


Story Stew: 
A Fairy Tale Revue

Comedy
by

Stacey Lane 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



Story Stew: A Fairy Tale Revue – Comedy. By Stacey Lane. 
Cast: 4m., 11w., 5 either gender, extras possible. You know 
the old woman who lived in a shoe and had so many chil-
dren she didn’t know what to do. But did you know that her 
children are Jack, Jill, Little Red Riding Hood, Goldilocks, 
Hansel, Gretel and that lamb-loving Mary? Joining this ener-
getic romp through the enchanted forest are Little Miss Muf-
fet, the Big Bad Wolf, the Gingerbread Man, Puss in Boots, 
and more of your fairy tale favorites. When all of their food 
vanishes, leaving the cupboard bare, Old Mother Hubbard 
and her children think things can’t possibly get worse. Then 
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu sively
by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY with out whose per mis sion
in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must be paid ev ery
time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for profit and whether 
or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any time it is acted be fore
an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and re stric tions may be found 
at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com, or we may be con tacted by
mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St.,
Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S AGENT 
THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COP IES. This law pro vides au thors
with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn their liv ing from the
roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the per for mance of their
work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is not only eth i cal, it en -
cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work. This work is fully pro tected 
by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or sub sti tu tions may be made in the
work with out the prior writ ten con sent of the pub lisher. No part of this work
may be re pro duced or trans mit ted in any form or by any means, elec tronic or 
me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma -
tion stor age and re trieval sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the
pub lisher. It may not be per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with -
out pay ment of roy alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes -
sional, mo tion pic ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, 
rec i ta tion, lec tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are reserved.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers must 
be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main sub sti -
tuted.
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To Kyle R. Smith: My brother,
who in spires me to

“al ways look on the bright side of life.”
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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all pro -
grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in all in -
stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis ing,
pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion. The name
of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no other name
ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in size of type not
less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i cal in for ma -
tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in all pro grams.
In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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Story Stew: A Fairy Tale Re vue was first pro duced in June
2010 by Hu man Race Thea tre Com pany’s Sum mer Stock
Kids in Dayton, Ohio, with ar tis tic di rec tor Mar sha Hanna.
Jene Rebbin Shaw di rected with as sis tant Ra chel Ifft. The
cast was as fol lows:

Gretel . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Grace Lile
Han sel . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Will Sommer
Old Mother Hub bard . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Bridget El der
Dog. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kylie John son
Goldilocks . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kati Meyer
Lit tle Red Rid ing Hood . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Teryn Barker
Jill . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gracie Jimison
Jack . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kelton Oaks
Lamb . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brenna Camp bell
Mary . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sara Pierce
Cow . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Allison Kordik
Wolf . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chloe John son
Lit tle Miss Muffet . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Maia Suchland
Witch . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Christy Car son
Gin ger bread Man. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sophie Arcusa
Puss in Boots . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Rayya Uqdah
Grand mother . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ken nedy Chase
Papa Bear. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sara Pierce
Baby Bear . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Claudia VanZandt
Mama Bear . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ka trina Fry
Gi ant . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Allison Kordik
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Story Stew: A Fairy Tale Re vue

CHAR AC TERS

GRETEL
HAN SEL

OLD MOTHER HUB BARD
DOG

GOLDILOCKS
LIT TLE RED RID ING HOOD

JILL
JACK
LAMB
MARY
COW

WOLF
LIT TLE MISS MUFFET

WITCH
GIN GER BREAD MAN

PUSS IN BOOTS
GRAND MOTHER

PAPA BEAR
BABY BEAR
MAMA BEAR

GI ANT (voice-over) 

TIME: Once upon a time.

PLACE: A fairy tale for est.
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Story Stew: A Fairy Tale Re vue

SET TING: The woods. In the clear ing, sits a small shack
with a cup board.

AT RISE: GRETEL, HAN SEL, OLD MOTHER HUB -
BARD, the DOG, GOLDILOCKS, LIT TLE RED RID -
ING HOOD, JILL, JACK, the LAMB and MARY are
crammed into the shack. The COW grazes out side.

GRETEL. What’s for din ner?
HANSEL. I’m so hun gry I could eat a shoe.
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Now you chil dren know the

rules. No body eats un til I feed my dear old dog.
DOG. Wolf!
GOLDILOCKS. It’s not fair!
LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD. Why should a dog eat be -

fore we do?
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Be cause she is mag i cal.

