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THE GOOSE THAT LAID THE GOLDEN EGG

By STACEY LANE

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

# of lines

GRETCHEN ...............................greedy old woman 118
SCRAMBLED .............................chicken 13
OMELET....................................chicken 13
POACHED .................................chicken 15
BENEDICT .................................chicken 13
SUNNY SIDE UP ........................chicken 16
WENDELL .................................young traveler 34
GEORGE ...................................Gretchen’s husband 48
GOLDA .....................................goose 51
MILLIE ......................................hat merchant 11
JEWEL ......................................jewel merchant 11
PERCY ......................................purse merchant 6
COLBY ......................................shoe merchant 24
UMBERTO .................................umbrella merchant 7
TAYLOR .....................................dress merchant 21
ORELLA ....................................golden fairy 9
TOWNSPEOPLE .........................shoppers at the market n/a

SETTING
Time:  Long ago.
Place:  A chicken coop and a marketplace.

SET DESCRIPTION
A chicken coop is STAGE LEFT. There are six stools in a row as perches 
for the CHICKENS and GOLDA. A basket is below each stool. OMELET’S 
basket contains one regular egg, and the basket on the RIGHT end of 
the row contains three golden eggs hidden from view. There is an 
empty rusty feed dish DOWNSTAGE, and a sack of chicken feed is off 
to the side. Straw or other clippings can enhance the chicken coop set, 
but are not necessary.

A marketplace is STAGE RIGHT. There are six booths or tables, each 
displaying merchandise for one of the merchants. See PRODUCTION 
NOTES for details.
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THE GOOSE THAT LAID THE GOLDEN EGG

AT RISE:  GRETCHEN, barefoot and wearing ragged clothes and a dirty 
apron, is in the chicken coop collecting eggs. BENEDICT, POACHED, 
SUNNY SIDE UP, SCRAMBLED and OMELET sit on their stools. The 
furthest right stool is empty. GRETCHEN kneels in front of SCRAMBLED.
GRETCHEN:  What? No egg again? What am I going to do with you, 

you worthless chicken?! All I want is one egg. One egg! Is that too 
much to ask? If you could lay just one little egg, I’d be so happy.

SCRAMBLED:  Bock! Bock! Bock!
GRETCHEN:  (Kneels before OMELET, collects and holds up one egg.) 

Hmm. One egg. Well, that is certainly not enough to feed my poor 
husband and me! If only, chicken, you could lay two eggs a day, 
oh, how happy I would be. (Puts egg in apron pocket. WENDELL 
ENTERS DOWN LEFT. He is soaking wet and his clothes are tattered. 
GOLDA waddles behind him.)

CHICKENS:  Bock! Bock! Bock! Bock!
WENDELL:  Good day, ma’am!
GRETCHEN:  What do you want?
GEORGE:  (From OFF LEFT.) Who is it, dear?
GRETCHEN:  Some wet stranger. (Fills a rusty dish with chicken feed. 

The CHICKENS rush over and eat.)
CHICKENS:  Bock! Bock! Bock! Bock!
WENDELL:  Please take pity on a poor traveler.
GRETCHEN:  We’re poor too, and we take pity on no one. (GEORGE, 

shabbily clothed and barefoot, ENTERS UP LEFT.)
WENDELL:  I haven’t had anything to eat since yesterday morning.
GRETCHEN:  If you’re so hungry, why don’t you cook your goose?
GOLDA:  Honk!
WENDELL:  Oh, no! I would never do that. This goose is very special 

to me.
GRETCHEN:  What makes your goose so special? It looks like an 

ordinary goose to me.
GEORGE:  Does she do any tricks?
WENDELL:  None that I know of, but all animals are special, and if we 

take good care of them, they will take good care of us.
GRETCHEN:  Rubbish and hog wash!
GEORGE:  What happened to you, lad? Why are you all wet?
WENDELL:  Well, I was walking along when up ahead in the river I saw 

a woman in a golden gown tossing and turning in the water—
GEORGE:  Oh my!
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WENDELL:  And you might think me foolish, but it looked like the 
woman had wings.

GRETCHEN:  Foolish indeed!
GEORGE:  Fascinating.
WENDELL:  I dived in to save her, but the river was strong and it 

swallowed up all of my worldly possessions and nearly swallowed 
me up, too.

