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As the lights come up, a dim mossy forest is illuminated. Our attention is directed to a young boy who is hiding and counting  behind a large tree. He is wearing homespun plain clothing and has a smudge of dirt on his forehead. His name is Peter. 

Peter: 98, 99, 100! Ready or not, here I come! (He pulls away from the tree and looks around) Anna? (pause. He starts wandering around.) Hey, Anna! I’m coming to find you! You better watch out! 

Anna, a young girl dressed in royal garb, sneaks up behind Peter. Every time he turns around, she follows, staying behind his back. After some time, she taps him on the shoulder. 

Anna: Boo! 

Peter: (he jumps) AHHHH! (looks and sees that it is Anna. He straightens himself up and clears his throat) Hmph. I knew you were there. I was just … going along with it. Ok, so now you are the seeker, and I will hide. 

Anna: Peter, I don’t want to hide anymore. I have to hide when I’m home and I don’t want to do it here. 

Peter: What do you mean? 

Anna: No one wants a kid running through the throne room. No one at the palace really wants to see me. I just get “underfoot”. The only one who really wants me is Mama. 

Peter: I know what you mean. Being the youngest brother is the same way. I’m always pushed out of the way and don’t get to go out to do anything with them because I’m too little. 

Anna: We don’t have to hide when we are together then. I’m glad of that. 

Peter: Well, how about we play tag! 

Anna: Ok! (she starts to run around) You can’t catch me, Peter! 

Peter: (he chases her) Want to bet on that, Anna?!

They play a game of chase through the trees and laugh as they go. They both stop when they see a figure through the trees. Anna and Peter both stop until they see the stranger begin to laugh. 

Anna: (running to the figure and embracing her) Oh, Mama. I’m glad you aren’t angry. 

Queen: (revealed as the mysterious figure) Why would I be mad? You’re having more fun than I am. I had to get out of that stuffy old palace. 

Peter: (bowing) Your majesty. 

Queen: And who is this young gentleman? 

Peter: Your Majesty, I am Peter, son of William the woodsman. 

Anna: He’s my friend, Mama. We play together. When we are together, we don’t have to hide. 

Queen: Hide? Hide from what? 

Peter: Oh, nothing, Your Majesty. 

Queen: (looks at them carefully) Well, children… (pause) I have an important question for you. 

Anna: (avoiding eye contact) Yes, Mama? 

Queen: (long pause while looking between both children slowly) May I join you? 

Anna: Oh, Mama, do you mean it! You want to play with us?! 

Peter: You are very welcome to, Your Majesty. I believe we should be gentle as to not ruin your beautiful clothes. 

Queen: Oh, these old things? Merely decoration, my dear boy. Now, I’ll give you a head start. You better start running! 

The two children bolt off and the Queen, not to be outdone, heads off quick as a whip. They play and laugh and chase, until the Queen stops suddenly. The children stop and look at her. Her face has paled and she is holding her ribs. She begins to cough violently into a handkerchief. Anna goes to her. 

Anna: Mama? Are you all right? 

Queen: (out of breath and between coughs) Oh my dear, … I’m perfectly all right… just a little out of exercise. (cough) I believe I must… go inside now (cough)… before I …(she collapses). 

Anna: Mama? Mama! Get up Mama! Get up! 

Peter: I’ll go for help! (he exits) 

Anna: (shaking her mother) Mother, please wake up! 

The lights dim to blackout. 

Scene 2

Fifteen years later. The King is out with Anna, now older, on a podium in the town square to address the kingdom. 

King: Fifteen years ago today, the kingdom lost one of it’s greatest treasures, a light in our lives was extinguished. My wife, Queen Marjorie, passed away from a terrible illness. Since then, we have lived in darkness. A shadow has passed over us, and now is the time for us to lift it. 

Crowd: Here here! Horray! Yipee! Etc. 

King: Today will mark the first day of a new celebration. For seven days, we will celebrate laughter. We will have fools; we will have theater; we will have laughter throughout the kingdom once again. 

Crowd: Here here! Horray! Yipee! Etc. 

King: The individual who suffers most is my daughter, Princess Anna. She has not smiled since that tragic day. (he gestures for her to come forward) At week’s end, the noble man who can come forward to make her laugh will win her hand in marriage. 

