
Characters 

 

Samuel Porter (M/F)  The newly arrived storyteller   

 

Widow Peasgood (F)  Alewife who keeps the alehouse, The Plough. 

 

Tabitha Peasgood (F) Daughter of Widow Peasgood. Secretly in love with Walter. 

She has mild Tourette’s syndrome.  

 

Walter Nailer (M) Village Blacksmith. Secretly in love with Tabitha. He has a 

slight stutter. Do not overdo. 

 

Josiah Oats (M)  Farmer; suspicious, and superstitious 

 

Damocles Wood (M)  Farmer; a good man; superstitious  

 

Grandmother (F)  To Tabitha 

 

Grandfather (M)    To Tabitha 

 

Ambrose Turnbull (M) Agricultural worker with an eye on Caroline. Bit of mischief 

maker. 

 

Betty Bibby (F)  Villager expecting her first child soon.  

 

Caroline Hogg (F)  Older girl/woman who has her eye on Walter, or anyone else! 

 

Smaller roles (can be doubled if necessary.) 

 

Julius Caesar (M/F) 

Astronomer 1 (M/F)  

Astronomer 2 (M/F) 

Cuckoo (M/F) 

William (M) 

Rat (M/F) 

Dragon (M/F)  

Nick (M) 

Jane (F)  

God (M/F) 

Person for audience cue cards (M/F) 

 

 

 

  



Act 1 

Scene 1 – Field (adjacent to The Plough); morning. 

 

(Tabs open. Lights up. Samuel enters whistling merrily. Bows with a 

flourish of his feathered cap)  
 

Samuel: (To audience) Good evening. (Waits for response) Samuel Porter at your 

service; yarn maker, teller of tales, weaver of dreams. Do you like a story with 

knights and dragons and maidens in distress? (Waits for affirmative 

response) Well that’s a pity because this isn’t one of those. My story is about 

time, and the thieving of 11 days of it from every man, woman, and child, as 

they slept in 1752. (Pause)’Tis true. It was done to make time right with a 

world wobble, like a wheel on a cart that was making us late. Well the people 

didn’t like the idea, any more than you would; especially in the villages. Going 

to bed on 2
nd

 September and waking up on 14
th

! Why, it wasn’t natural! You 

might miss your wedding, or meeting your one true love, or your birthday, or 

even your birth. And you’d certainly miss Goose Fair, because there wasn’t 

one that year! Plop into the black hole all these things that weren’t to pass 

would tumble. In fact, in one village near here, t’was only the services of 

yours truly, that stopped their very souls from toppling after. (Pulls out slim 

folded newspaper – looks over top.) But as you seem fond of dragons and 

maidens in distress, I’ll work in one or two of those strands for good measure. 

(Reads aloud from newspaper) 31
st
 August, 1752. (Reads on silently, and 

then closes the paper in sudden disappointment, as if he has read 

something that has spoiled his plans. Stands thinking.)  
 

(Josiah and Damocles enter; they do not see Samuel They look at sky, 

each wet a finger and hold it in the air. They are discussing the business 

of harvesting.)  

 

Josiah: Red sky last night, farmers delight. 

 

Damocles: We’ll harvest your field first Josiah, then cut mine. 

 

Josiah:  ‘tis disgraceful there’s to be no Goose Fair this year. I never thought, I’d live 

to see the day.  

 

Damocles:  ‘tain’t natural, Lady Day and Goose Fair be like twins that should ne’er be 

parted. This new style calendar as they call it is muckin’ everythin’ up. I can’t 

make it out. One bit of the time will be there, but the other bit will have 

followed old Tom’s cow down the well.  

 

Josiah: It’s an ill wind Damocles’t’will take longer to shift our flour. Goose Fair is 

where folks stock up good and proper for winter. It will put money in the 

Sheriff’s pocket and a hole in ours. We gets a short measure and he gets a 

good long draught.  

 

Damocles: Other markets are going ahead, but them’s the usuals. Just to think, no Goose 

Herders on the road to Mathewmass Fair this year! 

 



Josiah: Nor cheese makers! 

 

Damocles: Nor milkmaids! 

 

Josiah: Nor weavers! 

 

Damocles: Nor bootmakers!  

 

Samuel:  Nor storytellers! 

 

(Josiah and Damocles turn to look at Samuel)  

 

© Scripts for Stage 

This script must not be copied, printed or performed without the permission of Scripts for 

Stage.  Copying and performance licences can be obtained from 
https://scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/time-performance/ 

 

Samuel: I was on my way to Goose Fair, when I read in the paper there wasn’t to be 

one. Now I’m like a squirrel looking for another oak to see me through winter.  

 

Josiah: (Sharply) Well you’d better get off and find one. We’ve enough mouths to 

feed around here. 

 

Samuel:  (Gets up and starts to walk away.)  
 

(Damocles whispers to Josiah) 
 

Josiah: ‘old your’osses.  

 

(Samuel stops and turns.) 
 

Damocles: You could try Widow Peasgood, the alewife.’tis our Harvest Supper tonight at 

The Plough. She might give you a night’s board for a piece of your 

entertainment. (Damoclese points and Samuel exits.) 

 

 

(SONG 1. JOHN BARLEYCORN (depending on how many good singers 

are in cast, one or two verses each could be taken each, with all singers 

joining in last verse). A circular harvesting mime or dance, based on the 

words in the verses, i.e. ploughing, sowing, scything, pitching, gathering of 

wheat into bundles, etc, can be devised if wished, with the singer standing 

in the centre of the hub while the action moves around them. Other cast 

members can follow the actions at each side of the harvesting circle. For 

penultimate verse two or more of the cast put arms around each other’s 

waists and march around the circle like a millstone grinding. At the end 

of the song Ambrose and Caroline carry a hayrick on. The reverse side of 

this hayrick is blackened, but the audience must not see this. Ambrose 

tries to show Caroline something interesting in scenery, but she is 

distracted and goes ahead. He is disappointed. All exit in character. Tabs 

close. Lights off.) 
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Scene 2 – The Plough alehouse, morning 

 

(Tabs open. Lights up. Tabitha is sweeping with a besom)  

 

Samuel: (Enters and calls) Hello - Widow Peasgood?  

        

Tabitha:  (Tabitha enters and walks around Samuel. Blurts out) Kiss me!  

 

(Tabitha clamps her hand over her mouth and runs out, bumping into 

Widow P, who swipes her with her apron as she passes.) 

 

Widow P:    (Shouts after Tabitha – worried) One of these days that tongue of yours will 

get you into real trouble Tabitha Peasgood. You mark my words. Remember 

what happened to Mary Fletcher! Go and give the bread another pounding. 

Here I am swirling this way and that, like an autumn leaf trying to get 

everything ready for tonight. (to Samuel) Can’t you see the Hop Pole’s not 

up? We’re shut! 

 

Samuel:  One of the farmers said you might put me up, if I did some entertaining at the 

Harvest Supper. 

 

Widow P: I don’t know how many beds folks think I’ve got. What have you got to 

entertain us with? 

 

Samuel:   (Takes off cap and makes sweeping bow) Samuel Porter at your service, tale 

maker. 

 

Widow P: What sort of tales? I keep a respectable house. 

 

Samuel:  Tales of great exploits, ghosts, shipwrecks, fairies and goblins, all in this 

knapsack. 

  

Widow P: How can stories be in a knapsack? 

 

(Tabitha creeps back trying to overhear.) 
  

Samuel:   (Takes velvet bag from pocket and removes a handful of small pieces of 

cloth.) See the pictures on the pieces of cloth. I’ve got hundreds. Someone 

puts their hand in and chooses one, and I tell the tale, I know them all like my 

own skin. See this tiger? 

   

Widow P: That’s a tiger? 

 

Samuel:  That’s a man-eating tiger from the jungles of India. When I was a soldier 

there, one tore out my heart. I shot it, but it stalks me in my dreams.  

 

Widow P: But you’ve alive - you’ve got a heart! 

 

Samuel:  Aah - but I used to have two.  

 



Widow P: Go on with you (Gives him a playful shove) - come back later and I’ll put 

you up for tonight - but I warn you it’ll be a squeeze.  

 

(Both exit. Tabs close. Lights off.)  
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Scene 3 – Field, daytime. 

 

 

(Tabs open. Lights up. Samuel enters. Takes a cloth from his knapsack or 

pocket containing his lunch - chunk of bread and cheese. Tabitha enters 

and approaches Samuel cautiously, stands a little distance away.)  

 

Tabitha: Do you have any tales of romance in your bag? 

 

Samuel:  Of course. Where would we be without romance? People would stop courting 

and marrying and having families. Next thing you’d know, we’d be extinct! 

 

Tabitha: Will you tell one tonight? I like them better than shipwrecks or great exploits. 

 

Samuel: I may, or I may not. First pretty girl through the door gets to choose. 

 

Tabitha: It won’t be me then. 

 

Samuel:  Why not? You’re a pretty girl. 

 

Tabitha: (Moves closer) Do you think so? But I’ve got an ugly mouth! Mother says the 

rest of me would pass, but my mouth lets me down. 

 

Samuel: (Looks at it) It looks a pretty fair mouth to me. 

 

Tabitha: It’s what comes out. Sometimes I say things I don’t mean, like I was a Punch 

or Judy puppet. If I see a stout farmer, I shout out,’fat fool!’ Or if I see the 

vicar I call out,’bald coot!’ I can’t help it. Mother says it’s because she was 

startled by a pheasant when she was having me. She’s at her wits end and says 

I’ll come to a bad end. (She begins snapping heads off flowers on the 

ground and putting them into her apron pocket.) 
 

Samuel:  What are you doing? 

 

Tabitha: I dry them, and mix them in flax oil like Mary showed me. (Pause) I’m sad 

there’s to be no Goose Fair this year. The great crowd and all the noise and 

excitement and the geese all gabbling. It’s the big thing in the year I look 

forward to. I thought I might sell some bottles of my mixture there. (She takes 

a small bottle from her pocket and lays it on ground by hayrick, as if on 

display) Hawkers sell bottles for coughs and bottles for the gravel* don’t 

they? I’d call mine bottles for love.  

 

(*gravel is an old term for kidney stone). 