GEORGE:  Oh my!
WENDELL:  It was my goose that pulled the woman to shore.
GEORGE:  That does sound like a special goose.
GOLDA:  Honk!
WENDELL:  When she was free from the water, the woman in gold 

disappeared before my very eyes.
GEORGE:  How extraordinary!
GRETCHEN:  How ungrateful! She didn’t even give you a gift for saving 

her life?
WENDELL:  I only need something to eat and something dry to wear. If 

you would be so kind to—
GEORGE:  Don’t worry, lad. We will help you.
GRETCHEN:  You help us. We help you. That’s how this world works.
GEORGE:  Gretchen!
GRETCHEN:  What can you give us to repay us for our kindness?
WENDELL:  I have nothing. I lost everything in the river.
GRETCHEN:  Well, good-bye then.
WENDELL:  Only my goose survived, because she was a much better 

swimmer than my suitcase and my sandwich.
GRETCHEN:  Well, we are a chicken farm, not a goose farm, but I 

suppose—
WENDELL:  No! I wasn’t saying that I would part with—
GRETCHEN:  So it’s decided. You give us your goose, and we give you 

food and warm clothes.
WENDELL:  But—
GEORGE:  Dear…
GRETCHEN:  That’s my final offer. Take it or leave it.
WENDELL:  If I give you my goose, will you promise to treat her kindly?
GRETCHEN:  Yah. Yah. Yah. (Grabs GOLDA roughly and sits her in the 

row with the CHICKENS on the empty right stool.)
WENDELL:  And I can buy her back one day?
GRETCHEN:  Yes. We’d much rather have money than a barn full of 

goose poop.

              

                
       
     

          
           

              
 

         
        

               
 

          
          

           
           

            
              
     

     
    

            

       
  

              
           

             

  
             

  
             

 
  

               
              
     

       

   
             

              
  

            
       

      
              

    
          

             
   

            
 

            
            

            
            

       
     
           

            
              
             

            
             

 
  

           
             

            
        

       
    

     
          

        
  

         
       

   

           
  

              
            
 

           

             
           

           
           

  

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

For preview only



       

3

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

GOLDA:  Honk!
WENDELL:  I’m so sorry, goosey girl. I’ll see you soon.
GOLDA:  Honk! Honk! Honk!
GEORGE:  Come with me, lad. We’ll get you all fixed up. (GEORGE, 

WENDELL and GRETCHEN EXIT UP LEFT.)
GOLDA:  Well, hello!
OMELET:  Hello yourself.
POACHED:  I guess you’re one of us now.
BENEDICT:  You sure don’t look like one of us.
SUNNY SIDE UP:  Is it really true that you pulled a winged woman out 

of the river all by yourself?
GOLDA:  Yes. But ever since then, I’ve had a terrible tummy ache.
SCRAMBLED:  I’m sorry to hear that.
GOLDA:  Oh, and it’s getting worse and worse by the minute. (Groans.) 

Ow! Ow! Ow! Owwwwwwwwwwwwwww!
SUNNY SIDE UP:  What’s happening to her?
OMELET:  It looks like she’s laying an egg.
BENEDICT:  I lay eggs all the time and with far less drama.
GOLDA:  (As if she just laid an egg. See PRODUCTION NOTES.) Oh, that’s 

much better.
BENEDICT:  All that fuss for one little egg.
GOLDA:  (Looks in her basket and screams.) What’s wrong with my egg? 

(The CHICKENS circle around and pick up one of the golden eggs 
preset in the basket, making sure the others stay hidden. They pass 
it around.)

SUNNY SIDE UP:  It’s so cold.
POACHED:  And so heavy.
SCRAMBLED:  And such a strange color.
BENEDICT:  It’s the ugliest egg I’ve ever seen. That’s for sure.
SCRAMBLED:  The old woman is going to be mad when she sees your 

odd egg.
OMELET:  It’s too hard for her to crack open and eat for breakfast. 

(They put the egg back in GOLDA’S basket. LIGHTS FADE to BLACK, 
then come BACK UP. It is the next morning, and GRETCHEN ENTERS 
UP LEFT to collect eggs. The CHICKENS and GOLDA are sitting on 
their stools.)

