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Little Miss Muffet 
              By T. P. Jagger 

Watch-out words! 
•arachnophobic     •brown recluse     •gesundheit     •intolerant 

 

Reading Roles: 
Mother Goose 
Kid 

MOTHER GOOSE: Mother Goose Interrupted presents . . . 

KID: “Little Miss Muffet” by T. P. Jagger. 

MOTHER GOOSE: Little Miss Muffet— 

KID: What? [laughing] Did you say Muffet? You’re kidding. Right? No 
parents would name their kid Muffet! 

MOTHER GOOSE: It’s a nursery rhyme. 

KID: Ohhhh. . . . So “Little Miss Muffet” is a stage name. Like for a 
rapper or a movie star? 

MOTHER GOOSE: No, it’s a girl’s name in a nursery rhyme. Now . . . may I 
continue? 

KID: Oh, yeah. Sure. Sorry I interrupted. 

MOTHER GOOSE: [clears throat] Little Miss Muffet . . . 

KID: [covering his mouth, trying not to laugh] Pfff! 

MOTHER GOOSE: . . . sat on a tuffet. 

KID: [laughs out loud again] A tuffet? Now I know you’re making this 
up. 

MOTHER GOOSE: [exasperated] No. “Little Miss Muffet sat on a tuffet.” That’s the 
way the nursery rhyme begins. 

KID: [in disbelief] She sat on a “tuffet”? 

MOTHER GOOSE: Yes. 



© 2014 by T. P. Jagger 
2 

 

KID: “Tuffet” isn’t even a real word. 

MOTHER GOOSE: Actually, it is. Tuffet means “a low stool or footstool.” 

KID: So this Muffin girl— 

MOTHER GOOSE: Muffet. 

KID: Right. Muffet. . . . So this Muffet girl sat on a footstool? 

MOTHER GOOSE: Yes. 

KID: “Muffet” and “footstool” don’t even rhyme. 

MOTHER GOOSE: I didn’t say “footstool.” Remember? I said “tuffet.” 

KID: [pauses, thinking] Oh, yeah. But you could just change the girl’s 
name to Put-drool or something. Then the poem wouldn’t get all 
confusing with the tuffet-sitting thing. Maybe something like: 
“Little Miss Put-drool, sat on a footstool. . . .” 

MOTHER GOOSE: That’s not how it goes. 

KID: Fine. Say it your way. But my way makes more sense. 

MOTHER GOOSE: [clearing throat again] Little Miss Muffet, sat on a tuffet, eating 
her curds and— 

KID: No way! She gets to eat on a footstool? Man, she’s lucky! Is she 
watching TV or something? My mom never lets me eat and 
watch TV. If I want a snack, she’s always like: “Take it to the 
table or keep it in the kitchen.” She caught me with a bag of 
Cheetos in the living room once and wouldn’t let me watch 
cartoons for a month. And the orange stain on the couch wasn’t 
even that big! 

MOTHER GOOSE: [not sounding sorry at all] That’s too bad. 

KID: Yep. It was awful. 

MOTHER GOOSE: May I continue? 

KID: Sure. Go ahead. Finish your Muffin-rap thing. 

MOTHER GOOSE: . . . eating her curds and whey. 
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KID: Is that some sort of candy? 

MOTHER GOOSE: It’s basically cottage cheese. 

KID: Did she put any strawberry jam in it? 

MOTHER GOOSE: No, she ate it plain. 

KID: Ugh. Plain cottage cheese makes me gassy. I’m lactose 
intolerant, you know. I’d much rather— 

MOTHER GOOSE: [interrupting, talking loudly to get the kid’s attention] Eating her 
curds and whey. Along came a spider that sat down beside her— 

KID: [interrupting] My friend Billy has a pet tarantula named Hairy. 
Have you ever seen a tarantula? Their eyes are way cool. 

MOTHER GOOSE: I’m sure the spider sitting beside Miss Muffet was not a tarantula. 

KID: Then what kind was it? A black widow? A brown recluse? 

MOTHER GOOSE: I don’t know. Now let me finish! 

KID: I’m just trying to help because my teacher, Mrs. Graff, told me 
good writing uses details. Maybe if you named a specific type of 
spider, your story would be better. 

MOTHER GOOSE: It would ruin the rhyme scheme. 

KID: Have it your way. I suppose you can go ahead and finish now. 

MOTHER GOOSE: Along came a spider that sat down beside her and frightened 
Miss Muffet away. 

[Pause while the kid waits for Mother Goose to say more.] 

KID: Wait. . . . That’s it? The Muffin girl runs off and the story’s over? 

MOTHER GOOSE: Yes. Little Miss Muffet was arachnophobic. 

KID: Gesundheit. 

MOTHER GOOSE: I didn’t sneeze. I said arachnophobic. It means she was afraid of 
spiders. 
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KID: Oh. Then maybe it was a tarantula. But you can’t end the story 
that way. It’s too short. Maybe you could tell what happened to 
Muffin’s cottage cheese. 

MOTHER GOOSE: The spider ate it. 

KID: I thought spiders ate flies and bugs and stuff. 

MOTHER GOOSE: This spider was a vegetarian. 

KID: Hmmm. . . . Muffin must not have known that. Otherwise, she 
wouldn’t have been so scared. 

MOTHER GOOSE: [exasperated] Her name’s Muffet. And it’s a nursery rhyme, not a 
story! 

KID: Whatever. Mrs. Graff would say that your first draft is all right. 
Now you need to go back and revise to make it better. 

MOTHER GOOSE: [sighing] I’ll see what I can do. . . . 

KID: Good luck! 
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