The crowd makes undistinguishable sounds as they murmur about the announcement. A noble man pushes through the crowd to come before the King. 

Nobleman: Your majesty, I would like to provide my efforts towards making your daughter laugh. 

King: You may try, sir. 

Nobleman: (walking over to Anna) Your Highness, why did the chicken cross the road?

Anna: (unamused) Why? 

Nobleman: To get to the other side! 

Long pause. He is smiling and looking around for other amused faces. Everyone onstage is scowling at him. 

King: (after the long pause) Boo. Off with his head! 

Anna: Father! Don’t be too rash! 

King: Well, … then take him to the chicken farm. Make him watch 100 chickens cross the road before he can come home. 

The nobleman is dragged off as the crowd cheers.
Noblewoman #1: Sire, I was sent by my brother to read a joke to you. Alas, he is too shy to say it himself in front of your ladyship. 

King: Proceed. 

Noblewoman #1: How do you make a handkerchief dance?

Anna: (sighs) I am not sure. How do you make a handkerchief dance?

Noblewoman #1: (looking at the piece of paper) Charles! I’m not going to read that! That’s a terrible joke! 

Crowd Person #1: Read it! 

Crowd Person #2: It must be really good! 

The crowd shouts more encouraging jeers until finally the Noblewoman sighs and holds her hand up for silence. 

Noblewoman #1: Charles, this is the last favor I ever do for you. Your ladyship, the way you make a handkerchief dance is to…. Put a little boogie in it. 

The crowd collectively groans and protests about this bad joke. The crowd rabbles and rabbles. The shouts slowly die down as the focus changes to Peter and his two older brothers entering from stage right. 
Harry: (the eldest) Hey, look over there. It’s Peter’s girlfriend! 

Larry: (the second eldest) Peter, why don’t you go over there and plant a big old kiss on her! 

The two brother start laughing and pushing around their younger brother, Peter. 

Peter: Stop it! She isn’t my girlfriend. She couldn’t be. She’s a princess and I’m… 

Harry: The son of a woodsman! 

Larry: -with dirt on your face! 

Harry: -who stinks of pig! 

Larry: -who can’t read!

Harry: -or write!

Larry: -or dance! 

Harry: Yeah! … Woah, wait, Larry, that was a low blow. We talked about this. 

Larry: (sighs) I know. 

Harry: We can’t just insult him about his dancing skills. We can’t dance… who are we to talk!  

Larry: I know. I just got carried away… 

Harry: Well, we’ve got to do better. Can you get it together? 

Larry: Yes. 

Harry: You got this! Give him a good insult! 

Peter: Guys, I’m still here… 

Harry: Shut it, booger brain! 

Larry: Oh, that was a nice one!

Harry: Do you really think so? I wasn’t sure. I thought it might have been too simple- 

Peter: GUYS! Can we just insult me so we can move on?!

The two brothers are stunned by this outburst. They look at each other and back at Peter. Harry looks at Larry and gestures for him to move forward. Larry steps forward, takes a large breath. 

Larry: And you have stinky feet! Ha!!! Take that! 

Larry looks back at Harry who gives him the thumbs up. Peter just shakes his head and rolls his eyes. 

Harry: Anyways, pipsqueak, we’ve got to get to work. Someone has got to earn money for the family.

Larry: We can’t all be princes with our noses up in the air. How much money do you have, Peeeeter?

Peter: I’ve got some. 

Harry: Yeah right. Doing what? You can’t even chop down a tree. Your money is dirt money. 

Larry: Worth nothing. Just like you. You’ll never be with Princess Anna. You have no money, no strength and no chance. 

Harry: I’ve got a girlfriend for you right here! (he picks up a nearby pig and holds it up) Just the right height for you! And she doesn’t care about your money! Just be careful she doesn’t hog the limelight!
Larry: Yeah! ... Cuz she’s a pig! And not a person. And that’s why it’s funny.

Harry: (to Larry) Seriously. Know when to stop. 

They exit. 

Peter: (to himself) Psh. One day, I’ll be big enough to take them on. 

An old beggar woman steps up from the shadows and walks towards Peter. 

Beggar Woman: Oh, is that what will do it? Hmmm?  

Peter: Who are you?

Beggar Woman: Oh, it doesn’t matter. The question is: who are you? Hmmm? 

Peter: I’m Peter. Son of a woodsman. A no good nothing.

