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Production Notes 

This short play is intended to be performed alone or as part of a night of bizarre and 

entertaining horror, mystery or comedy.   

Characters 

Narrator  The Narrator (M/F) 

King   A boorish tyrant (M) 

Courtier 1  Sycophantic royal sympathiser (M/F) 

Courtier 2  Sycophantic royal sympathiser (M/F) 

Courtier 3  Sycophantic royal sympathiser (M/F) 

Courtier 4  Sycophantic royal sympathiser (M/F) 

Trippetta  The court dancer (F) 

Hopfrog  The court jester (M) 

 

Scene 1 – Throne Room 

(Spotlight front of tabs.  Narrator enters wearing black gothic clothes and 

carrying a large book from which he/she reads.  Narrator stands and 

remains stage left throughout the scene) 

Narrator: This is the story of Hopfrog. 

(The king, a boorish man, enters front of tabs dressed in medieval royal 

attire.  He is followed by four courtiers, all sycophants, dressed in velvet 

jackets and medieval style breeches.) 

King:  (Belly laughing raucously) Oh, I’ve never laughed so hard in my life.  I 

laughed so hard, I thought my trousers would fall down.  

(The king’s trousers fall down. The four courtiers look surprised for a 

moment and the king looks shocked. Then, as one, they all burst out 

laughing.  The king retrieves his trousers from the floor.  The tabs open to 

reveal the throne room with a large throne down stage centre.  The 

Courtiers stand either side of the throne, two on each side) 

King:  Oh I love laughing.  I live to laugh. I don’t know what I would do if I couldn’t 

laugh. 

Courtier 1:  You would be angry sire 
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King:  That’s true. I would be angry and I would have to start cutting heads off like 

my father did.  We can’t have that can we? 

Courtier 3:  No sire, that is why we try to make you laugh all the time! 

King:  So true.  If it weren’t for my laughter I would just have to cut all of your heads 

off and be an evil old king – but as it is, I have the gift of laughter so everyone 

loves me.  Isn’t that right? 

Courtier 2:  Yes, sire. That’s correct. 
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King:  Hmmm, I don’t seem to have laughed for over a minute. I’m starting to feel a 

bit tetchy! (getting irritable) I’m going to have to do something about it. 

Courtier 4:  Why not call for the court fool, Hopfrog? 

King:  (Smiling) Ah yes, my favourite fool. He makes me laugh so much with his 

weird little face and the way he walks.  Oh, it is most amusing. Yes, call on 

Hopfrog. 

Courtier 1:  (Shouting off stage) Call on Hopfrog! 

(Hopfrog, a small hunched man hobbles onto the stage. His stature should 

live up to his name in that he almost hops as he walks and appears as 

frog-like as possible in his body shape and gait.  The king and his four 

courtiers laugh raucously as Hopfrog makes his way in front of them.) 

King:   (Laughing) Look at his weird little face. 

Courtier 1:  (Laughing) And his stumpy little legs. 

Courtier 2:  (Laughing) And his arms, don’t forget his arms! 

(Hopfrog glares at his tormentors awaiting the laughter to cease.  They all 

calm down until there is silence) 

King:   Go on then. Do something funny. 

(Glaring at the king, Hopfrog does a little dance which causes the king 

and his courtiers to laugh raucously once again.  Hopfrog is clearly 

annoyed.) 

King:  Of course, I love seeing funny things rather than hearing them.  (To courtier 

2) That’s why I never laugh at your jokes. 
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Courtier 2:  I did wonder about that sire. 

King:  No, it is practical jokes that tickle me most.  The longer drawn out the joke, 

the better.  The longer it takes to get to the punch line, the funnier the jest. (To 

Courtier 4) Is that not right? 

Courtier 4:  Oh, absolutely sire. 

King:  This is why I took Hopfrog here from his home country, far away, and brought 

him back here.  He is a genius of practical jokes. Jokes to balance our wisdom. 

Jesters are ten a penny but in Hopfrog we have a triplicate treasure, someone 

to laugh with and laugh at. What say you?  

(The king laughs once more. Hopfrog stands and glares.  The courtiers 

agree and laugh along. As Hopfrog addresses the audience, the King and 

his Courtiers stage chatter.) 
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Hopfrog:  (To audience) My hatred for the king and his courtiers grows ever stronger. It 

is true that I do not look or walk as they do, but that gives no right to take me 

from my home and keep me here for their entertainment. All for crumbs that 

fall from the royal table; I would rather take my chances in the wild and 

somehow escape back to my home town; my home country. 

