
By Craig Sodaro

© Copyright 2014, Pioneer Drama Service, Inc. 

Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that a royalty must be paid for every 
performance, whether or not admission is charged. All inquiries regarding rights should 
be addressed to Pioneer Drama Service, Inc., PO Box 4267, Englewood, CO  80155.

All rights to this play—including but not limited to amateur, professional, radio broadcast, 
television, motion picture, public reading and translation into foreign languages—are 
controlled by Pioneer Drama Service, Inc., without whose permission no performance, 
reading or presentation of any kind in whole or in part may be given.

These rights are fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America 
and of all countries covered by the Universal Copyright Convention or with which the 
United States has reciprocal copyright relations, including Canada, Mexico, Australia 
and all nations of the United Kingdom.

ONE SCRIPT PER CAST MEMBER MUST BE PURCHASED FOR PRODUCTION RIGHTS.

COPYING OR DISTRIBUTING ALL OR ANY PART OF THIS BOOK 
IN ANY MANNER IS STRICTLY FORBIDDEN BY LAW.

On all programs, printing and advertising, the following information must appear:

1. The full name of the play
2. The full name of the playwright
3. The following notice:  “Produced by special arrangement with   

Pioneer Drama Service, Inc., Englewood, Colorado”



PHOTOCOPYING THIS  SCRIPT  BREAKS FEDERAL COPYRIGHT LAWS

ii

MYTHS BUSTED!

By CRAIG SODARO

CAST OF CHARACTERS
# of lines

FRAME STORY
DREW .......................................high school student 42
BRADEN ...................................another 26
RUBY .......................................another 18
MISSY ......................................another 34
ISABELLE ..................................another 34
HOMER ....................................Greek poet 90
MS. CLAYBOURNE .....................substitute teacher 8

APPEARING IN MULTIPLE MYTHS
ZEUS ........................................king of the gods 117
HERA........................................his wife; a goddess 44
FARM WIFE ONE ........................mortal 24
FARM WIFE TWO ........................another 26
FARM WIFE THREE .....................another 26

“PROMETHEUS”
PROMETHEUS ...........................Titan; Zeus’s enemy; friend of 75 

the mortals
ATHENA ....................................goddess of wisdom and war; 16 

Zeus’s daughter
GODDESS ONE .........................guardian of the fire 16
GODDESS TWO .........................another 16
GODDESS THREE ......................another 14

“PERSEPHONE”
HADES .....................................Zeus’s brother; god of the 58 

Underworld
DEMETER .................................goddess of the harvest 57
PERSEPHONE ...........................her daughter 42

“ORION AND ARTEMIS“
APOLLO ....................................god of the sun and arts 37
ARTEMIS ..................................his sister; goddess of the moon 61 

and hunting
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CANDY .....................................her new lady-in-waiting 28
ORION ......................................son of Poseidon; a great hunter 35
EOS .........................................goddess of the dawn 41
MOTHER EARTH ........................caretaker of all living things 15
SCORPIO ..................................her pet; a giant scorpion n/a

SETTING
The action takes place in a modern high school auditorium decorated 
as a set in ancient Greece, where the myths take place.

SET DESCRIPTION
The high school auditorium has two modern day benches DOWN RIGHT 
facing UPSTAGE, but angled so that the audience can still see the 
characters.

The remainder of the stage is used to suggest ancient Greece. Two 
stone benches sit UP CENTER on either side of a large stone arch 
that creates the UP CENTER entrance. The UPSTAGE wall is covered 
with an ancient cityscape. Stone pillars stand DOWNSTAGE of the 
backdrop with swaths of fabric draped to create the necessary mythical 
atmosphere. There are a couple of Grecian urns containing sunflowers 
and other plants. A few signs here and there against the cityscape 
might advertise “Zorba’s Gyros” or “Chic Greek Tunics” and so on. 
This will help complement the anachronistic feel of the script. Overall, 
it should look as though the stage is set for a high school rehearsal 
of a Greek drama.
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MYTHS BUSTED!

