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JACK AND THE FRANKENBEANSTALK

By JIM JEFFRIES and JANE JEFFRIES

CAST OF CHARACTERS
# of lines

DR. FRANKENBEAN ...................female mad scientist; 155  
creates genetically- 
modified food

OGRE .......................................assistant to Dr. Frankenbean; 38 
nobody remembers his name

THE VILLAGE PEOPLE:
INDIAN ...............................down-to-earth princess  60 

à la Pocahontas
COWBOY .............................old west gunslinger;  54 

human bean rights activist
CONSTRUCTION WORKER ....follows Indian and 56 

Cowboy’s lead; good 
at tracking

MUM ........................................Jack’s mother; loves her  35 
dim son

JACK ........................................young man who still 167 
lives with his Mum; a few   
beans short of an enchilada

MOO-MOO.................................Jack’s cow 41
BEAN BROTHERS (and SISTER):

GARBANZO .........................has slight Italian accent; 84 
loves puns

FAVO ..................................womanizing grouch 124
PINTO .................................the sister; communicates 2  

through a squeeze horn  
and body language

HARP........................................servant of Giant; not  53 
interested in Favo’s 
advances

GIANT .......................................voice from offstage; does 22 
not like intruders

POLICE OFFICER FRIENDLY .........cop investigating Jack  14 
and his doings
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SETTING
TIME:  Present day.

PLACE:  Dr. Frankenbean’s laboratory, in front of Jack’s house, and 
Giant’s castle in the sky.

This play can be produced with very simple sets or you can make 
them as elaborate as your budget allows. Keep in mind that all scene 
changes happen quickly.

Dr. Frankenbean’s laboratory requires a table with various beakers and 
gadgets.

A flat UP RIGHT, depicts the exterior of Jack’s house in the woods. A 
stool sits in front of the house. Trees and bushes suggest the woods 
around the house.

Giant’s castle in the clouds needs a table with a large pot, a rubber 
chicken that squeaks and two large glass salad bowls. Other elements 
such as large candelabra may be added around the room to suggest 
opulence and wealth.

SUMMARY OF SCENES

ACT ONE
Scene One:  Dr. Frankenbean’s laboratory.
Scene Two:  Jack’s house in the woods, a short time later and into the 

next morning.

ACT TWO
Scene One:  Giant’s castle in the clouds, immediately following.
Scene Two:  Jack’s house in the woods, immediately following.
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JACK AND THE FRANKENBEANSTALK

ACT ONE
Scene One

AT RISE:  Frankenbean’s laboratory. A pair of jeans and a set of jumper 
cables are out of sight under the table. SOUND EFFECT:  THUNDER. 
LIGHTS UP. FRANKENBEAN, excited, works in her lab.
FRANKENBEAN:  Igor!
OGRE:  (ENTERS carrying a potted plant. Grunts.) Ogre!
FRANKENBEAN:  Oh, right. “Ogre.” (To AUDIENCE.) I lost custody of 

Igor in the divorce settlement with Victor. (To OGRE.) Ogre, put the 
beanstalk on the table. (OGRE puts the plant on the table.) This 
is it, Ogre. The day I create new life! Genetically-modified beans! 
Ogre, did you bring human genes for me to modify? (OGRE reaches 
under the table and pulls out a pair of blue jeans.) Really? (Beat.) 
Okay. Whatever. Now, we must combine the human jeans and the 
bean plant. Wrap the jeans around the plant. (OGRE does.) Good, 
good. Now, hold the plant— (Passes the plant to OGRE and takes 
out one end of a set of jumper cables from under the table.) —
while I attach these jumper cables to you. (OGRE takes a step 
back, looks at FRANKENBEAN and the jumper cables, and grunts in 
question.) To combine the jeans and the beans, we need intense 
heat and a massive electric charge. I’ve attached these wires 
to a lightning rod on the roof. (OGRE gives a very dubious look.) 
Don’t worry. You won’t feel a thing. (OGRE grunts in question.) As 
a matter of fact, you’ll be better than ever. Think of this as circuit 
training. (Clamps the jumper cables onto OGRE.) Now, all we have 
to do is wait for a bolt of lightning. (Awkward silence.) Any time 
now. (Another awkward silence.) I don’t understand. The Weather 
Channel predicted a 60% chance of life-mutating lightning bolts 
today. (VILLAGE PEOPLE burst IN, carrying flashlights and tuning 
forks. INDIAN carries a baseball bat.)

