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AESOP’S FOIBLES

By FLIP KOBLER and CINDY MARCUS

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Speaking)

# of lines

AESOP ......................................troubled by stories in his head 228
HARE........................................insists on fi nding a name 94
LION .........................................just wants to please Androcles 41
ANDROCLES .............................can’t shake his friend Lion 51
BOY ..........................................one big liar 61
WOLF .......................................not a sheep—really 56
FARMER ....................................impatient; wants golden eggs 51
GOOSE .....................................sees the lessons in stories 45
AUNT ........................................hardworking; plans ahead 27
GRASSHOPPER .........................lazy; lives for the moment 19
FOX ..........................................oversensitive, but doesn’t care 34
TORTOISE .................................convinced he can win footrace 22
MOM ........................................of Aesop; spouts unconventional 52

wisdom 
DAD .........................................of Aesop; tries to help his son 23
ZEUS ........................................immature, dim-witted god 48
HERA........................................wife of Zeus; keeps him in line 38
DAPHINITY ................................Aesop’s muse 81
DOCTOR ...................................wants to “cure” Aesop 63
MASTER ...................................understanding slave owner 55

SET DESCRIPTION
UPSTAGE is a high platform. There are one or two Greek pillars to let 
us know we’re in ancient Greece. A few marble-looking benches give 
our characters a place to sit.
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AESOP’S FOIBLES

LIGHTS UP:  AESOP ENTERS dressed in a tattered toga, his face 
smudged.
AESOP:  (Addresses the AUDIENCE.) Hi. My name is Aesop. And I have 

kind of a small… problem. And by “kind of” I mean defi nitely. And 
by “small” I mean huge. And by “problem” I mean, well, problem.

HARE:  (Rushes ON.) Hey, I’m here! Where’s the party? (Looks around.) 
Where is everybody? I’m the fi rst one here, huh? Typical.

AESOP:  (To AUDIENCE.) See, I have all these stories and ideas and 
characters in my head. Like Hare.

HARE:  Aesop, my man. (They do a complicated and funky high fi ve.)
AESOP:  Hello, Hare.
HARE:  I asked you to call me Lightning Jack.
AESOP:  I’m not calling you Lightning Jack.
HARE:  Lightning Jack is a great name. It’s a name that sticks with you. 

People don’t forget a name like Lightning Jack. People say, “Hey, 
who was that?” “That was Lightning Jack.” “I’ve heard of her,” they 
say. “She’s the fastest thing in the world.”

AESOP:  (Back to AUDIENCE.) The problem is they’re inside my head. 
And they talk back to me. Like Hare here.

HARE:  Lightning Jack.
AESOP:  (To AUDIENCE.) I can’t get them to shut up.
HARE:  I thought about Lightning Rodney, but then it gets shortened to 

Lightning Rod and you sound like a dork. Who wants to be named 
after an antennae? That’s why I’m sticking with Lightning Jack. 
(Posing like she’s on top of a runner’s trophy.)

AESOP:  (Sees ANDROCLES ENTER. LION follows him IN like an overeager 
puppy. To AUDIENCE.) And they just keep coming.

LION:  (To ANDROCLES.) Hey, hey, what do you want to do? Huh? Want 
to do something? We could go to the theater. Huh? That’d be fun. 
Want to go to the theater? I hear Thespis is in a new play. It’s a 
comedy. Or a drama. I forget which, but Thespis!

ANDROCLES:  Yeah, I’m not sure. I might be busy.
LION:  Sure, yeah, no problem. We could go to the bazaar. I hear they 

have sandals on sale. Who doesn’t like new sandals?
ANDROCLES:  You don’t. You’re a lion. You don’t wear sandals.
LION:  I’m thinking of you.
ANDROCLES:  I dunno. I may have some stuff to do later.
LION:  What stuff?
ANDROCLES:  You know. Chores and stuff.
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LION:  I could help you.
ANDROCLES:  Nah, it’s okay. It’s kind of a one-man job.
LION:  I’ll just keep you company then. We’ll just hang out, huh, 

buddy?
AESOP:  Hey, Androcles.
ANDROCLES:  Hey, Aesop.
AESOP:  Whatcha doin’?
LION:  Nothin’. We got some chores and stuff later, but now I’m just 

hanging with my buddy Androcles.
ANDROCLES:  (Sotto whisper to AESOP.) Help me. Please!
AESOP:  I’d like to, but I have my own problems.
ANDROCLES:  What problems could you possibly have?
BOY:  (Runs ON frantically.) Oh, my gods! A meteor just hit the ocean! A 