AT RISE:  The high school auditorium. RUBY sits on one of the benches 
DOWN RIGHT, reading. BRADEN sits on the other DOWN RIGHT bench. 
He’s also reading but keeps glancing over at RUBY. When he isn’t 
glancing at her, she’s glancing at him. They do this several times until 
they make eye contact. Then they both bury their noses in their books. 
A bow and some arrows lean against the STAGE RIGHT pillar.
DREW:  (ENTERS RIGHT.) This where we’re supposed to have class?
BRADEN:  Ah… yeah. That’s what the note on the classroom door 

said.
DREW:  Weird. Where is everybody?
RUBY:  Not here yet?
DREW:  Duh. (Sits next to RUBY.) What’re you reading?
RUBY:  Ancient Myths and Legends.
DREW:  Extra credit?
RUBY:  Yeah. I can use a little help.
DREW:  (Scribbles on a small piece of paper.) Here.
RUBY:  What’s this?
DREW:  My phone number. For when you need help.
RUBY:  Won’t Izzy get mad?
DREW:  I won’t tell. (ISABELLE and MISSY ENTER RIGHT. DREW jumps 

up.)
MISSY:  You told him that?
ISABELLE:  I wasn’t going to lie. (To DREW.) What are you doing here?
DREW:  Me? I’m taking Ancient Lit, too, remember? Or have you 

forgotten me so soon, Izzy?
ISABELLE:  Look, Drew, I still can’t go to WrestleMania with you. It’s 

Saturday night.
MISSY:  She really can’t!
DREW:  Why not?
ISABELLE:  Because I can’t, all right?
DREW:  All right!
MISSY:  Where’s everybody else?
BRADEN:  Six kids are sick, eight are taking the PSAT, and the rest are 

on a band field trip to play at some guy’s funeral.
ISABELLE:  What guy’s funeral?
BRADEN:  The guy who died.
MISSY:  Okay, but what’re we doing in here?
RUBY:  We’ve got a substitute.
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BRADEN:  Killigen went on the band trip to help.
DREW:  (Rolls his eyes.) Yeah, right.
ISABELLE:  Well, I don’t blame him! How often can he and Ms. Willow 

spend a day together?
MISSY:  They’re such a cute couple. I hope they get married.
BRADEN:  They’re a couple?
DREW:  I’ll bet she’d go with him to WrestleMania!
RUBY:  (Dreamy.) I always thought she’d fall for Coach Petrie.
MISSY:  Yeah… the big, strong, silent type.
DREW:  Silent!? You oughta hear him yell at us at halftime.
ISABELLE:  (Pointedly, at DREW.) Sometimes it just takes a little time 

before a tiger shows his stripes.
DREW:  What’s that supposed to mean?
BRADEN:  It’s a metaphor, Drew. Killigen would love it!
RUBY:  You guys ready for more mythology? (ALL groan.)
DREW:  What’s up with Killigen and all these stupid stories?
ISABELLE:  That have nothing—absolutely nothing—to do with the real 

world.
MISSY:  Yeah, not a vampire or zombie in any of them! (HOMER ENTERS 

RIGHT, wearing a long robe. He looks at the Greek set pieces with 
interest.)

DREW:  Get a load of grandpa!
RUBY:  Shhhhh! Maybe he’s the substitute.
ISABELLE:  Sir? Sir? Yoo-hoo!
HOMER:  Yes?
ISABELLE:  This is Mr. Killigen’s Ancient Lit class.
MISSY:  Are you supposed to be here?
HOMER:  Indeed!
DREW:  Look, I know we’re studying stupid myths and stuff, but don’t 

you think you’ve gone overboard?
HOMER:  (Confused.) Gone overboard?
BRADEN:  Teachers don’t usually wear costumes in class.
MISSY:  Except on Halloween.
HOMER:  Oh, but this isn’t a costume. You’re in costumes. (A beat.) 

