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*** NOTICE ***
 

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclu
sively by THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY without whose
permission in writing no performance of it may be given. Royalty must
be paid ev ery time a play is performed whether or not it is presented for
profit and whether or not admission is charged. A play is performed any
time it is acted before an audi ence. Cur rent royalty rates, appli cations and
restrictions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COM-
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098. 

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S 
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro
vides authors with a fair re turn for their cre ative efforts. Authors earn 
their living from the royalties they receive from book sales and from the
performance of their work. Con scientious observance of copy right law is
not only eth ical, it encourages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully protected by copyright. No alterations, deletions or 
substitutions may be made in the work without the prior written consent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or transmitted
in any form or by any means, electronic or mechani cal, including photo
copy, re cording, vid eotape, film, or any in forma tion storage and retrieval
sys tem, without per mis sion in writing from the publisher. It may not be
performed either by pro fession als or ama teurs with out payment of roy 
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not limited to, the pro fessional, mo tion pic 
ture, radio, televi sion, videotape, for eign language, tabloid, reci tation, lec
tur ing, publi cation and reading, are reserved. 

For performance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the permission of the copy right own ers
must be obtained or other songs and recordings in the public domain
substituted. 
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS 

All producers of the play must give credit to the author of the play in all
pro grams distrib uted in con nec tion with performances of the play and in
all instances in which the title of the play ap pears for purposes of ad ver
tising, publi cizing or other wise exploiting the play and/or a production.
The name of the author must also appear on a separate line, on which no
other name ap pears, imme diately following the title, and must appear  in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the title type.
Biographical information on the author, if included in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all programs this notice must appear: 

“Produced by spe cial ar rangement with
 
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY of Woodstock, Illinois”
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The Five Little Peppers and How

They Grew
 

A Play in Two Acts
 
For 5 Men and 4 Women
 

CHAR AC TERS
 

MRS. PEPPER. .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  .  the mother 
BEN PEPPER. .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  .  the oldest, a teenager 
POLLY PEPPER . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  a near teenager 
JOEY PEPPER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . about two years younger 
DAVIE PEPPER. .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  the youngest boy 
PHRONSIE. .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  the youngest girl 
MR. KING . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a visi tor from the city 
JASPER KING . . . . . . . . . . . . . . his son, about Ben’s age 
GRANNY BASCOM. .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  .  . .  . .  . .  .  .  no relative, 

but ev eryone’s favor ite granny 

TIME: Late 19th cen tury. 

PLACE: Badgertown, a small coun try vil lage. 

ACT ONE: An afternoon in late spring 

ACT TWO: Scene One: The following week 
Scene Two: Two weeks later 
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SETTING
 

An all-purpose room of the small Pep per house. It has 
an exte rior front door, an inte rior door to a bedroom, win
dows, open fireplace, a por tion of a stair way to a sleep ing loft 
and a small arch or opening to the partially visible kitchen.  
The back door in the kitchen is off stage. The room is filled 
with old coun try furnishings in clud ing a din ing table (per
haps made with a saw horse), six or seven mis matched 
chairs, a rocker, an old wing chair, stools, etc., all well
worn, a jumble with some appeal, but one that mostly re 
flects the pov erty of the Pep pers. 
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ACT ONE
 

AT RISE: POLLY is seated near a win dow mend ing a gar 
ment with a pile of other pieces yet to be mended on a 
nearby stool. JOEY is hammer ing on a hand made box in 
progress near the fireplace on the op po site side of the 
room. DAVIE is clean ing the room, sweep ing with a 
hearth broom, now us ing short, very fast movements to 
sweep dust into little piles. Quickly, he sweeps the piles 
into his dust pan and rushes out of sight into the kitchen. 
He returns without the dustpan, leans the broom against 
a chair and starts on the spots, rubbing with a rag he 
takes from the bucket. The first spot is near JOEY. Af ter 
much rub bing he glances at JOEY, who is watch ing him. 
He rubs more vig or ously. 

