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production of William Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream, 
Mustardseed buckles down to read the play and memorize her lines—
all four of them! But she couldn’t prepare for the backstage comedy 
that unfolds with the other three teenage girls cast as fairies. 
There’s Moth, the seasoned ringleader; Cobweb, her wisecracking 
sidekick; and Peaseblossom, the boy-crazy pretty one. Ignoring 
Mustardseed’s insistence that they should read the play, these 
fairies prefer to hang out in costume in the green room, playing 
cards, reading tabloids and gossiping about Bottom, Puck, Titania 
and other grown-up actors. As the run of Midsummer progresses, 
the action jumps between their comical antics backstage to well-
rehearsed Shakespeare in the “forest outside Athens.” Although they 
never buckle down to read the play, each character experiences a 
real-life coming-of-age moment in a young girl’s journey through 
high school that is underscored and illuminated by the themes 
in Shakespeare’s text. Wildly funny and unexpectedly poignant, 
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*** NO TICE ***
The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
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their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent the size of the ti tle type.

The fol low ing credit shall ap pear on the ti tle page of all pro grams:

“ ‘When You Know’ lyr ics by Doug Cooney,
mu sic by Deborah Wicks La Puma.”

Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



Mustardseed was de vel oped in work shops dur ing Florida 
Stage’s 1st Stage New Works Fes ti val with a staged read -
ing on March 6, 2007.

Mustardseed . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ra chel Chapnick
Moth . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Shan non Boyles
Cob web . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ve ron ica Hoecherl
Peaseblossom . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Samantha Aberman

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Su san Hyatt
Dramaturg . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Andie Ar thur
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Em ily Swiderski

The first pro duc tion of Mustardseed was staged at High -
land High School in Salt Lake City, Utah, as part of the
Home stead 21st Cen tury Play Se ries, pro duced by John
Dilworth Newman.

Mustardseed . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mag gie Jarratt
Moth . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Katie Roth
Cobweb. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Anna Reed
Peaseblossom . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Johanna Blair

Di rec tor. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Glen Car pen ter
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Natalie Christensen
Costumes . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Charrisse Fuhriman
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MUSTARDSEED

CHAR AC TERS

MUSTARDSEED . . . . . . the youn gest, 10-13, bright, brash
MOTH . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a leader, 15, con fi dent, ir rev er ent
COB WEB . . . . . . . . . . . a fol lower, 13-14, funny, in se cure
PEASEBLOSSOM . . . . . . . the pretty one, 15, independent

SYN OP SIS

Mustardseed fol lows a rite of pas sage for four teen age girls 
cast as fair ies in a re gional pro duc tion of Shake speare’s A
Mid sum mer Night’s Dream.

Con fined to the green room dur ing per for mances, the girls
oc cupy them selves with mi cro wave pop corn, back stage
gos sip, an end less card game called Spit!—and an on go ing
ef fort to un der stand life, love and the play.

The set ting is the typ i cal green room of a re gional the ater
in a mid-size Amer i can city. A sofa, com fort able chairs, a
ta ble. Bul le tin board, sink, mi cro wave.

A NOTE ON TIME

The play has a run ning time of ap prox i mately 45 min utes.
By omit ting or abridg ing scenes 6 and 7, the play can be
per formed in 35-40 min utes.
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HOW TO PLAY SPIT

Two play ers. The goal is to get rid of your cards as fast as
pos si ble. Players do not take turns; each player uses speed
and smarts to play faster than her op po nent. The tech ni cal
rules should be avail able in any book on card games or on
the Internet. The point is—it’s a fast and fu ri ous card game 
and you get to yell “Spit!” a lot.

SPE CIAL THANKS

To Sa rah Resnick, John Newman, Deborah Wicks La
Puma, Su san Hyatt, Shan non Boyles and Chris tian Lebano.

* * * *

For Carole Healey
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MUSTARDSEED

SCENE ONE

(A green thicket.

Three fair ies—with large drag on fly wings—flut ter in
great ag i ta tion.

MOTH is in charge. COB WEB is her slightly over weight 
lieu ten ant. MUSTARDSEED, the youn gest and green est,
wears eye glasses.

NOTE: In this scene, the fair ies speak in iam bic pen tam -
e ter—in the style of Shake speare. It should flow as
quickly and evenly as pos si ble.)

MOTH, COB WEB & MUSTARDSEED (var i ous). She’s
late! She’s late! Oh, no! She’s re ally late!