Aren’t you?
ISABELLE:  Let’s just get on with it.
RUBY:  What should we call you?
DREW:  How about Old Dude? (RUBY kicks him.) Ouch!
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HOMER:  Old Dude? I guess that’s what I am. A very old dude. My 
name is Homer… And I’m sorry to disappoint you, but I’m not that 
Simpson fellow. Like Cher or Madonna or Adele, I go by only one 
name. Just Homer. And I am very excited to be able to spend a 
short time with you.

ISABELLE:  Substitutes never say that!
MISSY:  Yeah, you’ll be sorry.
DREW:  Did Killigen leave any plans, or can we just sit around?
HOMER:  Oh, but I don’t think we’d better do that.
BRADEN:  So what’re we gonna do?
HOMER:  Well, in all modesty, I have a special talent. I am a born 

storyteller. Why, I’ve been known to spin tales that can last for 
hours, days, years! My favorites are the Iliad and the Odyssey, 
which are both quite long. But I can see you’d like to get out of 
here before a new decade dawns, so I’ll spin a few of my shorter 
pieces.

RUBY:  You’re going to tell us stories?
HOMER:  Exciting, huh?
ISABELLE:  Look, we aren’t kids. Nobody tells us stories any more.
HOMER:  Oh, but I can make them come alive.
BRADEN:  Sure… if you’ve got a computer and a special effects 

program.
MISSY:  Look, in all honesty, if you’re going to tell us stuff that 

happened in ancient times, we just don’t relate, okay?
HOMER:  But people have always been the same, really, haven’t they?
BRADEN:  Maybe in your day, but we’re a whole lot different from Isis 

and Thor and—
HOMER:  Are you? Come, make yourselves comfortable. (BRADEN sits 

next to RUBY, shyly, while MISSY and ISABELLE sit on the other 
bench. DREW settles on the floor.)

DREW:  Nap time!
MISSY:  I feel like I’m in kindergarten.
ISABELLE:  We’re not going to have a test on this stuff, are we?
HOMER:  Absolutely not. Comfy? Good! A nice place to start is towards 

the beginning of all time, don’t you think? Way back then, Zeus 
ruled over all things.

BRADEN:  We read about him.
MISSY:  My puppy’s named Zeus.
ISABELLE:  So what’s Zeus up to this time?
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HOMER:  Well, of course, to be completely accurate I would have to 
describe how and why the Titans revolted against Zeus. But what’s 
really important to all of you is what came after.

“Prometheus”
ZEUS ENTERS UP CENTER angrily, followed by HERA.
HOMER:  Ah, and here is Zeus now with his wife Hera.
DREW:  Whoa! Like, what is this?
MISSY:  Who are these people?
HOMER:  I told you. Zeus and Hera.
BRADEN:  When you said you’d make them come alive, you weren’t 

kidding!
HOMER:  Shhhhh! Let’s listen. (NOTE:  HOMER and STUDENTS remain 

onstage as the myths play out before them.)
ZEUS:  No, my love, the Titans are banished and that’s that! That idiot 

Atlas will have to carry the world on his shoulders, Cronus has 
been cast into Tartarus with his buddies, and as for Prometheus—

HERA:  He’s going to help us out, darling.
ZEUS:  How’s he going to help us out? He’s a Titan! The Titans tried 

to take over!
HERA:  But if you recall, he never lifted a finger against you.
ZEUS:  He’s still one of them!
HERA:  Darling, he’s got a brilliant idea.
ZEUS:  Dear wife, no Titan ever had a brilliant idea.
HERA:  (Sarcastic.) And yours are all real winners, huh?
ZEUS:  So the Golden Race didn’t quite pan out the way I wanted. They 

were still good and peaceful while they lasted.
HERA:  That race died out because you forgot one thing, darling.
ZEUS:  All right, so they couldn’t have any kids. A minor flaw in the 

plan.
HERA:  And look at the poor mortals on Earth now.
ZEUS:  Pretty shabby, I know, but what can Prometheus do about it?
HERA:  I was hoping you’d ask. (Rings a bell. PROMETHEUS ENTERS UP 

