . 
. . . Her name was Misty. 
(Enter MISTY.) 
MISTY. What is the meaning of this!? Why are you throwing a major 
party and didn’t invite me? What gives? 
(All of the following lines are the height of insincerity.) 
KING. Ohhhhh . . . . . . hey everyone, look, it’s Misty. 
QUEEN. Gee . . . Misty, how great that you could come. We thought 
you couldn’t make it? 
MISTY. What do you mean, “we thought you couldn’t make it”? I 
never got an invitation! 
KING. Really? Never got an invitation? Wow, that’s a shame. I wonder 
what happened? Maybe it got lost in the mail? 
QUEEN. You know how bad those royal messengers are. Typical 
government employees. Ha ha ha. We are so sorry. Of course you 
were invited. Right, Honey Bun? 



KING. Of course Porkchop. Why, just the other night we were saying, 
gee I sure hope that Misty can come to the party, it won’t be any 
fun without her. Right fairies? 
EXCEDRIN. Oh yeah. We just love to have you around. 
MIRALAX. Heck yeah. If Misty is not there, then it’s really . . . 
square. 
LIPITOR. I wouldn’t have come if I thought you weren’t going to 
be here. 
MISTY. Oh come off it! You’re all lying through your teeth! I was 
never sent an invitation! You were hoping I wouldn’t find out about 
the party! Now why wasn’t I invited!? 
MIRALAX. Well, you’re really evil and you do horrible things. 
EXCEDRIN. And you’re mean to everyone. 
LIPITOR. And you only take a bath once every three years, so 
there’s the whole odor thing. 
QUEEN. The last time we invited you to a party, you turned most of 
the guests into frogs. 
KING. And you ate up all of the shrimp by yourself! 
MISTY. So? 
QUEEN. Well . . . . . . so . . . . . . that’s why we didn’t invite you. 
 
MISTY. Hey, just because a person has . . . one or two issues . . . is 
no reason to exclude them! Well if you thought I was bad before, wait 
’til you see me now! I hereby put a curse on Briar Rose! Before her 
sixteenth birthday, she shall prick her finger on a spinning wheel 
and fall dead! Ahahahahahahaha. 
(Sound effect of thunder.) 
QUEEN. Now you see why we didn’t invite you? 
MISTY. Where’s the shrimp!? 
KING. In the royal ballroom, next to the nachos. 
MISTY. That will teach you to dis people! Ahahahahaha. 
(MISTY exits.) 
QUEEN. Oh my darling, what shall we do!? Our daughter is doomed! 
KING. This is the worst tragedy to ever befall the kingdom! 
LIPITOR. Wait! Your majesties have forgotten, I have not yet 
presented the princess royal with her gift! 
KING. Why!? What’d you bring her!? A can of Crisco!? 



LIPITOR. (Yes she did:) Uh . . . . . . nooo. However, instead of that 
gift, I can grant her a wish! 
QUEEN. Wait a minute. Do you mean to tell us that instead of these 
stupid presents, you could’ve been giving her wishes!? 
EXCEDRIN. Oh . . . would you have preferred wishes? 
MIRALAX. You should have said something. 
KING. Never mind that now! Can you lift the curse!? 
LIPITOR. For some unexplained reason, I can give but one gift. So, 
I can lift the curse or you could have the can of Crisco. 
QUEEN. LIFT THE CURSE! 
LIPITOR. Right! I declare by the magic powers that be, that before 
Briar Rose’s sixteenth birthday, instead of pricking her finger on a 
spinning wheel and dying, I change the curse so that if she touches 
a basketball, she and everyone in the kingdom will fall asleep until 
she is kissed by a prince. Shazam! 
(Sound effect of thunder.) 
KING. Hold on. Why didn’t you just remove the curse entirely? 
QUEEN. She’s still under a curse! 
LIPITOR. Yeah, in hindsight, I should have just taken away all of 
the curse. I really don’t do well under pressure. Sorry. 
QUEEN. And why a basketball instead of a spinning wheel? 
LIPITOR. I’m not really sure what a spinning wheel is, so I decided 
to go with something easy. 
KING. And why does everyone else in the kingdom have to fall 
asleep too!? 
LIPITOR. That only seemed fair. 
KING. Well whatta we gonna do now!? 
QUEEN. We’ll have to confiscate every basketball in the kingdom! 
KING. There goes March Madness. 
QUEEN. And Briar Rose will have to live in hiding in the deep, dark 
woods with the fairies until she turns sixteen. 
FAIRIES. Say what!? 
KING. Yes, it is the only way to make sure that Misty does not return 
and try more mischief while at the same time protecting Briar Rose 
from touching a basketball because there is not a lot of hoops played 
in the deep, dark woods. 
EXCEDRIN. Couldn’t you find someone else to raise your child? 



MIRALAX. We’re fairies. We don’t have a lot of maternal experience. 
QUEEN. This is your duty as loyal citizens of the kingdom. Also, it 
will teach you not to bring lousy presents to a party. 
(Handing baby to MIRALAX.) 
KING. Now be gone with you. And do not return until the curse 
has been lifted, sixteen years from now. 
EXCEDRIN. What’s that horrible smell? 
QUEEN. Oh, Briar Rose may need a new diaper. 
MIRALAX. What’s a diaper? 
KING. You’ll find out. Come dearest, let us see if there are any 
shrimp left. 
(KING and QUEEN exit.) 
EXCEDRIN. (To LIPITOR:) Way to go Einstein! 
MIRALAX. “I can lift the curse.” You could have kept quiet and just 
given them the Crisco. Now we have to spend sixteen years raising 
the kid in the woods! 
EXCEDRIN. I hate the woods! 
(MIRALAX hands baby to LIPITOR.) 
MIRALAX. Here, figure out whatever a diaper is, and change it! 
EXCEDRIN. Fast! 
(MIRALAX and EXCEDRIN exit.) 
LIPITOR. (To baby:) Oh, aren’t you such a cute little . . . . . . (Sniffing:) 
OH! 
(Chasing after the others, LIPITOR exits gagging.) 
LIPITOR. Help! Help! 
GRANDPA. And so sixteen years passed and the three fairies raised 
little Briar Rose in the deep, dark woods, never telling her of her true 
identity or the curse upon her. 
(Enter BRIAR ROSE.) 
GRANDPA. She always thought that she was just a simple peasant 
girl. Until, on the day of her sixteenth birthday, she was gathering 
flowers in the woods. 
BRIAR ROSE. (Singing very poorly:) Tra la la, tra la la, 
it’s flower picking time. 
All day long, I walk through the woods, 
and make the flowers mine. 
I pick the roses, I pick the lilies, 



I even pick the weeds. 
And when the day is over, 
I place the flowers into decorative arrangements that emphasize 
colors and textures. 
Tra la la la la! 
Oh, I love gathering flowers so. It is my favorite thing to do. Well, 
actually, it’s the only thing to do in the woods. 
GRANDPA. Suddenly, along came a Handsome Young Prince. 
(Enter PRINCE.) 
BRIAR ROSE. Oh hello. What are you? 
PRINCE. I am a Handsome Young Prince who is lost in the woods. 
And who are you? 
BRIAR ROSE. I am but a simple peasant girl. My name is Briar Rose. 
PRINCE. Okaaay. Well, Briar Rose, can you tell me how to get back 
to the path? I must make my way to the university where I am to 
receive my education so that one day I can become a Handsome 
Young King. 
 
