
Theater Etiquette

Do... Don’t...

Use the bathroom before the 
show begins 

Speak during the 
performance, unless it is an 

emergency

Laugh when the performance is 
funny 

Kick the seats in front of you 
or put your feet up on the 

seats

Applaud when the show is over Put or throw anything on the 
stage

As audience members, it is your job to watch and listen carefully to the 
action on stage. The performers and crew members want to put on the 

best performance for you. Please remember and practice these do’s and 
don’ts of theatre etiquette: 

*Possible activity idea for presenting information: allow students to act 
out the theatre etiquette rules as a whole class or small group. 
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“Of Frog and Feather”
Synopsis:
This mystical fairy tale whisks us into the depths of the Wisconsin woods. We meet many 
forest animals including a frog named Hopert and a crow named Poe. Hopert and Poe 
are very close friends. One day, Poe sees a beautiful flower that sits atop Hopert’s lily 
pad home. Poe decides he would like to take that flower because it is so pretty. He tricks 
Hopert into playing a game of hide and seek during which time, Poe takes the flower. 
Instantly, the flower begins to fade in color and the lily pad begins to shrivel and shrink 
in size. When Hopert realizes what Poe has done he is incredibly angry and goes on his 
way to steal Poe’s home too. Rascal, the racoon convinces Hopert that Poe is a very bad 
friend. However, Hoots, the Owl, and Bruce, the bear, are determined to help Hopert 
forgive Poe. Will their efforts be successful? Will Hopert and Poe ever be friends again? 

Characters:
Hopert: Hopert is a frog who lives on a lily pad with a beautiful flower. Poe’s actions 
destroy his home. This makes Hopert very angry! Will he ever be able to forgive Poe? 
Poe: Poe is a crow. He is close friends with Hopert. He is captivated by the flower’s 
beauty, and steals the flower from Hopert’s lily pad. He feels incredibly guilty for what he 
has done. Will Hopert accept his apology?
Rascal: Rascal is a racoon who is not always very nice. She tries to convince Hopert not 
to forgive Poe. She spreads lies to Hopert about Poe, but maybe she spreads these lies 
because no one has forgiven her. 
Hoots: Hoots is an owl and loyal friend of Hopert. She tries to help Hopert come to 
forgive Poe. Hoots promises to help Hopert but not until he has calmed down. 
Bruce: Bruce is a bear who works with Hoots to help convince Hopert to forgive Poe. 

Pre-Show Discussion Questions:
1. When you are angry, do you think clearly? When you are feeling angry, what tools 

and strategies do you use to calm yourself down? 
2. What does ‘forgiveness’ mean to you? Is it difficult to forgive people who have been 

mean to you? Why or why not?
3. Have you ever heard the phrase, “an eye for an eye”? What does this phrase mean? 

Do you think it is fair to steal something if someone has stolen from you? Why or 
why not?

Post-Show Discussion Questions:
1. Hoot, the owl, says that “an eye for an eye doesn’t help anybody”. What does this 

mean? Do you agree or disagree with Hoot?
2. Why did Hopert forgive Poe? Who helped Hopert forgive Poe? 
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Fairy Tale Movement Break

Hop like Hopert 
the frog.

Flap your wings like 
Poe the crow.

Sneak around on 
your tiptoes like 

Rascal the racoon.

Crawl around 
like Bruce the 

bear.
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Of Frog and Feather 
by: Sarah Burger and Braydon Shewczyk 

Once upon a time, in the woods of Wisconsin, there lived a happy little frog. The 
frog’s name was Hopert, and he lived on a lily pad in a pond. One day, a tricky crow 

named Poe came to visit Hopert. Hopert didn’t know that Poe was tricky, and he invited 

him inside for some tea. After they were talking for a bit, Hopert decided to show Poe 
his favorite flower. It was a bright red flower that he had been growing on his lily pad for 

years, and it grew so big it touched the water. It was so beautiful that Poe got a sneaky 
idea; he was going to trick Hopert and steal the flower.  

“Hey Hopert, thanks for inviting me today,” said Poe, “Do you want to play a 

game?” 
“Sure!” said Hopert, “What kind of game?” 

“The best kind - Hide and Seek!” 
“I love that game” said Hopert happily, “I’ll hide, you count!” 

Poe started to count to ten, and Hopert hopped off into the woods. Just as soon 

as Hopert was out of sight, Poe went over to the pretty red flower, and plucked it right 
from the lily pad. Right away it’s bright shiny color started to pale, and the lily pad 

started to shrink. Poe didn’t notice, and put the flower right between his head feathers, 
before flying off with a laughing caw. 