COB WEB. I heard she called to say she’s run ning late.
MOTH. But late like “late” or late “not gonna come”?
MUSTARDSEED. She’s “on”! The scene be fore is al most

done!
COB WEB. So who goes on in case she does n’t show?
MUSTARDSEED. Not me.
COB WEB.     -- -- -- Not me.
MOTH.   -- -- -- -- -- -- Not me.
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COB WEB. -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- Not me.
MUSTARDSEED. -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- You go!
MOTH. No, you.
COB WEB. -- -- No, you.
MUSTARDSEED.  -- -- No, you.
MOTH.  -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- No, you.
MUSTARDSEED (to COB WEB)-- -- -- No, you.
COB WEB. I can’t go on! Moth, I don’t know the lines!
MOTH. You’ve only heard the play a bil lion times!
MUSTARDSEED. I think I could if I could hold the book.
MOTH. Oh, Mustardseed, how stu pid would that look?

(PEASEBLOSSOM, un de ni ably pretty, en ters in a state
of panic. She wears a hoodie and sneak ers over her
fairy at tire and car ries a knap sack.)

PEASEBLOSSOM. I’m late, I know!
COB WEB. -- You’re al ways late!
PEASEBLOSSOM. -- -- -- I know!

It’s not my fault! My mom! She drives so slow!
COB WEB. You better run!
MOTH. -- The scene’s about to start!
PEASEBLOSSOM. D’I look okay? I changed—but in the

car. (She re moves her jacket to re veal her fairy cos -
tume—but the drag on fly wings are back wards. Re:
twisted wings:) Oh, no! This sucks! How stu pid do I
look?

MOTH. It’s fine!
COB WEB. -- It’s fine!
MUSTARDSEED. -- -- It’s back wards! Moth!
MOTH. -- -- -- -- -- -- -- -- Just go!

It’s close enough that no one’s going to know!

8 MUSTARDSEED
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PEASEBLOSSOM. But wait! My lines! I knew ’em—now
I don’t!

(The fair ies sur round PEASEBLOSSOM to coach her
lines—and incant the play—as PEASEBLOSSOM tugs
off her sneak ers to per form in bare feet.

NOTE: Pay at ten tion to the me ter. The text shifts from
iam bic pen tam e ter to Shake speare’s rhym ing cou plets;
the rhythm needs to be at tended to so that the dif fer ence
is heard. The lan guage it self should ac cel er ate the scene.)

MOTH.
Over hill, over dale,
Thorough bush, thorough brier—

COB WEB.
Over park, over pale,
Thorough flood, thorough fire—

MUSTARDSEED.
I do wander everywhere,
Swifter than the moon’s sphere—!

MOTH.
And I serve the fairy queen,
To dew her orbs upon the green.

COB WEB.
I must go seek some dew drops here
And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear.

ALL TO GETHER.
Farewell, thou lob of spirits; I’ll be gone:
Our queen and all our elves come here anon!

MUSTARDSEED 9
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(PEASEBLOSSOM flies off as the re main ing fairies flut -
ter and buzz with ex cite ment and—directly into—)

SCENE TWO

(They flop on a sofa and chairs.

The lights change. Harsh, flu o res cent.

We see the fair ies as they re ally are.

TEEN AGE GIRLS trapped in a re gional pro duc tion of
Wil liam Shake speare’s A Mid sum mer Night’s Dream.

The green thicket is the green room back stage. Green
walls, a mis matched for est-green sofa and club chairs, a 
cof fee ta ble, a kitchen sink, coffeemaker, mi cro wave, a
re frig er a tor, a small back stage mon i tor and a bul le tin
board with var i ous fly ers in clud ing a poster of the cur -
rent pro duc tion.

No more me tered speech.

NOTE: Don’t mis read the length of this stage di rec tion.
The tran si tion be tween scenes should be light ning fast
and MUSTARDSEED should jump on this line.)

MUSTARDSEED. She make it?

(Faintly over the mon i tor, we hear PEASEBLOSSOM:
“Over hill, over dale, thor ough bush, thor ough brier.”

A fairy grunt of re lief.)
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COB WEB. Made it.

(MOTH shuf fles a deck of cards. COB WEB sits op po site. 
MUSTARDSEED watches and lis tens in tently. A lit tle
shy for now, a lit tle in tim i dated, out of step.)

MOTH. That one is al ways late.
COB WEB. And she al ways blames her mother.
MOTH. I may for get stuff and drop lines and leave my

props where they don’t be long—but at least I’m not late
all the time.