giant tidal wave is coming this way. We’re all going to die!
HARE:  A tidal wave?
BOY:  A thousand feet high. Billions of tons of water! It’s the end of 

the world!
LION:  Really?
BOY:  No, not really, I’m just kidding. Booya. You guys were totally 

punked.
ANDROCLES:  You lied.
BOY:  I know.
ANDROCLES:  I believed you.
BOY:  Oh, thanks, man. That’s nice.
ANDROCLES:  (Grabs BOY.) You scared me.
BOY:  I said “thank you.”
ANDROCLES:  Listen, you little jerk—
AESOP:  It’s okay. He can’t help it.
BOY:  Yeah, listen to toga boy here.
AESOP:  He always lies.
BOY:  Yeah. I’ve never told the truth in my life.
ANDROCLES:  Really?
BOY:  No, I’m just kidding. Most of the time I lie, though.
AESOP:  He’s the boy who cries wolf.
ANDROCLES:  He hasn’t cried wolf.
BOY:  Did that. Yawn. Amateursville. I’m expanding.
ANDROCLES:  I don’t think he’s the boy that cries wolf.
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BOY:  What, you need proof? Fine. (Pointing behind ANDROCLES.) “Wolf. 
Wolf.” (ANDROCLES whips around, but there’s nothing there.) See?

ANDROCLES:  There’s no wolf there.
BOY:  I know. It’s a gift.
WOLF:  (ENTERS wearing a white poncho with cotton balls glued to it 

over the wolf costume. A wolf in sheep’s clothing.) Somebody call 
for a wolf?

BOY:  (Points to HARE.) She did.
HARE:  Who’s this now?
AESOP:  He’s a wolf.
HARE:  He doesn’t look like a wolf.
WOLF:  I’m a wolf.
HARE:  Looks like a sheep.
WOLF:  I’m not.
HARE:  Looks like it.
WOLF:  I’m a wolf.
AESOP:  He’s a wolf in sheep’s clothing.
HARE:  Why are you in sheep’s clothing?
WOLF:  It’s what I do.
HARE:  Don’t you get hot?
WOLF:  A little, yeah.
BOY:  I knew you were a wolf the second I saw you.
WOLF:  Really?
BOY:  No, I’m just yankin’ your chain. You look like a sheep.
WOLF:  (To AESOP.) Can you explain this to them? It’s embarrassing.
AESOP:  I don’t know why you’re like this.
WOLF:  It’s your imagination.
AESOP:  I know. (To AUDIENCE.) You see my problem? I can’t even 

control my own thoughts!
HARE:  (Shakes WOLF’S hand.) How you doing? Lightning Jack.
AESOP:  Her name is not Lightning Jack.
HARE:  Don’t mind him, he’s a little cranky.
WOLF:  Aren’t you afraid of wolves?
HARE:  Are you kidding? I’m terrifi ed of wolves. Scared out of my 

whiskers.
WOLF:  You’re not afraid of me.
HARE:  I’m not afraid of sheep.
WOLF:  I’m a wolf!
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HARE:  (Pats his head like he’s a cute two-year-old.) Yes, you are.
WOLF:  (Howls like a wolf.) Aaaaaooooooooooooohhhhhh!
HARE:  No, no, it’s “Baaa.”
WOLF:  Wolves don’t say “baa.”
HARE:  Thank you for making my point.
AESOP:  (To AUDIENCE.) All this going on in my head gives me 

headaches! (GOOSE ENTERS with FARMER on her heels.)
FARMER:  I’m asking you nicely.
GOOSE:  And I’m refusing you nicely.
FARMER:  What do you want? You want me to say please? Okay, 

please. How’s that?
GOOSE:  Can’t help you.
FARMER:  Pretty please, lay another golden egg.
GOOSE:  I laid a golden egg this morning.
FARMER:  That was hours ago.
GOOSE:  I’ll lay another one tomorrow.
FARMER:  I can’t wait that long.
GOOSE:  What do you do with them?
FARMER:  None of your beeswax.
GOOSE:  They’re my eggs.
FARMER:  No, I’m the farmer, you’re the goose, you belong to me. So 

they’re my eggs. And I would like another.
GOOSE:  Tomorrow.
FARMER:  That’s hours from now. I’ve got needs, you know.
GOOSE:  You need to learn a little patience.
FARMER:  Fine. Fine, can you teach me to be patient?
GOOSE:  Yes. I’d love to.
FARMER:  Thank you.
GOOSE:  Just give me a minute.
FARMER:  A minute? Oh, well just forget it, then. Go lay an egg!
GOOSE:  Aesop, I think there’s a valuable lesson here.
AESOP:  I don’t want a lesson.
GOOSE:  Everything in life can teach us something.
AESOP:  Not interested.
GOOSE:  Just hear me out.
AESOP:  Leave me alone.
GOOSE:  I’m saying there’s a moral if we look for it.
AESOP:  Not paying attention.
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GOOSE:  Here’s an example. “If you don’t pay attention, you might 
miss out on a good moral.”