Beggar Woman: Oh, I wouldn’t say that. There’s good in you, son. Remember, you can be big in different ways than being a grown up. 

Peter: What? What does that mean? 

Beggar Woman: Oh, look at the time! I’ve got to get home. Lots of things to do. Cheer up, son! You’ve got more in store for you. (she exits) 

Peter: (calling after her) Wait!

Nobleman #2: And he said, no! I’m the banana! 

The crowd becomes animated once again with groans and jeers at the Nobleman. 

King: My good noblemen, that is enough for today. The man who can make my daughter laugh by the end of the week will win her hand. Good luck, gentlemen. Come, Anna. 

The crowd dissipates as the King and Anna step through. As they pass, all bow to them. As the King and Anna pass a bowing Peter, she stops. 

Anna: Oh, Father! Ummm... I have to ... catch my breath. Please, go forth. I will catch up. 

King: Anna, are you all right? 

Anna: Perfectly fine, Father. Please, go ahead. 

 The king nods and exits. The noblemen and woman follow him off. 
Anna: Peter. It’s good to see you. I don’t think we have seen each other since ... Mother’s funeral. 

Peter: My condolences, your Majesty. I was very sorry about it all. She was ... quite wonderful. 

Anna: Yes... yes she was. How are you? How are your brothers?

Peter: Well, the same. I’m apprenticing with my father to be a woodsman. My brothers are ... well... my brothers. 

Anna: Peter, I miss our times together. It was simpler back then. 

Peter: As do I, your Majesty. 

Anna: You don’t need to call me your Majesty. I’m just Anna. The same old Anna. 

King: (offstage) Anna? 

Anna: Oh. Well, I must go. It was nice to see you, Peter. Please, come by the palace sometime. It would... cheer me. 

Peter: Yes, your Maj.... I mean, yes Anna. 

Anna nods. She does not smile, but this is the first time we haven’t seen the pain behind her eyes. She exits, turning to give Peter a small wave. As she leaves, Peter goes in the opposite direction. 

Scene 3
Harry and Larry are chopping down the tree. While they are swinging their axes, they are singing a song in time. 

Harry and Larry: 


We work all day and we work all night


We work as long as there is light 


Here we’ll hit and there we’ll chop 


There’s no wonder why we’re on top


Ho, hum. Our brother’s dumb. 


Ho, Ho, hee. How strong are we. 


It’s nice to be big and brawnyyyyy(hold note)


As we swing and swing at this big tree. 

The brothers take one last chop on “tree”. The tree begins to tip back and forth. 

Harry: Timber!!!!!!!!! 

Larry: Four!!!! 

Harry: Wrong! Larry, we’ve talked about this. You yell, “timber” when the tree falls.

Larry: Oh, right! TIIIIIIIIIMMMMMBER! 

The tree falls out of sight. The brothers cheer. 

Harry: Well, I think that is worthy of a lunch break, don’t you?

Larry: Let’s bring on the grub! 

The brothers get out their picnic basket. They begin to devour their food as the beggar woman enters. 

Beggar Woman: Excuse me, gentlemen. Could you spare some bread and milk for an old woman?

Harry: We don’t have milk to spare! 

Larry: We don’t have bread to spare! 

Harry: We need our food to keep us strong. Are you big and strong?

Larry: No!

Harry: Can you chop down a tree?

Larry: Double no!

Harry: Did you work for this food?

Larry: No, no, and uh.... NO! 

Harry: Sounds to me like we would love to share... but we can’t. We are too big to let our bread go to waste. 

Beggar Woman: Too big, huh? Too strong, huh? Well. Fine. Let a weary woman rest a bit. 

Larry: All right, weak woman. You can rest. Rest and watch the strong! 

Larry gets up and grabs his axe. He approaches a new tree. He takes his axe, spits in both palms and rubs them together. He grabs his axe and takes a swing. As he swings, the Beggar Woman coughs lightly. The axe swings in an arc and hits him the leg.

Larry: OWWWWWWWWWW! (he grabs his leg) Owie! Owie! Owie! I got a boo-boo! 

Harry: Larry! You have to be tough! Big strong men don’t get boo-boos! 

Larry: Oh, yeah. (he straightens himself up and clears his throat) Ahem. Ouch. 

Harry: Well, old lady, let me show you how a real man does it. 