INDIAN:  Stop right there!
FRANKENBEAN:  What’s this? An Indian, a cowboy and a construction 

worker?
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  That’s right. We are—
FRANKENBEAN:  No! Don’t say it! Don’t say it!
VILLAGE PEOPLE:  The village people!
FRANKENBEAN:  Please tell me you’re not on a reunion tour.
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Of course not. Do you see a policeman 

with us? No, we are people from the village, and we are here to 
stop you!
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FRANKENBEAN:  It’s broad daylight. What’s with the flashlights?
INDIAN:  Torches. (Beat.) I know it’s more a British idiom…
FRANKENBEAN:  Got it. And the forks?
VILLAGE PEOPLE:  (INDIAN, COWBOY and CONSTRUCTION WORKER 

each in turn hits a tuning fork and hums. They harmonize.) Pitchforks.
FRANKENBEAN:  Torches and pitchforks. Rather predictable, isn’t it?
INDIAN:  You’ve got to play to your strengths. Now bring us Dr. 

Frankenbean!
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  And grab us all a coffee while you’re at it, 

hon. I take two creams and three sugars.
COWBOY:  Black and scalding hot.
INDIAN:  Just an herbal tea for me.
FRANKENBEAN:  You buffoons! I’m Dr. Frankenbean!
COWBOY:  You’re Dr. Frankenbean?
FRANKENBEAN:  Yes.
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  But Dr. Frankenbean is a mad scientist.
FRANKENBEAN:  So?
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  You’re a woman.
FRANKENBEAN:  Are you saying mad scientists can’t be women?
COWBOY:  All the famous mad scientists, like Dr. Jekyll.
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Dr. Doom.
INDIAN:  Dr. Horrible.
VILLAGE PEOPLE:  They’re all men.
FRANKENBEAN:  I am so tired of hearing about that good ol’ boys club 

of mad scientists.
INDIAN:  Well, then maybe you should go into the Disney princess 

market. It’s dominated by women.
FRANKENBEAN:  I’m not wasting a Ph.D. from Oxford just to be arm 

candy.
INDIAN:  (Offended.) Hey! We are strong, independent women!
FRANKENBEAN:  Oh, please. You see one broad-shouldered 

Englishman, and you go all “painting with the colors of the wind.”
INDIAN:  Oh, you dastardly villain! You’re evil.
FRANKENBEAN:  Say that word again.
INDIAN:  What word? “Villain”?
FRANKENBEAN:  No.
COWBOY:  “Dastardly”?
FRANKENBEAN:  No.
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CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  (Beat.) “Oh”? (ALL look at CONSTRUCTION 
WORKER.)

FRANKENBEAN:  No! “Evil.” That sounds good. (Stretches out the 
word.) Eeevil. (Says it in an evil way.) Eeevil.

INDIAN:  I hate to interrupt your evil… monologue, but we’re here to 
stop your nefarious plan.

CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Nefarious?
FRANKENBEAN:  It means evil. (Stretches out the word.) Nefaaarious. 

(Says it in an evil way.) Nefaaarious.
INDIAN:  (Pause.) In any case, we know that you are a genetic engineer.
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  (Points to OGRE.) Just look at that mutated 

iguana.
FRANKENBEAN:  Igor.
OGRE:  Ogre!
INDIAN:  That’s an ogre? You took him out of his natural environment 

and forced him to be your slave?
FRANKENBEAN:  In his natural environment, he terrorizes villages and 

eats large barnyard animals.
COWBOY:  Oh. In that case—
INDIAN:  Shrek would never do that.
FRANKENBEAN:  You need to get over your Disney fixation.
COWBOY:  Shrek is Dreamworks.
FRANKENBEAN:  Whatever. (Points to OGRE.) This guy is a menace. 