After quite a long time, Hopert began to worry. Poe hadn’t come to find him yet, 

and he didn’t even hear the sounds of him trying. “Maybe Poe got hurt!” He thought to 
himself, “I should go and check on him.” Once Hopert made it back to the pond, he was 

shocked at what he saw. The lily pad was all shriveled up, no longer a place for a home, 
and worst of all, his pretty red flower was gone! “Poe must have done this” thought 

Hopert to himself, “After all the kindness I showed him! How rude!” At this point, Hopert 

was hopping mad, and he decided to go on a quest to get his flower back. 
“I have only one other friend who can take to the sky” said Hopert to himself, 

“that’s Hoots, the great horned owl, I bet she can take me to Poe” As Hopert started 
down the road he began to think. He thought about the years he spent taking care of 

that flower, and he thought about how now he had no home, and he thought about if 

Poe was really his friend at all. As he hopped down the path towards Hoots’ house, he 
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got angrier and angrier, until he finally yelled, “That’s enough! I’m going to teach that 
Poe! I’ll get him back! I’ll steal his home too!” 

Well, Hoots heard his yell and thought to herself, “Oh my, that won’t do. An eye 
for an eye doesn’t help anybody. What do I do?” 

Hopert knocked on her door with a rather loud knock, and Hoots flew right down. 

“Hello Hopert, how do you do?” said Hoots, trying to pretend like she didn’t hear 
anything. 

“I’m really quite mad,” he said with a huff, “Poe stole my flower, and I need to get 
him back. You also can fly, can you tell me where he lives?” 

“Oh my, well I do know where Poe lives,” said Hoots in concern, “But Hopert, I 

can’t take you to him right now. You’re way too angry, and you might hurt your 
friendship with Poe.” 

“I don’t want to be Poe’s friend ever again!” yelled Hopert, “If you won’t help me, 
I’ll find someone who will!” 

Hopert slammed Hoots’ door as he ran outside, so mad at her that he never 

wanted to speak to her again. “Oh my, this really won’t do” thought Hoots to herself, “I 
know, I’ll go follow him, and see what he’s up to.” So she grabbed her scarf, and a warm 

piece of bread, and she took to the skies, to follow him overhead. 
As Hopert hopped down the path, he wasn’t watching where he was going at all, 

and he ran straight into something fluffy and fat, and fell straight on his butt. When he 

opened his eyes he saw Rascal the racoon, munching on her favorite food, garbage! 
Now Rascal was not known for being nice, in fact she was kind of mean. She would 

always have something bad to say about everyone in the forest. But, Hopert forgot this 
quality, and asked her for advice. He told her all about what happened, and asked, 

“What do I do?” 

“Well,” started Rascal, “To be honest, I never really liked Poe.” She grinned and 
dropped her garbage, scurrying up to sit real close to Hopert. “He was really a bad guy, 

and I’m pretty sure he steals from more people than you!” 
“Really?” croaked Hopert in surprise, “I’ve been his friend for years, I never knew 

that about him!” 

“Oh yes it’s true” said Rascal in almost a whisper, “and I know so many more 
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things about him than you. He sings awfully, always out of tune…” and then Rascal 
continued for many more minutes. She listed off every problem she had with Poe, and 

many of the other forest creatures as well, until Hopert felt quite a good deal worse 
about his friend. 

“You’ve just convinced me” he said with a shout, “I’ll never forgive Poe, no way, 

he’s out!” 
“Good,” grinned the sly raccoon, “if I never see him again it will be way too soon.” 

“Can you tell me where he lives, since you know so much?” asked Hopert with 
almost a plea. 

“Oh, uhhhh, no,” said Rascal, taken aback, “To be honest, I have no idea where 

he lives.” 
This was because, of course, that most of Rascal’s comments were lies. And in 

fact, Rascal had lied many times about Hopert as well, but he was too angry to 
remember. So he waved goodbye to her, and hopped down the path again. He was so 

angry, that he still did not see Hoots, who watched on from the tree branches, and 

sighed to herself. “He really isn’t learning” she thought, “I better get some help.” 
She flew off right away to someone she thought would know best, Bruce the 

black bear, who always had a kind word to say about everybody. You could almost say 
he was the opposite of Rascal, even in the amount of energy he had. Where Rascal 

would run around all day collecting garbage, Bruce just liked to sit back in the sunlight 

and watch everyone around him. 
She found him in a clearing eating some fish, and asked him right away to come 

help Hopert, saying it was important he come quickly. She told him the whole story, 
even the part about Rascal, “So you see, you just have to help him!” 