JOEY. That ain’t a  spot, Davie, it’s a  stain,  and  it won’t  
come out no mat ter how hard you rub. (Goes back to 
work.) 

DAVIE. Oh. (Watches JOEY work for a mo ment.) Need  
any help? 

JOEY. No. (DAVIE goes back to his bucket, wrings out the 
rag and then finds a spot near POLLY.) 

POLLY (pleasantly). Sounds like you’re using a lot of 
nails on your box, Joey. 

JOEY. Some of ’em are aw ful weak. 
POLLY. Weak? 

7 
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  8 THE FIVE LIT TLE PEPPERS Act I 

JOEY. Yep, they bend real easy. 
POLLY. You better get your brother to help you. 
DAVIE (stops rub bing the spot). Well, first you gotta hit 

the nail straight on… 
JOEY. She means Ben, my brother, Ben. 
DAVIE. Oh. 
JOEY. I can do it my self. 
POLLY. We just don’t want to waste nails, know ing what 

they cost these days, do we? 
JOEY (holds up a cou ple of nails). I found these two on 

the road by the stage stop last week. Wasn’t I lucky? 
Next time I hope it’s two nick els. (DAVIE fin ishes rub 
bing the spot, puts his rag back in the bucket with a 
flourish and starts for the kitchen, leav ing his broom 
against a chair near POLLY.) 

POLLY. Looks very good, Davie. Not a spot or a crumb in 
sight. 

DAVIE. The way Mamsie does it. Keeps the dust down. I  
watched her. (He ex its.) 

JOEY. She ain’t coming yet? 
POLLY. Is n’t. 
JOEY. Isn’t. (He grunts.) 
POLLY. I’ll let you know as soon as I see her come over 

the hill top. Don’t worry. We’ll all keep your box a se 
cret. 

JOEY. Wait’ll she  sees it  right there in front  of  her  next  
week. Know what we’ll get then, Polly?…a big smile 
that’ll go from here to here, by wickety! 

POLLY. Yes, I can imag ine it all now. Makes me smile. 

(DAVIE comes back in and with a burst of en ergy grabs 
the broom and rides it back to the fire place.) 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



   
       
        
       

 
  

 
    

        
    

 
   

   
 

      
  
    

 
     

 

        
   

   
 
 

    
   

  9 Act I AND HOW THEY GREW 

POLLY. Giddy-up, horsey! (Laughs.) 
DAVIE. Giddy-up! (He stops and gives a lit tle per for

mance sweep ing dust into the fireplace before hanging 
up the broom or lean ing it beside the fireplace.) 

JOEY (tak ing the box with him, goes to POLLY). Here, I’ll 
let you take a look. Mr. Henderson gave me the wood. 
(DAVIE rushes to look, too. This box is a nice ex ample 
for a young craftsman.) 

POLLY. My! You’re getting better all the time, Joey. 
JOEY. You think so? ’Course, it ain’t finished yet. 
POLLY (gently cor rec tive). Joey. 
JOEY. Well, it ain’t! I plan on a spe cial lid. Mebbe some  

mold ing. Whaddya think about  rubbin’ it with  some
thing… 

DAVIE. I know how to rub… 
JOEY. For color, not for cleanin’. Granny can tell me what’s 

proper. Berry juice, mebbe. 
DAVIE. Berry juice? That’ll make a mess and Mamsie’ll 

cry her eyes out. (He gives a lit tle cry ing per for mance 
and JOEY grunts. Then, sin cere:) Let me help. I can saw 
pretty straight. Clean up. Ev ery thing. Please? 

POLLY. Come to think of it, Mamsie would be mighty  
pleased to know you both worked on her gift. 

DAVIE. See? 
JOEY (weak en ing). But it’s my box. 
DAVIE. I want to do something for Mamsie besides  

pickin’ some posies.  (As a last resort he drops to his 
knees and acts.) Pretty please! 