AESOP:  (To AUDIENCE.) No matter what I do or how hard I concentrate, 
they won’t be quiet and won’t get out of my head. (AUNT and 
GRASSHOPPER ENTER. AUNT is dressed in a toga. She looks real 
but is a fi gment of AESOP’S imagination, just like all the others. 
GRASSHOPPER wears the robes of a Chinese priest.)

AUNT:  I made a list of all the things that need to be done.
GRASSHOPPER:  I shall get to it. Tomorrow.
AUNT:  Oh no, this has to be done right away. No time to waste.
GRASSHOPPER:  Is it not written, “Tomorrow is another day”?
AUNT:  I don’t know if it’s written. I should fi nd out. I’ll make a note 

to myself. (Pulls out a scroll and starts writing with a quill.) Hello, 
Aesop.

AESOP:  Hello, Aunt Daphne. (To AUDIENCE.) This is how I imagine my 
mom’s sister looks. That makes her my aunt.

AUNT:  Yes, I’m an aunt, and this is my new assistant, Grasshopper.
GRASSHOPPER:  (Bows deeply.) The honor of my ancestors is upon 

me. (Pulls out a wooden fl ute.)
AUNT:  Oh no, put that away. We have a lot of work to do.
GRASSHOPPER:  Is it not said, “All work and no play makes Jack a 

dull boy”?
HARE:  That’s Lightning Jack to you, bud. And I’m a girl.
AUNT:  Are you all right, Aesop?
AESOP:  My head’s hurting again.
AUNT:  (Feels his forehead like a doting mother hen.) Oh, you need to 

lie down, close your eyes and relax with your thoughts.
AESOP:  No, that’s the problem.
AUNT:  You can’t lie down?
AESOP:  No, my thoughts. My thoughts are the problem.
FOX:  (ENTERS.) Oh, so what, you’re having a party? I wasn’t invited. 

Not that I care. I don’t care. Probably a stupid party anyway.
HARE:  So, Fox, just now gettin’ here, huh?
FOX:  Why, am I late? I don’t care about being late. Who wants to be 

the fi rst one to a party anyway?
HARE:  Winners. Guess who was the fi rst one here?
FOX:  Who?
HARE:  Lightning Jack.
FOX:  Who’s Lightning Jack?
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HARE:  I am. Cool name, huh? Bet you wish you could have a cool 
name.

FOX:  I don’t need a cool name. Cool names are just dumb anyway.
TORTOISE:  (ENTERS. He talks really slowly.) Well… here I am.
HARE:  Hey, Tortoise, fi nally made it, huh?
TORTOISE:  Yes… I fi nally made it.
BOY:  Where’ve you been? Everybody was asking about you.
TORTOISE:  Really?
BOY:  Nah, I’m just joshin’ with you. Nobody even noticed you weren’t 

here.
TORTOISE:  Oh.
BOY:  But I missed you.
TORTOISE:  Really?
BOY:  No, man. Boom! Gotcha again.
TORTOISE:  Fool me once, shame on you. Fool—
FARMER:  (Tired of waiting for him to fi nish the sentence.) —me twice 

shame on me. We get it. Chop-chop, Yertle. Some of us have 
things to do.

LION:  What are you going to do? Maybe we could all do it together. 
You, me and my best pal, Androcles.

ANDROCLES:  I may have some stuff to do.
LION:  Chores and stuff. It’s a two-man job.
ANDROCLES:  (To AESOP.) You gotta get him away from me. He won’t 

let me alone.
GOOSE:  I think there’s a lesson in that.
AESOP:  (To AUDIENCE.) This is what it’s like inside my head. All the 

time.
MOM:  (From OFFSTAGE.) Aesop!
HARE:  Whoa, Aesop. I think your mom is calling you.
MOM:  (ENTERS with DAD and spots AESOP.) There you are! (To DAD.) 

