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Grade 1 Drama: Little Red Hen 

 
There was once a Little Red Hen who lived in a small cottage with her little 
chicks. Little Red Hen worked hard every day to keep make sure that her family 
didn’t go hungry. She was a happy mother, always singing as she worked.  
 
One day, the hen was walking with her friends, Cat, Dog and Goose. She found 
some grains of wheat and said to her friends, “Who will help me plant this 
wheat?” 
 
“Not I!” said Cat. 
“Not I!” said Dog. 
“Not I!” said Goose. 
 
“We are too busy!” they answered together. 
 
“Then I shall plant it myself,” said Little Red Hen. And she did. 
 
Every day, Little Red Hen watered the wheat and weeded the ground. One day 
tiny shoots sprouted. Everyday the hen checked on the sprouts and they 
continued to grow into stalks of wheat, taller and taller and taller and stronger 
and stronger. One summer day the wheat was ready for cutting. 
 
“Who will help me cut the wheat?” Little Red asked her friends. 
 
“Not I!” said Cat. 
“Not I!” said Dog. 
“Not I!” said Goose. 
 
“We are too busy!” they answered together. 
 
“Then I shall cut it myself,” said Little Red Hen. And she did. 
 
The wheat was soon ready to be taken to the mill where it would be ground into 
flour. 
 
“Who will help me take the wheat to the mill?” Little Red asked her friends. 
 
“Not I!” said Cat. 
“Not I!” said Dog. 
“Not I!” said Goose. 
 
“We are too busy,” they answered together. 
 
“Then I shall take it myself,” said Little Red Hen. And she did. 
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At the mill, the wheat was turned into flour. The miller told Little Red how to use 
the flour to bake bread. He gave her a pot of strawberry jam to eat with her 
bread. 
 
That night it was time for baking. 
 
“Who will help me bake the bread?” Little Red asked her friends. 
 
“Not I!” said Cat. 
“Not I!” said Dog. 
“Not I!” said Goose. 
 
“We are too busy,” they answered together. 
 
“Then I shall bake it myself,” said Little Red Hen. And she did. 
 
While the bread was baking a delicious aroma filled the yard. Her friends smelled 
the bread and came to her kitchen just as she was taking the beautiful browned 
loaf out of the oven.  
 
“Who will help me eat the bread?” Little Red asked.  
 
“I will!” said Cat. 
“I will!” said Dog. 
“I will!” said Goose. 
 
“Oh, I don’t think so,’ answered Little Red Hen. “I found the wheat and planted it. 
I watered it and I watched it grow. I took it to the mill to be ground into flour. I 
baked it into this lovely loaf.”  
 
“Now,” said the Little Red Hen. “I’m going to eat it with my chicks!” 
 
And she spread the strawberry jam from the miller and they ate the bread.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