Harry does a similar warm up as he takes the axe. As he winds up to chop the tree, the Beggar Woman sneezes. The axe goes too far and hits him on the head. 

Harry: OUCHIE! 

Larry: Harry! Remember! Big strong men! 

Harry: WHO CARES?! I’VE GOT A BOO BOO ON MY HEAD! MAMA! I NEED KISSES BETTER!  

Harry and Larry exit offstage whimpering. 
Beggar Woman: Puh. Big strong men. Big strong men, my foot! 

Lights shift. Time has passed in which the brothers arrived home, maybe played out in a tableau somewhere onstage, and were bandaged up. Peter’s father tells Peter he must go and work for the rest of the day to make up for Harry and Larry. Peter heads back to the forest. 

As Peter enters with the axe over his shoulder and pail in hand, he starts whistling. Peter is very enthusiastic about cutting down the tree. He picks up the axe, clears his throat, winds up, and misses the tree. The Beggar Woman begins to laugh. 

Peter: Oh, excuse me. I didn’t know anyone was here. 

Beggar Woman: Don’t worry, dear boy. You keep at your work. Don’t let me bother you. 

Peter: Thank you. I think I .... wait! Hey! You’re the old woman from earlier! The one that was saying all those weird things.

Beggar Woman: Weird things? Old woman? (pause) Yes. That does sound like me. 

Peter: You said something earlier that I didn’t understand. You said... Umm... something about being big in different ways than just being grown up. 

Beggar Woman: I might have said that. Do you not agree?

Peter: Of course I don’t! When you are big, you are big! You get to do whatever you want, people notice you, and you get noticed. 

Beggar Woman: Is that how it works? 

Peter: Yes. 

Beggar Woman: Who says?

Peter: Well, look around. Say.... take my brothers. 

Beggar Woman: Yes, let’s talk about your brothers. They are a delightful example. 

Peter: My brothers are big. They get to work. They are noticed by everyone. Everyone knows them. They are strong and handsome and could have any girl they like. 

Beggar Woman: All right. But does that make them big? 

Peter: (pause) Weren’t you listening? 

Beggar Woman: Yes, I was. Hey, is that some food in your pail? 

Peter: (confused) Um... wait, uh.... yes. There is food. (pause) Would you like some?

Beggar Woman: Oh, how kind of you! Of course I would like some. If you wouldn’t mind sharing it with me. 

Peter: Of course, I wouldn’t. Here. What is mine is yours. 

He hands her the pail. She smiles a mysterious smile as she takes the food. She begins to eat eagerly as Peter sits beside her.

Beggar Woman: (speaking with a mouth full of food) Thank you. This means more than you may know.

Peter: So, back to what you were saying earlier. Being big is being noticed. People pay attention to you when you are big. Didn’t you see me try to chop down that tree? I can’t even do that. How am I supposed to do anything else?

Beggar Woman: (with that mysterious smile) Well, maybe you weren’t chopping down the right tree. That over there looks to be about right to chop down. Why don’t you go try that?

Peter: (looks from the woman to the tree and back) Whatever you say. I’ll go and show you. 

Beggar Woman: And remember, Peter. Whatever you find while chopping down that tree, no one take that away from you. 

Peter: Oooookkkkay.....?

Peter gets up and gets ready to chop down the tree. As his back is turned to the Beggar Woman, she begins to sneak offstage. During the next sequence, Peter begins to chop down the tree. With each swing, he becomes more confident. 

Peter: Wow! This is way easier than before. You were right! Wait! I’ve always wanted to say this. (swings one last giant swing) TIIIIMMMMMMMMMBBBBEEEEERRR! 

The tree falls to the ground and Peter looks over triumphantly to the Beggar Woman, which is nowhere to be found. He looks to the right and left, but she is not to be seen. 

Peter: Hello? Hello? Is anyone out there? 

Goose: Sqwack! 

Peter looks back at the tree and finds a golden goose sitting in the middle of the trunk. 

Peter: How did you get in there? 

Goose: Sqwack. Honk. Sqwack. 

Peter: Ummm... I don’t speak goose. Ok, I guess I won’t ever know. (suddenly, a thought hits him) WAIT! 

Goose: HONK?! 

Peter: You’re a golden goose, right? 

Goose: Sqwack Honk. 