GRETCHEN:  Oh, how will we ever survive? So few chickens. So few 
eggs. We will surely starve. (To SCRAMBLED, looking in her basket.) 
And you, no egg for me, again! Shame on you! (To GOLDA.) I’ve 
never tasted a goose egg before, but when you’re hungry and 
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hopeless, I suppose— (Picks up one of the golden eggs.) What 
is this? This looks like— It couldn’t be— It’s— Oh my! George! 
George! George! Come quickly!

GEORGE:  (Runs ON UP LEFT.) Dear, are you all right?
GRETCHEN:  (Holds golden egg up.) Look at this egg. It looks like it’s 

made of—
GEORGE/GRETCHEN:  Gold! (GEORGE and GRETCHEN dance around 

excitedly, screaming in delight.)
GEORGE:  But how can this be?
GRETCHEN:  I don’t know, and I don’t care. We’re rich!
GEORGE:  Finally, we can stop worrying.
GRETCHEN:  We can live the life of luxury. Just think of all the things 

we can buy! Palaces! Ponies!
GEORGE:  Shoes!
GRETCHEN:  Shoes?
GEORGE:  Yes. We can go to the market and get each of us a nice pair 

of shoes. Then our feet won’t be so sore and cold all of the time.
GRETCHEN:  What a good idea! I’ll go at once.
GEORGE:  I’ll come, too.
GRETCHEN:  No, you have to stay here and guard our golden goose. 

Make sure that no one steals her. (Runs over to GOLDA and hugs 
her.) Oh, goose, you glorious goose! You are the best thing that 
has ever happened to me! I’m going to name you Golda! (Runs 
OFF DOWN LEFT with the golden egg. GEORGE fills the rusty dish 
with chicken feed and then settles into the coop to take a nap. The 
CHICKENS eat.)

CHICKENS:  Bock! Bock! Bock! Bock! Bock!
OMELET:  (Whispers.) Huh. Well, what do you know. She did like your 

egg.
GOLDA:  (Whispers.) What is gold? (CHICKENS and GOLDA return to 

their stools as the LIGHTS GO DOWN on the chicken coop and 
COME UP on the marketplace. MERCHANTS sell their wares to 
TOWNSPEOPLE, who shop at the booths.)

MILLIE:  Hats! Hats for sale! Beautiful hats for beautiful ladies!
JEWEL:  Jewelry! Get your jewelry here. Nothing tells the world that you 

are special like diamonds and gold!
PERCY:  Purses! Pretty purses! No fine lady should be without a pretty 

purse! (GRETCHEN, still barefoot and in her ragged clothes and 
dirty apron, ENTERS RIGHT and is mesmerized by the fancy goods 
for sale. No one pays attention to her. GRETCHEN crosses to the 
shoe booth. COLBY ignores her while she looks at the shoes. She 
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picks up a pair of simple men’s shoes. COLBY eyes her suspiciously. 
She picks up a pair of simple women’s shoes. She starts to try them 
on.)

COLBY:  Lady, don’t you dare put those shoes on your dirty, stinky feet 
unless you plan to actually buy them.

GRETCHEN:  I plan to buy— (Notices the pair of gold high heels.) Wait! 
I’d like to try on those shoes.

COLBY:  Oh, no! Those shoes are too expensive for you, lady. They 
cost twice as much as the ones in your hand.

GRETCHEN:  I’ll take them!
COLBY:  Do you have any money? I don’t trade for poultry and eggs, 

you know.
GRETCHEN:  What about golden eggs?
COLBY:  Ha! There is no such thing!
GRETCHEN:  (Pulls out the golden egg and hands it to COLBY.) I’ll take 

those gold shoes. Thank you very much. (COLBY studies the egg 
and then breaks into a big grin.)

COLBY:  Oh, my lovely lady. Yes. This is exactly the cost of these 
stunning shoes. A perfect choice for a fine, classy lady such as 
yourself.

GRETCHEN:  (Picks up the men’s shoes.) Can I get these too?
COLBY:  Do you have another golden egg?
GRETCHEN:  Not yet, but—
COLBY:  Then no. (Gestures to the simple men and women’s shoes.) I 

can sell you these two pairs of simple shoes for your one golden 
egg. (Picks up the gold shoes.) Or I can sell you this one pair of 
special shoes. You have to choose.