  

Samuel:  A mixture to make people fall in love? 

 

Tabitha: Yes. It would be to... 

   

Walter:  (Enters and raises his cap to Tabitha) G---ood Aafternoon T --abitha. 

 



Tabitha: (Smiles shyly at Walter, then blurts out) Stupid stutterer.  

 

(Tabitha covers her mouth with horror and exits quickly, leaving bottle 

beside hayrick.) Walter turns heel and exits. Samuel watches, then exits. 

Lights off. Tabs close.)) 
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Scene 4 – The Plough, evening 

 

(Tabs open. Lights off. Widow P enters. Cleans ale pots with her apron. 

Tabitha enters. Tidies a bit and collects a jug from the table. Walter, 

Damocles Joshua, Ambrose, Betty and Caroline enter from both sides, 

making an unruly rush for the serving area, grabbing drinking pots. If 

not enough pots to fit table, mime drinking. Widow P and Tabitha go 

round re-filling pots. Babble of conversation, laughter. Ambrose 

throughout the play is trying to attract the attention of Caroline, but she 

is oblivious to this. Samuel enters)  

 

Josiah: Before we start this feast of thanksgiving for the safe deliverance of our winter 

corn, I’d like to say thank’ee to all the folks who’ve helped in the harvest. 

Growing corn be like growing a nipper. First you plough, then you sow, then 

the first green shoots come. You tend it and keep it from harm and before you 

know, it be taller and stronger thank’ee. Praise be t’the Lord.  

 

All:   Praise be to the Lord. 

 

Damocles: And I’d like to add a toast to King George. He may be high and mighty, but 

we all needs to eat and drink.  

 

(Everyone raises ale pots).  

 

All:   King George! 

 

(Song 2. COME LANDLORD FILL THE FLOWING BOWL. Member/s 

of cast sing with gusto. Singers taking one verse each, or part of a verse. 

Make appropriate actions to verses of the song. All cast singing first verse, 

last verse and all choruses. Mime drinking. Widow P. and Tabitha refill 

pots.)  

 

Widow P:  (to Samuel) Tell them a story now storyteller, for when they set to dancing 

and drinking they’re deaf as door nails. 

 

(Several people shout for a story) 
 

Samuel:  The first pretty girl in the room gets to choose a tale from my bag, and first 

here was Tabitha  

 

(There is silence, and all eyes are on Tabitha as she comes forward. She 

puts her hand in the bag and pulls out a scrap of material. She stares at 

it.)  
 

Tabitha:  There’s nothing but blackness. It’s like a black hole. 

 

Samuel:  I don’t have any stories about a black hole! Let me see. 

 

(There are gasps of horror.)  
            



Betty:   ‘tis a black hole! 

 

Caroline:  In a bag of stories, she picks one that ain’t there. 

 

Ambrose:  ‘tis her dark side coming out. 

 

Josiah: ‘tis a bad omen. 
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Samuel:  (Takes and examines the scrap of cloth) This isn’t a story, it’s a scrap of the 

seam that’s worn away! (Looks round conscious of the changed 

atmosphere and animosity towards Tabitha) But everything is meat and 

drink to a storyteller, so if you’ve a mind, I’ll tell you one about the Black 

Hole. (Stands thinking.) 

 

Ambrose: Tell us your tale, tale maker. Time and tide wait for no man. 

 

Betty:  The hour glass t’is emptying. 

 

Caroline: The sands of time be runnin’ out. 

 

Samuel:  Time! That’s what my story will be about! And Tabitha can have chosen no 

better story for today, because tomorrow night, we shall all have to leap over 

that black hole, to catch onto the coat tails of time, which is running ahead.  

 

(As Samuel begins to tell story, the villagers gather around him)  
 

Samuel:  Was there ever a time without time? A time when man did not look to the sun 

or moon to tell him when to go down to the water hole to catch dinner; to tell 

him when to light the evening fire to stop wild animals eating him for their 

dinner! 

 

(Samuel moves to a different space; villagers following and gathering 

around him. He draws an imaginary window in the air, and they all lean 

to peer through, as he relates the following.) 
 

Samuel:    To avoid waste by such casual reckoning as the budding of the spring, the 

blooming of summer, the withering of autumn and the dead hand of winter, 

the Ancient Egyptians made calendars of sand; they could see time passing.  

 

(Samuel moves to a different space with characters clustering around 

him. He draws a differently shaped imaginary window in the air. 

Villagers pretend to peer through as he relates the following.) 
 

Samuel:  Every great civilisation wanted to know the time. And the more time went on 

the more they learned. The ancient Greeks now, they were very fond of 
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festivals to their gods - poetry, plays, wine. So they could work out when they 

should have their festivals, they charted the stars and the moon and the sun, 

and as much of the heavens as they could make out, onto special papyrus 

charts made from water reeds. 

 

(Samuel moves to a different space with characters clustering around 

him. He draws another shaped imaginary window in the air; villagers 

pretending to peer through as he relates the following.) 
 

Samuel:  Time passed; days like money spent, turned into mounds, decades, centuries. 

People were getting more wound up about time, well the important people 

were and a new calendar of months was ordered by the Roman emperor Julius 

Caesar. Now the calendar would run for twelve months, the time it takes for 

mother earth to cartwheel around the sun. All could travel on this caravan of 

time; accurate records be kept; armies meet all at one time; employers 

informed of bad timekeepers, and the life of a man metered.  

 

(Samuel and Villagers now all freeze to watch following sketch. Julius 

Caesar, Astronomer 1 and Astronomer 2 enter. Julius sits on a throne or 

chair that astronomers carry in. Astronomers have a sack. They lift out 

beans and pods and show them to Julius.)  
 

Julius:  So you say that time be as twenty four hours in one bean - making one day, 

seven beans in one pod, making one week?   

 

Astro 1: Yes Caesar. With twelve pods now making a year and not ten as before; all 

matching up to the travels of the moons and the stars and the sun. Now and 

again there will be a um, bean spare, so every four years we will make an extra 

day, and call it leap year.  

 

Astro 2: There are so many calendars in the world, we should have one good one 

Caesar, so people will know our time and what they should be doing. 

 

Julius: Let it be done. The pods will remain named after our gods and goddesses – 

and the calendar, after me.  

 

Astro 2: It shall be called the Julian calendar, Caesar. 

 

Julius: (Orders) Bring me one when it is made.  

 

(Astronomers exit. Julius sits twiddling fingers – gets up and notices 

audience. Gives an imperious look. AUDIENCE CUE CARD -’HAIL 

CAESAR’. He haughtily acknowledges this greeting, and returns to his 

seat. Astronomers return. Astronomer 1 bows and hands calendar to 

Caesar. Julius takes calendar, stares at it; stands up and points to 

audience)  

 

Julius:  This isn’t right! Look you fools, the crowds have gathered for the gladiatorial 

contest; it must be Mars day.   

 



Astro 2: No Caesar. It’s not Mars Day. It’s Saturn Day. (Points to calendar) The 

crowd are gathered here in the forum for a feast in your honour. You’ve an 

appointment with the hairdresser.  

 

(The other astronomer or a hairdresser could put a towel around Julius’s 

shoulders and all escort him off. Remove throne.)  

  



Scene 5 – The Plough, evening 

 

  (Tabs and lights remain from scene 4)  
 

Samuel:  (Continuing telling the story of time, with the characters gathered around 

him). Everything ran like clockwork, tick, tock, tick, tock, tick tock, the world 

and the Julian calendar going round and round in never changing circles. Until 

one day about 200 years ago, the astronomers told Pope Gregory 13th, that 

because of a world wobble, the circles were not making time go tick, tock, 

tick, tock, tick, tock – it was going tick, tock, tickety, tock, tockety tick! We 

were running late! So Pope Gregory said time needed to come off, like a slice 

from a cheese, and they made a new calendar called the Gregorian calendar, 

and some of the world sliced it off - but we didn’t care to. 

 

Josiah: Neither should we now! They’re making everything stand on its head and 

shake the change out of our pockets. Goose Fair’s come loose of the date so 

we can’t have it. And what about everything else that falls for eleven days 

after we go abed tomorrow?  

 

Damocles: Don’t forget they’re muckin’ up New Year an all! What sort of start to the 

year is 1
st
 day of January, when all things be sleeping fast in the earth? March 

25
th

 it be and March 25
th

 it should stay when green things wake to greet the 

New Year. The very idea of having a new year in winter be popery and 

witchery. And what about Christ’s birthday – they can’t even leave that be! 
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Samuel:  Well, there’s many will agree with you, but the law has passed it and so it has 

come to pass. Lord Stanhope of Chesterfield has decided it’s time to catch up 

with time, and government has agreed. Tomorrow night the 2
nd

 September 

seventeen hundred and fifty two - 11 days will slide past us as we dream. And 

when we waken it will be 14
th

, and all well again with our clock. 

 

Ambrose: It might be well with the clock, but what about the black pit of time we have to 

pass through to get there?  

 

Walter: Th-ey shouldn’t mess about with birthdays. Mmine’s on S-eptember 5
th

. I shall 

be 21, bbut this year it will be on 17
th

.   

 

Damocles: If they can push our Lord’s birthday back’ard from January 5
th

, to December 

25
th

, they can easy slide yours for’ard Walter    

 

Ambrose: (Darkly)’tis a bad omen to pass your birthday in the black pit Walter. You’ll  

be stuck with your stammerin’ now. If you’d reached manhood either side of 

hole, it might have been a different story.  
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Widow P: It’s my wedding anniversary on the 8
th

. It’s a sad time for me being a widow. I 

do nothing but cry, but no-one’s got the right to do me out of it!  

  

Betty:  What if they’re not yet born? My baby’s due second week in September - but 

now we’re told, there’s not goin’ to be a second week!    

     

Ambrose: (Darkly) The baby will go into the black hole for the fairies and goblins. 

They’ll give you one of theirs in return Betty!  

 

Betty:  You’re just sayin’ that to be cruel Ambrose! 

 

Samuel:  It’s not a black hole! It’s just like a pocket watch running slow, then made 

right by winding it on.   

 

Ambrose: (To Betty) The goblin baby will drain’ee of your milk Betty and take it back 

to the colony. 