Peter: Right! If I brought you to someone important, like a king or something.... I would be noticed! No one would make fun of my size or my height because I WOULD HAVE THE GOLDEN GOOSE! 

Goose: ..... Honk?

Peter: Or something like that. I’ll figure it out on the way. All I know is that you are my ticket to a happily ever after. Let’s go! 

Goose: (sigh) Hooooonnnk. 

Peter: Well, who asked you! 

They walk offstage. 

Scene 4 

The scene opens on the inside of an inn. There are multiple tables and chairs scattered about with a great amount of inn guests. 

Inn Guest #1: Hey, George, hear anything about the princess?

Inn Guest #2: Nah. Same as yesterday. People come from all over to try to get her to crack a smile. Nothing. 

Inn Guest #3: I’ve been writing a really good joke. Anyone want to hear it? 

Inn Guest #4: I have a feeling you’re going to tell us anyway. 

Inn Guest #3: Why did the skeleton go to the party alone? 

Inn Guest #5: I don’t know. Why? 

Inn Guest #3: Because he had no body to go with him! 

Groans and sneers from all guests. 

Inn Guest #5: I’ve got one. Why did Horace spend the rest of his life alone? 

Inn Guest #3: .... Why?

Inn Guest #5: Because NO BODY liked his jokes. 

All the guests laugh and jeer at Inn Guest #3. All sorts of revelry pursues. 

The Innkeepers daughters, Claudia, Susan and Annette come in with serving trays. A general cheer is heard as they enter. 

Claudia: It’s supper time! And some news has come in about the princess. 

Inn Guest #1: What is it? 

Susan: She was in the throne room as suitor after suitor came in trying to make her laugh. 

Inn Guest #2: And? Did she laugh?! 

Annette: Not even a smirk. She picked up her goblet of water and poured it over a nobleman’s head and told him that he was all washed up. 

Inn Guest #4: What about you ladies? Don’t you wish for some prince or noble gentlemen to come whisk you away? 

Claudia: Of course! 

Susan: Duh! 

Annette: That’s obvious. 

Claudia: Anything that can take us away from this dump-

Susan: No offense-

Claudia: -would be a welcome change. 

Annette: We’ve just been waiting for the right bundle of coins to walk through that door and buy our freedom.

Peter walks in on cue with the golden goose hidden beneath his cloak. Heads turn and expect a prince, or gentlemen, or at least a strong man... and are desperately disappointed by seeing Peter. They all go about their business. 

Peter: (wandering around the crowd, trying to get someone’s attention) Excuse me? Pardon me? I was just wondering if... hello? (he taps Annette on the shoulder)

Annette: What do you want? 

Peter: I was wondering if I could get a room for the night. 

Annette: (sighs) Sure. You can take the attic. You get a mattress and a goose feather pillow. 

Goose: (from beneath the cloak) Sqwack! 

Annette: What was that? 

Peter: Nothing. Don’t worry about it. 

Annette: You don’t have any animals with you, do you? 

Peter: What?! Why would I?! What’s it to you? 

Annette: You’re awfully suspicious for a little guy. What are you hiding? 

Peter: Nothing. Can I just go to my room now? 

Annette: (pause) Sure. May I take your cloak? 

Peter: (quickly) No. Thank you. 

Annette: Susan, why don’t you take this young man’s cloak out back and put it in the laundry? 

Peter: NO. I really would like to keep it. 

Susan: (coming over) I’ll take that. Don’t worry about it. 

Peter: I’d rather you not. 

Claudia: (coming over) Just hand it over. We’ll take care of it. 
Peter and Susan get into a tugging match over the cloak. As the pull it back and forth, it opens a bit to show the wing of the golden goose. Peter covers it back up and takes the cloak back with one final pull, but not before Annette, Susan and Claudia each have glimpsed the gold. They begin to smile. 

Annette: I’m sorry about that sir. Please, follow me up to your room. We’ll get you settled in for the night. 

As Annette and Peter walk offstage, the Innkeeper’s daughters begin to plot and smile to themselves. 

Scene 5
Later that evening, Peter has begun to settle down for the night in his attic room. 

 Peter: Tomorrow, Goose. All I have to do is wait until tomorrow. 

Goose: Squack? 

Peter: I’m going to march up to that throne room and show everyone that I can be noticed. I am big and strong enough to ... to... 

