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Goldisocks and the Three Koalas 
 

An Australian Fairytale 
 

Written by 
 

Jacquelin Melilli © 2001 
 
 

Cast 
 

Goldisocks ………………………….a Tomboy, adventurous  

Goldilocks ……………Goldisock's mother, feminine, artistic 

Harold…………...Goldisock's father, dominant, authoritarian 

Papa Koala ………….Soccer fanatic, dominant, authoritarian 

Mama Koala ……….……………….….health fanatic, sporty 

Baby K ……………...………………….….fun loving, active 
 



 

Suggested Costumes: 
 
Goldisocks:    Colourful dress with lots of frills and bows. Dress shoes. Soccer shirt 

and shorts worn under dress. Yellow socks and soccer boots. Large 
bag. 

 
Goldilocks: Blonde hair or wig (rolled up in a bun). Nose glasses. Old fashioned 

dress. Beige stockings and sensible shoes. 
 
Harold: Trousers with belt and button shirt, handkerchief,  black shoes. 
 
Papa Koala: Grey track suit with letters COACH sewn on the back, sport shoes, 

koala ears, whistle on a string. 
 
Mama Koala: Grey track suit, sports shoes, sweat band, koala ears 
 
Baby Koala: Grey tights and skivvy, boxer shorts, pyjamas, soccer shirt, shorts, 

socks and boots, koala ears.  
 
Suggested Props: 
 
Masculine doona, feminine doona, kids doona, three pillows, tablecloth, three bowls large, 
medium, small, three spoons, saucepan, wooden spoon, empty milk bottle, cereal box marked 
Coco Plops, table, three chairs large, medium, small, newspaper, two lightweight trees, soccer 
ball, gameboy, shaving cream. 

 
 
 
 

 



 

 
Goldisocks  and the  Three  KoalasGoldisocks  and the  Three  Koalas   

  
Goldilocks is ready to retire from her Fairytale career and has placed all her hopes in her 
daughter Goldisocks to follow in her footsteps.  The problem is Goldisocks has her own dreams 
to play soccer.  With the 'Big Audition' coming up, the pressure is on for Goldisocks to perform, 
but having sneaked off to play soccer instead of going to her singing and dancing lessons, 
Goldisocks is in a bit of a jam.  Her solution is to run away with a rest stop at the Three Koalas 
house, where Papa Koala just happens to be the Hot Shot Soccer Coach and Baby K surprises 
them all!  
 
SETTING: Downstage section of stage is set with artificial trees to portray the outdoors. 
Center and upper stage is set with furniture to portray Goldisocks/Koalas home. Furniture can 
be rearranged each time curtain is closed for outdoors scenes.  
 
 
SCENE ONE: 
Curtains open with Goldisocks and her parents standing center stage. Goldilocks is fussing 
over Goldisocks’ appearance.  Goldisocks is looking flustered.  Harold is giving another one of 
his lectures. 
 
GOLDISOCKS: 
I don’t want to wear this dress.  It’s horrible! 
 
GOLDILOCKS: 
Now, now dear.  Don’t be like that.  You look beautiful. 
 
HAROLD: 
Goldisocks, this may be the most important audition of your life.  You get this part and we’ll be 
rich and famous! 
 
 
 
GOLDISOCKS: 
But we’re already famous. 
 
HAROLD: 
Correct!  However, we need to take care of the rich side of things.  Your mother is getting a 
little saggy and needs to retire.   
 
GOLDILOCKS: 
Harold!   
 
HAROLD: 
Sorry, dear, but you must face the facts.  You're no spring chicken anymore and the plastic 
surgery is costing us a fortune. 
 
Goldilocks puts her hands to her face and wails. 
 
GOLDISOCKS: 
Go easy on her, Dad.  She's the best Goldilocks by far.  I could never fill her shoes.  



 

 
HAROLD: 
Yes, well you did spoil everything by not being born with golden locks.  The only way we're 
going to pull off this GoldiSOCKS business is with a knockout performance.  Your great 
grandmother started off playing Goldilocks.  You were meant to carry on that tradition just like 
your grandmother and Goldilocks did. We’ll never pull it off. You’ll just have to wear a wig, 
there’s no way around it. 
 
GOLDISOCKS: 
No way! 
 
GOLDILOCKS: 
(interrupting) Harold, don’t start that again.  It wasn’t her fault.  If anyone's to blame, it's you.  
Mother warned me not to marry a dark haired man.  Prince Charming had the fairest hair of all!  
What a dream he was!  Mother tried so hard to match us up, but my foot was too big to fit that 
tiny glass slipper. 
 
HAROLD: 
Ha, we all know what a porker he turned out to be! 
 