JOEY (joins POLLY in laugh ing). Talk about silly. All 
right now, go find me two nails in the shed ’bout this 
long. Two, under stand? (DAVIE holds up two fin gers.) 
Oh, and something to keep all my nails in. 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



       
  

     

    
 

   
 

   

  
    

  
  

   
  

   
    

       
      

 
    

    
  

     
         

   

  10 THE FIVE LIT TLE PEPPERS Act I 

DAVIE. Our nails.  (He giggles.) Watch  me  go!  (He races 
through the kitchen, laughing.) 

POLLY. Does n’t that make you feel better? 
JOEY. I guess. (He takes his box back to the fire place. We 

hear BEN outside whistling a tune. POLLY runs to the 
door and JOEY to a win dow.) 

POLLY (opens the door). Well! Home at last! 
JOEY (jump ing from be hind the door). ’Lo, Ben! 

(BEN en ters car ry ing an armful of kind ling wood.) 

BEN. Joey and good ole Pollywoggle, right and ready to 
greet me at the door! 

JOEY. Would you look at that load of kindlin’! 
BEN. Should be enough, I reckon, to give our old black 

stove a full day of bakin’, don’tcha think? 
POLLY. From Mr. Henderson? 
BEN. Yep. 
POLLY. No won der you look so happy. 
BEN. Well, I am, real happy to get back home on a day 

like this. Ain’t nothing better’n a warm spring afternoon, 
especially when work’s all done with. 

JOEY. He said “ain’t”! 
BEN. Go pump some water for my wash-up. (JOEY laughs 

and exits to the kitchen.) Ma home yet? 
POLLY. Not yet. 
BEN. Where’s Phronsie? 
POLLY. She’s play ing with Baby, or nap ping, and Davie’s 

looking for nails in the shed. He’s going to help Joey 
build his box. 

BEN (as he ex its). Glory be! 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



     
         

      
       

    

  
      

      

     
         

   
  

  
    

 
           

    
  

 
   

     
    

      
      

   
 
     

  11 Act I AND HOW THEY GREW 

(POLLY hums as she folds the mended gar ment and 
adds it to the pile. Then she starts setting the table for a 
meal. If pos sible, pump ing sounds are heard throughout 
the play when appropri ate. BEN and JOEY talk off in 
the kitchen about storing wood, mak ing the box., etc.) 

BEN (off). Polly, where’s the towel?
 
POLLY. I put a clean one by the pump han dle.
 
JOEY (off). Here ’tis!
 

(JOEY enters, POLLY con tin ues with the ta ble setting.) 

JOEY. The wood box is plumb full up. (Drops to his knees 
by the fireplace.) Now I’m gonna  clean  up  these  nails  I  
ain’t used  yet.  Ben’ll like  that. He can’t wait to see my  
box. (Off, we hear BEN and DAVIE. POLLY and JOEY 
continue their chores.) 

DAVIE (off). Ben! You’re home! 
BEN (off). Look who’s here! Wild and woolly Davie! 
DAVIE (off). I swept the whole room, Ben, all of it, on ac

count of Mamsie’s over to the Talbot’s. Wanna look? 
BEN (off). In a min ute. 
DAVIE (off). Pick me up, Ben. 
BEN (off, but en ters the room dry ing his hands, try ing to 

dodge DAVIE, who’s following). You’re too big. You’re 
no baby any more. Besides, my hands are all wet. 

DAVIE (following as BEN moves faster). I don’t care! 
Please, Ben, I wanna ride the horse. 

BEN. That’s for a two-year-old. You’re an old man now. 
(BEN ducks back into the kitchen.) 

DAVIE. I don’t care! Please, Ben! 
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  12 THE FIVE LIT TLE PEPPERS Act I 

(A lit tle ad libbing, then BEN en ters carry ing DAVIE on 
his shoulders.) 

BEN. Look what I found in the wood pile. I think it’s a 
skunk. 

DAVIE. I’m not a skunk! See, I’m out on the stage road, 
rid ing my horsey! Giddy-up, horsey! 