 

Samuel:  Stuff and nonsense! I’ve read in the paper that everything bound to pass will 

pass. Not on the date, but on the day.  

 

Caroline: What about Goose Fair then, there’s not goin’ to be one – not at all! 

 

All: (Clamouring, talking over each other at different times) Yes - what about 

Goose Fair? 

  

Josiah: You can’t answer that one can you storyteller! You were on your way to 

Goose Fair. Now there isn’t to be one, so you ain’t going to get you a winter 

store. Your destiny’s been changed! 

 

Walter: The y-ear might be slow, but you’d not mmiss your birthday! 

  

Widow P: Or your anniversary! 

 

Betty:  Or your birth! 

 

Caroline: I might have met my true love at this year’s fair. Next year, he might not be 

there! 

 

(Samuel looks flummoxed) 
 

Josiah: ee’s not been there for the last ten Caroline!  

 

(Crowd laugh, then become noisy and argumentative.) 
 

Samuel:  (Holds up hand) Tonight it’s harvest home. I’ve told you the story of time. 

Let’s have some dancing. Tomorrow, I’ll give you another story.  

 

Caroline: About the black hole? 

 

Samuel:  Oh very well.  



 

Josiah: I thought you said t’wasn’t there! 

 

Samuel:  - It isn’t.  

 

Caroline: Tabitha Peasgood picked out the story of the black hole from out your bag.  

 

(Silence as everyone looks at Tabitha.) 
 

Josiah: Let’s get this straight. First you says you never seen that black’ole she picked 

out a’fore. Now you says it’s not there! 

 

Samuel:  When I tell a story about dragons and maidens in distress they’re not there 

either! 

 

Ambrose: Ay, but you wouldn’t say you never seen’em on those little scraps of material 

in your bag!  

 

Widow P: (Firmly) Do you want to dance tonight or do you want to argue! He’s told you 

you’ll get another story tomorrow - now laugh, drink and be merry! 

 

Ambrose: For tomorrow we shall die! 

 

(SFX. Music – a simple dance or jig. Widow P grabs Samuel and twirls 

him around. Joshua and Damocles swing each other round boisterously, 

catching hold of Ambrose, who is about to ask Caroline to dance, 

swinging him round too, and away from Caroline. Walter approaches 

Tabitha, but then walks straight past, inviting Caroline to dance. Tabitha 

watches them dancing for a short while, then rushes out upset. Widow P. 

puffs and pants; exits with Samuel; Joshua and Damocles exit laughing; 

Ambrose invites Betty to dance, but she indicates her large tummy, and 

exits smiling. Ambrose watches Caroline and Walter dancing for a short 

while, then exits looking disgruntled. Caroline and Walter dance into field 

area and then freeze in a dance position away from where Tabitha will 

soon enter. Lights down but tabs remain open)  
 

 

  



Scene 6 – Field, evening. 

 

(Lights up. Tabitha enters. She is upset and sniffing into her 

handkerchief. She looks up at sky.)  

 

Tabitha: (Blurts out) Lunatic moon! Stupid stars!  

 

(Tabitha wanders sadly picking this flower and that. Eventually rests 

against hayrick. She sees her small bottle on ground – left behind in Scene 

3, picks it up, sheds a few tears into her hankie, throws bottle down in 

despair, falls asleep against hayrick. Caroline and Walter unfreeze.)  
 

Caroline: It’s so hot in there, I be all of a lather. My bodice is wet through. (She feels 

bodice in a sensual way.) 
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(Tabitha wakened by their voices, creeps out of sight around back of 

hayrick. She has left her bottle on ground. Caroline and Walter walk 

around hand in hand.) 
 

Caroline: Look at the stars Aren’t they pretty – like little diamonds?   

 

Walter: I llike those, they’re called the p-plough. 

 

Caroline: Do you think I’m pretty Walter? There’s some that makes fun of your 

stammerin’, but I think it manly. It be like you’re hammerin’ your words out 

on your anvil. They don’t jibe when you’re tappin’ out a horse shoe, or 

hammerin’ a plough and other strong things made to last. 

 

Walter: Th-at’s a nice thing to say Ccaroline. 

 

Caroline: I mean it. (Goes close) Have you ever thought, that your destiny and mine be 

mixed?  

 

Walter: (Quickly) Nno I haven’t.  

 

Caroline: Well now, if t’weren’t for black hole, you might not be stammerin’, and I 

might not be missing my true love at Goose Fair. As’tis, we’re stuck here, 

Walter Nailer and Caroline Hogg, under the harvest moon with the diamonds 

and the plough. 

 

Walter: (Trying to coax her back towards the alehouse) You’ll ccatch your death of 

ccold. If you’re wet, you should go i-nside. 

 

Caroline: If I be wet, I need dryin’! You can rub me down with a handful of straw if you 

like. Like Farmer Oats and his brown filly. (Walks sexily over to hayrick to 
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get straw. Stops and picks up Tabitha’s bottle) Look at this! It’s Tabitha 

Peasgood’s! I’ve seen her in the fields with these bottles. She puts things 

in’em and takes’em home to brew up mischief. I’ve seen bottles on her 

window sill.’tis witchcraft and no mistake. That Mary Fletcher used to do the 

same. Euggh, I’m not touchin’ it – it’s got evil inside! (Throws it back into 

rick. Sees something and screams.) 
 

(Walter hurries over.) 
 

Caroline: There’s a shadow behind the rick, it moved!  

 

 (Walter picks up a stick that has been placed against hayrick, and slowly 

walks around it, stick in air. When Walter reaches back of rick, Tabitha 

emerges quickly.) 
 

Tabitha:  (blurting out) Stupid stammerer! (Then addressing Caroline) Toad faced 

horse! (Holds hand over mouth upset, and runs off.)   

 

Caroline: (Shouts after Tabitha) Witch! Witch! Get ready to meet Mary Fletcher! (To 

Walter) I’m going to tell on her. She’s leading us all into black hole. 

    

Walter: No!; ddon’t. It’s jjust a bbit of nonsense. 
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Caroline: Nonsense!’tis black magic! You’re sweet on’er ain’t you? That’s why you’re 

sayin’ it. 

 

Walter: Lleave her bbe. Bblack hole c-an’t be all bad, iif it’s brought us together. 

 

 Caroline: (Determined) Let’s go into the wood Walter. I need persuadin’. 

 

(Hand in hand they exit, Walter wearing grim expression. Lights off. 

Tabs close.) 
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Scene 7 – Alehouse (the imaginary upstairs) 

 

(Tabs open. Lights up. Enter Grandmother and Grandfather dressed in 

white nightgowns and nightcaps and with whitened faces and hair. They 

carry a sheet or blanket which they hold up, covering themselves from 

head to toe. They stand still and together, with blanket or sheet straight. 

This represents them in bed. Later Samuel will try and squeeze behind 

the blanket or sheet too, unaware that the’bed’ is occupied. Enter Widow 

P and Samuel. They mime climbing upstairs as if to an upper floor; she 

hauling herself uncomfortably. Then they tiptoe as if along a corridor. 

Widow P mimes opening a bedroom door. She cocks her head listening. 

AUDIENCE CUE CARD’LOTS OF SNORING’. Widow P closes 

imaginary door gently after a few seconds.)  
 

Widow P:  That room sounds pretty full! 

 

(Widow P walks a few more steps and pushes open another imaginary 

door. This room must be thought to contain a lot of revellers. There is a 

rowdy burst of song. Offstage the cast sing boisterously a few lines from 

’BILLY BOY’. Song 3. Billy Boy. Widow P. closes imaginary door 

abruptly, cutting off song.)   
 

Widow P:  Their heads will be too sore for singing the morrow! 

 

(Widow P with Samuel following, she takes a few more steps along 

imaginary corridor, and mimes opening a third door. They go to area 

near where Grandmother and Grandfather are in their ‘standing up’ 

bed’ and covered by sheet or blanket.) 
  

Widow P: Bed yourself down in here. I told you it would be a squeeze.  

 

(Samuel looks around confused. The bed appears empty. Widow P exits – 

remember corridor & stairs! Samuel yawns, stretches and taps’standing 

up’ bed to see how soft it is with his stick. There is a sleepy moan. He 

looks around puzzled, but sees nothing untoward. He taps stick onto bed 

again, and there is a groan. He looks around room and taps again, a 

louder groan. Stares at bed and uncovers a top corner. Grandmother and 

Grandfather stare back at him, and he at them. They all yell in fright and 

in unison. Samuel hurries out of imaginary door and back the way he has 

come - don’t forget corridor and stairs! - to find Widow P .) 
 

Samuel:  (Calls) Widow P!  

 

(Widow P enters putting hair in rags.)   
 

Samuel:  There’s an old couple lying in my bed - they look terrible! 

 

Widow P: It’s my mother and father-in-law. I told you it would be a squeeze!  

 

Samuel:  What’s wrong with them?  



 

Widow P: They’re dying. 

 

Samuel:  Is it contagious? 

 

Widow P: No -  

 

Samuel:  I’ll manage on the floor. What have they got? 

 

Widow P: Old age. 

 

Samuel:  But, you don’t just die of old age. 

 

Widow P: You try telling them that. (Exits.) 

  

(Samuel returns to bedroom via stairs, corridor, door. Grandmother and 

Grandfather are awake when he returns, and looking at him.) 
 

G’father: We thought you were the Grim Reaper. 

 

Samuel:  I’m a storyteller. 

 

G’mother: I like a story. 

 

Samuel:  You should have come down to the Harvest Supper. We had a story then - it 

was about a black hole; not that there’s any such thing as -- 

 

G’mother: (Gasps) It’s here Father, at our very door! 

 

Samuel:  Oh, what is? 

 

G’father: Death!  

 

G’mother: We shall die tomorrow night. 

 

Samuel:  Why are you going to die?  

 

G’mother: We’re three score year and ten. A gypsy told us we’d die in endless night, and 

that must be tomorrow night; the night of the black hole. 

 

Samuel:  It will be the same length as any other night. 

 

G’father: You can’t pull the wool over our eyes. Mind ye’ we’ve not had a bad life have 

we mother? 

 

G’mother: Ups and downs. Ups and downs. 