Goose: Squack?

Peter: Well, to be strong enough to ... maybe... (mumbles) marry the princes.... 

Goose: HONK?! Honk honk honk honk! 

Peter: Shhhh! It can happen! I’ve got you, don’t I? You’re worth enough. I’m worth enough. ... I have to be. 

Goose:.... Squack. 

Peter: Well, it’s lights out for us anyways. We’ll see what happens in the morning. Goodnight, Goose. 

Goose: Honk squack honk. 

Peter crawls into his bed and tucks the goose in along with him. A moment passes and he begins to snore. 

From offstage right, in creeps Annette. She approaches Peter quietly and tries to move his arm from around the goose. While she is working, Claudia slowly creeps on from offstage right, surprised to see her sister there. Claudia creeps up and taps Annette on the shoulder. Annette jumps. 

Annette: (in hushed tones) What are you doing here? 

Claudia: (in hushed tones) The same reason that you are here. I want to get rich. That goose is my ticket out of here! 

Annette: You’ll have to get through me first! 

The sisters begin to wrestle quietly. There is hair pulling, elbowing, and quiet shouts of outrage. As the two sisters wrestle on the ground, Susan enters. She is surprised to see her sisters wrestling on the ground, but sees her opportunity. As Annette and Claudia wrestle on the ground, Susan tip toes over to the goose. She puts her hand on the goose to take it and Claudia/Annette stop wrestling and see her. 

Annette: (in a loud whisper) STOP! Step away from the goose. 

Susan: No! He’s mine, fair and square. You will have to stay here while I run away and get a better life. 

Claudia: Yeah right! We’re not going to let that happen. Come here, little sister! 

The sisters go and begin to wrestle Susan off the goose, but she holds tight. Claudia pulls Susan’s hair and Susan lets out a yowl that wakes up Peter. 

Peter: (waking up) Wuh....wait.... what? 

The three sisters freeze and look up at Peter. They realize that they have been caught and try to run. As they try to get away, they realize that they are stuck. Susan’s hand is stuck to the goose, Claudia’s hand is stuck to Susan’s hair and Annette is stuck to Claudia’s shoulder. 

Susan: Let GO, Claudia! 

Claudia: I can’t! I’m stuck. Let me go, Annette! 

Annette: I’m stuck too! 

Peter: Everyone, stop! This is my goose, and I would like you to please let go of it. 

Susan: (trying to pull away) I’m stuck too. What did you do to us?!

Peter: I don’t know! I didn’t do anything! 

Beggar Woman’s Voice: (hauntingly) Remember, Peter, whatever you find in that tree, no one can take away from you.

Peter: Oh! So, that’s what she meant! 

Claudia: Well, what are we supposed to do? 

Peter: I guess I don’t have to worry about you running off. So, for now, we’re going to get a good night’s sleep and I’m leaving in the morning, no matter who is stuck to whom. 

Annette: But- 

Peter: No, but’s! Goodnight. Sleep tight. 

Peter snuggles back in to bed and the girls look at each other and try to switch themselves around to find a comfortable sleeping position. They fail. 

Scene 6 

The next morning, the same group of inn guests have gathered in the common room. There are grumbles all around. 

Inn Guest #1: I’m so hungry that I could eat an entire horse. 

Inn Guest #2: A horse? I could eat an elephant. 

Inn Guest #3: A horse? I could eat a whale.

Inn Guest #4: We get it. People are hungry. 

Inn Guest #5: Where are those girls? They are supposed to bring us breakfast? 

Peter enters with his goose in tow, followed by Susan with a hand on the goose, Claudia with a hand on Susan’s hair and Annette with a hand on Claudia’s shoulder. 

Susan: The inn is closed for the day. 

Claudia: We’re taking a day off. 

Annette: We’re going to see what we can see. We suggest you do the same. 

The inn guests groan and the scene shifts into a street as Peter keeps walking. The group keeps walking down the street until a stable boy named Greg comes running up to Annette. 

Greg: Annette? Hey! Stop and talk to me! 

Annette: I can’t, Greg. I’m kind of stuck at the moment. 

Greg: What are you doing? You missed our date last night! You stood me up and now I see you walking with this guy? 

Annette: Greg, it really isn’t what you think. 

Greg: Annette, stop walking and talk to me! 