GRETCHEN:  I choose the gold shoes. (COLBY hands her the shoes. 
She puts them on and EXITS RIGHT, having difficulty walking in the 
high heels.)

COLBY:  (Calls after her.) Thank you, my lady, and please come back 
soon. (TOWNSPEOPLE EXIT as LIGHTS GO DOWN on the marketplace 
and COME UP on the chicken coop. GOLDA and the CHICKENS 
meander about. GRETCHEN ENTERS DOWN LEFT wearing the gold 
high heels as GEORGE is waking up. [NOTE:  GRETCHEN will wear 
the high heels for the rest of the play.])

CHICKENS:  Bock! Bock! Bock! Bock!
GOLDA:  Honk!
GEORGE:  Gretchen, dear, you’re back! I can’t wait to try on my shoes. 

After all these years, I can finally say I own my very own pair of 
shoes.
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GRETCHEN:  The egg wasn’t enough to get two pairs of shoes, George. 
So I only got a pair for me. But look how beautiful they are!

GEORGE:  They are extravagant.
GRETCHEN:  As soon as I saw these shoes, I knew that if they were 

mine, I’d never be unhappy again.
GEORGE:  Well, dear, if they mean that much to you—
GRETCHEN:  Don’t worry. I’ll buy you shoes with tomorrow’s golden 

egg.
GEORGE:  Now, Gretchen, don’t count your chickens before they hatch.
POACHED:  Bock! Bock! Bock!
GEORGE:  Tomorrow the goose may not lay a golden egg.
GRETCHEN:  Don’t say such a terrible thing! Of course she will! 

Golda will lay an egg every day, maybe even two, and we will 
buy everything we’ve ever dreamed of! (LIGHTS QUICKLY FADE to 
BLACK. GRETCHEN and GEORGE EXIT UP LEFT. LIGHTS UP on the 
chicken coop the next morning. GOLDA and the CHICKENS are lined 
up in their places.)

SCRAMBLED:  (Puffs and pushes, as if laying an egg. Looks in her 
basket.) Oh, finally! I did it! I laid an egg after this long dry spell. 
Oh, thank goodness!

OMELET:  Congratulations!
BENEDICT:  (Looks in SCRAMBLED’S basket.) Now that is what a proper 

egg is supposed to look like!
SCRAMBLED:  The old woman will finally appreciate me. I can’t wait to 

show her. (GRETCHEN ENTERS UP LEFT with a large bowl of food. 
She stumbles in her gold heels.)

CHICKENS:  Bock! Bock! Bock! Bock!
GRETCHEN:  Good morning, my gorgeous Golda Goose! Do you have 

another one of your egg-stra special eggs for me?
SCRAMBLED:  (Gesturing toward her basket.) Bock! Bock! Bock! 

(GRETCHEN goes straight to GOLDA’S basket and picks up a golden 
egg, making sure the other stays concealed from view.)

GRETCHEN:  Oh, thank you, Golda. You are amazing!
GOLDA:  Honk!
GRETCHEN:  (Puts the bowl in front of her.) I brought you some special 

food. I want you to be healthy and strong so you can lay lots and 
lots of golden eggs.

GOLDA:  Honk! Honk! (GRETCHEN hugs GOLDA and EXITS UP LEFT.)
SCRAMBLED:  Bock! Bock! Bock! (Chases after GRETCHEN.) Wait! My 

egg! You didn’t take my egg!
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
CHICKEN COOP:  Six stools; six baskets, one with one egg and another 

with three golden eggs hidden from view; rusty feed dish; sack of 
chicken feed, optional straw or other clippings.