I’m keeping your cows, horses and alpacas safe.
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Alpacas?
FRANKENBEAN:  All the rage on hipster farms.
INDIAN:  If he eats them, he eats them. It’s all a part of—
VILLAGE PEOPLE:  The circle of life.
FRANKENBEAN:  Disney fixation, I’m telling you.
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Well, this is a fairy tale, you know.
FRANKENBEAN:  Why are you sticking your nose in my business 

anyway? I’ve never bothered the village.
INDIAN:  That’s because (Sings to the tune of “Colors of the Wind.”)

The lightning and the thunder are my brothers.
The ogre and the goblin are my friends.
We share a biosphere with one another
In a circuit, in a hoop that never ends.

FRANKENBEAN:  Hold it. Circuit? Lightning is your brother? Say, could 
you give a mad scientist a hand here? If you could just call down 
a lightning strike here on Igor—
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OGRE:  Ogre!
FRANKENBEAN:  You’d be helping me out a ton.
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  We could never hurt that poor egret.
FRANKENBEAN:  Igor.
OGRE:  Ogre!
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Because we belong to the—
VILLAGE PEOPLE:  (Form the letters with their bodies as they sing 

them.) P–E–T–A!
COWBOY:  It’s fun to be in the—
VILLAGE PEOPLE:  (Form the letters with their bodies as they sing 

them.) P–E–T–A! (OGRE shakes, vibrates and dances to the song.)
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  (Sings.) You can have a good meal, as 

long as it’s vegetable—
COWBOY:  Hey, what’s wrong with the beastie?
FRANKENBEAN:  (Off-hand.) He found your performance shocking. 

(More excited.) Shocking! That’s it! That’s what I’ve been waiting 
for! (OGRE stops shaking. FRANKENBEAN takes the bean plant 
from him.)

COWBOY:  What’s that?
FRANKENBEAN:  (Looks at the bean plant. Gets progressively louder 

and more excited.) Genetically-engineered beans. It worked! 
They’re alive. They’re alive! They’re alive!

INDIAN:  Genetically-modified beans are a crime against nature!
COWBOY:  I don’t want nobody messin’ with my beans!
FRANKENBEAN:  (Removes the jumper cables from OGRE.) Nonsense. 

Genetically-engineered foods have been universally proven safe by 
corporate lobbyists and their duly-elected lackeys.

CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  We’ll start a grassroots movement to stop 
you!

FRANKENBEAN:  How quaint. But we’ve already genetically-engineered 
grass, too. No roots. You can roll it up like a carpet now.

COWBOY:  (Pulls a four-leaf clover from his holster.) We were thinking of 
stopping you a bit more directly.

FRANKENBEAN:  With a four-leaf clover?
COWBOY:  You gotta ask yourself one question. Do I feel lucky? Well, 

do you, punk? Do you feel lucky?
FRANKENBEAN:  What are you going to do with that?
COWBOY:  Sticks and stones will break your bones.
FRANKENBEAN:  You idiot. That’s no rock. That’s a sham-rock. And I 

thought you didn’t believe in violence.
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INDIAN:  Against animals and blood-thirsty monsters, no. But we’re 
fine with using violence against anyone who fools with Mother 
Nature. (Raises the baseball bat.)

FRANKENBEAN:  A baseball bat?
INDIAN:  Grandfather Ash amputated his own pinkie finger for this. 

You should be appreciative. (ALL look to CONSTRUCTION WORKER.)
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  What?
FRANKENBEAN:  Where’s your weapon?
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  I just thought I’d offer some constructive 

criticism.
FRANKENBEAN:  No! Anything but that! Igor—
OGRE:  Ogre!
FRANKENBEAN:  Pick the beans from the plant and flee! (Starts to flee. 

OGRE picks beans as instructed, but very slowly. FRANKENBEAN 
turns back to OGRE.) Come on!