He reaches out to grab Annette’s shoulder to stop her. As he does, Annette turns to stop him and pulls the rest of the group to a stop. 

Annette: No! Greg! Let go of me! 

Greg: Not until you talk to me! 

Claudia: Well, you really stepped in it this time Greg. Try to pull away your hand. 

Greg tries to pull his hand from Annette’s shoulder. He can’t. 

Greg: Annette! What did you do?!

Peter: Excuse me. I didn’t tell you guys to stop. Let’s go! 

Annette: Greg, just walk with us. I’ll explain later. 

The group continues to walk forward until Greg’s mother calls for Greg off in the distance. 

Greg’s mom: Gregory! Gregory! You didn’t finish your chores! 

Greg: I can’t do them right now, Mom. I’m kind of stuck. 

Greg’s mom: (running up the group) Greg, will you let go of your girlfriend for one moment and go finish your chores. 

Annette: He can’t. 

Greg’s mom: Was I talking to you? No! Greg, come on. 

Greg’s mom goes to pinch Greg’s ear to the protests of the group. As she grab’s Greg’s ear to pull him, she pulls the whole group. They pull back and there is a moment of tug of war. 

Peter: Oh, come on! Enough already! We have got to keep moving! 

He pulls the group forward. Gregory’s mom finds that she is stuck and moves forward. 

Greg’s mom: Gregory, what’s going on? 

Greg: (sighs) Just go with it, Mom. 

The group continues on and goes offstage. While the group is offstage, they accumulate more to their group, attaching to various places. 

Peter’s brothers, Harry and Larry walk onstage. They have band-aids on their boo-boos and have axes in hand to finish what they started yesterday. 

Harry: Well, Larry, I was very proud of you yesterday. 

Larry: For what, Harry?

Harry: Well, we could’ve been big babies about our life threatening injuries yesterday. We could’ve cried and could’ve called out for our Mommies- 

Larry: And that’s what we did!

Harry: - BUT we DIDN’T. And whenever we tell anything about our terrible injuries of manliness, we will tell the truth. 

Larry: Right, about how we cried about our boo boos and wanted our mama’s. 

Harry: Larry! You’re not getting it! The point is that WE. (wink) DID. (wink) NOT. (wink) 

Larry: Harry, I think you got something in your eye. You need a band-aid for that too? 

Harry: NOOOOOO! LARRY! 

From offstage, we hear a commotion that distracts the brothers. As they peer offstage, they see a crowd coming forward. 

Larry: Hey, Harry! There’s Peter! He’s leading that crowd! And he’s got something in his hand! 

Harry: Impossible! Our little baby brother! There’s no way that a crowd would be following him. 

Peter: (walking past the brothers) Hi guys. Bye guys. 

As Peter walks by with the group in tow, the Brothers stare with their mouths wide open. We can see that the group has grown in size as more people have tried to pull away their loved ones. 

Harry: Hey, wait, Peter! What are you doing?! 

Larry: We should ask this guy. Hey, mister, why are you guys following my dumb baby brother? 

As Larry touches the person on the end of the line, he is immediately pulled forward by the moving crowd. 

Larry: Harry! Help! This guy is kidnapping me! 

Harry: Hold on, Larry! I’ve got you! I’ll save you! 

Harry touches Larry’s shoulders to pull him away and instantly stuck. 

Harry: Larry. 

Larry: Yes? 

Harry: They got me too. Whatever happens next, I just want you to know- 

Larry: Yes, Harry?

Harry: - you can be a man and be scared. 

Larry: Are you scared right now, Harry?

Harry: Mhmmm...I want my momma. 

Larry: It’s ok, Harry. We’re in this together. It’ll be alright. 

They both look at each other and start crying very loudly. The line stops and everyone looks back at the two brothers strangely. 

Harry: (sniffing) What? Haven’t you seen two grown men crying before?! 

Larry: Go about your business. Let’s get this line moving, people! (they begin to move)

Harry: Larry, guess what?!

Larry: What?! 

Harry: We’re the caboose! Chugg-ga-ga-ga. 

Larry: Nice! ... Wait, what’s a caboose?

The group exits. 

Scene 7

We enter the scene into the throne room where Anna and the King are gathered. 

Anna: Father, I don’t want to see anyone else. I know you have the festival of Fools coming up, and your energy should go to that; not to trying to find me a husband. 