MARKETPLACE:  Hat booth with display of hats, including a green and 
gold hat; shoe booth with display of shoes, including a pair of 
simple men’s shoes, a pair of simple women’s shoes and a pair 
of gold high heels; purse booth with display of purses, including a 
gold purse; jewelry booth with display of jewelry, including a gaudy 
gold necklace; dress booth with display of at least one plain dress 
and one green and gold ball gown; umbrella booth with display of 
umbrellas, including a green umbrella.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
Large bowl, blanket with two concealed golden eggs, very large bowl 

with “Golda” written on it, large gold bow, large knife, golden eggs 
(GRETCHEN)

Coins (WENDELL)
Gold wand (ORELLA)
Regular colored goose eggs (PERCY, MILLIE, UMBERTO, JEWEL)
Real egg (COLBY)
Handkerchief (GEORGE)
NOTE:  Except for the one Colby cracks over Gretchen’s head, all eggs 

can be either plastic or Styrofoam.

SPECIAL EFFECTS
OPTIONAL LIGHTS FLASH and/or MAGICAL SOUND EFFECTS play when 
ORELLA appears, disappears and casts her spells.

STAGING
Whenever GRETCHEN goes between the chicken coop and the 
marketplace, she crosses backstage, out of sight from the audience. 
If your performance area does not have a backstage space, consider 
adding a backdrop onstage in order to create one.

When LIGHTS ARE DOWN on the chicken coop, the CHICKENS should 
sit on their stools and GOLDA should sit on her stool or blanket. While 
freezing is not necessary, they should sit still and not distract from 
other action onstage.

Similarly, when LIGHTS ARE DOWN on the marketplace, TOWNSPEOPLE 
should EXIT, and MERCHANTS should either EXIT or stay behind their 
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booths or tables. If remaining onstage, they should hold still so as not 
to attract attention.

NOTE ON EGGS AND EGG LAYING
The only eggs that the audience ever sees are OMELET’S regular egg 
at the top of the show, the golden eggs throughout the show and 
the regular colored eggs that the merchants bring on at the end of 
the show. (Only Colby’s needs to be real.) The presence of all other 
eggs is simply suggested by the actors’ gestures and focus since they 
are never seen. The baskets should have high enough sides that the 
audience cannot see that they do not actually contain eggs.

OMELET’S egg and the five golden eggs should be preset, hidden from 
the audience’s sight until the proper moments. GOLDA’S basket needs 
to have three golden eggs preset. When GRETCHEN creates a nest out 
of the blanket she brings on, she needs to conceal two other golden 
eggs in the nest.

There are two instances when an actor must “lay an egg.” The audience 
never sees the egg that SCRAMBLED lays, so no egg is actually 
necessary. The golden egg that GOLDA lays can be preset in her basket. 
The actors simply sit on their stools when “laying” their eggs.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
The roles of MILLIE, TAYLOR, JEWEL, PERCY, COLBY and UMBERTO 
may be played male or female and their names changed as needed. 
Additional CHICKENS, MERCHANTS and TOWNSPEOPLE may be added 
for a larger cast. For a smaller cast, the actors playing CHICKENS, 
GOLDA or ORELLA may double as MERCHANTS. WENDELL can double 
as UMBERTO as long as UMBERTO is not onstage when WENDELL 
comes to the marketplace asking COLBY for a job.

COSTUMES
In his initial appearance, WENDELL wears tattered clothes that look 
wet. In later appearances, his clothes are dry, though his clothes are 
still tattered.

Both GEORGE and GRETCHEN have bare feet and wear ragged clothes. 
GRETCHEN also wears a dirty apron with a pocket for eggs. As 
GRETCHEN purchases items at the marketplace, she wears or carries 
those for the rest of the play.

ORELLA wears a gold gown with gold wings.

Nothing elaborate is required for the CHICKENS beyond a suggestion 
of feathers and perhaps beaks, which should be positioned on actors’ 
foreheads so as not to block their mouths. Be creative! For instance, 
actors might wear yellow sweats or tights for chicken legs.

       

For preview only



We hope you’ve enjoyed    
this script sample. 
We encourage you to read the entire script before making 
your final decision.

You may order a paper preview copy or gain instant 
access to the complete script online through our E-view 
program. We invite you to learn more and create an 
account at www.pioneerdrama.com/E-view.

Thank you for your interest in our plays and musicals. If you’d 
like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our customer 
service representatives are happy to assist you when you call 
800.333.7262 during normal business hours.

www.pioneerdrama.com

800.333.7262
Outside of North America 303.779.4035 
Fax 303.779.4315

PO Box 4267
Englewood, CO  80155-4267

We’re here to help!