COWBOY:  What’s with him?
FRANKENBEAN:  He’s a bit on the slow side. (During the following 

lines, OGRE slowly crosses to EXIT.)
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Slow like a zombie.
COWBOY:  Haven’t you been keeping up? Zombies are crazy fast, now.
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Oh, right. Slow like a mummy?
COWBOY:  Fast now, too.
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Right. Slow like a Workplace Environment 

Committee meeting? (ALL stare at CONSTRUCTION WORKER.)
FRANKENBEAN:  (Looks back at OGRE.) Yeah, like that.
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Right. (OGRE finally EXITS.)
COWBOY:  Shouldn’t we do something to stop the ogre?
INDIAN:  And violate his self-determination and personhood?
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Right. What should we do then?
INDIAN:  Attack Dr. Frankenbean. She’s only a human.
FRANKENBEAN:  Igor!
OGRE:  (From OFF.) Ogre!
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  No, we’re eager. (VILLAGE PEOPLE chase 

FRANKENBEAN OFF. BLACKOUT.)
End of Scene One

    
     
    

    
    

            

            
             

      
  

  
  

  
      

              
  

   

 
 

           
        

           
  

               
  

           
 

           
 

          

            
           

            
              

     
    

For preview only



6

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

ACT ONE
Scene Two

LIGHTS UP:  Jack’s house in the woods. A newspaper, “The Moo York 
Times,” is on the stool. MUM leads MOO-MOO ON by a rope tied 
around MOO-MOO’S waist. JACK follows them ON.
MUM:  Well, Jack, we are officially at the end of our rope. (Smacks 

MOO-MOO’S rope into JACK’S hands.) Weevils wiped out our wheat, 
the feather fungus finished our fowls, and the milk malady maimed 
Moo-Moo.

MOO-MOO:  (Mournful.) Moo.
JACK:  Where some people see challenges, I see opportunities.
MUM:  Income taxes took our egg money, property taxes took our 

home, and sales taxes took our boat.
MOO-MOO:  (More mournful.) Moo.
JACK:  Where some people see a glass half empty, I see a glass too 

big.
MUM:  And finally, you’ve had four years for your bachelor’s degree, 

two years for your master’s degree, three years for your Ph.D., and 
five years for your aroma therapy certification (Yells.), and you are 
still living at home!

MOO-MOO:  (Even more mournful.) Moo.
JACK:  Where some people see—
MUM:  Stop it!
MOO-MOO:  Moo!
JACK:  I’m just trying to cheer you up. (MOO-MOO crosses to stool, 

picks up the newspaper and reads.)
MUM:  Cheer me up by getting a job.
JACK:  I tried. Every alternative medicine office I applied to wants me 

to do aroma therapy and massage.
MUM:  So?
JACK:  I don’t do manual labor.
MUM:  We’ve got to do something. The excise tax man is coming next 

week.
JACK:  So? It’s been years since you’ve worked out, Mum.
MUM:  (Stares at JACK.) It’s time you exercised yourself, Jack.
JACK:  What do you want me to do?
MUM:  We need some fast cash. Take Moo-Moo to market and sell 

her.
MOO-MOO:  (Snaps the newspaper down and looks at MUM.) Moo?
JACK:  Who’d buy a cow that doesn’t give milk?
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MUM:  (Spells it out.) The B–U–T–C–H–E–R.
MOO-MOO:  (Drops the newspaper and tries to leave. She is stopped by 

the rope JACK holds.) Moo!
JACK:  (Takes time to spell out “butcher” in his head.) Okay. Maybe 

the butler will hire Moo-Moo as a milkmaid. (MOO-MOO stops 
struggling. MUM and MOO-MOO stare at JACK.) Come on, Moo-Moo. 
A new career awaits. (Pulls MOO-MOO, who resists. MUM EXITS 
RIGHT. JACK crosses LEFT with MOO-MOO three short steps and 
then sits down, appearing winded.) I didn’t know the market was so 
far away. I’m exhausted.

MOO-MOO:  (Tired.) Moo.
JACK:  Easy for you to say. (FRANKENBEAN and OGRE ENTER LEFT, 

looking over their shoulders. JACK stands up.) Excuse me good lady 
and… (Looks close.) Good heavens!