There he is. Do you see?
DAD:  Yes, I see.
MOM:  Tell him he shouldn’t run away. Tell him that.
DAD:  You shouldn’t run away, son.
AESOP:  Sorry, Dad, I wasn’t running away.
MOM:  Kids who run away from their parents get stolen by wolves and 

raised as animals.
WOLF:  That is totally not true. That’s a lie. She’s a liar.
BOY:  Hey, lady, that job is taken.
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AESOP:  (To BOY.) Don’t talk to my mom that way!
MOM:  Who is he talking to?
DAD:  I don’t know.
MOM:  Well, ask him.
AESOP:  I’m not talking to anybody, Mom.
HARE:  (To AESOP.) What, your mom can’t see us?
AESOP:  (To HARE.) No.
MOM:  No? No what?
AESOP:  No, I’m not talking to anybody, Mom.
HARE:  That is so cool. Nobody can see us but you?
MOM:  Are you all right?
AESOP:  (To both.) Yes.
HARE:  (Dancing in front of MOM.) Hey, lady! Booogity-boogity-boo. 

(MOM doesn’t see her.) I’m a fi gment of imagination. What is faster 
than that?

AESOP:  Nothing.
MOM:  What?
AESOP:  Nothing!
FOX:  You mean I’m not really a fox?
WOLF:  I’m not really a sheep? Or even a wolf pretending to be a 

sheep?
FOX:  That’s okay. I didn’t want to be real anyway. Being real and 

corporeal is for losers.
AESOP:  You’re not a loser.
MOM:  (To DAD.) See that? He’s talking to his imaginary friends 

again.
DAD:  At least he has friends. Before I met you, my best friend was 

an olive pit.
MOM:  It’s not normal.
DAD:  Went everywhere together, Pit and I.
LION:  (To ANDROCLES.) Like you and me. (ANDROCLES sighs heavily.)
MOM:  It’s not healthy.
DAD:  Took that pit to prom, but I swallowed it by mistake.
GOOSE:  (To AESOP.) I think there could be a moral here.
AESOP:  Shut up.
MOM:  Don’t talk to your father like that! Boys who talk to their fathers 

like that have their lips sewn shut by Zeus.
DAD:  I don’t think Zeus goes around sewing up people’s lips.
MOM:  He’s acting crazy.
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AUNT:  (Feels his forehead.) I don’t think it’s an act. We should do 
something.

GRASSHOPPER:  Is it not written, “Doing stuff sucks”?
MOM:  We should do something.
DAD:  We’re slaves. What can we do?
MOM:  Something. People who don’t do anything waste their entire 

lives.
GRASSHOPPER:  Sounds good to me.
MOM:  And they have their eyes pecked out by crows.
GRASSHOPPER:  (Puts on sunglasses.) Bummer. (Looks around 

nervously for crows.)
MOM:  (To AESOP.) Our master has been away, attending a special 

session of the senate in Athens.
AESOP:  (Distracted by GRASSHOPPER.) Huh?
MOM:  You know, Athens—the capital of Greece and the center of both 

the arts and politics. Aesop, our master is a very powerful man, and 
after several weeks in a faraway city, he is returning home today.

FARMER:  She going to wrap up this story pretty soon?
GOOSE:  I mostly do morals. This is all exposition.
MOM:  He’ll be here any minute.
AESOP:  So?
MOM:  Don’t you see? If our owner sees you acting like this, he’ll think 

you’re crazy. Nobody wants a crazy slave.
FARMER:  (To GOOSE.) Or a lazy goose. Chop-chop, make with the 

eggs.
MOM:  He’ll sell you. Our family will be broken up. (To DAD.) We’ll never 

see our boy again. (Cries on DAD’S shoulder.)
DAD:  (Pats her gently.) There, there. He won’t think our boy is crazy.
GOOSE:  Crazy is as crazy does.
AESOP:  Enough with the morals.
GOOSE:  Just think there’s something to be learned here.
AESOP:  I don’t want to learn things. I want my time to be light and 

fl uffy.
GOOSE:  You can have fun and still learn something.
AESOP:  You don’t have to be pedantic and overbearing.
DAD:  Okay, maybe he will think our boy is crazy.
MOM:  What are we going to do?
DAD:  (Afraid to hear the answer, but he has to ask.) Son, do you really… 

see people?
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AESOP:  (To AUDIENCE.) Maybe it’s time I tell him. Maybe he can help 
me. (To DAD.) All the time, Dad.

DAD:  Right now?
AESOP:  Yeah, Dad. Except they’re mainly not people. They’re animals 

who think and talk like people.
DAD:  Okay, son, don’t worry. We’re going to get you some help. Come 

on. (Grabs AESOP’S hand and leads him across the stage. The other 
characters, except MOM, follow. WOLF lags behind.)