CENTER, carrying two bags.) Look who’s here.
ZEUS:  If it isn’t the idiot, Prometheus!
PROMETHEUS:  Howdy, Zeusy! How’s it hangin’?
ZEUS:  (To HERA, sarcastic.) This guy’s class all the way. (To 

PROMETHEUS.) Any reason why I shouldn’t send you off to the 
Underworld with the rest of the Titans?
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PROMETHEUS:  Now, you gotta admit, Zeusy, I never revolted against 
you. Why, I got the deepest admiration for you and your missus 
here. Anyways, you know that old squabble we’ve been havin’ 
about how much of each mortal sacrifice you oughta get?

ZEUS:  The whole thing!
HERA:  You know that’s not fair, Zeusy. I mean, Zeus.
PROMETHEUS:  That’s right. Those poor mortals gotta work hard with 

no special powers to raise those cows and sheep and goats and 
iguanas.

ZEUS:  I don’t like iguanas. I don’t want any of them.
HERA:  Picky, picky, picky!
ZEUS:  I can afford to be picky.
PROMETHEUS:  And you’re right as rain, Zeusy!
ZEUS:  Stop calling me that!
PROMETHEUS:  What?
ZEUS:  Zeusy!
PROMETHEUS:  Sorry, Zeusy. I’ll try and remember that. Anyhoo, I 

solved the problem.
ZEUS:  What problem?
PROMETHEUS:  What part of the sacrifice you oughta get, Zeusy.
ZEUS:  Zeus! Zeus! Zeus!
HERA:  Gad Zeus!
PROMETHEUS:  Right. Anyhoo, (Holds up two bags.) I got two sacrifices 

here. Just pick the one you want. And whichever you pick, why 
that’s the part you’ll always get from the mortals, and they can 
have what’s left.

ZEUS:  I don’t trust mortals. They’re too wily for their own good.
PROMETHEUS:  Oh, c’mon! They hang around down on Earth, all cold 

and shivering, and all they got to eat is a little raw meat and the 
leaves from trees. What harm can they do, Zeusy?

HERA:  Honestly, if you’d just let them have a bit of fire, Zeus.
ZEUS:  Fire? No way, darling. They get their hands on fire and there’s 

no telling what they’ll do! They’ll be cooking their food, warming 
their houses and then probably melting stuff down so they can 
make things.

PROMETHEUS:  (Holds up bags again.) We’re not talking fire here… 
just what they owe you.

ZEUS:  Right. They do owe me. They owe me the best of what they’ve 
got because I tolerate their ugly little faces.

PROMETHEUS:  They just want to do what’s right.
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ZEUS:  I expect nothing less from my subjects.
PROMETHEUS:  So… which of these sacrifices do you want?
ZEUS:  I don’t like games.
HERA:  Zeus only likes to win, Prometheus.
PROMETHEUS:  I think Zeusy here is wise enough to pick the best 

sacrifice.
HERA:  He is wise.
ZEUS:  Oh, all right, let me look!
PROMETHEUS:  Now, hold on there, Zeusy. You gotta promise one 

thing ’fore you look and we settle this matter once and for all.
ZEUS:  And what’s that, Prometheusy?
PROMETHEUS:  Cute. Though it doesn’t have quite the same ring to 

it as Zeusy.
ZEUS:  Get on with it! What promise do I have to make?
PROMETHEUS:  That once you pick, that’s it! No second chances, and 

you can’t go back on your word.
HERA:  That seems fair enough.
ZEUS:  Sounds like swindle to me!
PROMETHEUS:  Zeusy, I’m not smart enough to swindle you. I’m just 

a lowly Titan, remember?
ZEUS:  I dunno. I don’t trust any of you!
PROMETHEUS:  All right, then… We’ll just call it off, and you’ll get 

whatever the mortals can spare.
ZEUS:  Hold your horses! Mortals aren’t very generous, and you both 

know it.
HERA:  Downright stingy if you ask me.
PROMETHEUS:  Did I forget to mention that the mortals can’t change 

their minds about this either? Whatever you pick, they gotta live 
with.