FRANKENBEAN:  What do you want?
JACK:  Is that a troll?
OGRE:  Ogre!
JACK:  Definitely not an ogre. Those come with donkeys. (Looks closely 

at FRANKENBEAN.) Oh, I’m sorry. (To OGRE.) Ogre it is.
FRANKENBEAN:  Watch it, buddy. I’m a genetic engineer.
JACK:  So?
FRANKENBEAN:  I can tell by looking at you that the gene pool needs 

some serious cleaning. And I’m just the one to do it.
JACK:  (Confused.) Right. (Beat.) So, I was wondering if you were in the 

market for a cow?
OGRE:  Ogre! (Eager and salivating, eyes MOO-MOO and moves toward 

her with arms out.)
MOO-MOO:  (Steps back. Nervous.) Moo!
JACK:  What’s with your friend?
FRANKENBEAN:  (Tries to push OGRE away from MOO-MOO, but OGRE 

continues to move forward.) He’s very fond of cows. Can you give 
me a hand here?

JACK:  With what?
FRANKENBEAN:  Are you blind or just stupid? Help me stop this ogre!
JACK:  It looks like you’re having trouble controlling your anger.
OGRE:  Ogre!
JACK:  Your angry ogre. Fortunately, I can soothe him. I’m a licensed 

aromatherapist.
FRANKENBEAN:  The only aroma he wants is hamburgers on the grill.
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JACK:  Exhale the desire to consume farm animals. (OGRE exhales a 
very long breath into JACK’S face.) Inhale peace. (OGRE inhales, 
then makes a happy sigh.) That should do it. Ogre and Moo-Moo 
should be great friends now.

FRANKENBEAN:  Unfortunately, Ogre has no funds to purchase a cow, 
seeing that he’s my slave and all.

JACK:  Oh. Well, why don’t you buy Moo-Moo?
FRANKENBEAN:  What would I do with a cow?
JACK:  Yogurt?
FRANKENBEAN:  I’m lactose intolerant.
JACK:  Of course you are. (Thinks.) But this cow is a talking cow.
FRANKENBEAN:  Talking animals are only in fairy tales.
JACK:  Like in “Jack and the Frankenbeanstalk”?
FRANKENBEAN:  Point taken. So prove the cow can talk.
JACK:  Right. (To MOO-MOO.) How are you feeling today?
MOO-MOO:  Moo—
JACK:  —oody. Yes, I can understand your sadness. I mean, you’ve 

always wanted to be a dancer, but you’ve only got one dance move. 
What was it again? The—

MOO-MOO:  Moo—
JACK:  —oonwalk. Yes, you and Michael Jackson. And you had similar 

tastes in clothes. You both liked to wear a—
MOO-MOO:  Moo. (Pause while JACK waits expectantly.) Moo.
JACK:  Yes, a mu-mu. Very flattering for your figure. (Pause while he 

looks at FRANKENBEAN.)
FRANKENBEAN:  That’s pathetic.
JACK:  No, really, I can—
FRANKENBEAN:  A talking cow who is moody, only moonwalks and 

wears a mu-mu? How much do you expect to get for that?
JACK:  How much you got?
FRANKENBEAN:  Well, let’s see. (Checks her pockets. Pulls out a 

small vial.) I’ve got this serum from Dr. Jekyll that lets your id go 
gangbusters and turns you into a massive rage-monster.

JACK:  I thought gamma radiation did that?
FRANKENBEAN:  Um, no.
JACK:  Not interested.
FRANKENBEAN:  (Pulls another small vial from her pockets.) Okay, I’ve 

got this potion from Dr. Faustus that summons Mephistopheles 
and gives you the power of a demon.
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JACK:  And does a motorcycle and cool burning skull come with it?
FRANKENBEAN:  Um, no.
JACK:  Not interested.
FRANKENBEAN:  (Pulls out a scalpel [obviously fake].) Okay, I’ve got 

this scalpel from Dr. Moreau that helps you turn animals into 
humans with special powers.