GOLDILOCKS: 
(looking at Goldisocks) Grandma made up for you not having golden locks by knitting you a 
pair of yellow booties.  You’ve worn yellow socks ever since.  
 
GOLDISOCKS: 
That's it!  I inherited your big feet for a reason.  Maybe, I was meant to play soccer, not be an 
actress! 
 
HAROLD: 
Nonsense.  A pretty girl like you playing soccer.  It’s out of the question!  Now you listen to me 
young lady….. 
 
GOLDILOCKS: 
(interrupting) Let me handle this, dear.  Remember your blood pressure.  (turning to 
Goldisocks) Goldisocks, how could you say a thing like that?  Your father and I have spent 
every last dollar on dancing and singing lessons.  A musical version of 'GOLDILOCKS' is too 
good an opportunity to pass up.  We need you to get this part or the bank will take away our 
house. 
 
Goldisocks turns to address the audience. 
 
 
GOLDISOCKS: 
There should be a law against pressuring children!  (turning back to Goldilocks) Ok Mother, I’ll 
go to the silly audition on one condition. 
 
GOLDILOCKS: 
What’s that dear? 
 
GOLDISOCKS: 
You and Father have to stay here and wait.  I’ll be much too nervous to perform with the both 
of you watching me. 



 

 
HAROLD: 
(outraged) That is out of the question!  We have everything riding on this audition. 
 
Goldisocks addresses the audience again, throwing her hands up in the air. 
 
GOLDISOCKS: 
More pressure!  How much can a girl stand? 
 
GOLDILOCKS: 
Now Harold, let her go.  We don’t want her getting nervous! 
 
GOLDISOCKS: 
Thanks, Mum.  I’m outta here! 
 
Goldisocks picks up her backpack and starts to make her way offstage. 
 
GOLDILOCKS: 
Good luck, dear.  I mean, break a leg! 
 
 
HAROLD: 
What are you saying, woman!  That's the last thing we need.  Are you trying to jinx the girl! 
 
GOLDILOCKS: 
Calm down, Harry, it just an expression. 
 
HAROLD: 
(babbling) Oh, yes, well, a rather ridiculous one if you ask me.  
 
Center curtains close.  Behind curtains, furniture is rearranged for scene in Koalas house.  
Downstage is decorated with trees to indicate the outdoors.  
 
 
SCENE TWO: 
Goldisocks enters and stops downstage center.  Facing the audience she begins to sing 
'WALTZING MATILDA'.  She is off key and sounds terrible. 
 
GOLDISOCKS: 
(singing) WALTZING MATILDA, WALTZING MATILDA, WHO'LL COME A 
WALTZING MATILDA WITH MEEEE!  (looking distraught) Oh, dear, this is gonna be bad!  
(she attempts to tap dance) Toe, heel, toe, heel. 
 
She starts slowly at first and then builds up to a point where her feet get in the way and she 
trips over and falls to the ground. 
 
GOLDISOCKS: 
Bummer!  Fine mess this has turned out to be. I don’t know what I’m going to do.  
 
 
 



 

She looks around making sure nobody is watching before taking off her dress.  Underneath she 
is wearing her soccer outfit.  From her bag, she takes out a pair of soccer boots, puts them on, 
and then rolls up her socks.  During all this, she speaks her lines. 
 
GOLDISOCKS: 
I’ll never be able to tell Mum and Dad that I’ve been secretly playing soccer instead of going to 
those silly dance and singing lessons.  They’ll be even angrier when I tell them that I spent all 
the money for lessons on bubble gum soccer cards.  I can’t go back now.  Dad is sure to have a 
heart attack.  (thinks a moment) I’ll have to runaway. 
 
Goldisocks takes a soccer ball out of her bag and exits downstage right whilst dribbling the 
ball, leaving behind her dress. 
 
 
 
SCENE THREE: 
Center curtain opens to reveal the Koala's home.  Mama Koala is in the kitchen singing happily 
whilst preparing breakfast She is wearing her gym wear, complete with headband and Reeboks.  
Papa Koala is sitting at the table reading the newspaper. Papa Koala is wearing grey track 
pants and a long sleeved soccer shirt with ‘COACH’ printed on the back. Baby K is still asleep 
in his bed.  He wakes up, stretches and yawns.  He is wearing cute baby pyjamas.  Underneath 
he has on grey stockings and skivvy and boxer shorts.  He is also wearing his soccer socks 
rolled down to make it quicker to get dressed later.  A scrim can separate the beds from the rest 
of the stage.  He walks over to where Mama Koala is making breakfast. 
 