ZEUS:  For all time?
PROMETHEUS:  Bingo!
HERA:  Sounds like a deal to me.
PROMETHEUS:  And like I said, you’re the smartest grape in the bunch, 

so it’s a win-win for you, Zeusy.
ZEUS:  All right, Prometheusy. I’ll take a chance.
PROMETHEUS:  Remember, no going back on your choice.
ZEUS:  Cross my heart and Scouts’ honor and all that.
PROMETHEUS:  Good enough for me! Here you go! (Hands the first 

bag to ZEUS.) Nice and heavy. Oh, and what’s this on top? Filet 
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mignon? A strip steak? A top sirloin? That’s hard to beat. How 
’bout this one, Zeusy? (Hands the second bag to ZEUS.)

ZEUS:  (Corrects him.) Zeus!
PROMETHEUS:  Zeus!
ZEUS:  (Looks in the second bag.) Ewwww! What is that thing? A bull’s 

stomach?
PROMETHEUS:  Looks that way.
ZEUS:  Disgusting! (Points to the first bag.) I’ll take this one.
PROMETHEUS:  You’re sure?
ZEUS:  I’m no fool! I’d take a filet, a sirloin and a strip steak over an 

old bull belly any day.
PROMETHEUS:  Then here you go, Zeusy. This is what you’ll always get 

from the mortals. (Checks his watch.) And look at that! I gotta run. 
Nice seein’ you, Mrs. Zeus. (ZEUS looks through the bag.)

HERA:  No time for tea?
PROMETHEUS:  Just enough time to run, ma’am! (Runs OFF UP 

CENTER, carrying the second bag.)
ZEUS:  (Realizes his folly.) Prometheus! Stop! Stop!
HERA:  Zeusy, what’s wrong?
ZEUS:  Under the filet, the sirloin and the strip steak, there’s nothing 

but bones! He’s got all the rest of the animal in that bag!
HERA:  (Sweet.) Oh, goodness, Prometheus tricked you, Zeusy?
ZEUS:  Don’t call me that! I hate it! (EXITS LEFT.)
HERA:  (Follows him.) Now, Zeus, you’re not going to pout, are you? 

I mean, the last time you pouted, six volcanoes blew their tops! 
(EXITS LEFT.)

HOMER:  (To STUDENTS.) Prometheus had indeed tricked Zeus. Zeus 
would forevermore get only a few pieces of meat from sacrificed 
animals along with all the bones. No bones about it, Zeus was 
mad as a hornet. And because he was so mad at the mortals 
and Prometheus, he again refused to let the mortals have fire. 
(PROMETHEUS ENTERS UP CENTER, followed by FARM WIVES, who 
carry cuts of meat.)

FARM WIFE ONE:  Prometheus, what’re we gonna do?
FARM WIFE TWO:  We’re tired of eating raw meat!
FARM WIFE THREE:  And when winter comes, we freeze!
PROMETHEUS:  I know, I know, but there’s not much I can do about it.
FARM WIFE ONE:  I thought you liked us mortals.
FARM WIFE TWO:  Yeah… You said you’d do anything for us.
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FARM WIFE THREE:  (With phony acceptance.) But that’s all right. We’ll 
just suffer.

PROMETHEUS:  Awww, c’mon! I just got Zeusy to agree you could keep 
most of the best parts of an animal and he’d just get the bones!

