
The sounds of the busy Rossington market place. 
 
Catherine Dolphin: 
It is a flaming hot August day. The stench is unbelievable! Not just from the 
pigs and chickens, and animals on sale, or even the scruffy hounds that slink 
anywhere food might be lurking. No. Certain humans emit their own 
horrible smell!! Urgh!  
 
I’m passing one such piece of humanity now. Joan they call her. She's 
selling all manner of little jars and bottles, they smell odd and unpleasant. 
She reckons she can cure all ills with her little array of nonsense.  
 
I never took to her, she lives in a scruffy shack at far end of village. 
Everyone knows she's a witch. There was that time when she cast a curse 
on a young kid who was shouting rude things to her. Terrible big sores all 
over his body...it’s wise to keep a safe distance…. 
 
Of course, we live in the posher part of Rossington. We have a proper toilet 
at the bottom of our yard. I bet Joan uses a tin bucket for everything.  
Honestly, the mind boggles at what her shack looks like inside!! 

 

Pete: I heard her pets make mess all over the house. 

Jamie: I heard it stinks! 

Adie: I heard she roams all through the night. 

Phil: Collecting herbs and berries for illegal acts 

Sally: I heard her crooked walls are held up by spells. 

Pete: I heard her window frames are made out of bones. 

Jamie: I heard there's cobwebs in every window so you can't 
see through. 

Phil: And spiders the size of your hands all over the place! 



Sally: I heard she turned her cat white as the snow to 
disguise her evil spirit. 

Pete: I've heard cackling coming from her place. 

Jackie: All kinds of strange goings on. 

Phil: There's summat dodgy about her husband 'an all. 

Adie: Maybe she cast a spell to make him fall in love with 
her. 

ALL: I heard that Joan Jurdie is a witch. 
 

Catherine: 
The Mayor decided to hold a proper dinner and dance for everyone in the 
village, must have been Christmas time. Everyone was dressed up in their 
best bib and tucker, some were dressed better than others mind! I of 
course had to buy a new dress just for the occasion!!! Very exclusive, you 
understand!  
 
The Mansion House in Donny centre was very posh, amazing chandeliers, 
must have used hundreds of candles because it was so bright. Lit up all the 
ornate jewellery and glittered on the ladies’ wine glasses and the men’s 
pewter jugs.  
 
I couldn’t believe it when Joan turned up, she hadn’t even bothered to 
change her dress, or had a wash! 
 
The sounds of a high-class party. Glassware, polite conversation. 

1.  

MR DOLPHIN: Catherine, please. Leave it. She's not a bad 'un. She 
gave us those herbs and berries last week and we felt 
lovely and relaxed, didn't we? And y'know...she's got a 
certain natural beauty - and her house isn't all that bad 
on the inside- 



CATHERINE: I beg your pardon, when have you been in her house. I 
can get you herbs and berries just as well as she can 
you know! 

 

2. 

AMOS: Aw. I'm glad mum's turned up. She were proper busy 
today and I didn't think she'd have time to get ready. 

FRANK: Aye, you were rushed off your feet with all them 
orders. And she still had time to make an ointment for 
this big zit on me nose! Didn't even charge me for it. 

AMOS: Mum's like that. She's dead kind. Helped Ethel out with 
her bunions an' all. 

FRANK: Pity some people don't see it like that. 

 

3.  

PETER: Well now. This place is far more beautiful now that 
you've walked in Anne. The only thing more glittery 
than the chandelier is the shine in your eye and the 
coins in your purse. Tell me...how many chickens have 
you got in your coup? 

ANNE JUDD: Oh, shut up, Peter Mirfin or I'll tell your wife you're 
askin' about my chickens you spooky creeper. 

PETER: Spooky eh...well now that gives me an idea... 

 

4. 

MAYOR: Oh welcome, welcome! A pleasure I'm sure to welcome 
you to this, my wonderful home. Of course, I need such 
a large house and all of these wonderful furnishings 



because my work is so demanding. You know, all the 
talk is of the witchcraft trials abroad but we have had 
our own share over here. Have you heard of The 
Bromley Witch? Have you not! Well, I suppose she was 
just a warty little pauper. Well, let me tell you, I was 
called in to preside over her trial but a few weeks ago...  

 

CATHERINE: 
 
I, of course, did not wish to be seen to be associating with such wretched 
humanity as Joan Jurdie, so I steered my dear husband and our good friend 
Anne to the other side of the room. But do you know what Joan did? I 
hardly dare tell you. It was totally unbelievable. It must have been her 
because it’s well known she hates me…. 
 
A horrible slimy toad suddenly leapt onto my sleeve! Sat there croaking, 
cool as you like. Then another appeared and went down the front of my 
dress. I was screaming as you can imagine, other women were staring on 
aghast and I swear when I glanced at Joan, she had a smirk on her face... 
 
Noise from the assembled court attendees. 
 
MAYOR: Quiet please! Quiet! Thank you Mrs Dolphin. I bring order to the trial of the 
witch….Joan Jurdie. She is being charged with the murder of Mrs Peter Mirfin and  
her baby. How do you plead, Joan? 
 