BRIAR ROSE. Oh that sounds wonderful! I have spent my whole 
life here in the deep dark forest raised by three fairies who hide 
some mysterious secret from me. 
PRINCE. Gee, that sounds real interesting and all, but I’m kinda 
late, so if you could just tell me how to get to the path . . . 
BRIAR ROSE. Are you a boy? 
PRINCE. Uh . . . yeah. 
BRIAR ROSE. Oh goody! I have never met a boy before. I have only 
heard about them from the three fairies. 
PRINCE. Look, is there someone else around here I could talk to? 
BRIAR ROSE. Oh no, it is just me and the flowers. 
PRINCE. Great. 
BRIAR ROSE. One day, when I am older, I wish to be married and 
live happily ever after! 
PRINCE. (Very dubious:) Well, good luck with all that. Now about 
those directions . . . 
BRIAR ROSE. Oh yes, Handsome Young Prince. Just walk that way 
until you see the big old tree that looks like a sleeping gopher, then 
turn towards the north star and follow the rocks that sound like 



snow in winter. Then, when you reach the brook that shines like the 
summer mist . . . 
PRINCE. Yeah, you know what, I’ll figure it out myself. Thanks 
anyways . . . 
BRIAR ROSE. Briar Rose. 
PRINCE. Sure. Well, have fun with your wild flowers there. 
BRIAR ROSE. Oh I certainly will! It’s my favorite thing to do! 
Farewell Handsome Young Prince! It was so nice to finally meet 
someone who is not a flower! 
PRINCE. Sheesh. 
(PRINCE exits.) 
BRIAR ROSE. Just wait until I tell the fairies that I met a Handsome 
Young Prince! They will be so excited! 
(Enter MIRALAX and EXCEDRIN.) 
MIRALAX. Hello Briar Rose. What are you up to? 
BRIAR ROSE. I’m gathering flowers. It is my favorite . . . 
EXCEDRIN. Thing to do. Yeah, we know. Now we have some . . . 
BRIAR ROSE. Oh, and I met a Handsome Young Prince. 
EXCEDRIN. (Looking around:) You did what? 
BRIAR ROSE. He was a Handsome Young Prince who was lost. It 
was so fun to talk to another person. 
MIRALAX. (Dubious:) Where is this so-called prince? 
BRIAR ROSE. Oh he had to leave. But he was very nice. 
MIRALAX. What have we told you, literally, every day of your 
entire life!? 
BRIAR ROSE. Never ever to talk to anyone except for the three fairies 
or something horrible will happen to everyone in the kingdom. 
EXCEDRIN. So why did you talk to him!? 
BRIAR ROSE. I guess I forgot. What shall we do today fairies? Shall 
we gather wild flowers? It’s my favorite . . . 
EXCEDRIN. NO! We are not gathering any more flowers, ever! 
Sixteen years in this miserable forest and all we’ve ever done is 
gather miserable flowers! I am so sick of flowers! 
(EXCEDRIN grabs flowers from BRIAR ROSE and stomps on 
them during following lines.) 
EXCEDRIN. If I never see another flower again for the rest of my 
life, it will be the greatest thing that has ever happened to me! 



BRIAR ROSE. You seem upset Excedrin. I know what will cheer 
you up! I shall sing you a song! Tra, la, la, Tra la, la. 
MIRALAX. STOP! Please, please don’t sing! You have a horrible 
voice and the only song you know is about picking flowers and it’s 
the worst song ever! 
EXCEDRIN. And I hate flowers! 
BRIAR ROSE. Fairies! What is wrong with you today? You both 
appear to be more flustered than normal. 
MIRALAX. Briar Rose, we’re very sorry. It just that we are very 
stressed out today, because soon this whole nightmare will be over! 
BRIAR ROSE. Why? What happens today? 
EXCEDRIN. Today is your sixteenth birthday and we will finally be 
rid of . . . I mean, this is a very special day for you! 
BRIAR ROSE. Will I get to pick flowers!? 
MIRALAX. (Slaps forehead:) Doh! No Briar Rose, we have someone 
very special we would like you to meet. 
(Enter KING and QUEEN.) 
QUEEN. Where is my precious little daughter? 
KING. Oh, look at her! She’s so grown up! 
BRIAR ROSE. Who are you? 
QUEEN. We are your parents. 
KING. This is your mother, the queen, and I am your father, the 
king. 
BRIAR ROSE. I have human parents? I thought I was born from the 
wildflowers? 
QUEEN. Excuse me? 
BRIAR ROSE. The fairies told me that one day the moon sprinkled 
magic dust upon a meadow of the most beautiful wildflowers in the 
world and, in the morning, when the sun’s rays crept over the top of 
the snow-covered mountains, I sprang from the flower bed, a newly 
born person! 
KING. (To FAIRIES:) She’s sixteen and she thinks she was born from 
flowers!? 
EXCEDRIN. We never got around to having “the talk.” 
MIRALAX. We told you we had no experience being parents! 
QUEEN. Well never mind darling, Mommy and Daddy are here to 
take you home and everything will be all right. 



KING. Soon you shall be restored to your rightful place as the most 
wonderful princess in the world! 
BRIAR ROSE. Oh that is so exciting! I am filled with happiness! In 
fact, I am so happy, I think I’ll sing . . . Tra la la. 
EXCEDRIN and MIRALAX. NO! 
(Enter LIPITOR carrying a basketball behind her back.) 
LIPITOR. Happy birthday Briar Rose! I got you a present. Think fast! 
(LIPITOR throws basketball to BRIAR ROSE who catches it.) 
BRIAR ROSE. Oh! What a beautiful flower! 
EXCEDRIN. WHAT ARE YOU DOING!? 
MIRALAX. ARE YOU CRAZY!? 
LIPITOR. Relax, she’s sixteen. The curse is over. 
KING. She was born at three in the afternoon! 
QUEEN. She doesn’t turn sixteen for another two hours! 
LIPITOR. Uh oh. 
BRIAR ROSE. I feel funny. 
(Instantly ALL fall to the ground and fall fast asleep.) 
GRANDPA. And so everyone in the kingdom fell fast asleep. 
(ALL begin to snore very loudly and in turn, each person having a 
distinctive snore. This goes on for three rounds.) 
GRANDPA. They all slept for many years. Waiting for the day when 
a handsome prince would wake Briar Rose with a kiss. 
(PRINCE enters.) 
PRINCE. I cannot believe I am lost in these woods again! You’d 
think that after five years of college, I would have learned something. 
Say, isn’t this where I met that strange girl? 
(Seeing the sleeping people.) 
That looks funny. Hello? Can someone tell me the way back to the 
path? Hello? HELLO!? This is certainly mysterious. They all seem 
to be asleep. But asleep as if they have been placed under some 
mysterious spell. (Beat.) Oh! I get it now. Hmmmm. What did 
they teach us in that class I took about magic spells? I should have 
studied harder. Oh wait, I remember! The cure for a sleeping curse is 
a kiss from a Handsome Young Prince. Hey! I’m a Handsome Young 
Prince! Awesome! Let’s see, one of these must be a princess. (Moving 
to KING and QUEEN:) Too old. (Moving to FAIRIES:) Too weird. 



(Moving to BRIAR ROSE:) She looks like she could be a princess. 
Wait a minute, this is that strange flower girl I met here five years ago. 
Um. . . maybe I better be getting home. 
(PRINCE tiptoes as he starts to exit.) 
GRANDPA. And so the Handsome Young Prince kissed Briar Rose. 
(PRINCE stops.) 
PRINCE. Oh all right. 
(PRINCE moves to BRIAR ROSE and looks very awkward as he 
tries to figure out how to go about kissing her.) 
OK, here goes. 
(PRINCE kisses BRIAR ROSE on the hand and steps back. 
Slowly, BRIAR ROSE awakens and stands, looking at PRINCE.) 
PRINCE. Hey there. 
(BRIAR ROSE takes a beat and then lets out a scream and points 
at PRINCE.) 
BRIAR ROSE. STRANGER DANGER! 
(Instantly the FAIRIES and QUEEN and KING wake up.) 
PRINCE. I think there’s been a misunderstanding. 
BRIAR ROSE. Get him! 
(PRINCE screams and starts to run. The FAIRIES tackle him 
with lots of noise and confusion and screaming as BRIAR ROSE 
runs to KING and QUEEN. The FAIRIES bring the PRINCE 
before the KING and QUEEN.) 
KING. You dastardly hooligan! How dare you attack Briar Rose, 
princess of the realm! 
QUEEN. You shall be executed immediately!  
LIPITOR. Oh gross. 
PRINCE. Wait a minute! I just saved you all! You were all asleep 
under a curse and I’m a Handsome Young Prince! I just kissed her 
on the hand to break the curse! That’s all! 
QUEEN. (Beat.) Oh. Well that’s OK then. 
KING. Thank you, brave prince. You shall be rewarded for your 
heroism! 
PRINCE. Awesome! 
QUEEN. You shall marry Briar Rose! 
PRINCE. Wait, I thought you said I would be rewarded! 
BRIAR ROSE. Yay! Now I will have someone to pick flowers with 