 

Samuel:  I’m sure you won’t die just because they’re changing the calendar. 

 

G’mother:  We shall. We won’t be able to hold on you see.  



 

Samuel:  Hold on to what? 

 

G’father: There’s the thing young man! He’s the only one who’s got it mother; isn’t that 

remarkable! Even our own daughter-in-law didn’t get it! Hold on to what, that 

is the thing! Very good! You’re right there, you’re absolutely right. There’s 

absolutely now’t to hold on to! 
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G’mother: We’ve got to go so fast to catch up time, 11 days and nights in one go, we 

shall fly off into eternity. Like the roundabout at the fair. You can feel yourself 

coming off when it goes too fast. Even if there was something to clasp onto, 

we haven’t got the same arm power as when we were younger. 

 

(Samuel gets hold of a bit of sheet and tries to get comfy in the’standing 

up’ bed. He takes too much sheet, uncovering Grandmother and 

Grandfather. They tug it back again uncovering Samuel etc. After 

tussling this way and that, they reach a compromise with the sheet.)  
 

Samuel:  (Sleepily) Perhaps the government has provided something to hold on; you’ll 

be in bed anyhow. 

 

G’father: We’d like to hold on because the pit is full of fierce demons and fire breathing 

dragons. We don’t want to fall into it. 

 

Samuel:  What pit? 

 

G’mother: The black pit, below the black hole!  

 

Samuel:  (Yawning and settling down) There’s no such thing. If there is I’m sure 

you’ll manage hold on. 

 

G’mother: Perhaps you could give us a bit of a story to while away the time? 

 

Samuel:  It’s very late! I’ve just told my story downstairs. 

 

G’mother: (Pitifully) We haven’t got long in the world. I’d really like a story. My mother 

used to tell us stories, and I used to tell them to our William and all our 

children. You’ll get your reward in heaven. 

 

Samuel:  Aren’t you tired? 

 

G’mother: (Wide awake. Together) Not at all. 

G’father:  (Wide awake. Together) Not at all. 

 

Samuel:  Well just a short one. I’m weary for I’ve travelled far this day. 
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G’father: Not as far as we’ll have to travel tomorrow! 

 

(Samuel and Grandmother and Grandfather freeze as if listening. Samuel 

freezes in a particular gesture. To indicate time passing Audience Cue 

card. AUDIENCE CUE CARD –’TICKING OF CLOCK’. After short 

while Grandfather and Grandmother drop their heads on each other’s 

shoulders and fall asleep. Samuel falls asleep. AUDIENCE CUE CARD –

’TICKING OF CLOCK’. Samuel and Grandfather and Grandmother 

remain frozen in this position sleeping. Tabs close. Lights off.) 
 

 

  



Scene 8 – Field, morning.  

 

(AUDIENCE CUE CARD –’COCK A DOODLE DOO’. AUDIENCE 

CUE CARD -’MOOOOO’. AUDIENCE CUE CARD –’CLIP CLOP 

CLIP CLOP’. Widow P can be heard offstage singing beginning of’Early 

one Morning’. Song 4. Early one morning.)  
 

Ambrose:  (Offstage shouts urgently) Fire! Fire! The ricks are on fire!  

 

(Hullabaloo as cast offstage take up call of’Fire, fire’ AUDIENCE CUE 

CARDS -’FIRE! FIRE!’) 
 

Ambrose: Get the buckets! 

 

(Cast offstage take up the call of’Get the buckets! AUDIENCE CUE 

CARDS –’GET THE BUCKETS!’ SFX. Clanking of metal offstage, as if 

buckets.) 
 

Damocles:  All hands to the well! 

 

(Voices off take up call of’All hands to the well! AUDIENCE CUE 

CARD–’ALL HANDS TO THE WELL’. AUDIENCE CUE CARD –

’RUNNING FEET’. SFX. Clanking of buckets, commotion, shouting of 

hurry, hurry. The hayrick is turned showing its blackened side. Villagers 

enter, wandering around, shaking heads and looking at the damaged 

hayrick.)  
 

Damocles: Half are saved, but half are gone. There’ll be none to sell.’twill be a lean 

winter.  

 

Caroline:  (Approaches Walter to the side) Where did you get you last night? 

 

Walter: Yyou hhid. 
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Caroline: I was behind a tree. I called for you to find me;’tweren’t exactly far! 

 

Walter: I hhaven’t a g-ood sense of direction. 

 

Caroline: You found your way back to The Plough alright! 

 

Josiah:  (Suspiciously) What can have started this?’tis been a hot August, but there has 

to have been a spark from something. 

 

Ambrose: It’s a spark from the fires of hell in the black hole that have begun! 
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Betty: (Picks up Tabitha’s bottle by burned hayrick) Look at this. It be a little 

bottle, all black and cracked from the fire. 

 

Caroline: ‘tis Tabitha Peasgood’s! We saw her here last night. She was messin’ about 

round the ricks! 

 

Walter: Shshe wwas just collecting f-lowers.      

 

Ambrose: Witches gather their flowers by moonlight! 

 

Caroline: She was hiding from us! She flew out, like an owl when we disturbed her, 

squawking bad things like she does. 

 

Ambrose: Mary Fletcher was her mistress. She’s calling to her from the black hole to 

perform her mischief for her. 

 

Walter: Ththat’s nonsense Ambrose! Wh-y should she bburn ricks? Shshe has to eat 

too this winter. 

 

Ambrose: Has anyone ever seen her eating? She’s weakening us for tonight. When she’s 

finished her work, we’ll all fall into the Black Hole, and Mary Fletcher will 

come out. Then they’ll rule the roost here!  

 

Damocles: (Resigned) It looks like witchery all right. Corn and a good harvest auger 

renewal; their destruction by fire puts a spoke in the cycle of life.  

 

Caroline: Her that destroys our harvest, destroys us! 

 

Ambrose:   And, a spoke in the wheel stops the cart, so we’re left behind time. And what 

happens when we get left behind? We topple into the void!  

 

Betty:  (Shrieks, holding her ‘bump’) And the goblins get my baby! 

 

Josiah: Here she comes now with the alewife.   

 

(Tabitha enters with Widow P. The villagers gather round them in an 

intimidating way) 

 

Widow P: Oh dear, there’s a lot of damage. 

 

Ambrose: Ay, and we know whose doing it is! 

 

Widow P: Oh, whose? 

 

Josiah:  Oats (Accusingly) The one you call daughter.  

 

Widow P: Tabitha? Don’t be stupid Josiah! She’s as harmless as a butterfly. And what do 

you mean by ‘call my daughter’? She is my daughter!  

 



Damocles: (Questioning) Is she? Your William toppled off the cart and t’was crushed 

when you were carrying her. Perhaps the devil coupled with ye just before. 

   

Widow P: She’s her father’s very image! 

 

Josiah: Ay, her devil father! Her mouth be so full of demons, they spit out like sparks 

when she opens it; I always wondered why she did that.  

 

Caroline: (To the rabble) She’s got the same tools as Mary Fletcher had after we all 

went sick, and the pig died. (to Widow P) We found Tabitha’s bottle in the 

razed rick! 

 

Ambrose: (Grabs hold of Tabitha) Try her by the ducking stool! Let the mill pond be 

her judge and jury! 

 

Widow P: Like it was with Mary Fletcher? 

 

Tabitha:  (Sobbing and struggling.) 
 

Caroline: She was guilty, she floated! 
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Walter: (Angry with villagers) She only came uup a-a- after you’d ddrowned her! 

 

Josiah: We mete out our own justice here, as well you know! 

 

Widow P: (Tries to pulls Tabitha away) Not while I have breath! It’s against the law! 

 

Tabitha: (Blurts out) Mad fools! 

 

Betty:  You’re the one that’s mad! You should be in Bedlam! 

 

(Song 5. ‘Bonny Boys of Bedlam’) 
 

Caroline: ‘tis not madness, tis witchcraft - Witch! - Witch! - Witch! - Witch!  

 

Betty:  (She is frightened and takes up the call too) Witch! Witch! Witch! 

 

Ambrose: Tie her to the ducking stool!  

 

Josiah: (Ordering) Throw her in the mill pond! ((Mob drag Tabitha who is struggling 

to a different area of field. Walter is trying to stop them. All freeze in suitable 

position.) 

 

END OF ACT 1 
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Act 2 

Scene 1 - Alehouse and field; morning. 

 

(All on stage as at the end of Act 1. Widow P hurries up imaginary stairs 

in Alehouse, and shakes Samuel to waken him.)  
 

Widow P: (Agitated) Wake up Samuel! Wake up, oh wake up! 

 

Samuel:  (Sleepy, tries to snuggle back to sleep) No more stories now. I must sleep. 

 

Widow P: Please help! They’ve got Tabitha! You’re the only one who can save her. 

 

Samuel:  Who’s got her? 

 

Widow P: The mob! The ricks caught fire and they say it was her doing, and that she’s a 

witch! They’re going to throw her into the mill pond! Everyone’s against us, 

except Walter , and they’re not listening to him!  

 

(Samuel gets out of’standing up’ bed quickly and hurries away with 

Widow P. Grandmother and Grandfather lay still sleeping, then quietly 

get up and exit. In the field, the villagers unfreeze around Tabitha)  
 

Walter:  (Struggling against the mob, shouting) Sh-she’s hhurt nno-one, leave her 

be! 

 

Damocles: (Shouts, but he is worried about what is evolving) Get out the road Walter: 

or you’ll go in the mill pond with her! 

            

Samuel:   (Enters with Widow P) Stop! She’s the only one who can save you all from 

the black hole! 

 

(Mob stop but still hold onto Tabitha) 
 

Josiah: The black hole is of her making! 

 

Samuel:  Of course it’s not! It is not she who is the thief of time – but time itself, which 

in the end robs us all.  

 

Ambrose: She and Mary Fletcher are going to take advantage of it though! 

 

Josiah: Ambrose is right; her bottle was against the burned ricks! It’s witchcraft at the 

bottom of this.  

 

Samuel:  It was an accident. The glass attracted the sun. If - a spark from Damocles’ 

pipe caused a fire, you wouldn’t accuse him of black magic would you? 

 

Damocles: What about all her bottles and her potions? Be they accidents too? 