FARM WIFE ONE:  But have you ever tried to eat a flank steak raw?
FARM WIFE TWO:  My husband lost two teeth trying to eat a shoulder 

roast. And he only had two teeth left.
FARM WIFE THREE:  And our robes aren’t thick enough to keep us 

warm!
PROMETHEUS:  What can I do about it?
FARM WIFE ONE:  Well, couldn’t you just sneak a little fire out of 

Mount Olympus?
FARM WIFE TWO:  Yeah… just a single flame would do it.
FARM WIFE THREE:  We’d be forever grateful.
PROMETHEUS:  Zeusy’s got the fire guarded like it’s in Fort Knox.
FARM WIFE ONE:  What’s Fort Knox?
PROMETHEUS:  Not someplace you can break into.
FARM WIFE TWO:  I’m sure you can find a way.
FARM WIFE THREE:  You’re so big and strong. Here, have a raw chunk 

of liver.
PROMETHEUS:  I’ll pass. (EXITS LEFT, followed by FARM WIVES.)
HOMER:  (To STUDENTS.) Prometheus hated to see the mortals in 

such distress. He knew how much fire could improve their lives. 
He also knew just how much old Zeusy—er, Zeus—feared the 
mortals getting their hands on his fire. There was no telling how 
much power it would ultimately give them. But was that any reason 
to deny them such a tool? If only to make their lives a bit more 
comfortable, Prometheus decided he had to get the mortals fire. 
But how could he steal even so much as a single flame? One 
day, as Prometheus was walking along the beach, he ran into the 
goddess Athena.

PROMETHEUS:  (ENTERS LEFT, as ATHENA ENTERS UP CENTER.) Well, 
howdy do, Athena!

ATHENA:  Prometheus, is that you?
PROMETHEUS:  Sure is! How’s the goddess of wisdom and war?
ATHENA:  Oh, I’m all worn out from thinking and fighting. Just thought 

I’d take a little walk on the beach to recharge my batteries. What’s 
up with you? You look a little down in the mouth.

PROMETHEUS:  Don’t take this the wrong way, but… but…
ATHENA:  But what?
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PROMETHEUS:  It’s your dad.
ATHENA:  What’s Zeus done now?
PROMETHEUS:  Oh, he got mad because I tricked him into letting the 

mortals keep most of a sacrifice for themselves.
ATHENA:  I heard about that, you naughty boy! Daddy was so mad, he 

spent the whole night shooting thunderbolts down to Earth.
PROMETHEUS:  He even sunk Atlantis with his lousy aim.
ATHENA:  Well, you do have to admit he got the short end of the 

thunderbolt.
PROMETHEUS:  Yeah, so, all right… He got to wreak havoc on the 

mortals, but he still won’t give them fire.
ATHENA:  He won’t even give me enough fire to light my lamp, so 

they’re not alone.
PROMETHEUS:  But at least you get cooked food and warmth in the 

winter.
ATHENA:  Good point. Wait—you’re not thinking of stealing some fire, 

are you?
PROMETHEUS:  Just a single flame.
ATHENA:  You are a naughty boy!
PROMETHEUS:  But I don’t even know where he keeps the fire.
ATHENA:  Well…
PROMETHEUS:  You know? Of course you do!
ATHENA:  I don’t know exactly, but I’m pretty sure I know where it’s 

kept.
PROMETHEUS:  Tell me, please! Please, Athena.
ATHENA:  Daddy will blow his top if he finds out!
PROMETHEUS:  I’ll never tell.
ATHENA:  You promise? Cross your heart and hope an eagle rips out 

your liver every day forever?
PROMETHEUS:  Yeah, sure, anything.
ATHENA:  Okay, I’ll tell you.
PROMETHEUS:  Wait—you will? Gosh, you must really be mad at your 

dad.
ATHENA:  Oh, no! I just like to watch him blow his top. The fireworks 

are amazing! (She and PROMETHEUS EXIT LEFT.)
HOMER:  (To STUDENTS.) And, you guessed it, Athena spilled the 

beans. Zeus kept his fire in a special chamber on Mount Olympus 
that had three doors. A beautiful but deadly goddess guarded 
each door. If anyone—mortal or immortal—tried to get to the fire, 
they would regret it. But knowing how jealous the three goddesses 
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were of each other, Athena thought of a way Prometheus could get 
to the fire and steal a single flame. And to carry the flame away 
from the chamber, she gave Prometheus the last thing any guards 
on Mount Olympus would suspect. (GODDESSES ONE, TWO and 
THREE ENTER UP CENTER. They push on a cauldron of fire lit from 
the inside, placing it CENTER STAGE. They then take out mirrors, 
makeup and combs and begin to primp, each facing a different 
direction away from the fire.)