me! 
(FAIRIES bring PRINCE to BRIAR ROSE.) 
QUEEN. As the most royal majesty of the realm, I now pronounce 
you man and wife! 
KING. So shall it be always! 
BRIAR ROSE. I am so happy! 
PRINCE. This is all happening kind of fast. 
KING. Excedrin! What gift do you have for my daughter on her 
wedding day? 
EXCEDRIN. Oh, not this again! Well, I’ve got some shoe polish. 
(EXCEDRIN gives gift to BRIAR ROSE.) 
BRIAR ROSE. Oh Excedrin, it’s just lovely. 
MIRALAX. I have some beef jerky I was saving for dinner. 
(MIRALAX gives gift to BRIAR ROSE.) 
BRIAR ROSE. Miralax, this is wonderful! 
LIPITOR. I have this Fandango gift card I never used. It’s three 
years old but it probably still works. 
(LIPITOR gives gift to BRIAR ROSE.) 
BRIAR ROSE. How sweet of you, dear Lipitor. 
PRINCE. I don’t mean to be rude, but these are some pretty horrible 
presents. 
KING. Get used to it. 
(Enter MISTY.) 
MISTY. You’ve got to be kidding me! Seriously!? Another party I’m 
not invited to? Do you people learn nothing? 
QUEEN. Oh no! Quick, everyone, let’s book it! 
(ALL except MISTY run offstage.) 
MISTY. Joke’s on you! (Pulling out tickets:) I’ve got tickets to the 
game. I couldn’t have come to your lame party anyways! Oh snap! 
(MISTY exits.) 
GRANDPA. And so they all lived happily ever after. The end. 
ASHLEY. Gran’pa, I don’t think that’s how the story is ’sposed to go. 
KATIE. Yeah, some of it seems goofy. 
ALLY. Are you sure that’s how it goes? 
GRANDPA. No. But that’s the best you’re gonna get. So be happy. 
Now, I have to go see a man about a horse. 
ALLY. A horse!? 



KATIE. What kind of a horse? 
ASHLEY. No, Gran’ma says that’s what Gran’pa says when he has 
to go to the potty. 
KATIE. I have to go to the potty too! 
ALLY. Me too. 
KATIE. Me too! 
GRANDPA. All right, come on. 
ASHLEY. Gran’pa, can we have some chocolate cake too? 
KATIE and ALLY. Oh please oh please oh please! 
GRANDPA. Would your parents want you to have cake before 
bedtime? 
KATIE, ASHLEY, ALLY. (Sadly:) No. 
 
GRANDPA. OK then, we’ll have some cake. But no one tells 
Grandma! 
KATIE, ASHLEY, ALLY. YAY GRAN’PA! 
GRANDPA. All right then, we’ll go potty and get something to eat 
and then come back and do the last story. 
KATIE, ASHLEY, ALLY. We love Gran’pa, we love Gran’pa! 
(GRANDPA , KATIE, ASHLEY, ALLY all exit.) 
 
ACT II 
(GRANDPA , KATIE, ASHLEY, ALLY all enter.) 
KATIE, ASHLEY, and ALLY. We love Gran’pa, we love Gran’pa! 
GRANDPA. All right, all right. Settle down. 
(KATIE, ASHLEY, ALLY get into bed.) 
Now one more story and then you all go to sleep. I can still watch 30 
minutes of the Duke. 
ALLY. Who’s the Duke? 
GRANDPA. I give up. Let’s just do the last story. What’s it gonna be? 
ASHLEY. I want Jack and Jill and the Beanstalk! 
GRANDPA. What? 
ASHLEY. Jack and Jill and the Beanstalk! 
GRANDPA. That’s two different things mixed up. It’s supposed to 
be either Jack and the Beanstalk or Jack and Jill. 
ASHLEY. I want ’em both! I liked ’em mixed up! 
GRANDPA. But that doesn’t make any sense. You can’t just change 



things like that! 
ALLY. Why not? 
GRANDPA. Well, because then nothing makes sense, and no one 
knows what’s going on. It’s like talking to your Aunt Betty. 
KATIE. Mommy says making up new stories is fun and being 
creative is good. 
ASHLEY. Please, Gran’pa, purty please! Purty please with sugar on 
top! 
GRANDPA. How much sugar are we talkin’ about? 
ASHLEY. A whole lots! 
 
 
GRANDPA. OK then. Let’s see now. Once upon a time there was a 
poor boy named Jack who lived on a poor farm with his mother and 
his only friend, the cow. 
(Enter COW and JACK.) 
JACK. Hey Cow! How are you today? 
COW. Oh, pretty good Jack. I can’t really complain. 
(Enter STAGE CREW carrying couch. They set the couch down 
and start to leave.) 
JACK. Hey! 
STAGE CREW 1. What? 
JACK. What are you doing? 
STAGE CREW 2. We’re the stage crew. It’s our job to set the stage 
and move the furniture and props on and off. 
STAGE CREW 1. It’s a really important job even though we don’t 
have any lines in the play and nobody knows who we are. 
JACK. I know all of that! 
STAGE CREW 2. Well then why did you ask us what we were doing? 
JACK. Because you’re putting a couch in the middle of my farm! 
STAGE CREW 1. Yeah, so? 
JACK. So there’s not supposed to be a couch in the middle of my 
farm! That’s doesn’t make any sense. Also you moved the couch 
right in the middle of the scene when I was talking to the cow! Now 
get that couch and get it out of here! 
STAGE CREW 2. Hey, who made you boss of the world? 
STAGE CREW 1. Yeah, who are you anyway? 



JACK. I’m Jack! 
STAGE CREW 2. Who? 
JACK. Jack! Of Jack and the Beanstalk! This is my story! Now get 
that couch out of here and don’t come back until the end of the scene. 
STAGE CREW 1. When is that? 
JACK. When the music starts playing and the lights go down! Now 
scram! 
STAGE CREW 2. Gee, if I had my own fairy tale, I wouldn’t be all 
grumpy and yelling at people. 
STAGE CREW 1. Yeah, some people think they’re big shots just 
cause they have lots of lines in the play. 
(STAGE CREW move couch offstage.) 
JACK. Sorry about that. What did you do today, Cow? 
COW. Jack, I’m a cow. I eat grass. Then twice a day you milk me. 
That’s about it. Moo. 
JACK. Gosh, that sounds kinda of boring, to just sit around all day 
and not do anything. 
COW. Aw, it’s not so bad. So what did you do today? 
JACK. I tried to earn some money to help my mother because we 
are so poor since my father mysteriously disappeared two years ago. 
COW. How did you try to make money? 
JACK. I just walked around all day, looking at the ground to see if 
anyone had dropped some money. 
COW. Did you find anything? 
JACK. I found two left shoes with holes in them, 57 pieces of old 
chewing gum, and five plastic bags from the grocery store. 
COW. Yeah, that’s not gonna help us not be poor anymore. 
(Enter MOM.) 
JACK’S MOM. Jack, who are you talking to out here? 
JACK. Just the cow. 
JACK’S MOM. What? 
JACK. I was just talking to the cow. He’s my best friend. 
JACK’S MOM. Jack, are you feeling all right? 
JACK. Sure Mom. 
JACK’S MOM. You do know that cows can’t talk? 
JACK. Oh but this cow can. Go on Cow, say something! 
COW. Moo. 