 

Samuel:  (Thinking on his feet) ---Not at all …and lucky for you Goose Fair didn’t 

come first, for she would surely have sold them all! They were made to sell for 



a penny there; why she told me herself only yesterday and showed me a bottle. 

How the crowds would have snapped them up -- for they make the seamless 

days and nights to come more fortunate as you sleep.  

 

Ambrose: ‘tis still black magic! 

 

Samuel:  No it’s not, it’s medicine! Hawkers sell you herbal pills and potions to make 

you well if you have an upset liver, or your hair to grow back.  

 

Damocles: (Lighter mood)’taint had any effect on mine! 

 

(Samuel looks at Damocles’ head.) 
 

Samuel:  No… well, Tabitha’s medicine is a tonic, a tonic for strength! And what better 

time to have extra strength than when a black hole is looming. 

 

Josiah: (Suspiciously) We’ve caught him now, he’s saying there is a black hole after 

all! 

 

Samuel:  You know what I’ve said about a black hole; that I don’t believe in it; but you 

have all been so insistent upon it, that I can but bow down to your better 

judgements. 

 

Ambrose: (Interested) What did you mean just then, when you said her – tonic, could 

make us more fortunate? 

          

Samuel:  - So that you’re strong in your sleep, and light is made of your losses.  

 

Caroline: He’s lyin’! He’s sweet on her! She casts a spell over all the men. Most likely 

she’ll take mine too when she meets him at Goose Fair in the black hole. 

   

Samuel:  If what you say is true Caroline, then take some of Tabitha’s mixture tonight, 

and you’ll sleep well and dream of your true love, so you’ll know him when 

you see him! You need to see him, to know him, to love him, don’t you? 

 

Caroline: (to Others) There is some sense in that. 

    

Betty: Don’t listen to him Caroline, he’s just a tale maker, and she’s nothin’ but bad 

luck. 

 

Samuel:  And you Betty, the special tonic will give you the strength to bounce your 

baby through the night, to stop it falling into the void. 

 

Damocles: Words spread easy like butter, but the proof of the pudding is in the eating!  

 

Ambrose: Yes, stories can be drawn like water from the well! Show us, how things can 

be made right! First days of Walter’s adulthood fall bang in the black hole. 

Stop him from stutterin’ and we’ll believe you!  

 

Damocles: Yes, stop that, then we’ll believe you! 



 

Samuel:  Her potions are not magic! The tonic will give him strength, but - 

 

Betty:  ‘ees takin’ it all back now; once we’re asleep we’ll be sittin’ ducks!  

 

Josiah: (Aggressively) Whose side be you on storyteller? Are you in league with her? 

 

Ambrose: Throw him in the mill pond with her! Let the water speak! 
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Samuel:  I don’t want to see an innocent girl murdered! -- If you insist, we’ll try the 

tonic on Walter. If it works you must never treat Tabitha like this again!  

 

Damocles: We do insist! If it works we will treat her as one of our own, which is what we 

do most of the time, except when she do and say those things.  

 

Ambrose: (Mischievously) And if it don’t work then the mill pond won’t go dry! 

 

Samuel:  Very well. It can’t undo all the damage to Walter’s voice, he’s had it a 

lifetime, but by tonight you should see an improvement. 

    

Josiah: (Growls) We’d better see no trickery Samuel  

 

(Villagers let hold of Tabitha) 
 

Samuel:  Tonight, at The Plough.  

 

(All exit in line with character. Lights off. Tabs Closed.)  
 

           

  

https://scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/time-performance/


Scene 2 – Alehouse. 

 

(Lights up. Tabs closed. Tabitha, Walter, Samuel and Widow P enter. 

Widow P and Tabitha stand worrying. Samuel and Walter pace the floor 

from opposite directions, passing each other in middle. Walter stops as if 

to suggest something, then continues pacing. Samuel stops as if he has had 

a brainwave, then continues.)  
 

Tabitha:  (to Samuel) The mixture doesn’t work for stuttering! I told you what it was 

for, and I don’t think it even works for that!  

 

Walter: Wwhat iis it ffor Tabitha ? 

 

Tabitha: (Embarrassed) Sheepshanks! It’s er - like they sell concoctions for the cough, 

and bottles for the gravel at the fair. 

 

Walter: I hhaven’t ggot a c-ough or the kidney stone. 

 

Widow P: (Helpfully) Perhaps we could find someone with a cough?  

 

Samuel:  --- I have an idea. When I was a soldier in India -  

 

Widow P: You really were in India? 

 

Samuel:  Yes… One of the soldiers I was barracked with had a bad stutter. 

 

Tabitha: (Blurts) Stupid stutterer! (Covers her face.)  

 

(Walter turns on his heel.) 

 

Tabitha: (Calls) Walter. I’m sorry. I can’t help it.  

 

Walter: (Returns) Th-ere’s ssome that ffind the way I speak manly. 

 

Tabitha: Like you’re tapping your words out on an anvil? 

 

Walter: Yyes like that! 

 

Tabitha: Perhaps Caroline Hogg will dream of you tonight! 

 

Walter: Perhaps; and I’d bbe fortunate if she did! Ththere’s nothing wrong with 

Ccaroline Hogg. 

 

Tabitha: Well, you should know! (Blurts) Sheep scab –  

 

Widow P:  (To Tabitha) For goodness’s sake! Don’t argue when your life’s in the 

balance!  

 

Widow P:  (To Samuel) He was cured by native medicine? 

 



Samuel:  No… but there were certain times he didn’t stutter. It might work for  

Walter , but we must practice right away. 

 

Tabitha: What if it doesn’t work? 

 

(No-one replies. All exit looking worried. Lights off. Tabs close.) 
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Scene 3 – Alehouse, that evening. 

 

(Lights up. Tabs open. Widow P and Tabitha enter with jugs of ale and 

set them on table. Samuel enters with Walter. Caroline, Betty, Josiah, 

Ambrose and Damocles enters in a rush from each side and make for ale. 

AUDIENCE CUE CARD –’BUZZ OF CONVERSATION’) 

 

Josiah: (To assembly) It seems more than a day since our Harvest Supper, but if all 

this can be fitted in a 24 hour pot, just think what we’re bein’ robbed of, with 

11 cut from the cake. Consider what can happen to the hedgehog as he 

hibernates,’tis a time of great danger, for a fork or a fox can end his foraging 

days forever. Yet we who were never meant to hibernate, have been given no 

choice. Has anyone asked what we think? No more than the moon asks the 

worms on the sand!  

 

Damocles: ‘tis with great foreboding that we approach the chasm, but there’s one here 

who claims time lost, can be made up and mended by medicine - medicine 

made by one accused as witch. Time now to show if they be friend - or fox or 

fork! ’tis time Samuel to show us the tonic at work. What piece of talk have 

you got for us Walter ? 

 

Walter:  (Comes forward. All eyes on him. There is silence.) 
 

Ambrose: Say something without stuttering. 

 

Walter:  (Looks nervous.) 
 

Josiah: Come on Walter – recite the Lord’s Prayer. 

 

Damocles: (Suggestion) Or give us a few saws. A stitch in time saves nine. 

 

Ambrose:  (Following suit with suggestion) As ye sow, so shall ye reap. 

 

Betty:  Don’t put all your eggs in one basket. 

 

Caroline: It’s no use cryin’ over spilt milk. 

         

Samuel:  Be patient. He’ll sing the Lord’s My Shepherd, but he’s been stuck in mire so 

long, he needs easing. Start him off in a song. 

 

(Song 6. The Lord is my Shepherd. Crowd begin first verse of the song. 

When it becomes clear that Walter is singing, they grow quieter and stop. 

Walter carries on and finishes song. *He does not stutter. His voice does 

not have to be wonderful. Do not necessarily use the usual tune; there are 

others. Don’t sing too slowly. *A person does not generally stutter when 

singing.)  

 

Caroline: (Enthusiastic) That were beautiful Walter!  

 

Damocles: Ay, that was right well. 



 

Josiah: Well then, the tonic seems to have worked! 

 

(Villagers go into a huddle and there is a buzz of conversation. Tabitha 

exits.) 
 

Josiah: (To Samuel) So, if we’re to believe what you say, and Tabitha’s medicine 

helps right those wrongs that have come about through black hole, and acts as 

a bridge betwixt 2
nd

 and 14
th  

- then we should all have some? 

 

Samuel:  It would be prudent. 

 

Josiah: I’ll take it then! 

 

Samuel:  It’ll cost you a halfpenny.  

 

Josiah: A halfpenny! 

 

Samuel:  You weren’t going to give your corn away were you? 

 

Josiah: No, but there’s not enough now she’s burnt it! 

 

Widow P: - Well, you can have yours for free. 

 

Damocles: I’ll take it for free an’ all. 

 

Widow P: Very well. 

 

Ambrose: t’was I that planted the corn! 
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Caroline: And I that helped to harvest! 

. 

Widow P: Oh no! Josiah Oats and Damocles Wood can have theirs for now’t. The rest of 

you pays. I don’t know if there’s enough medicine to go round anyway. 

(Widow P exits; hubbub of conversation, and searching for coins.) 
            

Widow P:  (Returns with a clutch of small bottles. (To Samuel) Tabitha’s gone for a 

walk. How much do we dose them? 

 

Samuel:  Didn’t Tabitha say? 

 

Widow P: Well I never asked. 

 

Samuel:  A spoonful should do. 

 

https://scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/time-performance/


Widow P: A big one or a little one? 

 

Samuel:  Give them their halfpenny’s worth. We’ll make a show of it to please them. 

 

Widow P: Roll up. Roll up. Who’s first for the marvellous elixir? 

 

(After jockeying for position, a higgledy-piggledy queue forms for the 

marvellous medicine. Josiah hands coin to Samuel. Widow P puts spoon 

to his mouth. This action is repeated for all the villagers. They give 

Samuel the coin, Widow P gives them medicine on a spoon. Samuel states 

what their special protection is.) 
 

Samuel:  This will help you keep the rats and mice out of the stacks during your 11 day 

absence from your farm. 

 

(Josiah pulls a very strange face after he is dosed, as do all the others.) 
 