That’s why. And if we are es pe cially nice to her, some -
day she might give us mag i cal pres ents.

GRETEL. Like candy?
HANSEL. Or cook ies?
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Big ger!
HANSEL. Re ally big cook ies!
JILL. For the last time, Mother, our dog is not mag i cal.
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DOG. Wolf!
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Yes, she is. I saw her play -

ing the flute once.
JILL. You did not. 
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Yes, I most cer tainly did. Do 

not tell me what I did or did not see, young lady. 

(The DOG be gins to dance.)

DOG. Wolf! Wolf! Wolf!
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Look! My old dog is danc ing 

a jig!

(The chil dren turn to look, but the DOG has stopped
danc ing.)

LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD. I didn’t see any thing.
GRETEL. Me nei ther. Dance again, please, pup!
JILL. The dog was not danc ing.
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. I know what I know and I

saw what I saw. Now let’s see if I have an ex tra-spe cial 
bone in the cup board for my ex tra-spe cial pooch.

DOG. Wolf!

(OLD MOTHER HUB BARD opens the cup board. It is
empty.)

OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Oh no! The cup board is bare.
GOLDILOCKS. A bear? Where is a bear? In there?
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. What? No, of course not. I

meant there is noth ing in here.
HANSEL. No bones for your dog?

10 Story Stew:

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



DOG. Wolf!
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. No food at all.
HAN SEL & GRETEL. Oh no!
GOLDILOCKS. Well, at least there is no bear. There’s

noth ing I hate more than bears.
JILL. What about star va tion?
LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD. What will we do?
GRETEL. What will we eat?
JILL. This is poor plan ning.
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. There was food in there yes -

ter day. 
JACK. Well, where did all the food go then?
LAMB. Baa! Baa! Baa!
MARY (to the LAMB). Shhhhh! (To OLD MOTHER HUB -

BARD.) I don’t know where the food could have gone,
Mother, dear. It is most pe cu liar.

HANSEL. I’m so hun gry!
GRETEL. Me too!
JILL. We can milk the cow and at least have some thing to

drink.
HANSEL. I want more than milk. My tummy is rum bling

some thing fierce.
JILL. Or we can sell the cow and then we will have some

money to buy food.
GRETEL. Let’s buy cook ies!
JACK. No, I don’t want to sell my cow!
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. It’s set tled then. Jack, go sell 

the cow and hurry back.
JACK. Why can’t Mary sell her lamb? 
MARY. No, never!
LAMB. Baa! Baa!
JILL. Jack makes a good point. You can’t milk a lamb.
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LAMB. Baa!
MARY. No, I won’t do it and you can’t make me!
LAMB. Baa! Baa! Baa!

(MARY clutches the LAMB and be gins to cry.)

OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Shame on you, kids. Now
you know Mary and that lamb are in sep a ra ble, just like
me and my fine ca nine. 

DOG. Wolf!
JACK. But, Mother—
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. No buts about it. Now go

sell that cow, Jack.
JILL. I’ll go too.
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. No, you won’t, Jill. You

need to stay here and give my poor dog a bath. Go
fetch a pail of wa ter.

JILL. But, Mother—
JACK. Can’t I go with Jill to fetch the wa ter?
OLD MOTHER HUB BARD, JILL, LIT TLE RED RID ING 

HOOD, GOLDILOCKS, HAN SEL & GRETEL. No!
GOLDILOCKS. We all re mem ber what hap pened last time 

you went up that hill.
JACK. Break ing my crown is better than sell ing my cow.
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Jack, stop your com plain ing

and go sell that cow. 
LIT TLE RED RID ING HOOD. The fam ily needs you.
JACK. But—
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. There are far too many buts

around here and too many mouths to feed. Now go,
Jack.

JACK. Yes, Mother.
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(JACK goes out side and gets the COW.)