JACK. No, say something else. 
COW. Moo. 
JACK. Gosh Mom, I don’t know why he isn’t talking to you, he 
always talks to me! 
JACK’S MOM. Jack, I have enough problems without you starting to 
talk to animals. Ever since your Father disappeared mysteriously two 
years ago, things haven’t been easy around here! And now we’re 
broke and have nothing to eat. 
JACK. Golly wonkers Mom! What are we going to do? 
(Enter DAD.) 
JACK’S DAD. Martha, we’re all out of chip dip! 
JACK. DAD! 
JACK’S MOM. MILTON! 
JACK’S DAD. What’s wrong? 
JACK. Dad, where have you been!? 
JACK’S DAD. Down in the basement, watching TV. 
JACK’S MOM. FOR TWO YEARS!? 
JACK’S DAD. No. It hasn’t been two years. Has it? Let’s see, the 
Super Bowl was in January and we lost and then after that it was 
hockey season and we went to the Stanley Cup but lost in game five 
and then it was baseball season but we lost in the wild card and by 
then football was on again and then we won the Super Bowl and then 
it was hockey again . . . . . . Wow. I guess it has been two years. Gee, 
sorry about that. So, how are you Martha? 
JACK’S MOM. I’m horrible! You’ve been gone for two years and so 
there was no one to plant any crops so we had nothing to sell at the 
market and nothing to eat and now we have no money and no food. 
JACK’S DAD. So, there’s no chip dip? 
JACK’S MOM. NO! What are we going to do!? 
JACK’S DAD. Well, I guess we’ll have to sell the cow so that we can 
get some money for seeds, so I can plant some crops. 
JACK. DAD! We can’t sell the cow! Who would I talk to? 
JACK’S DAD. Boy, are you feeling all right? 
JACK. Dad! The cow is my only friend! 
JACK’S DAD. Well, after we get some money, we’ll buy you a new 
one. So take this cow to market and sell him for fifty bucks and buy 
some seeds. 



(DAD kneels down to have a man-to-man talk with JACK.) 
JACK’S DAD. Oh and Jack? 
JACK. Yes Dad? 
JACK’S DAD. I know it’s going to be very, very hard for you, selling 
this cow. But I want you to remember one very important thing. 
JACK. Yes Dad? 
JACK’S DAD. Don’t forget to pick up some chip dip at the store. 
French onion. That’s a good boy. 
(DAD exits.) 
JACK. Mom, I don’t really have to sell the cow do I? 
JACK’S MOM. I’m afraid so Jack. Sometimes we have to do hard 
things that make people we love unhappy. Like what I have to do now. 
JACK. What’s that Mom? 
JACK’S MOM. I have to go and smash your father’s TV! Now make 
sure you don’t take a penny less than fifty dollars for that cow! We 
need all of the money we can get. 
JACK. You bet Mom! You can count on me! Cross my heart and hope 
to die! Why neither rain nor snow nor sleet nor . . . 
JACK’S MOM. Just sell the cow! 
JACK. Right. 
(MOM exits.) 
JACK. Gosh Cow, I am sure sorry we have to sell you. 
COW. Don’t worry Jack, grass is grass. I’ll be happy wherever I go. 
Moo. 
JACK. Hey! Why wouldn’t you talk when Mom was here!? 
COW. Jack, cows can’t really talk. This is just all in your imagination. 
JACK. Oh. Sorry. I didn’t know. 
COW. No problem. Now we better get going to the market. 
(Enter JILL carrying a pail.) 
JILL. Hi there. 
JACK. Hello. 
JILL. Hi, my name is Jill and I just moved here with my family, and 
even though we just met, I am not secretly in love with you. 
JACK. Um . . . OK. It’s very nice to meet you. What are you doing 
with that pail? 
JILL. My father asked me to go to the hill and fetch him a pail of 
water. 



JACK. Oh, that sounds like fun. I’m going to the market to sell my 
cow. 
JILL. Hello Cow. 
COW. Hello Jill. Very nice to meet you. 
JACK. Can you hear him talking? 
JILL. Of course I can. This is a fairy tale, all animals can talk. 
JACK. Cow! You told me that cows can’t talk and that I was just 
imagining it! 
COW. Yeah, I was just messing with you dude. 
JACK. Well that wasn’t very nice. Now come on, we need to get on 
with the story! 
(Enter STAGE CREW carrying a tree. They set the tree down in 
the middle of the group.) 
STAGE CREW 1. Right here? 
JACK. Not now! 
STAGE CREW 2. Oh, sorry, we thought the scene was over. (Pointing 
to the audience:) Hey! Look, it’s my mom! Hey Mommy, look at me, 
I’m in the play! 
STAGE CREW 1. (Waving to audience:) Hey Mr. Stevens! 
How are you liking the play so far? Did you see us bring on the tree!? 
JACK. Leave! 
STAGE CREW 2. Sorry Mom, the mean actor says we have to go. 
(STAGE CREW exit with tree.) 
JILL. Hey, what if I walked with you to the market and helped you 
sell your cow and then you could help me fetch my water? 
JACK. Well, I don’t know . . . 
COW. Say yes Sherlock! We need someone else smart in this play 
besides me. 
JACK. OK! It’ll be fun. 
(JACK, JILL, and COW exit as the BEAN SELLER enters, 
wearing a raincoat and singing a current pop song. She sees JACK, 
COW, and JILL offstage.) 
BEAN SELLER. Oh boy, oh boy, here comes some suckers . . . . . . 
er, I means, customers. 
(Enter JACK and JILL and the COW.) 
JILL. It sure is a pretty day. 
JACK. It’s even nicer when you have friends along. 



COW. Moo. 
BEAN SELLER. (Opens raincoat to reveal a bunch of movie-size 
candy boxes and various candy bars:) Hey, kids and cow. Wanna 
buys some candy? I’se gots all of da good ones. Just waiting for 
someones to gobble dem down. 
COW. Oh! I love Milk Duds! 
JACK. Gosh!! Look at all of that cool food! 
JILL. Do you have Dots? 
BEAN SELLER. Of course I does! And Junior Mints, Sugar Babies 
and five kinds of Hershey bars. Alls yours for just a couple of bucks. 
JACK. Oh, I don’t have any money. I just have this cow. 
JILL. And all I have is this empty pail. 
COW. I’ll have half a gallon of half-and-half by tomorrow morning. 
BEAN SELLER. Dat’s too bad. I guess someones else will get all of 
dese goodies. 
JACK. Hey! I could trade you my cow for some candy! 
JILL and COW. WHAT!? 
BEAN SELLER. Dat’s a great idea. I’ll gives ya six boxes of candy 
for da cow. 
JACK. Well . . . . . . 
JILL. JACK! You can’t trade the cow for a bunch of junk food! What 
would your mother say!? 
JACK. I’ll give her one of the boxes. 
JILL. Well forget it! I’m not going to let you. 
JACK. But it all looks so good! 
JILL. You’ll just have to say no. (To BEAN SELLER:) Now we are 
very sorry, but we have to be moving along. Thank you anyway. 
BEAN SELLER. Hey, I also gots some magic beans. 
JILL. Beans? 
BEAN SELLER. Not just beans. Dese is magic beans! 
JACK. Magic beans? What do they do? 
BEAN SELLER. Whadda ya means “what do they do?” They does 
magic. All kinds of magic for all kinds of ‘tings. 
JILL. But there’s no such thing as magic! 
BEAN SELLER. Listen toots, you’re standing next to a talking cow. 
Youse in a fairy tale, see. And in a fairy tale you gets magic. And 
magic beans is the best kinda magic to gets, cause you don’t have 