Samuel:  (to Damocles) Your dose will help you keep the fox from taking more than 

one night’s worth of chickens from your yard. (to Caroline) May your true 

love not find another this Goose Fair. (to Ambrose) That you will wake 11 

days wiser, but not poorer. (to Betty) To make you fleeter of foot than the 

goblins. (to Walter) More medicine Walter ? Er - that your tongue be as a 

bell, ringing out loud and clear against evil. 

 

Widow P: Give me some, before it all gets swigged! 

 

Samuel:  That your William  will comfort you in your dreaming.  

 

(Grandmother and Grandfather enter in their nightgowns and caps.) 
 

G’mother: (To Widow P) (Accusingly) Don’t tell us you’ve got medicine to carry us 

over the void will you! Leave us old ones upstairs to die! 

 

Widow P: I thought you’d resigned yourselves to your fate! 

 

G’father:  Not if there’s a cure for it! 

 

Widow P: Open your mouth then (Widow P gives him a spoonful) 

 

Samuel:  (to Grandfather) To give you wings upon your feet, to keep up, as the world 

is wound on. (to Grandmother) To give you the strength of arm to hold on, 

as we go round and round and round.  

 

G’mother: I feel dizzy just thinking about it. 

 

Widow P:  (to Samuel) Are you having some? 

 

Samuel:  No, I welcome the night. 

 

Josiah: Get it down thee, or we may think you’re planning mayhem! 



 

Widow P:  (Gives him a dose) May your Indian tiger not come after your heart in the 

black hole. 

 

Tabitha:  (Enters. Looks at the empty bottles. Blurts) Greedy swine! (Bites lip.)  

 

Widow P: Don’t worry Tabitha my dear. I’ve saved you some. I couldn’t let you go 

through the void without it. (Removes bottle from apron pocket.) 

 

(Tabitha takes the bottle and daintily applies the lotion behind her ears 

and to her wrists. She sneaks a longing look at Walter, who is standing 

with Caroline.) 
 

Widow P:  (To Tabitha. They are not overheard) Why on earth are you doing that? 

 

Tabitha: (Looks at Widow P curiously) What else would you do with it mother? 

 

(Lights off. Tabs Closed.) 
 

 

END OF ACT 2 – INTERVAL  
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Act 3 

Scene 1 – Alehouse, evening 

 

(Lights up. Tabs open. Villagers at The Plough begin drifting away. They 

are behaving oddly as if drunk.) 
 

Josiah:  (to Tabitha) You rubbed it into your arm just now, you little minx. Give me 

some more. 

 

(Tabitha hands bottle to Josiah who pours some over his head. Laughs 

and passes it to Damocles) 
 

Josiah: Here you be Damocles. Get some of this o’er you. For’tis like an invisible 

raiment against ill. 

 

Damocles:  (Tips remainder over his head and sniffs. Giggles)’tis a sweet smelling 

raiment Josiah! 

 

Ambrose:  (Snatches bottle, sniffs it and holds over his head, but it is empty. Puts 

bottle in pocket.) The goblins will smell it and not like it, for they only like 

foul smells. (He giggles) Foul smells like thee’s Damocles.  

 

Damocles:  (Shoves Ambrose) Ambrose - honey tongue - get thee gone before goblins 

come! For if you’re wrong - a goblin woman will surely ’ave’ee! (Giggles.) 

 

(Damocles starts singing ‘A roving I will go’, but can’t remember any 

more lines. Other two join in, but can’t remember any more either, so 

carry on singing ‘A roving I will go’. AUDIENCE CUE CARD – ‘A 

ROVING I WILL GO’. The trio stumble out swaying, with linked arms. 

Only Widow P and Tabitha remain. Widow P is also behaving oddly.) 
 

Widow P:  What are the pottles, the bottles for Tabitha? 

 

Tabitha: (Blurts) Sheep scab! (Sadly) They’re for love! They’re to smell nice, so 

someone falls in love with you! There’s honeysuckle, forget-me-not, 

cornflower, meadowsweet. You’ve taken all the poppy - 

 

Widow P: Oh, well they should do no harm, taken inside. The puppies will help - drift us 

er, off to the um, land of --- I feel very strange Tabitha. Help me upstairs will 

you. Don’t, don’t trip over the hens!  

 

(There are no hens. Tabitha and Widow P exit, Widow P stepping 

exaggeratedly as if to avoid chickens. They pretend to go upstairs, 

Tabitha shoving Widow P up the stairs from behind. Tabitha gives 

Widow P a sheet or blanket and she covers herself in a ‘standing up’ bed. 

Tabitha exits. Grandmother and Grandfather enter unsteadily and go 

and stand in a different space in their ‘standing up’ bed, and cover 

themselves.)  

 



Scene 2 – In the ‘void’ or black hole.  

 

(This can just be the empty space, apart from the hayrick. Cuckoo enters 

and stands at the edge of where the action will take place. The cuckoo will 

remain here until almost the end of the play. Cuckoo Cuckoos 12 o’clock, 

bowing forward from waist with each ‘cuckoo’, like a cuckoo in a cuckoo 

clock. Widow P tosses and turns in her ‘stand up’ bed. William, her dead 

husband enters with whitened face and dusty clothing, and stands next to 

her).  

 

William:  Matilda. 

 

Widow P: (Wakens) William? Is it really you? 

 

William:  Yes, it’s me my dear. 

 

Widow P:  Oh William, I’m so pleased to see you again! I never thought I would, in my 

lifetime. Am I alive? 

 

William: Yes. You’re in the black hole. 

 

Widow P: We’re in the black hole now? 

 

William: Yes my dear. I have come to comfort you in your dreaming. 

 

Widow P: I can’t be dreaming, because you’re here in the black hole with me. Oh I was 

so afraid about this night. If anything happens to me, oh what will become of 

Tabitha.  

 

William: Do not be afraid. 

 

Widow P:  I’m not afraid now you’re here William. I’ve got so much to tell you. Such a 

lot has happened since you died.  
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William: I know it.  

 

Widow P: You do? About Tabitha and everything? 

 

William: Yes. She’s a fine girl. I’m proud of her. 

 

Widow P: I thought you would be. Oh William it was so sad the way we parted! If I’d 

known, I’d never have told you off about gardening in your Sunday best!  

  

William: It was a small matter. 

 

https://scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/time-performance/


Widow P: Yes, but it played on my mind. 

 

William:  I haven’t thought of it at all. 

 

Widow P: You haven’t? 

 

William: No. There were so many happy times to think of. 

 

Widow P: Happy times, oh William! You’ve made me feel so much better. 

 

(William starts to move away) 
 

Widow P: Where are you going? Don’t leave me.  

 

William: I won’t leave your side for eleven days and nights my dear; come take my 

arm.  

 

(Widow P takes William’s arm and they exit together.)  

 

 

 

  



Scene 3 – In the void 

 

(AUDIENCE CUE CARD –’JUDDERING NOISES’). 

 

G’father:  (Awakens suddenly in ‘standing up bed’) Here we go mother, it’s started! 

 

G’mother: (Wakens) What has? 

 

G’father: Time travelling! We’ve started whizzing. Listen. 

 

(AUDIENCE CUE CARD –’JUDDERING NOISES’.)  
 

G’mother: (Listens) Oh father what shall we do? 

 

G’father: If Tabitha’s medicine works, I’ll be able to run fast enough to keep up, and 

you’ll have strength of arm to hold on to me. Are you ready? 

 

(Grandfather begins to scurry around the acting area in circles, 

clockwise. Grandmother follows a few paces behind with outstretched 

arms, wobbling as if being towed by a speedboat.) 
 

G’mother: (Calls) What if I start to fly off? 

  

G’father:   (Shouts) Call to me, and I’ll try and catch you from falling in the void!  

 

(Grandfather after a lap or two exits. Grandmother follows, wobbling as 

if being towed by speedboat and exits).  

 

 

  



Scene 4 – In the ‘void’ 

 

(Cuckoo Cuckoos two o’clock, bowing forwards from waist each time.) 
 

Betty:  (Enters, fully dressed. Disoriented) Two o’clock by the cuckoo; the cuckoo; 

it must be spring! It shouldn’t be spring, We’re being wound on too much if 

it’s spring! Oh where am I? I’m not in bed! It be so dark. I must be in the 

black hole! I’m frightened! Have I had baby? Oh I’ve got to find my 

baby’afore the goblins! (Calls) Baby, where are ‘ee? Come to Mama. (Walks 

around clockwise) Baby, where are ‘ee my little lamb.  

 

(AUDIENCE CUE CARD – ‘SQUEAKING’) 
 

Betty:   Baby? Is that you?  

 

(AUDIENCE CUE CARD – ‘MORE SQUEAKING’. Betty approaches 

hayrick and walks round it clockwise. A person with a pair of whiskers 

and a tail (a rat) appears around other side of rick, and squeaks. She does not 

see it. She is intrigued.)  

 

Betty:  Babies can’t walk. Perhaps ’tis a goblin! I’m not afraid of you goblin: give me 

back my baby!  

 

(After a couple of rounds, the rat is following her. Eventually she looks 

behind her, sees rat, shrieks and runs clockwise around rick a couple of 

times shrieking, rat chasing. Both exit, rat still chasing her.)  
 

 

  



Scene 5 – In the ‘void’ 

 

(Ambrose enters stumbling. Looks around)  

 

Ambrose:  Here I am, in the black space of dread! ’tis deadly quiet. There’s a harvest 

moon. I didn’t expect a moon. It must be shining right down from the top 

world. (Shouts) Am I alone?  

 

(AUDIENCE CUE CARD – ‘BIG SQUEAK.’)  
 

Ambrose: Rats! Rats, even in the black hole! (Slow realisation) I shouldn’t have rats; 

they be Josiah Oak’s rats, nibbling his corn in the void! They must have given 

me his medicine by mistake! If I have Josiah’s rats, he will be getting my 

wisdom and saving money! Oh how like the limbo is to life! Still, if I keep his 

rats down, he will guard what is rightfully mine, and I will not be worse off.  
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(Ambrose picks up a stick placed by hayrick and creeps around rick 

clockwise. He lifts up stick as if to hit rat. Suddenly there comes SFX. the 

sound of a baby crying. AUDIENCE CUE CARD – ‘BABY CRYING’. 