JACK:  I thought the X-Gene did that.
FRANKENBEAN:  Look, I’m talking about classic literature. Dr. Jekyll 

and Mr. Hyde, Faustus, The Island of Dr. Moreau…
JACK:  I’m talking about classic literature, too. The Hulk, Ghost Rider, 

The Uncanny X-Men…
FRANKENBEAN:  Comic books?
JACK:  Classic comic books. That’s what I did all of my book reports 

on.
FRANKENBEAN:  At least you’re reading something.
JACK:  Not really. I just used the CliffsNotes for the reports.
FRANKENBEAN:  Of course you did. (Sighs.) Well, I don’t really have 

anything else—
OGRE:  Ogre! (Hands JACK three beans and takes the rope from JACK. 

OGRE starts pulling MOO-MOO toward him.)
JACK:  What are these?
FRANKENBEAN:  Genetically-engineered beans. The biggest 

breakthrough in genetic modification since sliced bread.
JACK:  Sliced bread?
FRANKENBEAN:  The bread cells slice themselves.
JACK:  Oh. What do these engineered beans do?
FRANKENBEAN:  Provide fiber and lower cholesterol.
JACK:  My cholesterol numbers have been a little high.
FRANKENBEAN:  (Takes the beans from JACK.) It doesn’t matter. I’m 

not willing to trade these beans. (JACK takes the rope from OGRE. 
OGRE pats MOO-MOO’S head.) I sacrificed too much for them. 
I slaved away for 20 years in my laboratory for this. And I also 
experienced a very shocking performance by—

CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  (From OFF LEFT.) I think she went this way.
FRANKENBEAN:  The village people!
COWBOY:  (From OFF LEFT.) I see Igor’s tracks.
OGRE:  (Yells OFF.) Ogre!
FRANKENBEAN:  Quiet, you fool! (To herself.) I must hide the beans.
JACK:  Hey, couldn’t you use Moo-Moo for your research?
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FRANKENBEAN:  What?
MOO-MOO:  Moo?
JACK:  Use Moo-Moo for your research. We could trade.
FRANKENBEAN:  (To herself.) Hmmm. I could hide the beans with this 

local yokel. He is so ignorant that he would never realize that he 
has the scientific breakthrough of the century in his grubby little 
hands.

JACK:  I’m right here, you know.
FRANKENBEAN:  Right. Back to business. Genetically engineered 

cows that can talk? It has possibilities. I could cross this cow with 
rich people and get 1% milk.

JACK:  So the cow for the beans? (Holds out a hand.)
INDIAN:  (From OFF LEFT.) She went this way!
FRANKENBEAN:  Deal! (Shakes JACK’S hand. FRANKENBEAN takes 

MOO-MOO’S rope and gives JACK the beans. OGRE looks happy.) 
Igor—

OGRE:  Ogre.
FRANKENBEAN:  Whatever! (Points OFF RIGHT.) I’ll go this way. (Points 

UPSTAGE.) You go that way and lead them through the woods while 
I escape. (OGRE shrugs, grunts and EXITS UPSTAGE.)

FRANKENBEAN:  Jack, if you see the village people, under no 
circumstances can you tell them about the beans. Okay?

JACK:  Why not?
FRANKENBEAN:  It’s a secret.
JACK:  Uh, okay. Who are the village people?
FRANKENBEAN:  (Shakes her head.) Oh, so young. Let’s just say 

they’re people from the village. (To MOO-MOO.) Come on, Cow. 
Let’s go meet my family. They won’t believe that I didn’t have to 
spend any—

MOO-MOO:  Moo—
FRANKENBEAN:  —lah to get you. Not like they know the value of a 

dollar, the bunch of—
MOO-MOO:  Moo—
FRANKENBEAN:  —chers. So, I guess talking about moolah with 

moochers is—
MOO-MOO:  Moo—
FRANKENBEAN:  —oot. You know, Cow, you are a brilliant 

conversationalist. How did you learn to be such a good listener?
MOO-MOO:  I studied under Sigmund Freud in the field of psychoanalysis.
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FRANKENBEAN:  Wow! (Beat.) You, too? Let’s do some free association. 
I’ll say a word and you say the first word that pops into your head. 
Popsicle.