to kiss no frogs or talk to any scary witches or whatnot. Alls ya do 
is plants dem in da ground. Next things ya knows, dere’s magic 
everywhere. 
JACK. We’re poor. Would it get us lots of money? And lots of food? 
BEAN SELLER. Positively absolutely without a doubt. So whadda 
ya say? Is ya gonna puts some magic in your life? 
JACK. Gosh I don’t know. What do you think Jill? 
JILL. I think you should do what your mother said to do and sell 
the cow at the market. It’s always best to do what your mom tells 
you to do! 
COW. Well, you could do what your mom told you to do, but this 
sounds like a whole lot more fun. And besides, what could possibly 
go wrong? 
BEAN SELLER. Exactlys! Moms is always telling you to doos stuff 
dat’s no funs. Like eats your vegetables and cleans your rooms and 
takes a bath. This’ll be great, you’lls see. 
JACK. All in favor of selling the cow for magic beans say aye! 
COW and JACK. AYE! 
JACK. All opposed. 
JILL. NAY! 
JACK. The ayes have it! 
JILL. This is a big mistake! 
JACK. Democracy never makes mistakes! OK, I’ll trade you my cow 
for your magic beans and a box of Milk Duds! If that’s OK with you 
Cow? 
COW. Hey, if I have to be sold to someone, at least this lady seems 
like she’s fun. 
BEAN SELLER. Youse one smart cookie there Jack old boy. Why by 
this time tomorrow, you’lls be richer den dat guy who invented $5.00 
coffee! Here’s your magic beans and your Duds. Bees real careful wi’ 
dem beans thoughs, dere mighty powerful magic! 
COW. Well so long Jack, I’ll see you later. 
JACK. Bye Cow! 
BEAN SELLER. Come on Cow, let’s us go over to da community 
center. That Zumba class is just abouts over and we can catch dem 
ladies comings out. We’ll makes a fortune dere! Then we’ll grab us 
some milkshakes. 



COW. Moo! 
(BEAN SELLER and COW exit.) 
JACK. (To COW as it exits:) Goodbye Cow, and don’t forget, you’re 
lactose intolerant! (To JILL:) Wow that was cool. Wait ’til Mom sees 
what I got. She’ll go crazy! 
JILL. Yeah, I’m pretty sure you’re right there. Come on. 
(JACK and JILL exit. enter MOM as JACK and JILL return 
home.) 
JACK’S MOM. Oh thank goodness you’re back. I was starting to get 
worried! Now that we have some money, we can order out from 
Kane’s for dinner! Where’s the cash? 
JACK. Mom, you are gonna be so proud of me! Instead of selling the 
cow for money, I traded him for a box of Milk Duds and some magic 
beans. Here they are! 
JACK’S MOM. You did what? (To JILL:) He did what? 
(Enter DAD.) 
JACK’S DAD. Oh great son, you’re back. Did you get the chip dip? 
JACK’S MOM. You’re never going to believe what our son did! 
Instead of getting the money we so desperately need, he got tricked 
by some con artist and traded our cow for some magic beans! 
JACK’S DAD. What did you just say? 
JACK’S MOM. Some crook tricked Jack into trading the cow for fake 
magic beans! 
JACK’S DAD. Do you mean to tell me, Jack, that you did not get any 
chip dip!? 
JACK’S MOM. Forget the chip dip! We don’t have any money and 
now we don’t have any cow! What are we going to do!? 
JACK’S DAD. Young man, I am very disappointed in you! As soon as 
it’s halftime, you and I are going to have a very serious talk! 
(DAD exits.) 
JACK’S MOM. Oh Jack! How could you have been so foolish?! Why 
didn’t you listen to me?! How am I ever going to trust you again?! 
JACK. Gosh, I sure am sorry Mom. But the woman said they were 
magic. 
JACK’S MOM. She was just trying to cheat you! And if you had done 
what I had told you to do, we wouldn’t be in this mess. (Throws the 



beans on the ground:) I’m going to go and light my scented candles 
and try and think of what to do! 
(MOM exits.) 
JACK. Well that didn’t work out like I thought it was going to. 
JILL. What are you going to do now? 
 
JACK. I don’t know. Mom has never been this mad at me before. I 
guess I really messed up. I’ll just have to find some way to make it 
up to her. Somehow. 
JILL. I have to go get my father his water now. Maybe I’ll see you 
tomorrow? 
JACK. OK. And Jill, thanks for trying to get me to do the right thing. 
You’re a good friend. 
JILL. That’s OK Jack, thanks for taking me along. Have a good night. 
(JILL exits.) 
JACK. What am I going to do! What am I going to do!? 
(Enter STAGE CREW.) 
JACK. What are you two doing here? 
STAGE CREW 1. We have to bring in the giant beanstalk. 
JACK. NO! NOT NOW! You do that during the scene change in the 
dark when the kids can’t see! 
STAGE CREW 2. Oh. Sorry. 
JACK. SORRY?! You just gave away the big surprise! 
STAGE CREW 1. What big surprise? 
STAGE CREW 2. The big surprise when the beans that his mom 
threw in the yard, overnight grow into a giant beanstalk way up 
into the clouds, and Jack and Jill are going to climb it. 
JACK. STOP TELLING THE STORY! YOU’RE GOING TO RUIN IT 
FOR THE KIDS! 
STAGE CREW 1. Oh right. Sorry 
STAGE CREW 2. We’ll go get the big beanstalk now. 
(Exit STAGE CREW.) 
JACK. Oh well, I guess I will go to bed now. (Two beats.) Because it’s 
getting dark! 
(Lights fade to 50%.) 
JACK. I give up! 
(JACK exits as STAGE CREW brings on beanstalk. Once 



beanstalk is set, STAGE CREW exits and lights come up to full. 
JACK enters yawning and scratching his belly.) 
JACK. (Seeing the beanstalk:) Shazam! What is that? Wait a minute! 
This must be a giant beanstalk from the magic beans! 
(Enter JILL.) 
JACK. Jill! Look what happened! 
JILL. Yeah, I heard you yelling. It’s pretty cool. 
JACK. Wait ’til Mom sees this. She won’t be mad at me anymore! 
(Enter MOM.) 
JACK’S MOM. Jack what is all of this noise out here? I’m trying to get 
some sleep . . . . . . (Sees beanstalk:) What is that!? 
JACK. It’s a magic beanstalk from my magic beans! See Mom, I 
wasn’t wrong. Why all we have to do is . . . 
(Enter BUILDING INSPECTOR.) 
BUILDING INSPECTOR. Excuse me, but is one of you a Mrs. 
Muriel Weedwacker? 
JACK’S MOM. That’s me. 
BUILDING INSPECTOR. And is this your house Mrs. Weedwacker? 
JACK’S MOM. Yes. 
BUILDING INSPECTOR. And is this your beanstalk? 
JACK’S MOM. Well . . . . . . 
JACK. It sure is! I got some magic beans and Mom threw them on 
the ground and this beanstalk grew during the scene change and 
it’s all ours! 
BUILDING INSPECTOR. Mrs. Weedwacker, are you aware that 
you are in violation of Village Ordinance 175.63 “Construction of a 
Magical Beanstalk Without a Permit”? 
JACK’S MOM. Well it just grew overnight and we really didn’t . . . 
BUILDING INSPECTOR. That’s a fine of $1,000. Plus, an additional 
$500 for every day that the beanstalk is up. 
JACK’S MOM. But we don’t have any money! 
(Enter DAD.) 
JACK’S DAD. Hey! I can barely hear Sports Center! What’s going on 
out here? 
JACK’S MOM. Jack’s magic beans grew an illegal beanstalk and now 
we owe $1,000 in fines! 
JACK’S DAD. Well we’re not paying that! 



BUILDING INSPECTOR. Who is this? 
JACK. That’s my dad! 
 