Ambrose holds the stick in the air for a second or two, then drops it. He 

picks up a baby doll wrapped in a shawl, concealed in the hayrick.)  
 

Ambrose:  ‘tis not Josiah Oak’s rat at all, ’tis Betty Bibby’s baby!  

 

(Ambrose exits rocking baby awkwardly.)  
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Scene 6 – In the ‘void’ 

 

(Cuckoo Cuckoos 5 o’clock rather quickly.) 
  

Caroline:  (Runs on and hides behind rick. Giggles)’ere I am! Come and find me!  

 

Caroline  (Pokes head from behind rick)’ere I am! - - where are you? (Comes round 

front of rick, looks around) It feels like I’m in a dream, but I’m not 

dreamin’; I’m in the black hole travellin’ through time. I’m not a’feared 

because I’m going to meet my true love at the Goose Fair. He’ll protect me! I 

wonder what he looks like. Will he be tall or short? Not short. Maybe middle 

size. Will he have dark hair, or fair? (Hugs self) Will he be tinker, tailor, 

soldier, sailor, rich man, poor man, beggar man, thief? - I don’t want a poor 

man, a beggar man or a thief, - though a poor man can get richer.   

 

(Nick enters, wearing half or full mask.)  
 

Nick:  Good evening.      

 

Caroline: (to Self) Good evening! Oh, he be a gentleman! His hair be dark and he’s a 

goodly height. (Replies) You’ve found me at last! 

 

Nick:  Yes I’ve found you. 

 

Caroline: (to Self) His voice be deep and manly! (Walks towards him) Tell me dearest, 

what be your name? 

 

Nick:  Nick. 

 

Caroline: Nick. (to Self) Nick; I like it. ’tis strong and comes straight to the point 

(Replies) Be it short for Nicholas? 

 

Nick:  Yes it is... I am older than you, do you mind? 

 

Caroline: (to Self) My true love an old man? He’s testing to see if I could still love him - 

I know his trick, I’ve heard it in stories; I’ll say I don’t mind. (to Nick) I don’t 

mind you being older my dear, for you will be all the wiser for it. 

 

Nick:  I am very much older than you my dear. Do you still mind? 

 

Caroline: (to Self) My love is a wag; he can’t be old for his form is upright and youthful. 

(Replies) You’re in jest - uncover your face my dear, so I can see the colour of 

your eyes, and start to love ‘ee. (Goes closer.) 

 

Nick:  What colour do you think my eyes?       

 

Caroline: (to Self) My love loves to sport! (to Nick) Your eyes --- be blue! 

 

Nick:  No. 

   



Caroline: (Giggles) Your eyes – be brown! 

 

Nick:  No. 

 

Caroline: Then - your eyes must be green for that is the only colour left! 

 

Nick:  No. 
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Caroline: - I should have known my true love would have no ordinary eyes. They be 

hazel? 

 

Nick:  No. 

 

Caroline: Then - your eyes must be of different colours? One of the cows has one blue 

eye and one brown. 

 

Nick:  No. 

 

Caroline: (Goes up to him) Come here and quit teasin’. Take off your mask and let me 

see. I’ll close my eyes.  

 

Nick:  (Removes mask. His eyes could be illuminated red – or red eye make-up.) 
 

Caroline: Can I open my eyes yet my dear? 

 

Nick:  Yes. 

 

Caroline: I’ll squint through my fingers, in case the sight be too overpowering. I’ve 

waited so long to see your dear face. Your eyes be ----oh - oh-they be red!  

 

(Caroline runs away, chased by Nick, for a lap or two, clockwise, then 

both run off, he is still giving chase.) 
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Scene 7 – In the void 

 

(Cuckoo tuts to self. Cuckoos twelve o’clock quickly. Samuel enters) 

 

Samuel:   (disoriented) Twelve of the clock. It’s not lunch time, and I’m not in bed. But 

I’ve been asleep for hours. There’s stars and a moon. Have we skipped 

forwards in time too far - or backwards? I don’t believe in the black hole. 

Where am I? Is this really endless night?  

 

(AUDIENCE CUE CARD –’GROWLING’)  
 

Samuel:  What’s that sound - like growling? It can’t be the tiger! It can’t be the tiger! I 

shot the tiger in India years ago when - -.  

 

Jane: (Dressed in white enters, running clockwise) Sam! Sam! The tiger they are 

hunting has broken away, it’s coming this way, you must hide.  

 

(AUDIENCE CUE CARD –‘FIERCER GROWLS’.)  
 

Samuel:   Jane - it’s behind you! Stand back! I’ll get a shot. (Raises arms as if aiming 

with rifle.) 
 

Jane:  No it will kill you, nothing will stop it! 

 

Samuel: Jane, move away! 

 

Jane:  No!    

 

Samuel:   (Shouts) Jane, move away for pity’s sake! 

 

(Jane lets her head cover or shawl slide to the ground, and then exits in 

slow motion, as if the tiger has killed her.)  
 

Samuel:   (Goes to shawl, kneels down) Oh no! Oh no! Not again, not again. My one 

true love, my own heart. (Gently he lifts up shawl and carries it off.) 

 

 

  



Scene 8 – In the ‘void’. 

 

(Cuckoo Cuck – phew. (Bows slowly from waist as if tired.)  
 

Josiah:  (Stumbles into space) One of the clock. What day is it? It be so still, no 

breeze, like being becalmed. There be no beginning or no middle or no end in 

sight; like death. There be nothing here at all.  

 

(AUDIENCE CUE CARD –’SCRATCHING’).  

 

Josiah:  Yes there be something here - rats! (Looks at hay rick) Rats nibbling at my 

corn. Well they will not pass this endless night putting 11 days of my corn in 

their bellies!  

 

(AUDIENCE CUE CARD -’HENS IN FRIGHT’.)  
 

Josiah: No, (creeps towards rick)’tis not rats, ’tis Damocles’ fox in in the pit with 

me, after his chickens! Well, I’ll deal with it, the way I hope Damocles is 

dealing with keeping my rats and mice out of the stacks.  

 

(Creeps round rick and grabs hold of stick end of feather or lambs’ wool 

duster concealed there. Pretends to be pulled round and round the rick a 

couple of times, clockwise, as if fox is pulling him.)  
 

(AUDIENCE CUE CARD –’HENS IN WORSE FRIGHT’.)  
 

Josiah: Oa oa oa oh  

 

(Josiah runs fast as if being rapidly pulled by fox. Exits)     
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Scene 9 – In the ‘void’ 

 

(Cuckoo bows from waist and opens beak; but no sound comes; maybe a 

feeble cuckoo. AUDIENCE CUE CARD –’Cuckoo, Cuckoo, Cuckoo’)  
 

Damocles:  (Wanders into round) How many days have passed this endless night? I feel 

like I’ve been wandering in the wilderness for forty days and forty nights like 

our Lord. All darkness, but - be that a light? (Damocles covers his eyes.) 

   

God: (Disembodied voice. Sonorous; speak through funnel if possible, 

producing an echoing sound) Damocles. 

 

Damocles: Who’s here in the void with me? 

 

God:  Don’t you know me Damocles? 

 

Damocles: Lord, I know thee. (Drops to knees.) 

 

God:  Damocles. 

 

Damocles: Yes Lord. 

 

God:  I want you to do something for me. 

 

Damocles: Of course. 

 

God:  It concerns time. My birth day. 

 

Damocles: ‘tis a crying shame Lord. I said what a crime t’was to move immovable feasts, 

such as your birthday. 

 

God:  It’s always been January 5
th

. 

 

Damocles: ‘tis a disgrace Lord. The Glastonbury thorn always flowers on your birthday, 

where Joseph of Aramathea stuck his stick into the ground. What’ll the thorn 

do now? It won’t know if it’s coming or going. They mucked up Walter’s 

birthday an all, but he be a mere mortal.  

  

God:  I don’t mind it being December 25
th.

 

 

Damocles: You don’t? 

 

God: No. The thing is, that Walter will have his birthday eventually, on one day or 

the other - 

 

Damocles: (Interrupts enthusiastically) Thank you Lord, on behalf of Walter, for he’s 

been sorely vexed about his birthday falling in the void. 

 

God: No, no; I’m not looking for praise. The thing I’m trying to tell you is that 

Walter, after he has enjoyed his birthday with his family and friends, will also 



have Christmas to look forward to. Do you see where my plough share is 

leading to Damocles? 

 

Damocles: -- Um that you care for all men, and particularly Walter? 

 

God:  Yes, and no. I have to go - I’m needed.  

 

Damocles: I’m sorry I didn’t understand Lord. (To self) I’ll follow the light.  

 

(Damocles exits.) 
 

 

 

  



Scene 10 – the void 

 

(Cuckoo has it’s head is under its arm or wing and is asleep. Snoring. 

AUDIENCE CUE CARD - Cuckoo, Cuckoo’. Grandmother enters round, 

arms outstretched as if being pulled by an invisible force. She goes around 

the circle a little way then begins to wobble.. AUDIENCE CUE CARD –

’FIRE BELLOWING DRAGON!’)    

 

G’mother: (Calls) Father! Father! I’m falling! There’s a dragon in the black pit below, I 

can hear it bellowing! 

 

(Dragon Enters; a person wearing a dragon type head and a green leotard 

would suffice for a dragon. It moves to centre of circle. Grandfather 

enters jogging, and is at furthest point from Grandmother).  

 

G’father: (Calls) Hold on mother I’m coming! I’m coming! 

 

G’mother:  (She is moving, but wobbling all over the place, arms still outstretched)  
We’re going so fast now, I can’t hold on. I can feel the flames from its mouth 

and its roars are shaking the earth.  
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(Dragon roars and lashes out. AUDIENCE CUE CARD –’ROARING’) 
 

G’father: I’m coming! Hold tight! It’s so hot, I can hardly breathe! 

  

G’mother: I can’t hold on any longer. It will surely eat us both. Stay back father, for 

Tabitha’s medicine will give you wings on your feet to escape. Never mind 

me. Keep back for tomorrow.  

   

G’father: Hold on mother I say!  