JOAN: Not guilty. 
 
More noise in the court. 
 
MAYOR: Carry on with this lark and I’ll throw you all out of this court! 
 
PETER: She’s the only witch in the village! 
 
ALF: This court is a sham! 
 



FRANK: Speak up for yourself Mrs Jurdie!! Tell them what you really do - you’re not  
a witch! 
 
CATHERINE: Well clearly she’s put a spell on all of them as well! Get yer waders on,  
we're going ducking! 
 
MAYOR: Order! Order!!! I hereby call to the stand young Frank. Get theesen up  
here Frank. 
 
FRANK: Me name’s Frank. I work at the smithy and the brewery and I see all sorts  
goin’ on. There’s that chap that keeps visiting her and she keeps sending him away  
- gently, like – he reckons he’s well hard, some Viking or summat. But for me - well  
Joan has always helped me. She’s got rid of all my bad spots. An’ when me mum was  
havin’ her third bairn Mrs Jurdie proper helped us out. She’s more like a doctor than  
a witch! 
 
MAYOR: Well how come you’ve got a big spot right now? 
 
FRANK: Well because I couldn’t ask Joan ‘cos she was here all arrested and that and the  
man what works in the smithy told me to put lard on it and...and it'll go in time. 
 
MAYOR: It’s so big it's casting a shadow over the court. Get out of the stand, boy.  
I'd like to call Mr Alf Jurdie, husband of the accused, to the stand next. 

 
ALF JURDIE:                 I'd like to defend my wife. She is fantastic. She keeps 
the house clean, she looks after the village. She makes the potions that 
keep us free of pests! She looks after babies when they're born - I think it's 
a farce that she's on trial today and I can't see why! 

CATHERINE: Rubbish! Complete rubbish! Asking Joan to look after 
babies...Trouble, sure as eggs is eggs. I was right all 
along! When that bairn died I knew it was Joan that 
killed her! She's a witch! She deserves to be put to 
death. 

ALF: Rubbish! Absolute rubbish! Lies and rumours! I'm a 
loving husband, she's a loving wife - to me AND the 
village! 



CATHERINE: Mayor! Can we have some order please! 

MAYOR: Hang on, hang on, I got a bit distracted. Mrs Dolphin. 
Guess who's on the stand next. No really, I've 
forgotten. 

CATHERINE: I heard she makes poisons in her house! 

MAYOR: Mrs Dolphin. I'm afraid in a court of law, hearsay is not 
allowed. 

CATHERINE: But someone told me it. 

MAYOR: Exactly. So will you tell us what exact crime you are 
accusing her of. 

CATHERINE: She killed my baby. 

MAYOR: And how did she do that? 

CATHERINE: She didn't turn up to help, she must have been casting 
spells. 

MAYOR: Ok. That's enough. Mr Dolphin to the stand please. Mr 
Dolphin. Is your wife normally a pain in the backside? 

MR DOLPHIN: Yes. She's a busybody. She sticks her nose in 
everywhere. She goes around town making up stories 
about everyone. 

MAYOR: Oh aye. Well maybe we should stick her in the stocks 
for a few days. 

MR DOLPHIN: That'd suit me very well. Can I throw the first tomato? 

MAYOR: That you can. Now, do you have an opinion of Joan 
Jurdie? 

MR DOLPHIN: I think she's a lovely woman, a credit to the village, and 
absolutely stunning. 

CATHERINE: Stunning! I'll kill him when I get hold of him! 



MAYOR: Don't worry Mr Dolphin, she won't be able to kill 
anyone from the stocks. Next. Peter Mirfin to the 
stand. 

PETER: About time too! 

MAYOR: Don't get mouthy. 

PETER: Apologies. I will start again. The fact is. Joan is 
supposed to help people in need - including me and my 
wife. She didn't! She killed them. She arrived. She left. 
They died. 

MAYOR: It has been suggested to me, Mr Mirfin, that you forgot 
to invite her to the house. Will you continue to lie? 

PETER: I need to be heard! That woman came to see my wife 
when she was alive, and when she left my wife was no 
longer. 

MAYOR: No longer what? 

PETER: No longer living! 

MAYOR: And your child? 

PETER: Erm...was she up the duff at the time? I can't 
remember. 

MAYOR: She had already had the baby, Mr Mirfin. That's why 
you invited Joan round. 

PETER: I didn't invite her round! 

MAYOR: Mr Mirfin. Would you like a big shovel so that you can 
continue to dig this hole? 

PETER: The only hole is this courtroom! 

MAYOR: Do you find losing your child a funny affair, Mr Mirfin? I 
put it to you that you are trying to pin this on Ms 
Jurdie. You are dismissed. Mirfin, out of my courtroom. 



Back to your new wife. Anne Judd to the stand please! 
Mrs Judd how do you know the accused. 