JACK. Come on. We have to go on a jour ney.
COW. Moo! Moo! Moo!
JACK. I know. I know. I don’t want to go ei ther.
COW. Moo! Moo! Moo! Moo! Moooooooo!
JACK. I feel ex actly the same way. (He hugs the COW and 

they exit.)
HANSEL. I’m so hun gry I could eat a house.
JILL. No, Han sel. The say ing goes, “I’m so hun gry I could 

eat a horse.”
HANSEL. Yuck. I’d rather eat a cookie. 
GRETEL. Me too!
HANSEL. I’d rather eat a whole house made of cook ies.
GRETEL. Yum.
JILL. There is no such thing as a house made of cook ies.
HANSEL. Well, I wish there was.
GRETEL. Me too.

(The DOG does a head stand.)

OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Look! Look at my mag i cal
dog!

(The chil dren turn to look, but the DOG is now ly ing on 
the floor.)

JILL. Mother, that is just an or di nary bor ing dog.
DOG. Wolf! Wolf!

(The WOLF en ters.)
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WOLF. Lit tle pig, lit tle pig, let me come in.
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Who on earth could that be?
DOG. Wolf! Wolf! Wolf!
GOLDILOCKS. It sounds like a bear! I’m scared.

(GOLDILOCKS hides in the cup board. The LAMB hides 
be hind MARY.)

JILL. Ev ery one stay re ally quiet and maybe he will go
away.

DOG. Wolf! Wolf! Wolf! Wolf!
HANSEL & GRETEL. Shhhhh! 
WOLF. I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow your house

down.
LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD. What’d he just say?

(The WOLF huffs and puffs and the walls of the house
fall down.)

DOG. Wolf! Wolf! Wolf!
WOLF. What are you do ing here?
JILL. We live here.
WOLF. Oh. Par don me. I thought this was where the three

lit tle pigs lived.
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. No, the pigs live a lit tle fur -

ther down the path. Make a left at the big oak tree.
Then you’ll come upon a house made of straw, a house
made of sticks, and a house made of bricks. 

WOLF. Oh, thank you. Ter ri bly sorry to bother you. Have
a good day.

OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. You too.
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(The WOLF ex its.)

GRETEL. Why were you so nice to that wolf af ter he blew 
our house down?

OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. It is never a good idea to be
mean to wolves.

LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD. What are we go ing to do
now?

OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. See, I told you my dog was
mag i cal. She knew that a wolf was com ing. That’s why
she said “wolf.”

DOG. Wolf!
JILL. If your dog is so mag i cal, how come she can’t talk,

like that wolf?
LAMB. Baa!
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. She can talk. She is just es -

pe cially fond of the word “wolf.”
DOG. Wolf! Wolf! Wolf!
GOLDILOCKS (from in side the cup board). Is he gone?
JILL. Yes and so is our house.

(GOLDILOCKS crawls out of the cup board.)

OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Oh what to do. What to do.
HANSEL. We could use some of that dog’s magic right

about now.
DOG. Wolf!
JILL. I’ll go to Grandma’s house to ask if we can stay with 

her.
OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. No, Jill. My dog still needs

her bath. (To GOLDILOCKS and LIT TLE RED RID ING 
HOOD.) You two go.
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GOLDILOCKS. But there are bears in the woods. I don’t
want to go.

HANSEL. I want to go.
GRETEL. Me too! I bet Grandma has food!
HANSEL. I bet she baked cook ies!
GRETEL. Yum!
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. No, Han sel and Gretel. You

are too lit tle to go any where. Why don’t you go out side 
and play?

JILL. We are al ready out side. We have no house, re mem -
ber?

OLD MOTHER HUBBARD. Why ha ven’t you left yet to
fetch that pail of wa ter, Jill?

GRETEL. And when you are at the wish ing well, could
you please wish for a big new house and lots and lots
of food?

JILL. It’s not a wish ing well, Gretel. It’s just a reg u lar ugly 
old well. Be sides, wishes don’t come true. Look around. 
(She exits.)

HAN SEL. Mother, may I go to Grandma’s house? Please!
OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. No. I al ready told you, the

only ones go ing are— (Ges tur ing to GOLDILOCKS.)
um, Blondie over there, and—

GOLDILOCKS. For the mil lionth time, Mother, my name
is Gwendolyn.

OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. Gwendolyn? What kind of a
name is that? Who would name you some thing like
that?

GOLDILOCKS. You did!
OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. Oh. Then in that case, I can

call you what ever I want. So look here, Goldilocks, go
to—
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GOLDILOCKS. Goldilocks—you have got to be kid ding
me! That does n’t even make any sense.

OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. Sure it does. You have locks
of hair and they are gold-col ored.

GOLDILOCKS. But my name is Gwendolyn, Mother.
OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. How am I sup posed to re -

mem ber the names of so many chil dren? Oh, I have so
many chil dren I don’t know what to do!

LIT TLE RED RID ING HOOD. You only have seven kids. 
That’s not that many.

GOLDILOCKS. Snow White lives with seven dwarves and 
I’m sure she can re mem ber all of their names.

OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. If only you had a sim ple
name like Jack or Jill. I should have named you Jill.

GOLDILOCKS. You al ready named Jill Jill. 
OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. Enough of this chit chat. To

Grand mother’s house you go! Here. Take this bas ket.
Pick some flow ers along the way for your dear old
granny.

LIT TLE RED RID ING HOOD. Yes, Mother.
OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. And make sure you wear that 

lit tle red cape that Grandma made you for your birth -
day.

LIT TLE RED RID ING HOOD. But, Mother, I hate that
thing. When I wore it to school all the kids called me
Lit tle Red Rid ing Hood.

OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. There are worse things to be
called.

GOLDILOCKS. Like Goldilocks.
OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. Or Old Mother Hub bard. I’m 

not that old. Your grand mother is much older than me.
LIT TLE RED RID ING HOOD. I should hope so.
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OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. You two get go ing. 
LIT TLE RED RID ING HOOD & GOLDILOCKS. Yes,

Mother. (LIT TLE RED RID ING HOOD grabs the cape
and bas ket, and she and GOLDILOCKS exit.)

OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. Han sel and Gretel, you go
play.

GRETEL. But what about Mary and her lamb?
OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. Mary can do what ever she

likes.
GRETEL. Mary al ways gets to do what ever she likes.
MARY. Thank you, Mother, dear. I’ll be ever so good.

Fol low me, lit tle lamb.
LAMB. Baa!

(MARY and the LAMB exit.)

OLD MOTHER HUB BARD. What a mess! What a mess!

(OLD MOTHER HUB BARD and the DOG carry the
pieces of the house and the cup board off stage. LIT TLE
MISS MUFFET en ters. She car ries a tuffet and a bowl
of curds and whey.)

LIT TLE MISS MUFFET. Wow! What hap pened to your
ugly old shack?

GRETEL. A big bad wolf blew it down. 
LIT TLE MISS MUFFET. Oh, yeah. Him. He stopped by

and tried to blow my house down too, but he could n’t
huff and puff hard enough to harm my big beau ti ful
brick home. Too bad your shack was so shabby.

HAN SEL. But that’s not even the worst part. We have
noth ing to eat.
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GRETEL. Can we please have some of your food, Lit tle
Miss Muffet?

LIT TLE MISS MUFFET. Oh no! I never share. I’m an
only child.

HAN SEL & GRETEL. But we’re starv ing!
LIT TLE MISS MUFFET. I’ll tell you a se cret.
GRETEL. Oh, goodie! I love se crets.
LIT TLE MISS MUFFET. But I will only tell you this top-

se cret se cret un der one con di tion.
GRETEL. Any thing!
LIT TLE MISS MUFFET. You have to bring me back a

gin ger bread cookie. 
HAN SEL. Where are we go ing to get a gin ger bread

cookie? We just told you that we have no food.
GRETEL. Not a crumb.
LIT TLE MISS MUFFET. That’s what the se cret is about.

Lit tle Boy Blue told me that Lit tle Bo Peep told him
that when she was out look ing for her lost sheep, she
found a house made of gin ger bread and candy and lots
of other de li cious deserts.

GRETEL. A house you can eat? 
HAN SEL & GRETEL. Yummy!
HAN SEL. How do we get there?
LIT TLE MISS MUFFET. Oh, it’s re ally quite sim ple.

(Rap idly.) Walk past three trees. Then take a left at a
rock. Fol low the river to a big ger rock. Turn left. Turn
right at the small tree and then take a left at the big tree. 
Then you’ll see a log. Turn right at the log. Walk
straight un til you see some red flow ers. Turn right at
the flow ers and keep walk ing un til you see a bunch of
bushes. Across from the bushes, there are some trees.
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