(The king stage-laughs and chatters with his courtiers as the narrator 

speaks.  HopFrog continues to dance for their entertainment.) 

Narrator:  Hopfrog was not the name given to our hero at birth, more bestowed upon him 

by his tormentors, the king and his courtiers because of the way he walked.  It 

was something the king found much amusement in despite his own odd little 

waddle owing to the size of his stomach, and of the constitutional swelling of 

his head.  Despite the great pain and difficulty with which Hopfrog moved, 

nature had bestowed great muscular power upon his arms. It enabled him to 

perform many feats of wonderful dexterity where trees, ropes or anything else 

that could be climbed was concerned. Indeed, if he were any kind of animal, it 

would be a squirrel – not a frog. 

(Hopfrog ceases his dance and stands glaring at the king and courtiers 

who continue to point a laugh.  Trippetta enters. She is a pretty girl who 

stands the same diminutive height as Hopfrog. She notices him looking 

glum and immediately takes the floor in front of the king.) 

Trippetta:  (Whispering to Hopfrog) Take your leave my love, I shall distract the king. 
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(Trippetta begins to dance in a quasi-ballet style as Hopfrog takes the 

chance to exit.  Medieval style music could be played to accompany the 

dance but is not essential.) 

Narrator:  Trippetta had also been taken from her homeland, by one of the king’s 

victorious generals, and sent as a gift.  Ending in similar circumstances, 

Hopfrog and Trippetta had kindled a bond of sworn friendship. 

King:  (Noticing that Hopfrog has gone, stops laughing) What is this? I didn’t 

order dancing in my court! (He watches angrily for a moment before being 

completely taken in) However, this is quite enjoyable so I shall allow it to 

pass. 

(Trippetta continues to dance for the king.  The Courtiers are all 

transfixed.) 

Narrator:  Although Hopfrog provided a deal of sport for the king, he was by no means 

popular.  It was always for Trippetta to use her charms and beauty to influence 

the king and court – which she did whenever she could for the benefit of 

Hopfrog. 

(Trippetta finishes her dance and leaves) 

King:  I enjoyed that! Amazing really. They don’t get paid a penny yet they entertain 

us with the same enthusiasm each time. 

Courtier 1:  It is because you are such a marvellous king sire! 
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King:  (Gazes at Courtier 1 in disdain) No one likes a creep. (Jovially) 

Nevertheless, you are correct! This weekend I proclaim that we have a 

celebration of how entirely great I am.  We shall have... erm... (to Courtier 2) 

what do we normally have at these things? 

Courtier 2:  Well, we usually allow Hopfrog the chance to bring his invention to these 

large events. 

Courtier 1:  He is very inventive Sire. 

Courtier 3:  His novel characters 

Courtier 4:  His costumes. 

Courtier 3:  The games he invents! 
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Courtier 1:  Yes Sire, nothing it seems can be done without his assistance. 

King:  Very well! Let the funny little man organise the entire thing. We shall have a 

feast for both stomach and heart on Saturday night! 

  (Lights off. Tabs closed.) 

Narrator: The day of the celebration arrived.  The hall was fitted out with splendour 

under Trippetta’s guide.  Every single device was employed to give 

flamboyance to their masquerade.  The entire court was bubbling with 

expectation; what costumes would be worn? What characters may show up? 

Many had made up their minds well in advance, not an iota of indecision 

anywhere.  Except in the case of the king and his four courtiers.  Such was the 

proximity of the celebration, the king had no choice but to summon Hopfrog 

and his companion Trippetta to help them choose a costume for the fete. 

 

  



Scene 2 – Grand Hall 

 (Tabs open.  Tokens of the finery of the evening adorn the stage, for 

example, a royal banner hanging on the back wall or some silk drapes to 

the left and right of the stage.  The king is on his throne surrounded by 

his courtiers. They are all drinking wine from goblets and laughing 

raucously.  Trippetta and Hopfrog enter.) 

King: Ah, here they are now.  Let them drink with us so that they might get into the 

spirit of what is to come this evening. 