COB WEB. And she only gets away with it ’cause she’s
pretty.

MOTH. That’s the power of pretty. (To MUSTARDSEED.)
Watch the mon i tor, Mustardseed. (MOTH deals cards
like a pro—or a girl who’s been stuck at sum mer camp.)

MUSTARDSEED. You’re not the boss of me. You can
boss me around on stage ’cause I’m the lit tle fairy but
that does n’t mean you boss me back stage too.

MOTH. Oh, yes it does. ’Cause if Rebecca-the-Directah
gets all pissed at the fair ies be cause we missed our cue
or messed up our song, I’m gonna blame the new fairy,
the lit tle one who locked her self in the bath room in the
lobby be cause she did n’t even know that ac tors use the
bath room back stage.

MUSTARDSEED. That was n’t my fault.
MOTH. Here’s where your lit tle fairy brain co mes in

handy. Do you want to spend the run wor ry ing about
what hap pens to your cos tume or where your props went 
and who put what in the pop corn you eat? ’Cause a
smart fairy thinks about those things. Fairies got a peck -
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ing or der—just like with pen guins. The tough ones sur -
vive; the weak ones fail; and the herd moves on.

MOTH & COB WEB. Spit.
MUSTARDSEED. Fairies don’t travel in herds. They

travel in packs and—“fairy bands.”
MOTH. You’re gonna travel with a kick in the fairy pants

if you don’t watch that mon i tor!
MUSTARDSEED (watch ing the mon i tor). My mom said I

can be in the fairy parts but not to watch the play be -
cause it’s ob scene!

COB WEB. What’s so ob scene about it?
MOTH. Cob web, have you read the play?
COB WEB. I know what I know.
MOTH. If you paid at ten tion you’d know: this play is

sex-sex-sex.
COB WEB. How did I miss the sex part?
MOTH. Hello? The “lov ers”?!
COB WEB. They run around and yell a lot. That’s not sex.

I know what sex is. We got ca ble.
MOTH. Cob web, it’s what they yell; the way they yell—
COBWEB. Yelling is not sexy. My par ents yell all the

time!
MOTH. It’s sexy to grown-ups. You’re a smart fairy; fig -

ure it out.
COB WEB (re: par ents and sex). My par ents? Never!

Nuh-unh! No way!
MOTH. Yes way! (Re: card game; no more moves.) I’m

up.
COB WEB (re card game; same). Hang on. Okay, I’m up

too.
MOTH & COB WEB. SPIT! (They re sume play ing.)
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MUSTARDSEED (re: the mon i tor and the cue). We’re
get ting close. Oberon is yell ing and Puck is danc ing
around and the au di ence is laugh ing—ex cept more at
Puck’s hips than any thing Oberon said. (Grinding her
hips like Puck.) “…I know a lit tle west ern flower,— Be -
fore milk-white, now pur ple with love’s wound, and
maid ens call it love-in-idle ness.” Bring me this flower!!!

COB WEB. Omigosh, this play is dirty!
MOTH. Told you so— (Re: the mon i tor.) Mustardseed!

Watch the mon i tor!

(Abruptly a trum pet sounds.

Uh-oh. The fair ies missed their cue.)

COB WEB. Uh-oh.

(The fair ies fly into ac tion.)

MOTH. Our cue! That was our cue!
COB WEB (fran ti cally play ing cards). Oh—fie, fie, fie!
MOTH. Mustardseed! You were our look out! Give it up,

Cob web. You know I was win ning any way!
COB WEB. Liar!
MOTH (leap ing, with au thor ity). “Fairies, away!”

(They scram ble into po si tion.

NOTE: No need for a black out here. The lights change
and we shift im me di ately from the green room back stage 
to the green thicket onstage—and directly into—)
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SCENE THREE

(Another part of the for est.

The lights are moody and mys ti cal.

The back stage chaos gives way to grace on stage as the
fair ies be gin—

The fairy dance.

MOTH, COB WEB, PEASEBLOSSOM and MUSTARD -
SEED re cite the text as they per form a well-re hearsed
dance. A flow ing fairy round.)

FAIRIES.
The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees,
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs
Light them at the fiery glow-worm’s eyes,
To have my love to bed and to arise;

Pluck the wings from Painted butterflies
To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes:
Welcome my love; I knew him at first sight.
To have my love to bed and to arise—!

(In Shake speare’s play, this mo ment an tic i pates Ti ta -
nia’s bed ding- down in her fairy bower, so the moment
should rise with some sense of up lift and an tic i pa tion.