BEN (wind ing up near the big ta ble). This is where you 
get off, Davie boy! 

DAVIE. No! Not yet! Be a horsey some more! Please! 
BEN. Off! 
DAVIE (re luc tantly dismounts). See, Ben, I swept the 

whole room to day, ev erything! Oh! The nails! (He 
rushes out to the kitchen, yelling “giddy-up” and returns 
with a tin can and the nails. He dumps the two nails on 
the table and plunks the tin can be side them.) There! 

JOEY (puts the nails he’s gath ered up on the ta ble, too). 
Best I know how many I got, so I can space ’em right. 

DAVIE. Polly’ll count them, won’t you, Polly?  (They 
gather around and POLLY begins, drop ping a nail in 
the can on each count.) 

POLLY. One…two…
 
BEN. Button my shoe. (All laugh.)
 
POLLY. Three…four…
 
DAVIE. Close the door!
 
POLLY. Five…six…
 
JOEY. Pick up sticks!
 
POLLY. Seven…eight…
 
BEN (a hint). Lay…
 
DAVIE. Lay ’em straight!
 
POLLY. Nine…ten…
 
ALL (shout ing). Big fat hen!
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  13 Act I AND HOW THEY GREW 

POLLY (tossing in three or four left overs). And sev eral to 
grow on! A good sup ply, even if some are a little bent! 

BEN. Now, brother Joey, what’s all this I’ve been hearin’ 
about a…what was it…? 

JOEY. A box! For Mamsie! (He runs and gets it.) 
DAVIE. I’m in charge of nails. That’s the best part. 
JOEY. There! (He puts it down for in spec tion.) 
BEN. Would you look at that! Polly, shake hands with my 

brother, the car pen ter! 
JOEY. Oh, come on, Ben. I ain’t no carpenter. 
POLLY. Your turn, Ben! What’s your big surprise for next 

Tuesday? We’d better hurry be fore Mamsie walks in. 
BEN. Gather ’round! And prepare for an eye-poppin’ dis

play! (They mur mur ex cit edly as BEN “plays” to them, 
gently teas ing.) First!  (He takes a few coins from a 
pocket and slowly puts them on the ta ble. They “ooh” 
and “ahh.” DAVIE touches one.) 

JOEY. That’s a nickel.
 
POLLY. Is this your wages for last week?
 
BEN. Yes, but there’s more to come! (DAVIE touches an

other coin.) 
JOEY. That’s a quar ter. Twenty-five cents, I think. 
DAVIE. How much to gether? (JOEY shrugs and they look 

at POLLY.) 
POLLY. Thirty cents. Let’s count it all! (She mut ters as 

she moves the coins.) Eighty-five cents!  (All laugh and 
ap plaud.) 

BEN. Yep. Eighty-five cents for Ma’s savin’ sock. But 
now co mes the big sur prise. (He takes more coins from 
an other pocket.) There! 

POLLY (flab ber gasted). Ben! (She counts.) A whole dol
lar! 
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  14 THE FIVE LIT TLE PEPPERS Act I 

BEN. For all the ex tra wood I chopped and extra chores I 
did this spring. Mr. Henderson kept account and saved it 
for me ’til now. I did n’t wanna risk losin’ some  or  
spendin’ it. 

DAVIE. Mamsie’ll faint. I know I would. 
JOEY. Tell her it’s for something nice. Not the rent. 
DAVIE (dis gusted). The rent! No won der our saving sock 

never fills up. 
POLLY. Well, we do need a roof over our heads. 
JOEY. One that leaks? 
DAVIE. Polly, you haven’t told us about your gift yet. 
POLLY. Well…guess! 
JOEY. Give us a hint. A big one. 
POLLY. Well, it’s, uh, something we don’t always have 

but always want on a birth day. Think hard. (They are 
puz zled.) 