“I’ll see what I can do” said Bruce slow and steady, “I’ll follow you, take me to this 

froggie.” He got up from his nap, and lumbered down the path, while Hoots flew back up 
to the trees to stay out of sight. 

As this was happening, Hopert searched high and low. He ran up every tree, he 
searched in every bush, he was determined to find Poe. It was starting to get late, and 

the sun was starting to set, and Hopert was tired, so he lied down to rest. Suddenly, 

Hopert woke up with a start. Bruce had found his way over, and sat down on the ground 
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with such force that it tossed Hopert up into the air! He landed on Bruce’s snout and 
blinked once or twice. 

“Oh hi froggie,” smiled Bruce, “I’ve been told you’ve got a problem with your 
friend Poe?” 

“He’s not my friend, I’ve had enough,” Hopert said with a huff, “I talked with 

Rascal, I know he’s no good, he doesn’t play by the rules as he should”  
“Rascal says a lot of tall tales,” said Bruce, nodding and making Hopert hold on, 

“why, I think Poe is awfully nice.” 
“What could ever make anyone like Poe?” questioned Hopert. 

“Well, you sure seemed to like him until today,” Bruce said again, “and he’s 

always been nice to me. Why the other day, he brought me some tea.” 
After a short pause Hopert finally said, “Though he brought me tea, for that I was 

glad, but he takes my flower, and you expect me not to be mad?” 
“Why, I think forgiveness is exactly what you need to do,” said Bruce, “friends 

have disagreements all the time. We all make mistakes. I really doubt Poe wanted to 

hurt you in any way.” 
Hopert was starting to calm down, and he hopped off Bruce’s head and on to the 

ground. He thought about all the fun times he and Poe had together, like racing in stick 
boats down the river. He thought about all the meals they shared, all the games they’d 

played, and how this was really the only time Poe had made him mad.  

Hopert sighed, “You’re right. Maybe I should just go talk to him. If he didn’t mean 
it, maybe I can forgive him after all.” 

With that Hoots flew down from her perch, “Good, I knew that would work! Come 
on Hopert, I can take you to Poe, but you have to promise you won’t try to get even with 

him.” 

“I promise,” said Hopert, and Bruce stuck out his paw.  
“Shake on it” Bruce said, “I won’t trust you unless you do.” 

So Hopert shook his paw, and Hoots put him up on her back, and away they flew 
back towards the pond. It seemed Poe actually lived really close by, but it was on the 

tallest tree by the pond, and Hopert couldn’t hop that high if he tried. So Hoots landed 
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and knocked on Poe’s door, then she gently pushed Hopert forward, before flying back 
down to the forest floor. 

There was no answer, only a soft crying from inside. Hopert gently opened the 
door and saw Poe lying on the floor. He was holding some petals that were pale red 

indeed, and he was so sad he didn’t even hear the door creak.  

“Poe, what’s wrong?” asked Hopert, gently as a friend. 
“I just thought it was pretty,” Poe said with a tear, “I didn’t know it would die, and I 

didn’t know it would hurt your lily pad either. I never should have picked it, and I’m really 
sorry. You probably are really mad at me” 

“Well, I was,” said Hopert after a moment had passed, “I won’t lie to you, and say 

that I wasn’t. But accidents happen, and you didn’t mean to hurt me.” He waited for 
another long moment, thinking about the day, and how he said he would never forgive 

Poe. But, now he saw how sad his friend was, and he knew Bruce was right, “I forgive 
you” said Hopert with a sigh. 

Just like that Poe’s tears started to stop, he looked up at Hopert and smiled a 

little, “Really?” he asked. 
“Of course,” said Hopert, “But, I don’t have a house now. Can I stay here 

instead?” 
“Yes! It will be like the best sleepover ever!” said Poe with a happy little dance, 

“We can invite all of our friends! Who would you like to bring?” 

“How about Hoots, and Bruce, and even Rascal!”  
“Rascal? But she’s kind of mean…” said Poe, a bit scared. 

“Maybe she’s only mean because no one’s forgiven her!” said Hopert happily. 
So they sent out invitations and everyone came. They played board games, and 

Rascal brought something called pizza. It was the best night the forest had ever seen, 

all because they knew that sometimes, the best thing you can do is forgive someone, 
and try again to be friends. 

THE END 
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