BUILDING INSPECTOR. I thought he mysteriously disappeared 
two years ago? 
JACK. Oh no. He was just watching TV in the basement the whole 
time. 
BUILDING INSPECTOR. Is that true sir? 
JACK’S DAD. Uhhhhhh . . . . . . yeah. 
BUILDING INSPECTOR. Well that’s very interesting. (Looking at a 
notebook:) Because you haven’t paid any taxes for the last two years! 
So that is another $1,000 fine plus $20,000 in back taxes you owe. 
That brings your grand total up to $22,000. You have until six o’clock 
tonight to pay up or you’ll go to jail! Have a nice day. 
(BUILDING INSPECTOR exits.) 
JACK’S MOM and DAD. JACK! 
JACK. Sorry Mom and Dad. 
JACK’S MOM. Oh Jack, this is even worse than _____________! 
(MOM exits crying.) 
JACK’S DAD. Jack, remember when Grandma sent you some money 
for your birthday last month? It wasn’t $20,000 by any chance, was it? 
JACK. No Dad. It was five dollars. And I spent it all on Swedish Fish. 
JACK’S DAD. Great. Well thanks anyway son. 
(DAD exits.) 
JILL. Are you OK Jack? 
JACK. Boy, I sure made a mess of things. 
JILL. I’m sure everything will work out OK. 
JACK. How? I need to get $22,000 by tonight or we’re going to be in 
big trouble! And there’s no place around here I can get that kind of 
money! I might as well . . . . . . (Looking up at bean stalk:) Hey! That’s 
an idea! 
JILL. What are you talking about? 
JACK. What if I climbed up the beanstalk to see what is at the top? 
JILL. What do you mean? What would be at the top of a beanstalk? 
JACK. Well, it’s a magic beanstalk so there could be magic stuff at 
the top like gold or silver or gift certificates to Olive Garden! 
JILL. That is the silliest thing I ever heard of! There is nothing up 



there but clouds and air. 
JACK. Oh yeah? 
JILL. Yeah! 
JACK. Well I have to find out for sure, wish me luck! 
JILL. Where are you going? 
JACK. I’m climbing to the top! 
JILL. Well if you’re going, I’m coming with you! 
JACK. No Jill, it could be dangerous. There could be monsters or 
dragons or even spiders. 
JILL. Friends watch out for each other and you’re my friend! So if 
you go, I go. 
JACK. OK buddy, let’s start climbing! 
(Enter STAGE CREW carrying a prop axe.) 
STAGE CREW 1. Here’s the axe. 
JACK. What? 
STAGE CREW 2. The axe to cut down the beanstalk with. 
JILL. We haven’t even climbed it yet! 
STAGE CREW. Oh. Sorry. 
(STAGE CREW exit as JACK and JILL “climb” the beanstalk into 
the clouds.) 
JACK. Oh my gosh Jill! We must have climbed for hours and hours! 
I bet we climbed at least a mile! 
JILL. We climbed for about five minutes and we climbed about 30 
feet. 
JACK. Oh. Well I felt like I climbed high. I guess I’m a little out of 
shape. Say, where are we anyway? 
JILL. I don’t know. I’ve never seen any place like this before. 
(Enter GOOSE.) 
GOOSE. Oh hello. 
JACK. Hello, my name is Jack and this is my friend Jill and she is not 
secretly in love with me and do you have $22,000? 
GOOSE. Pleased to meet you and no. 
JILL. We climbed up a beanstalk. 
GOOSE. Oh, that again. Let me guess, you bought some magic 
beans from some stranger on the side of the road? 
JACK. How did you know? 
 



 
GOOSE. She’s been pulling that scam on people for the last two 
years. Promises you a bunch of magic but all you get is a big weed 
in your front yard. What did you trade for the beans? 
JACK. My best friend. 
GOOSE. OK. Whoops, wait a minute . . . . . . HONK HONK HONK 
(Out pops a golden egg.) Whew! That’s a big one! 
JILL. Is that really gold? 
GOOSE. Well of course it is! What kind of question is that? I don’t go 
around and question whether that’s your real hair or if you’re really 
secretly in love with him, do I? It’s bona fide 24-carat solid gold. 
JILL. But how is that possible for you to lay golden eggs? 
GOOSE. Well you know how Spider-Man was bitten by a radioactive 
spider and got his superpowers? I was bitten by a radioactive goose 
and now I lay golden eggs. 
JACK. That doesn’t make a lot of sense. 
JILL. Don’t you talk to cows? 
JACK. Good point. Well, would you please excuse me Ms. Goose, I 
need to talk to my friend for a second. 
(Takes JILL aside.) 
Jill, this is great! We can take the Goose back down with us and use 
the gold eggs to pay back the money we owe! 
JILL. What do you mean, take? 
JACK. We’ll grab the Goose and we take her back with us. 
JILL. But she doesn’t belong to us! That would be stealing! 
JACK. It wouldn’t be stealing. It would just be borrowing and never 
giving back. 
JILL. That’s stealing and it’s wrong. 
JACK. It’s not stealing if you really need it and I really need it. 
JILL. JACK! I am ashamed of you! Stealing is wrong always! And 
there is no excuse for it! 
JACK. But Jill! I need that money! 
JILL. Did you ever think to ask the Goose for one of her eggs? 
JACK. What? Why would she give me one of her eggs? 
JILL. Because most people are very nice. 
JACK. Buts she’s not a people, she’s a Goose! 
 



 
JILL. You are such a dork! (Going to GOOSE:) Excuse me Ms. 
Goose, my friend Jack here is in a bit of trouble with some money that 
his family owes and we were wondering, if it wouldn’t be a problem, 
if maybe we could have one of your golden eggs? We wouldn’t ask 
unless it was really important. 
GOOSE. Sure, you can have one. 
JACK. What!? Just like that? 
GOOSE. Sure, take all you want. I’ve got about 300 of them. Knock 
yourself out. 
JILL. That is very nice of you! Thank you so much! 
GOOSE. No problem at all. Enjoy them . . . . . . while you can. 
JACK. Great, we’ll just take . . . . . . What does that mean? “Enjoy 
them while you can”? 
GOOSE. I just mean enjoy them while you can, before the giants 
eat you. 
JILL. Say what? 
GOOSE. The giants. This is their kingdom up here. And I kinda 
work for them and they kinda don’t like strangers and so they kinda 
eat them. 
JACK and JILL. EAT THEM? 
GOOSE. Yeah. It’s kinda unpleasant. So if I were you two, I’d get out 
of here . . . . . . . . . 
(From offstage:) 
SHANNON. Fee-fi-fo-fum! 
I smell the blood of an Englishman, 
Be he alive, or be he dead, 
I’ll grind his bones to make my bread. 
GOOSE. Whoops. Never mind. Sure was nice knowing you guys. 
JACK. Jill! What are we going to do? 
JILL. We need some kind of weapon to fight the giant. Like that axe 
from earlier in the play! 
JACK. Right! (Calling offstage:) Hey Stage Crew! 
(Enter STAGE CREW carrying a piano bench.) 
JACK. Quick, give me the axe. 
STAGE CREW 1. You said you didn’t want the axe. 
JACK. Well I want it now! 



STAGE CREW 2. Well we don’t have that anymore, we have this 
piano bench. 
JILL. Why do you have a piano bench!? 
STAGE CREW 1. To go with the piano. 
STAGE CREW 2. Duh. 
JACK. What piano? 
STAGE CREW 2. Well we can’t carry a piano by ourselves! That’s 
way too heavy! We’re only human you know! 
JILL. Just go and get the axe! 
STAGE CREW 1. Right! 
(STAGE CREW exits as SHANNON enters.) 
SHANNON. Fee-fi-fo-fum! 
I smell the blood of an Englishman, 
Be he alive, or be he dead, 
I’ll grind his bones to make my bread! 
JILL. That’s really gross! 
JACK. And actually, we’re not Englishmen. We’re Americans. USA! 
USA! 
SHANNON. Who are these intruders who have dared to enter my 
realm without my permission! 
JACK. My name is Jack and her name is Jill. 
JILL. We’re really sorry that we came here without permission. We 
didn’t mean to bother you; we just climbed up a beanstalk to see 
what was at the top. It was just an honest mistake. 
SHANNON. Do you speak the truth? 
JACK. Cross our hearts and hope to die. 
JILL. Jack! 
JACK. Wait a minute, forget that last part. But it really was a mistake. 
SHANNON. Very well. Because it was an honest mistake . . . . . . I 
will eat you. 
JACK and JILL. What!? 
SHANNON. Yes, I will grind your bones to make my bread because 
bones have lots of calcium and are low in saturated fats and high in 
fiber. Plus, they are yummy. 
JACK. You can’t just eat us! 
 