Courtier 1: (Stage whisper) Sire, you cannot give wine to Hopfrog.  It sends him mad. 

King: (Stage whisper) I know! It will be a great practical joke – don’t you think? 

(Courtier 1 grimaces) 

King: (Loudly) Come here, Hopfrog! Swallow this fine wine to the health of your 

absent friends. 

 (Hopfrog is clearly annoyed by this suggestion) 

King: Then let us have your inventions; your characters, something novel, out of the 

ordinary!  We are wearied by this infernal sameness.  Come! Drink the wine; 

it will brighten your wits. 

Hopfrog: (To audience. Upset) Today of all days.  It is my birthday and he asks me to 

drink to absent friends? 

 (Hopfrog takes the goblet from the king’s hand and drinks) 

King: Ah! Ha ha! See what a glass of wine can do? Your eyes are shining already! 

 (The courtiers point a laugh. Hopfrog places the empty goblet on a table 

and slowly looks around at the king and his courtiers with an insane 

stare) 

Courtier 3: And now to business! 

King: Yes! Come lend us your assistance.  Characters my fine fellow, we must have 

your characters.  All of us; we need your characters.   

(Hopfrog laughs a sarcastic annoyed laugh and then stays silent for a 

moment) 
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King:  Come, come, have you nothing to suggest? 

Hopfrog: (With irritation) I am endeavouring to think of something novel 

King: (Fiercely) Endeavouring? What do you mean by that? (realising) Ha, you are 

sulking! You want more wine. Here, drink this! 

(The king pours more wine into the goblet and offers it to Hopfrog. 

Trippetta steps forward but manages to restrain herself for a moment.) 

King:  (Yelling) Drink it! Drink I say; or by the devil in me –  

  (Trippetta steps forward at last and sinks to the feet of the king) 

Trippetta: Please, my king. Can’t you see how it affects him? 

(The king stares at her then looks to his courtiers to help him decide what 

to do.  They shrug and look away, not wishing to get involved.  

Eventually, after some deliberation he pushes Trippetta away from him 

with his foot and throws the contents of the goblet in her face.  She crawls 

away from the king, sobbing.  Hopfrog is visibly angered but stands 

where he is, clenching his fists and gnashing his teeth.  Trippetta climbs to 

her feet and goes to stand next to Hopfrog looking very upset) 

King:  (Pointing at Hopfrog) I swear I can hear this man gritting his teeth! 

Hopfrog: (Suddenly cheerful) Not at all, it was merely the sound of my brain 

formulating a plan for you and your courtiers on this night of celebration! 

King:  How so sudden do you come to an idea? 

Hopfrog: (With an undertone of malice) Striking this girl and then throwing wine in 

her face brought many ideas to me. (Sinisterly) Many sublime ideas came to 

me at once sire.  I have one wondrous idea which is from back in my own 

country. 

King: Tell! (He downs more wine and looks at Hopfrog greedily) 

Hopfrog: We often enacted this at our own masquerades but here it will be entirely new.  

Unfortunately, it does require the participation of five persons. 

 (The king looks around at his courtiers who look at each other and count 

on their fingers) 

King: Why there are five of us sat here! What fortune! 

Hopfrog: (With thinly veiled sarcasm) Yes, how coincidental. 

King:  Come! What is the diversion? 
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Hopfrog: We call it, the ‘Five chained Orang-utans’, and it really is excellent sport if 

well enacted. 

King:  (Immediately, standing up and yelling) We will enact it! 

Hopfrog: (Turning to Trippetta and winking) The beauty of this game lies in the 

terror it occasions in both the men and the women of the court. 

 (Trippetta smiles at Hopfrog) 

King:  Capital! 

Hopfrog: I will equip you as Orang-utans, leave all that to me. The resemblance shall be 

so striking that the company of masqueraders will take you for real beasts and 

of course, they will be as much terrified as astonished. 

King:  Oh, this is exquisite! Hopfrog, I will make a man of you. 

Hopfrog: The chains will jangle and increase confusion. People will think you have 

escaped from your keepers.  People will imagine all this real as you come 

rushing in with savage cries amid those dressed with such decadence.   

King: We must put this into action immediately.  The celebration starts in just a few 

hours. 

  (Hopfrog grins sadistically at the audience. Lights off. Tabs closed.) 