BABY K: 
Good morning, Mama.  When will breakfast be ready? 
MAMA KOALA: 
Very soon, dear.  Now, where’s my big Baby K kiss? 
 
Baby K hesitates before kissing Mama Koala on the cheek making a big kissing sound.  He then 
pulls a face and wipes his lips on his sleeve. 
 
BABY K: 
Yuk!  I’m getting too old for this, Mama.  You’re cramping my style. 
 
MAMA KOALA: 
My, my, aren’t we in a fine mood this morning.  Have you been up all night again reading those 
silly Famous Faces magazines? 
 
BABY K: 
They’re not silly.  I’ll be famous one day, you’ll see.  Then you’ll be sorry that you didn’t treat 
me like a prince. 
 
MAMA KOALA: 
A prince is it?  And what’s wrong with being a Koala? 
 
BABY K: 
Oh Mama!  You just don’t get it.  I’m not just going to sit around and wait for extinction.  I 
have goals!  I want everybody to look up to me.  Forget Prince, I’m going to be King! 
 
 



 

MAMA KOALA: 
King of the soccer field is what your father thinks so don't start upsetting him with all that silly 
talk about being a singer. 
 
BABY K: 
A bit of support is all I'm asking for Mama.  It's tough enough out there in the big world. 
 
MAMA KOALA: 
Then stick to your father's plan and you'll be just fine.  You're getting all the support a kid could 
hope for.  You should be counting your blessings. 
 
BABY K: 
But that's Papa's dream, not mine. 
 
MAMA KOALA: 
Baby K, we've been through all this before.  You know there's no changing your father's mind.  
Soccer is all he ever talks about.  You know that.  His father had him working from the day he 
was out of the pouch.  His dreams of playing soccer never came true.  You know how much he 
loves coaching and watching you play.  You've made him so happy.  Don't spoil things. 
 
BABY K: 
He never got to live his dream and neither will I. Am I suppose to do the same thing for my 
son? 
 
MAMA KOALA: 
I wish you wouldn't complicate things, dear.  I've done everything I can to change his mind.  If 
you feel so strongly about singing, then you'll find a way to make it work for you.  Show me 
your commitment and I'll give you my support.  Things will work out, you'll see. 
 
BABY K: 
How can you be so sure? 
 
MAMA KOALA: 
There are opportunities all around you.  Seek and you will find!  Now, be off. 
 
 
Baby K does his groovy dance walk over to where Papa Koala is reading the newspaper at the 
dining table. 
 
BABY K: 
(doing a rap dance imitation) Good mo, Papa.  How's it hanging? 
 
PAPA KOALA: 
(still reading paper) Speak properly, son, you sound retarded.  It looks like the Kangaroos have 
made it through to the World Cup finals.  They beat the Tasmanian Devils, 7 - nil. 
 
BABY K: 
Sweet. 
 
 
 
 



 

PAPA KOALA: 
You’re going to have to start training extra hard from now on, son.  No more pussy footing 
around.  You have a very important game tomorrow against the Dingoes.  They’re a tough 
bunch, just as determined as we are to make it through to the World Cup. 
 
BABY K: 
But Papa, I’m training as hard as I can now.  I’ll have no time for anything else if I train any 
harder. 
 
PAPA KOALA: 
Don’t be ridiculous.  What else is there?  Soccer is your life.  Besides, you know your mother 
and I are depending on you to get this big contract after you’ve won the World Cup.  We need 
to upgrade.  This house is getting too small and cramped.  I'm going to need an office. 
 
 
BABY K: 
But Papa. What happens if I don’t get the contract? You’re putting a lot of pressure on me. 
After all, I’m only a Baby remember? 
 
PAPA KOALA: 
No son of mine is going to fail.  Why at your age I had already started work at my father’s 
eucalyptus plantation.  I had it tough, not like the youth of today sitting on their rumps, noses 
stuck to a Play Station. 
 
Baby K is looking away, rolling his eyes. 
 
PAPA KOALA: 
Pay attention son! 
 
BABY K: 
Yes, Papa. 
 
PAPA KOALA: 
It’s almost time for breakfast. You’d better go and get dressed ready for training.  We have a 
big day today. 
 
BABY K: 
Yes, Papa. 
 
Baby K goes back into his room and puts on his soccer training gear. 
 
BABY K: 
There should be a law against pressuring children!  I don’t want to play soccer.  I want to be a 
singer!  (puts his hands together in prayer) Big K in the sky, please send me an opportunity.  
 
 
THE BEST IS YET TO COME! 
 
DO YOURSELF A FAVOUR AND BUY THE SCRIPT! SAVE YOURSELF HOURS OF WRITING OR 
SEARCHING!  
 