ANDROCLES:  Where are we going?
AESOP:  I don’t know.
DAD:  Don’t know what?
AESOP:  Where we’re going.
DAD:  I’ll show you.
ANDROCLES:  He can’t just tell us?
LION:  Don’t worry, it’ll be fun—as long as we’re together.
ANDROCLES:  Aesop, I really need to talk to you.
AESOP:  Not now.
DAD:  It has to be now, son.
AESOP:  I wasn’t talking to you, Dad.
DAD:  The sooner the better.
HARE:  (To WOLF.) Aren’t you coming?
WOLF:  I don’t think I should.
HARE:  Why not?
WOLF:  I’m not really a follower.
HARE:  All sheep are followers.
WOLF:  I’m not a sheep.
HARE:  (Pats his head like a two-year-old.) No, you’re a big bad wolf. 

Yes, you are.
WOLF:  You know I could eat you in one bite.
HARE:  Oh, now don’t get maa-a-a-aaad. (Makes that last word sound 

like a “baa.”)
WOLF:  Now you’re just being cruel.
HARE:  I’m sorry. I take it baa-a-a-aaack.
WOLF:  This is just embarrassing. (AESOP, DAD and IMAGINARY 

CHARACTERS EXIT, leaving MOM alone ONSTAGE. She kneels.)
MOM:  Oh, great Zeus, mightiest of gods. Please hear my prayers. 

Please hear me, oh great, powerful Zeus. I beg of you. Listen to 
my plea. (LIGHTS SHIFT to the platform. We hear some STRANGE, 
MAGICAL MUSIC. If you have a fog machine, now is the time to use 
it. Let’s make that upper platform look as much like a cloud as 
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we can. HERA ENTERS, wearing a glittering toga and looking very 
goddessy. She looks down at MOM for a moment, then calls OFF.)

HERA:  Zeus. Zeus!
ZEUS:  (From OFFSTAGE.) What?
HERA:  Someone’s calling you.
ZEUS:  (From OFFSTAGE.) Someone’s always calling me.
HERA:  This one looks pretty important.
ZEUS:  (From OFFSTAGE.) Take a message.
HERA:  I am your wife. I am a goddess. Do I look like your secretary?
ZEUS:  Fine. (ENTERS, wearing a glittering toga, a crown of gold leaves, 

a snorkel mask and fl ippers.) What is sooooooo important?
HERA:  What are you wearing?
ZEUS:  Poseidon is taking me snorkeling. We’re going to throw rocks 

at the mermaids.
HERA:  You are not throwing rocks at the mermaids.
ZEUS:  Why not? We’re gods. What are they going to do about it?
HERA:  You could hurt them.
ZEUS:  So?
HERA:  You are a benevolent god.
ZEUS:  (Stamps his feet like a child throwing a tantrum.) I am? Oh, I 

hate that! Why do I always have to be benevolent?
HERA:  It’s in your nature.
ZEUS:  What if I want to be a vengeful god?
HERA:  You won’t have any believers.
ZEUS:  I could make them believe.
HERA:  You catch more fl ies with honey than with vinegar.
ZEUS:  I don’t even know what that means. It’s not fair. It’s always, 

“Don’t throw rocks at the mermaids.” “Stop smiting people with 
lightning.” “If Mercury jumped off a cliff…”

HERA:  You’re better than Mercury.
ZEUS:  I don’t want to be.
HERA:  You’re head of the gods. You have to set an example.
ZEUS:  Fine. (Screams at MOM.) What do you want, lady?
MOM:  (Still praying. She never actually makes eye contact with ZEUS, 

or even opens her eyes.) Oh, mighty Zeus. I beg you to help my 
son.

ZEUS:  (To HERA.) Who’s her son again?
HERA:  Aesop.
ZEUS:  You just know that right off the top of your head?
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
BROUGHT ON:

Scroll, quill (AUNT)
Wooden fl ute, sunglasses, beach towel (GRASSHOPPER)
Cane, scroll, quill (DOCTOR)
Four white ponchos with cotton balls (DAPHINITY)
Rose (GOOSE)
Fishing pole with grapes dangling from it (FARMER)
Ribbon (GOOSE, ANDROCLES)
Pillows (MENAGERIE)

COSTUMING
AESOP wears a tattered toga.
WOLF wears a white poncho with cotton balls glued to it over his wolf 

costume.
AUNT wears a toga.
GRASSHOPPER wears the robes of a Chinese priest.
HERA wears a glittery toga.
ZEUS wears a glittering toga, a crown of gold leaves and a snorkel 

mask and fl ippers. Later, he has a bandage on his head.
FOX, GOOSE, LION and ANDROCLES have white ponchos to appear as 

“sheep.”

SOUND EFFECTS
Strange, magical music.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
WOLF, TORTOISE, FOX and LION could be played by a male or female 
actor. HARE is a female.

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!