JOEY. Something to wear? 
POLLY. No. 
DAVIE. Some sugar for cook ies? 
POLLY. Nope. 
JOEY. I need a big ger hint. 
POLLY. A birth day cake! (They cheer and applaud.) 
JOEY. It is something I always wanted, but I never had  

one. 
BEN. Don’t worry, Joey. Your time’s a-comin’. 
JOEY. Guess I gotta wait ’til our ship co mes in. Like Ma 

says. 
DAVIE. I want mine big, with raisins. 
POLLY. We don’t have any raisins, but I certainly mean to 

make it big as I can. 
DAVIE. Good! 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



      
 

 
      

 
    

   
       

 

  
        

    
       
       

       

     

    
        

  
   

    
 

    
 

  
       

  15 Act I AND HOW THEY GREW 

POLLY. With Granny’s help. I’m even going to ask her if 
I can use her stove so Ma won’t see me at work or smell 
the cake baking. 

JOEY. You can keep it over at Granny’s ’til we’re ready to 
shout “Happy birth day!” 

DAVIE (shout ing). Happy birthday! (All laugh. BEN puts 
his money back in his pockets.) 

BEN. You suppose my little chicken is still nap ping af ter 
all this noise? 

(There is a tap ping at the door. They’re a lit tle star tled. 
JOEY grabs his box and hides it. POLLY opens the door 
and GRANNY BASCOM en ters car rying a heavy kettle 
with a lid and a basket with nap kin-covered cookies. 
They are all delighted to see her and ad lib greetings as 
DAVIE does a fast whirl around her, hooting and laugh 
ing.) 

GRANNY. Somebody’s been talkin’ about me. My ears are 
burnin’! 

POLLY. We were, about two min utes ago! 
GRANNY. Thought so. Here, Ben, take this pot and put it 

on the cookstove. Keep it warm for your sup per. 
BEN. Thank you, Granny. Smells so good! (He takes it to 

the kitchen.) 
POLLY. Granny, how won derful! 
GRANNY (hands her the bas ket). Don’t be too sure. You 

ain’t tasted it yet. 
JOEY. I wanna taste it right now. (Heads for the kitchen.) 
DAVIE (fol low ing). No, let me! 
GRANNY. No body’s doin’ any  tastin’, not ’til your ma gets 

home and has you all prop erly ’round the table. 
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  16 THE FIVE LIT TLE PEPPERS Act I 

JOEY. What’s in the bas ket? Can I smell?
 
POLLY. Let Granny catch her breath.
 
BEN (back from the kitchen). And take off her shawl.
 

Here, let me help. 
GRANNY (handing it to him). I can only stay a minute. 

Just want to say hello to your ma as soon as she’s back 
from the Tal bot’s. 

DAVIE (to BEN). Did you taste it out in the kitchen? 
BEN (nods, very se ri ous). I ate the whole thing. (DAVIE 

gives him a push as BEN hangs up the shawl.) 
GRANNY. Where’s Phronsie?
 
JOEY (head ing for the bed room). I’ll tell her you’re here.
 
DAVIE (following). So will I. (They exit but can be heard
 

talk ing off.) 
GRANNY. You still helpin’ out over to the Henderson’s? 
BEN. Yep. I’ll be there ’til his nephew comes for a sum 

mer visit. 
GRANNY. When’s that? 
BEN. Soon. Too soon for me. 
JOEY (runs back into the room fol lowed closely by 

DAVIE). She’s not there! Not in the bed! Or un der it, or 
behind the cur tains… 

DAVIE (fi nally get ting a word in). Or any where. 
BEN (dash ing off to the bed room). Let’s have a look. 
POLLY. See if she’s up stairs, Davie. 
JOEY (as he goes from win dow to win dow). Phronsie! 

Come on, Phronsie, where are you hidin’? 
DAVIE (up the stairs). I’ll find her! You’ll see! Phronsie! 
BEN (out of the bedroom and ex it ing through the kitchen). 

She must be out back. (He’s gone.) 
POLLY. Yes, she loves that swing. 
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