King: Anna, I’m not just concerned about you finding a husband. You have just been so... so... sad. Since your mother passed away, I never see any joy. 

Anna: Oh, Father. You don’t have to worry about me. I’m ok. 

King: Ok just isn’t good enough anymore. I want more than ok for my own daughter. I want to find someone in this kingdom who can make you smile. 

The doors to the throne room open and in rush Peter with the group in tow. As he is entering, he shouts his intentions. 

Peter: Your majesty, I come before you to humbly ask- 

As he stops suddenly to address the king, the group behind him doesn’t realize that they are about to stop. They keep running and run into the person in front of them until the entire group is a large tumble of arms and legs and groans. 

King: What is the meaning of this?! Who is responsible for this display?

Peter: (muffled and underneath another person) Here, your Majesty! 

King: Where? 

Peter: (still muffled) Under here, Your Majesty! I came here to ask-

King: Wait. I like to look my subjects in the eye when they ask me a question. Get up! 

Peter tries to wrestle himself up from the pile, but since everyone is attached to each other, he cannot effectively get up. There are lots of different attempts and physical comedic pieces. 

Suddenly, a giggle is heard from the princess. Everyone freezes in their places out of shock, which makes the princess laugh louder. 

King: Anna, what are you doing? 

She tries to respond but she just can’t stop laughing. As she keeps laughing, people begin to laugh with her at the silly situation. Once people begin to laugh, they realize that they are unstuck. 

Claudia: Hey, we’re free! 

Greg: We aren’t stuck to each other anymore! 

A great cheer comes from the crowd. They begin to get up to their feet. 

King: Well, Anna. I’m very glad to see you smiling once again. And a promise is a promise. Where is the leader of this fine group of comedians?

Peter: (stepping forward) Your majesty. 

King: You? Why, you are-

Peter: (interrupting) I know what you are going to say, Your Majesty. You are going to say, “Why, you are nothing. You are small. No one knows who you are. Who are you to give me daughter to-“

King: But- 

Peter: Please let me finish, sir. I have found out that I am something. I chopped down a tree. I led a mob of people. I found a golden goose. I am a good person. And I do deserve happiness, no matter how small I am. I deserve to get my happy ending. 

The court waits apprehensively to see how the King reacts. He gives no emotion whatsoever. Then slowly, a smiles creeps across his face and breaks into a grin. 

King: My boy, Peter, is it? I remember you running around the castle with my Anna and my wife, when she was living. There was such happiness and such life. You have grown into a fine man. I would be happy to give you the happy ending you deserve, if my Anna will have you. 

The court looks to Anna. She smiles and nods. There are shouts of joy from the court.

Harry: (to Larry) Our baby brother. All grown up and marrying the princess. (he sniffs) 

Larry: Are you crying, Harry? 

Harry: NO! I just... have some sawdust in my eye. 

Larry: (sniffing also) But, Larry, big boys can cry when they feel happy, right? Because I feel very happy right now. 

Harry: (barely containing himself) Only if we have manly sobs. Only then. 

Harry and Larry break into the manliest sobs and hold each other. The mob takes notice, and instead of judging the pair, they join in. 

Harry AND Larry: (through their tears) We’re.... so..... HAPPY! 

Meanwhile, Peter and Anna have run and embraced. The goose is sandwiched between them and looks very uncomfortable. 

Peter: Oh! Right! The goose! 

Goose: Honk! 

Peter: (walking over to the King) Sire, I have found a golden goose. I would like to offer it to the kingdom for the Festival of Fools. The person with the best joke will receive a golden egg as a prize perhaps, since I took the best prize. 

King: I do like that idea. Since everyone is here, how about we begin the Festival of Fools! I will send my sentries out into the village to find the FOUR best joke tellers around. They will come back, and deliver the joke. The best joke will receive the golden egg and our appreciation. Sentries, do your best. 

The “sentries” go out into the audience and pick four audience members at random. As they bring them up on stage, they line them up in order. The next interaction is ad libbed-

The audience members deliver their jokes, and the jokes are rated based on applause. Once the winner is delivered the golden egg and they take their seats again, the dialogue begins again. 

King: Well, I guess that there is nothing else to do but- CELEBRATE! 

The music begins- the cast dances- and as the music ends, they take a bow. 

THE END!