ANN: Firstly I'd just like to say that I've been a very good 
friend of Catherine Dolphin for a long time - she keeps 
an excellent house with a bible in her hand she would 
never relay tittle tattle and lies to the court. We saw 
Mr Mirfin, husband of that poor lady who lost her child 
- he loved his wife, oh he loved her - and yes he's 
moved on a bit quickly but he's a kind and generous 
man and his wife is a victim and it's atrocious that you 
believe the word of a witch over a good god-fearing 
woman. 

MAYOR: And the accused? 

ANN: Well I've seen her in the village for years and she's got 
a few airs and graces but that's by the by, and she's 
well educated but that's by the by, and she's got her 
uses but that's by the by. And I know that right before 
that poor woman that died got all the pains in her 
stomach, I saw Joan Jurdie talking to her at the market. 
And what's more that Joan Jurdie didn't turn up for the 
birth of the child and I saw her conducting dodgy deals 
just beforehand. I smell a rat. 

MAYOR: Well yes, that's me lunch. Do yer want some? Ah sod 
this, I'm sticking you in the stocks along with Miss 
Dolphin and you two can have a lovely chat. Right. I will 
sum up. From what I've heard...I am going to declare 
Joan Jurdie- 

 
ERIK BLOODAXE: 
 
STOP. There is one more witness! It's me! Erik Bloodaxe, the Viking! Listen 
to my story! 
 
It was an odd time of the year when my ship set sail. We were looking to 

conquer the nearby Shetland Islands.  First, we would take the uninhabited 



islands and work quickly and quietly until all of them would be ours. That 

was the plan at least.  My ship was part of a small flotilla. 

Suddenly out of the blue a storm raged across the sea and was heading 

straight for our ships.  Thunder and Lightning made everyone feel unsteady.  

Vomit from the other Vikings made the sea around the ships a different 

colour and then to make things worse, a swirly green and blue swirly thing 

came towards the ships. 

We Vikings are a proud race and the ones who hadn’t been ill overboard 

stood beside me as we stared this thing down.  In a matter of seconds our 

ships were covered by the swirly thing and then...I was alone.  The swirly 

thing was gone and the weather stopped too.  The sea was as calm as a mill 

pond and I looked around to see what had happened.  

I drifted in my ship till first light before making a plan of what I would do 

next.  I saw ships with huge sails on them.  I’d never seen anything like it.  I 

kept myself hidden as the ships passed my vessel.  The next thing I saw was 

land.  I was so grateful that I had been spared.  I waited until another ship 

passed me then I dived into the water and swam to the land. 

Tired from swimming I looked to see where my ship was and where was the 

land then I saw her.  She was the prettiest woman I had seen in a fair few 

years.  My sister, our Olga was so big that if she jumped in the air, she’d get 

stuck and the wife had been a pain in the arse ever since I had married her.  

Anyway, there stood a beauty on the beach and I was getting nearer to her.  

As I pulled myself upright, I smiled at her.  For reasons I couldn’t fathom I 

knew what she was saying and could answer even though I didn’t know 

where I was. 

Her name was Joan Jurdie.  She had taken off from the village of Rossington 

as Peter Mirfin was spreading rumours throughout that she had killed his 

wife and child.  I comforted her and spent the rest of the day with her.  I 

looked out into the sea, but my ship was nowhere to be seen.  I asked what 

the date was and found out I had travelled through something called time 

from the 12th century to the 17th century.   She told me that she was a 

helper to anyone who needed it.  She had delivered several babies.  If any 

other residents needed a potion making to take away their aches and pains, 



she would make them one.  It was when Peter Mirfin’s wife and child died 

that the blame for the deaths sat at her door.  Her husband only wanted to 

have kids with her.  He didn’t seem to care that Joan could be in big 

trouble. 

I decided that I would travel back to Rossington and defend Joan’s honour. 

MAYOR: Right. Well. Thanks Erik. I must admit Mrs Jurdie is 
indeed a fine woman. After hearing all evidence from 
the townsfolk...and one viking... I have decided that 
Mrs Joan Jurdie is allowed to stay in Rossington and 
will face no punishment as I find her not guilty. Mrs 
Dolphin, Mrs Judd and Mr Mirfin - you may begin your 
time in the stocks at 9am tomorrow morning. Court is 
now adjourned. 

 
AMOS: 
Ma just stood there on the platform, looking straight ahead, she weren’t scared of  
them one little bit! I was glad she was showing them all she was better than any  
of em! 
 
An Elderly cleric said they should make her read the Lord’s Prayer cos it was well  
known that witches were akin to the devil and wouldn’t be able to say those holy  
words. 
 
One silly cow said strip her off so we can see if she has three breasts, that’s a sure  
sign of been a witch, the third breast is how she infuses her familiar with her power.  
huh, Can’t imagine her letting Snowy snuckle at her boobs!  
 
Ma just stood there, another old crony claimed she had turned her hubby into a  
toad and used him in a spell..that was why he’d never bin seen for years. 
 
But then the mayor said she was innocent and he kicked us all out into the 
rain. And I remember Ma just looked at me and smiled. She grabbed hold of 
me hand and said: 

JOAN: Sod 'em Amos. Let's go home. 