SHANNON. Of course I can, I am a giant. I’m much bigger than you 



and I can smoosh you just like that. 
GOOSE. She’s right. I’ve seen her do it. It makes this icky squishy 
sound like sssssslllllluuuurrrrppppshh. 
JILL. But why would you want to eat us? We haven’t done anything 
to you! 
SHANNON. You are strangers and are different. 
JACK. So? 
SHANNON. So? Strangers are bad and should be eaten. 
JILL. Why? 
SHANNON. What do you mean why? 
JACK. Why are strangers bad? 
SHANNON. Oh. Um . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . because. 
JILL. That’s not a good reason! 
SHANNON. Well . . . um . . . it’s . . . because . . . um . . . (Calling 
offstage:) 
EDNA! EDNA! 
EDNA. (From offstage :) What is it? 
SHANNON. Can you come here for a minute? 
EDNA. (From offstage:) Judge Judy is on. 
SHANNON. DVR it! I need you out here. 
EDNA. (From offstage:) Oh all right. 
Fee-fi-fo-fum! 
I smell the blood of an Englishman, 
Be he alive, or be he dead, 
I’ll grind his bones to make my bread. 
(Enter EDNA.) 
SHANNON. This is Edna, my sister. She can tell you why. 
EDNA. Shannon, what is so important it couldn’t wait until 
commercial? Oh Look! You got us dinner. Scrumptious! 
SHANNON. Edna, I was about to eat these two and they wanted to 
know why and I told them it was because they were strangers and 
they said that was not a good enough reason. 
EDNA. Well of course it’s a good enough reason. We always eat 
strangers. What else would you do with strangers? 
JILL. You could be nice to them. 
SHANNON. Why would we do that? 
JACK. ’Cause it’s the nice thing to do. 



EDNA. But strangers are different from us and they wear different 
clothes and they talk different and sometimes they eat different 
things and do different stuff and so maybe they could be bad so the 
best thing to do is to eat them. 
SHANNON. There, you see? I knew Edna could tell you a good 
reason. 
JACK. But those are horrible reasons! Just because someone is 
different from you doesn’t mean they are bad. It just means they are 
different. 
EDNA. And should be eaten! 
JILL. NO! You should get to know them and where they came from 
and what they like to do. And then you can tell them things about 
you, and you get to be friends and then everybody is happy! 
EDNA. Nah, I like it when everything is the same and no one is 
different because it is easier that way and so we’ll just eat you and 
everybody will be happy. 
JACK. Well we won’t be happy! 
SHANNON. Oh, that’s right. Well, too bad. I’ll go get my Ninja 
Blender to grind your bones. 
EDNA. And I’ll get the oven ready to make the bread. (Pointing to 
JACK and JILL:) I think we’ll use that one to make some bagels, and 
that one to make some pizza dough. Goose, watch them and don’t let 
them escape! Or else you’ll take their place! 
SHANNON and EDNA. Fo Fum Fie Fee, 
Going to Have Some People Treats! 
(SHANNON and EDNA exit.) 
JACK. Jill, the next time I want to buy some magic beans, you can 
punch me in the face! 
JILL. If there is a next time, you can count on it! But it looks like 
we’re going to be eaten! 
(Enter STAGE CREW.) 
STAGE CREW 1. We got the axe! 
JACK. Great! Now we can fight . . . . . . Wait a minute! This axe is 
made out of paper mache! 
STAGE CREW 2. Duh. What did you think it was made out of? 
JILL. But we need a real axe! 
STAGE CREW 2. Are you crazy!? If you gave actors a real axe, they’d 



hurt someone! 
STAGE CREW 1. You must think we’re dumb! 
(STAGE CREW exits.) 
JACK. We’re doomed! 
GOOSE. I sure am sorry guys; wish there was something I could do. 
JILL. Uh, you could help us escape! 
GOOSE. But then I would get in trouble. 
JACK. Not if you came with us! You could get away from the giants 
too! 
GOOSE. Except that when the giants found out where I’d gone, they 
chase after us and eat you and me. No thanks! I’ve got a nice job here 
laying eggs for horrible creatures. I’m sorry, it’s not like I don’t want 
to help you guys, it’s just that I’m scared. So, no hard feelings, OK? 
JACK. Yes there are hard feelings! You won’t help us! 
GOOSE. But I’m afraid of the giants! And it’s easier to not help you. 
JILL. Look, I know it’s scary to try and be brave. But if you don’t 
help people when they need it, then what kind of person does that 
make you? 
JACK. And if nobody helps anybody when they need help, then 
nobody is ever going to help you if you ever need help. And that 
would make the world a really bad place! 
GOOSE. But I’m scared! 
JILL. That’s what being brave is about. Doing something even when 
you’re scared to do it. And there’s nothing better to do than to help 
someone who needs your help. 
JACK. And boy, do we need your help! 
GOOSE. But the giant might get us! 
JILL. I can’t lie to you. If you help us, you might get hurt. But I can 
tell you one thing for sure. If you don’t help people when they need 
it, then you’re no better than the giants! 
 
 
 
GOOSE. Well, it is no fun sitting around here watching the giants 
be mean to people. And I sure am tired of them always taking my 
golden eggs whenever they want to buy Slurpees. And they never 
even offer me any! (Beat.) OK! We may all get eaten, but I’ll help you 



guys get away! 
JILL. Great! OK Jack, what’s your plan? 
JACK. My what? 
JILL. Your plan? How do you plan to get away from the giants and 
not get eaten? 
JACK. I thought we would just run really fast and scream a lot. Like 
this. 
(JACK runs around in a circle and screams a high-pitched scream.) 
GOOSE. Exactly why are you secretly in love with him again? 
JILL. I’m not! And I don’t mean to be mean Jack, but that is the worst 
plan I ever heard of. Here’s what we’re going to do. We’ll run as fast 
as we can and climb down the beanstalk. Then, when we get to the 
bottom, we’ll use the axe to cut down the beanstalk and the giants 
can’t get us! 
GOOSE. But the axe is made out of paper mache! 
JILL. So is the beanstalk! All right team, are we ready to make a 
break for it! 
JACK. I say let’s go for it! 
GOOSE. I’m scared but I’m trying! 
JILL. Let’s break on three! 
ALL. Uno, dos, tres! Break! 
(ALL exit as SHANNON and EDNA enter.) 
EDNA. But America’s Test Kitchen says to add the cinnamon and 
cloves before you grind their bones! 
SHANNON. I do not care for cinnamon in my people. Wait a minute! 
Where have they all gone? What does this mean? Who dares 
defy the commands of the Giant!? 
EDNA. Why do you have to make such a big deal about everything? 
They’ve run off is all. We just have to go and get them and then we 
can have them for our supper. 
 