GODDESS ONE:  Oh, I feel gorgeous today!
GODDESS TWO:  You’re okay, but my cheekbones are like sculpted 

marble.
GODDESS THREE:  You’ve got nothing on my violet eyes!
GODDESS ONE:  Violet? I think they’re more battleship gray.
GODDESS TWO:  With a bit of mossy green around the edges.
GODDESS THREE:  How dare you!
GODDESS ONE:  Oh, come on, the only reason you got violet eyes is 

because you got violet contacts.
GODDESS THREE:  Whatever works!
GODDESS TWO:  Look, girls, maybe we ought to just accept the fact 

that we’re the three hottest goddesses on Mount Olympus. Why 
else would Zeus put us in charge of his fire?

GODDESS ONE:  You’re right. There’s no point arguing about who’s the 
most beautiful. We all are!

GODDESS THREE:  All for one and one for all, right?
OTHERS:  Right!
PROMETHEUS:  (ENTERS LEFT, carrying a backpack.) Howdy, gals!
GODDESS ONE:  Oh, look.
GODDESS TWO:  One of those washed up Titans.
GODDESS THREE:  Carrying… what is that thing?
PROMETHEUS:  The latest—a “backpack.”
GODDESS ONE:  What’s it good for?
PROMETHEUS:  Carrying stuff.
GODDESS TWO:  Like what?
PROMETHEUS:  Well, like… let me show you. (Reaches in the backpack 

and pulls out a golden apple.)
GODDESS THREE:  Holy gold mine!
PROMETHEUS:  A solid gold apple. It’s a present.
GODDESS ONE:  For whom?
GODDESS TWO:  One of us?
GODDESS THREE:  Which one?
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Two modern benches, two stone benches, stone archway, pillars, fabric 
drapery, urns, plants, anachronistic signs, bow and arrows.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
Frame Story

Book (RUBY)
Book (BRADEN)
Small piece of paper, pen (DREW)
Note (MISSY)

“Prometheus”
Bell (HERA)
Two bags, backpack with golden apple and plastic pumpkin 

(PROMETHEUS)
Cauldron lit from the inside, mirrors, makeup and combs, chains 

(GODDESSES)
Meat, candles and lanterns, chicken nuggets (FARM WIVES)

“Persephone”
Thunderbolt, sharpening stone (ZEUS)
Watering can, hoe, pomegranate, knife, spoons, two different 

colored shawls (DEMETER)
Basket of vegetables (FARM WIFE ONE)
Basket of wheat (FARM WIFE TWO)
Bouquet of flowers (FARM WIFE THREE)
Paper airplane, tray covered with a cloth, cut pomegranate, 

Demeter’s second shawl (HADES)
“Orion and Artemis”

Bow and arrows (ARTEMIS)
Bow and arrows (ORION)
Cell phone (APOLLO)
Cell phone (EOS)
Watering can, reading glasses (MOTHER EARTH)

COSTUME SUGGESTIONS

All the characters should be dressed in costumes that suggest ancient 
Greece, except for the STUDENTS, who all wear modern clothes.

In particular, HOMER a long robe with sleeves. ZEUS dresses like an 
old beggar at one point. DEMETER wears two different colored shawls 
(the second one is later used by HADES). EOS’S robes should be frilly, 
and she should have flowers in her hair.

For preview only
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SOUND EFFECTS
Siren, thunder, splash.

FLEXIBLE CASTING

The cast size is very flexible with a minimum of 6 males and 11 
females, and a maximum of 8 males, 17 females and 2 that can be 
either.

The characters that only appear in one myth can be doubled. However, 
the characters who appear in the frame story or in more than one myth 
should be played by the same actors for the sake of continuity.

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!