Narrator: How Hopfrog equipped the royal party as Orang-utans was quite simple but 

effective enough.  These animals, at the time of the story, had rarely been seen 

in any part of the civilised world.  As Hopfrog supposed to make the party 

beast-like and sufficiently hideous, the truth of their identity was to be 

sufficiently concealed.  Hopfrog adorned the king and his courtiers in tar and 

flax.  Then a chain was passed between the members, around the waist of the 

king, tied and then around another of the party until they were all chained.   

 (Lights up. Trippetta enters front of tabs.  Hopfrog follows after a 

moment.) 

Hopfrog: Trippetta! 

Trippetta: Hopfrog. Are you not readying the king for the celebration tonight? 

Hopfrog: Indeed but I must ask you one thing. 

Trippetta: Anything. 
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Hopfrog: You must remove the chandelier from the centre of the room.  I shall tell the 

king it is to stop the wax dripping on the fine clothes of the guests, but leave 

the chain on which it hangs. 

Trippetta: Of course. 

Hopfrog: You remember what we spoke of? All those nights, how we planned? 

Trippetta:  Every word. 

Hopfrog: Then tonight is the night. 

Trippetta: Tonight? 

 (Hopfrog nods. He exits stage left. Trippetta exits through the tabs.  She 

then exits stage left behind tabs.  Tabs open to reveal the Great Hall once 

more.  It is adorned with guests (as many as the production can allow) 

dressed in fine clothing, drinking and laughing. Medieval-style music 

plays.  After the scene is set, Hopfrog rushes onstage.) 

Hopfrog: Look out! Look out! 

 (The king and his courtiers tumble on stage, chained together, dressed as 

Orang-utans.  A few fall over as they enter. They all make noises which 

are more comical than primate-like.  Some of the guests faint, others 

shriek and try to run.  There is general confusion amongst the guests with 

most of them unsure where to run or what to do as the ‘Orang-utans’ 

move centre stage.)   

Hopfrog: The doors have been locked so that we might capture these beasts and return 

them to their keepers. 
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 (If possible, a chain is lowered from above the stage.  If not, it is implied 

that one has been lowered.  Hopfrog jumps into the centre of the circle of 

Orang-utans) 

Hopfrog: Fear not. I have trapped the beasts for they may not harm you. 

 (Hopfrog ties the chain from the roof to the chain tying the Orang-utans 

together.  If possible, the chain should be pulled so it tightens and holds 

the king and his courtiers close together in one place) 

http://www.scriptsforstage.co.uk/


Hopfrog: Fancy you all know by now that these are no beasts but people in costume.  

Leave them to me, I fancy I know them and if I can get a good look at them I 

will soon tell who they are! 

 (Hopfrog leaves the circle of Orang-utans, grabs a burning torch from the 

wall (a wooden prop with painted fire) and returns to the circle.  Hopfrog 

grabs the chain in the centre and lowers the torch towards the king.  The 

gathered company are by now caught up in fits of laughter at the 

predicament of the king and his courtiers) 

Hopfrog: I can see who they are. 

 (As Hopfrog lowers the torch nearer to the king, he removes a ‘fire’ prop 

from inside his costume.  It is a wooden (or similar) fire cut-out, painted 

to look like flames which the king holds in front of his chest to represent 

having been set on fire.  Hopfrog lowers the torch to each of the courtiers 

who also remove their ‘fire’ prop and hold them to their chests.  The 

crowd have stopped laughing and are now frightened by the events.  The 

Orang-utans cry out in pain.) 

Hopfrog: (Manically) Ha ha! It is the king and his courtiers.  The tyrannical king and 

his sycophantic hangers-on.  A king who does not scruple to strike a 

defenceless girl and his four councillors who abet him in the outrage!  As for 

me – I am Hopfrog, the jester and this is my final jest! 

Narrator: Owing to the high combustibility of both the flax and the tar to which it 

adhered, it wasn’t long until Hopfrog’s vengeance was complete. 

 (The five Orang-utans stop moving their fire props and hang limp in their 

chains.  Hopfrog motions to climb up the rope as the tabs close and the 

lights fade off.) 

Narrator: And with maniacal laughter, Hopfrog climbed the chain, out of the sky-light 

and onto the roof where Trippetta was waiting.  It is supposed that they 

effected their escape to their own country and neither was seen again. 

 (Lights off. Tabs closed.) 
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