The scene should be a di rec tor’s im age. Au then tic, de -
light ful, true to Mid sum mer—and quite mag i cal.)
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SCENE FOUR

(The green room. Dur ing an other per for mance.

The lights change—and we’re back.

PEASEBLOSSOM sprawls across the sofa. COB WEB
searches for some thing. MUSTARDSEED has her nose
bur ied in an old copy of PEO PLE mag a zine.)

PEASEBLOSSOM (to MUSTARDSEED, re: tab loid).
Gawd, Mustardseed. I can’t be lieve you read that junk.

MUSTARDSEED. At least I read the play.
PEASEBLOSSOM. Oh, no you did n’t. Are you say ing I

did n’t read the play?
COB WEB. Peaseblossom, you brag that you did n’t read

the play.
PEASEBLOSSOM. I have friends; I don’t have time to

read plays, Cob web! Like you read the play?
COB WEB. Oh, please. Where are the cards?
PEASEBLOSSOM. I don’t have to read it to know what

it’s about. I watch it of ten enough.
MUSTARDSEED. It’s Shake speare; not a sit com. You’re

sup posed to read it. He wrote it to read it.
PEASEBLOSSOM. No he did n’t. It’s a play. He wrote it

so I could be in it. And he’s lucky to have me too. Be -
cause I’m good—

COBWEB. You guys. I’m se ri ous. Where are the cards?
PEASEBLOSSOM. —No body in the au di ence read the

play.
MUSTARDSEED. They’re not sup posed to read it.
PEASEBLOSSOM. So why should I ei ther?
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COB WEB. You guys give me a head ache. Where are the
cards?

PEASEBLOSSOM (to MUSTARDSEED). You think I
don’t know what this play’s about? I’ll tell you what this 
play’s about. The king’s get ting mar ried but the queen
does n’t wanna. (PEASEBLOSSOM takes her time to an i -
mate a “play-within-the-play” with green room ob jects:
salt-’n’-pep per shak ers, can dle sticks, cold cream, raf fia.
Re: the lov ers:) The young peo ple are all messed up.
She loves him; he loves her; they all run away—smack
into these nasty fair ies. (Re: Ti ta nia and Oberon.) Fairy
Girl and Fairy Guy fight over some kid, so Fairy Guy
sends Puck to get the weird flower with the magic spell
to mess Fairy Girl up. (Re: the lov ers.) Puck spills the
spell all over the place—and then it’s all: he loves her;
she loves him; they both hate the other—and Fairy Girl
loves a don key. The goofy guys with bad breath do their 
stu pid play; ev ery body laughs. The End.

(MUSTARDSEED waves one hand in the air.)

PEASEBLOSSOM. What’s that?
MUSTARDSEED. One hand ap plaud ing.
COB WEB. Okay, enough. The cards are miss ing and no -

body cares but me.

(A loud off stage flush is heard. MOTH ap pears, ad just -
ing her wings and tug ging her tights. [Let it be funny.])

PEASEBLOSSOM. Moth, you’re not supposed to flush!
They hear it onstage!
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MOTH (re: the stink). Trust me, you’re grate ful. So what
did I miss?

COB WEB/MUS TARD/PEASEBLOSSOM. The cards are
miss ing.

MOTH. What’d you do with the cards, Mustardseed?
MUSTARDSEED. I did n’t do any thing. It was those fair -

ies.
MOTH. Yeah, I know. They’re ev ery where. (Snatching the 

mag a zine.) Cough up the cards, Mustardseed. You’re be -
ing a brat.

MUSTARDSEED. I am not a brat! I’m a mis chie vous
fairy! I hid them in the for est. On stage. In the scen ery.

MOTH. Funny-funny, you brat. Go get the cards, Mustard -
seed. I’m not kill ing the next hour with Chi nese
checkers. Go!

PEASEBLOSSOM. Moth, she can’t walk on stage in the
mid dle of the play.

MOTH. I don’t want her to walk. She’s a fairy. She can
fly. (Re: the mon i tor.) Where are we? Hel ena’s beat ing
up the boys. Per fect. The au di ence is al ready dis tracted.
And if any body should no tice one lit tle fairy, they’ll
think it’s cute! Now go!

MUSTARDSEED. “I go, I go, look how I go!” (Ex its.)
COB WEB. I smell trou ble.
MOTH. I know. That’s one up pity fairy.
PEASEBLOSSOM. What are we go ing to do about it?
MOTH. If we have to, we can al ways clip her wings.

(And di rectly into—)
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