SHANNON. Oh, all right. But it’s getting cold out and I left my good 
sweatshirt at work. 
EDNA. Stop being such a baby! 
SHANNON. I am not a baby, I am a giant! 
EDNA. You’re a giant baby, is what you are. Now come on, they 
probably climbed down the beanstalk. If we hurry, maybe we can 



find some more people to eat. 
(GIANT and SHANNON exit as JACK, JILL, and GOOSE 
come down the bottom of the beanstalk.) 
JACK. Mom! Dad! Mom! Dad! 
(Enter MOM.) 
JACK’S MOM. Jack! Where have you been all day? I wasn’t done 
yelling at you for messing up everything. 
JACK. Quick Mom, there’s no time. We have to chop down the 
beanstalk before the giants can follow us and eat us. 
JACK’S MOM. OK, is this like the whole talking cow thing? Because I 
don’t know if you’re joking or not. 
JILL. No Mrs. Weedwacker, Jack’s telling the truth! 
JACK’S MOM. Oh, then I believe you! 
JACK. What!? Why would you believe Jill and not me, your own 
son!? 
JACK’S MOM. Because she wasn’t goofy enough to trade a perfectly 
good cow for some magic beans! 
(Enter DAD.) 
JACK’S DAD. What’s all of this nonsense?! The Steelers are about to 
score! 
JACK. Dad! Two giants are coming to eat us! 
JACK’S DAD. Martha, there’s something wrong with our kid. Maybe it 
was that time I dropped him on his head. 
JACK’S MOM. You did what!? 
JACK’S DAD. Never mind. 
GOOSE. No mister, Jack is telling the truth! 
JACK’S DAD. Who are you? 
GOOSE. I’m the goose who lays golden eggs. 
JACK’S DAD. (Laughing:) Yeah right! And I’m John Wayne. 
JILL. All right, you better show them. 
GOOSE. This is a little humiliating, but OK. HONK HONK HONK 
(Lays a golden egg:) There you go. One golden egg. 
JACK’S MOM. (Picks up egg:) Is this really gold? 
GOOSE. Well of course it is! And it’s not any QVC gold either! It’s 24 
caret solid gold, worth about 3,000,000 smackaroos! 
JACK’S MOM. Milton! Do you know what this means? 



JACK’S DAD. Yes! We can buy that 70-inch curved plasma screen 
TV with the surround sound and 3D goggles! Whoooop! 
JACK’S MOM. NO! It means we can pay all of your taxes and fines 
and not have to go to jail! 
JILL. But first we have to cut down the beanstalk before the giant 
comes!! 
JACK’S DAD. Well get cutting boy! 
(JACK grabs the axe and starts cutting. Enter HOA.) 
HOA. Just one moment! What exactly do you think you’re doing? 
JACK. I’m cutting down this beanstalk, so the giants won’t eat us! 
HOA. One more swing of that axe and you will land up in prison, 
along with everyone else here! 
JILL. What!? 
HOA. I am Joan Landcrab, Chairperson of the Home Owners 
Association. And that beanstalk that you are illegally trying to chop 
down, is an extremely rare Beanpolus Giganticus. It is an O. D. D. V. 
C. A., an Officially Designated Decorative Vegetative Community 
Asset. You can do nothing to it until the Vegetation Committee 
holds a special hearing on the matter. It meets on the third Tuesday 
of each month. 
JILL. But if we don’t cut it down, the two giants will come. 
HOA. That can’t be helped. 
JACK. But they will eat us! 
HOA. Well, that is sad. But unfortunately, you are not an O. D. D. V. 
C. A., and therefore not protected under the by-laws of the Home 
Owners Association. So there is nothing I can do for you. Sorry. 
Now step away from the beanstalk before I am forced to call in the 
SWAT team. 
JILL. Quick, everybody look up and see if you can see the giants 
coming down! 
(ALL look to the sky.) 
GOOSE. I don’t see anything. 
JILL. Maybe they gave up? 
JACK. Maybe they got lost. 
JACK’S MOM. (Pointing offstage:) Maybe they’re right here! 
(Enter SHANNON and EDNA.) 
JACK. How did you get here? 



EDNA. We took the elevator. 
JACK. There’s an elevator!? 
HOA. Who are you!? 
SHANNON. We’re the giants. My name’s Shannon and this is my 
sister Edna. We’re here to get our goose back and to eat everyone. 
HOA. That is in direct violation of the bylaws of the HOA! 
EDNA. Yeah, but we’re giants, so we don’t really care. Ready 
Shannon? 
SHANNON. Ready Edna. 
(Enter STAGE CREW carrying a shrink ray.) 
STAGE CREW 1. Where do you want the Shrink Ray? 
JACK. What are you talking about!? There is no shrink ray in this play! 
JILL. Jack . . . 
JACK. You two are the worst stagehands ever! 
JILL. Jack . . . 
JACK. Now take that shrink ray and get it out of here! 
JILL. JACK! 
JACK. What? 
JILL. Don’t you think we could use a shrink ray right about now? 
JACK. What we would need a shrink ray for . . . . . . . . Oh snap! Hey 
stagehands, I take back everything I said about you! You’re the best 
stage crew ever! Thanks a lot! 
(JACK takes shrink ray and aims it the giants.) 
JACK. Ah ha! One move and I’ll blast you! 
SHANNON. Hey, that’s not fair! There’s no shrink ray in fairy tales! 
JILL. Well there’s a shrink ray in this fairy tale now. So there. 
JACK. All right everybody! Stand back while I blast them! 
JILL. Jack! What are you doing!? 
JACK. I’m going to blast them! 
JILL. Don’t you dare do such a thing! 
JACK. But they were going to eat us! 
JILL. Just because they were going to do something wrong is no 
excuse for you doing something wrong. Otherwise you’re just as bad 
as them. 
JACK. Well what are we supposed to do? 
JILL. All right giants, you can either get shrunk or we can make a deal 
to live together. What’s it going to be? 



EDNA. Will we still be able to eat you? 
JACK. No! 
EDNA. Well what will we eat then? 
(Enter BEAN SELLER.) 
BEAN SELLER. Candy here! Nice and fresh candy here! All flavors 
and sizes! 
JACK. You can eat that! 
SHANNON. What’s that? 
JILL. It’s much better tasting than people! Hey lady, we’ll take all of 
your candy. 
BEAN SELLER. That’s be $137.56. 
GOOSE. I’ve got it. HONK HONK HONK (Lays a golden egg.) Keep 
the change. 
JACK. Well giants, have we got a deal? Are you willing to try and 
get along with people different than you and try new things? 
SHANNON. Oh, I suppose so. All right. 
EDNA. See, now this story has a happy ending! And that’s why I 
hate fairy tales! Now we have to stand around and watch Jack and 
Jill kiss. 
JACK. WHAT! What are you talking about? That’s not going to 
happen! 
JILL. Well Jack, there is one thing that I did forgot to tell you. 
JACK. What’s that? 
JILL. I am secretly in love with you. 
(JILL hugs JACK. JACK gets huge smile on his face and faints.) 
GRANDPA. And so Jack and Jill and everyone lived happily ever 
after. The end. 
(The KIDS are all sound asleep.) 
 
GRANDPA. (Whispering:) Kids? Kids? Ha! Looks like ol’ Grandpa’s 
still got it! (Looks at watch.) Hot dog! I can still catch the end of the 
movie! 
(GRANDPA tiptoes offstage. There is a beat and then the KIDS 
“wake up” and look around.) 
KATIE. Is he gone? 
ASHLEY. He went to watch his Joan Waynes movie. 



ALLY. Gran’pa’s stories were different from Mommy’s and Daddy’s 
stories. 
KATIE. I think he got mixed up a lot. 
ASHLEY. That’s cause he’s old, like Mommy and Daddy. 
KATIE. I liked Gran’pa’s stories, they were funny. 
ASHLEY. Me too! I hope he tells us more tomorrow. 
ALLY. You know what? If Gran’pa is watching a movie, that means 
he’ll fall asleep in front of the TV in like two minutes. 
KATIE. So he wouldn’t even waked up if we got some more chocolate 
cake from the kitchen? 
ASHLEY. He doesn’t wake up too easy. 
ALLY. Who wants to get some more cake? 
ASHLEY and KATIE. WE DO! 
ALLY. We better eat the cake in bed, just in case he wakes up. 
ASHLEY. Good idea! 
KATIE. We’ve never eaten chocolate cake in bed before. Would 
Mommy and Daddy care? 
ALLY. Oh no. Because this way, we won’t make a big mess in the 
kitchen. 
(KIDS exit as they sing the cake song to the tune of “Three Blind 
Mice.”) 
KIDS. We love cake, 
We love cake.  It is great,   It is great. 
We’re gonna eat it, all night long! 
If our parents don’t know, 
Then it’s not wrong! 
We love cake,  We love cake! 
End of Play 
 