 

(Grandfather strikes heels on floor twice, assumes superman pose, sort of 

diving with outstretched arms and begins to move quicker - catches up 

with Grandmother, puts arms round her waist.)  

 

G’mother: Look! It’s eyes are popping up out of the ground. It can see us! Oh it’s 

horrible, horrible!  

 

G’father: Keep on going, Tabitha’s tonic will help you hold on. (Gives her a shove)  

You’re not wobbling now. 

 

G’mother: What are you doing?  

 

G’father: Rescuing you. Gee up! 
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G’mother: I don’t want to be rescued alone. Oh it’s all so awful father, I want to put my 

head in a sack and make it all go away.  

 

G’father:  That gives me an idea. Keep it occupied. 

 

G’mother:  Keep it occupied he says!  

 

(Grandmother lifts her nightie exposing an ankle; flashes it at dragon. 

AUDIENCE CUE CARD – ‘FEROCIOUS ROARING’. Grandfather 

takes his nightcap off and runs around the dragon, with it lashing out. He 

swerves, dodges, and after a while, suddenly clamps his nightcap over 

dragon’s eyes. AUDIENCE CUE CARD – ‘TERRIFIC SNORING’) 

 

G’mother:  What’s that noise now? 

 

G’father:  When you said you wanted to put your head in a sack, it put me in mind of the 

linnet, how we cover it’s cage after tea, so it goes up on its perch. Well I put 

my nightcap over the dragon’s eyes and it thinks it’s bedtime. It’s gone to 

sleep; it’s snoring.      

 

G’mother:  Oh George, you’re so brave!  

 

(Arms entwined Grandmother and Grandfather glide off. Dragon exits) 

 

 

 

  



Scene 11 – The void 

 

(Cuckoo is still asleep. AUDIENCE CUE CARD –’DEEP SNORES’. 

Ambrose enters gently rocking baby doll. Walks clockwise around circle) 

 

Ambrose: Shsh shsh, go to sleep. Please go to sleep. I want to go to sleep. A noise! 

What’s that? I can’t go to sleep. If I do, the goblins will come and steal you 

away! (Yawns, holds baby over shoulder.) Oh I’m glad I’m not your mother. 

I’ve been holding’ee for days. Yet if I put you down now, I’d feel like a tree 

with a nest blown out of my branches.  

 

(Rocks baby gently and sings. Song 7. Hush Thee, My Bairnie; Exits.) 
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Scene 12 – The void 

 

(Cuckoo is asleep. Damocles enters following the light.) 

 

God:  Ah Damocles. Where did we get to? 

 

Damocles: We were talking about Walter, my Lord. 

 

God:  Walter? 

 

Damocles: About his birthday. 

 

God:  Ah yes, no. Not his birthday. My birthday, at Christmas. 

 

Damocles: Yes Lord? 

 

God: Well now, would Walter like it, if he had no birthday, and only Christmas or, 

only a birthday and no Christmas? 

 

Damocles: I wouldn’t think he would like it as much. 

 

God:  That’s my point. 

 

Damocles: You do seem worried about Walter Lord. 

 

God:  Forget Walter! I don’t like it.  

 

Damocles: You don’t? 

 

God: No. I should like to have December 25
th

 as my birthday, and keep January 5
th

 

as Christmas. 

 

Damocles: Oh yes my Lord. I’ll spread the news right away about my wondrous vision – 

as soon as this endless night be ended. (Hurries off.) 

 

God:  There is no such thing as endless night, though the end of this night is in sight.  

 

     

  



Scene 13 – The void 

 

(Cuckoo wakes up, scratches, yawns, coughs. Looks around and is 

surprised to see endless night still in progress. Cuckoos 3 o’clock.) 
 

Walter:  (Wanders into round) Llet my voice ring out like a bbell, lloud aand clear 

against evil. (Puts a little wig or hat on head) Ccall the first case. Who is the 

accused? A ffire breathing ddragon.  

 

(Dragon enters and stands in front of Walter.)  

 

Walter: What is the chcharge? Attempted mmurder. What is your plea ddragon? 

Behaving naturally. Pplea accepted. Ffined one shshilling for aggravated 

behaviour iin the bblack hole.  

 

(Dragon pretends to place a shilling in Walter’s hand – exits)  
 

Walter: (Taps little hammer or rings bell) Next ccase. A rat.  
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(Rat enters and stands before Walter) The charge? Bburglary of corn in the 

ffirst degree. What is your plea rat? Behaving nnaturally. Plea accepted - 

ffined one shilling for reckless nnibbling in the void.     

 

(Rat pretends to hand over one shilling)   
 

Walter:  Next!     

 

Tabitha:  (Enters round dreamily and stands in centre.)  
 

Walter: Nnext charge? Making potions. Accused, Tabitha Peasgood. (Taps little 

hammer or rings bell quickly) Nnot guilty. Ccase dismissed. 

   

Tabitha: (Blurts) Stinkhorn! You haven’t asked what my plea is Walter. 

 

Walter: Wwhat is your plea Tabitha? 

 

Tabitha: Behaving naturally. 

 

Walter: Explain yyourself to the court. 

 

Tabitha: I made potions to smell nice, so you would fall in love with me. Falling in love 

is natural isn’t it? 

 

Walter: But I wwas already in love with you. 
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Tabitha: Oh, but I say horrible things, but that’s natural for me too. 

 

Walter: Behaving naturally, with aggravated behaviour at the time of the black hole. 

Call forth the witnesses. 

 

(Tabitha yawns and goes to sleep standing up in centre. Cuckoo limbers 

up and does exercises ready for a virtuoso cuckooing performance. As all 

the characters enter it begins cuckooing. It cuckoos twelve o’clock, and 

then with intervals, cuckoos down the hours, faster and faster, until it is 

seven o’clock and all the characters except Tabitha have exited. All the 

characters enter higgledy piggledy and begin to walk quickly vaguely 

clockwise and around Tabitha . Suggested order Widow P hand in hand 

with William; Grandmother and Grandfather – he still scurrying, she 

being towed; Betty looking around for baby and followed by rat; Samuel 

still cradling shawl – Jane may be following; Josiah being along pulled by 

fox tail; Ambrose rocking baby, and trying to show Caroline the baby; 

Damocles marching with determination; Caroline being pursued by 

NICK. Walter joins on end. If space allows, and unless smaller roles were 

doubled, all other members of cast join in, including Dragon, Julius 

Caesar, Astronomers etc. All go faster and faster (with care!) around 

circle as cuckoo cuckoos away the remaining hours. Tabitha twizzles 

around in centre of the circle. All exit apart from Tabitha. AUDIENCE 

CUE CARD –’TICKING OF CLOCK’. AUDIENCE CUE CARD –

’CROWING OF COCKEREL’. Tabitha wakes up, stretches, yawns. 

Looks happy. Exits.) 

 

 

 

  



Scene 14 – The void 

 

(Widow P enters stage with Betty, who is carrying the baby.) 

 

Widow P:  Come and sit down. What are you going to name him? 

   

Betty: Ambrose; he looked after him all through the endless night and kept him safe 

from the goblins. 

 

Josiah: (Enters.) You kept the rats busy Betty my girl. There’s only a night’s worth of 

nibbling in my corn.  

 

Betty:  They kept themselves busy chasin’ me round. Small wonder I’m early! 

    

(Grandmother enters with Grandfather)  

 

G’mother:  I never thought to live through that long night. 

 

G’father:  We’d better get up now we’re not dying. 

 

Damocles:  (Enters) I had a wondrous vision. The Lord is happy to have December 25
th

 as 

his birthday, but he’d like Christmas as well!  

 

(Caroline enters - arm in arm with Ambrose)  

 

Caroline:  I dreamed of my true love. 

 

Betty:  Aah - it was Ambrose all the time.  

 

Caroline:  No - (coyly) but I thought, better than the devil I know! 

 

(Tabitha and Walter  enter hand in hand)  

 

Walter: Wwe dreamed the same ddream. 

            

Tabitha:  (to Walter, blurts) Scurvy! But you still haven’t told me how much I’m going 

to be fined? 

 

Walter: (On one knee) Ffor aggravated natural behaviour around the time of the 

bblack hhole - to go into the custody of Walter. 

 

Tabitha:  (Blurts) The pox. (Falls into his arms.) 

 

Damocles: Thanks be to God: that we’ve all passed through this dark chasm into a bright 

and shiny morn. 

 

Widow P: Thanks to Tabitha’s tonic too don’t forget that!  

 

Damocles: Fair do’s, thank you Tabitha.  

 



Josiah: (Mumbles embarrassed) Ay.  

 

Widow P: Samuel. Where’s Samuel? Pray his tiger’s not got him!  

 

Josiah: I always thought he brought that black hole with’im you know.  

 

(Josiah exits.) 
 

Damocles: I reckon t’were in that knapsack of’is.  

 

(Damocles exits.) 
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Betty:  He got our dreams all muddled up.  

 

(Betty exits.) 
  

Caroline: I found myself a better true love than he sent. 

 

Ambrose: We never got that story he promised. 

 

(Ambrose exits hand in hand with Caroline.) 
 

G’mother:  Dragons are fiercer than tigers aren’t they? 

 

G’father: I should say so!  

 

(Grandfather exits, Grandmother’s arm through his.) 
 

Walter: I shshould like to shake hhis hand. 

 

Tabitha: (Blurts) Big ears! Oh. I shall miss him.  

 

(Tabitha exits with Walter, hand in hand. Samuel enters after they have 

all left)  

 

Samuel: I left early. Anything that’s wrong now – they can blame on me. But they’ll be 

happy, sad, laugh, cry, mourn, celebrate, for such is life. But mostly they’ll be 

happy, because it’s my story and I’m the storyteller! As for Christ’s birthday, 

the Glastonbury thorn that flowers at Christmas, ignored the new ruling, and 

bloomed on January 5
th

 as it always did.  

 

(Samuel jiggles his knapsack, does a little skip and hop, and strides out 

whistling merrily. Cast all re-enter to take the bow – and sing one verse 

and chorus of ‘Come Landlord Fill the Flowing Bowl’. Acknowledge 

director, musicians, etc. Exit. Lights down. Tabs closed.)    

https://scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/time-performance/