MOO-MOO:  Moo.
FRANKENBEAN:  Wombat.
MOO-MOO:  Moo.
FRANKENBEAN:  McDonald’s.
MOO-MOO:  Crimes against humanity. (EXITS RIGHT with 

FRANKENBEAN.)
JACK:  (Watches them leave. Shrugs.) Who knew? (Looks at his beans 

and puts them in his pocket.) Three bean salad for dinner tonight! 
(VILLAGE PEOPLE ENTER LEFT in a hurry.)

CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Hey, kid! Have you seen a mad scientist 
running this way?

JACK:  Who are you?
COWBOY:  We are—
VILLAGE PEOPLE:  The village people!
JACK:  Oh, you’re the village people.
COWBOY:  Have you heard of us?
JACK:  No.
INDIAN:  (Shakes her head.) Oh, so young.
COWBOY:  Well, young man, there’s no need to feel down.
INDIAN:  Young man, pick yourself off the ground.
JACK:  Hey, I’m doing fine. Really. I just traded my cow for some 

bean (Hesitates.) bags. Yeah, beanbags. (VILLAGE PEOPLE look 
confused.) And… uh, I hope to learn to juggle so that I can get a 
job.

INDIAN:  Juggling? Okay. But I would never do manual labor.
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  (Beat.) Well, young man, I was once in 

your shoes… But we’re in a bit of a hurry. Have you seen a mad 
scientist?

JACK:  She was packing quite the attitude.
INDIAN:  She had this mutated iguana—
COWBOY:  Igor.
OGRE:  (From OFF.) Ogre!
JACK:  Ogre? Yeah, I remember the ogre. He went that way. (Points 

UPSTAGE.)
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Thanks, kid. (To OTHERS.) Let’s get ‘em! 

(VILLAGE PEOPLE race OFF UPSTAGE.)
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE

ACT ONE
Scene One:  Jack’s laboratory, consisting of:  table with beakers and 

gadgets, blue jeans, jumper cables.
Scene Two:  Jack’s house in the woods, consisting of:  stool, trees, 

bushes. “Moo York Times” newspaper on stool.

ACT TWO
Scene One:  Giant’s castle in the clouds:  table with large pot, rubber 

chicken that squeaks, two large glass bowls.
Scene Two:  Jack’s house.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON

ACT ONE
Scene One:

Potted plant with beans (OGRE)
Flashlights, tuning forks (VILLAGE PEOPLE)
Baseball bat (INDIAN)
Four leaf clover in a gun holster (COWBOY)

Scene Two:
Rope for Moo-Moo (MUM)
Two small vials, scalpel [fake obviously] (FRANKENBEAN)
Beans (OGRE)
Large bag containing a gardening hat (JACK)
Cigar (FAVO)
Horn (PINTO)

ACT TWO
Scene One:

Horn (PINTO)
Cigar (FAVO)

Scene Two:
Rubber chicken, horn (PINTO)
Large pot (JACK)
Glass bowls (GARBANZO)
Cigar (FAVO)
Small notebook, pen (FRIENDLY)

SOUND EFFECTS
Thunder, retreating footsteps

      For preview only
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COSTUME SUGGESTIONS

Since this play makes many modern-day references, modern dress can 
be used.

FRANKENBEAN is dressed as a mad scientist with a lab coat and crazy 
hair.

OGRE is dressed in typical rustic ogre clothing. Think Shrek.

INDIAN is dressed as an Indian princess. COWBOY, CONSTRUCTION 
WORKER and OFFICER FRIENDLY are dressed appropriately for their 
professions. OFFICER FRIENDLY also wears mirrored sunglasses.

MUM and JACK are very poor, and their clothes should reflect this.

MOO-MOO is in a full cow costume.

HARP can be in all gold and have a large costume harp on her back.

PINTO, GARBANZO and FAVO are dressed like the Marx Brothers. PINTO 
wears a long scarf.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
The roles of COWBOY and OFFICER FRIENDLY can be played as either 
male or female.

PINTO’S LEG ROUTINE
To see how to do the leg routine for Pinto, watch the Marx Brothers 
movie Animal Crackers or search the web for “Harpo Legging Routine.”

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!


