
&am mer 

Burton's 

Needle 
by 'Mr. S., Master of Art' 

A One-Act Version adapted from 

The First Edition of 1575 

I. E. CLARK 

www .ieclark.com 

A one-act version adapted by

I.E. CLARK

from the first edition of 1575

Dramatic Publishing Company
Woodstock, Illinois ● Australia ● New Zealand ● South Africa



*** NOTICE ***

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclusively by THE 
DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY, INC., without whose permission in writ-
ing no performance of it may be given. Royalty must be paid every time a play is 
performed whether or not it is presented for profit and whether or not admission is 
charged. A play is performed any time it is acted before an audience. Current royalty 
rates, applications and restrictions may be found at our website: www.dramaticpub-
lishing.com, or we may be contacted by mail at: THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING 
COMPANY, INC., 311 Washington St., Woodstock, IL 60098.

COPYRIGHT LAW GIVES THE AUTHOR OR THE AUTHOR’S AGENT THE 
EXCLUSIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law provides authors with a fair 
return for their creative efforts. Authors earn their living from the royalties they 
receive from book sales and from the performance of their work. Conscientious ob-
servance of copyright law is not only ethical, it encourages authors to continue their 
creative work. This work is fully protected by copyright. No alterations, deletions or 
substitutions may be made in the work without the prior written consent of the pub-
lisher. No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any 
means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording, videotape, film, 
or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from 
the publisher. It may not be performed either by professionals or amateurs without 
payment of royalty. All rights, including, but not limited to, the professional, motion 
picture, radio, television, videotape, foreign language, tabloid, recitation, lecturing, 
publication and reading, are reserved.

© 1965 by 
I.E. CLARK

Printed in the United States of America
All Rights Reserved

(GAMMER GURTON’S NEEDLE)

ISBN: 978-0-88680-064-2

For performance of any songs, music and recordings mentioned in this play which are in 
copyright, the permission of the copyright owners must be obtained or other songs and 
recordings in the public domain substituted.



IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS

All producers of the play must give credit to the author of the play in all programs 
distributed in connection with performances of the play and in all instances in which 
the title of the play appears for purposes of advertising, publicizing or otherwise ex-
ploiting the play and/or a production. The name of the author must also appear on a 
separate line, on which no other name appears, immediately following the title, and 
must appear in size of type not less than fifty percent (50%) the size of the title type. 
Biographical information on the author, if included in the playbook, may be used in 
all programs. In all programs this notice must appear:

“Produced by special arrangement with
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY, INC., of Woodstock, Illinois.”



iv 

GAMMER GURTON'S NEEDLE 

The one-act version of Gammer Gurton 's Needle presented in the 

following pages is based on the production script developed by 

I. E. Clark in cutting and directing the play at Schulenburg, Texas, 

High School. The original Schulenburg cast was as follows: 

Hodge ............................... Jack La Brose 

Tyb ..................................... Susie Herzik 

Gammer Gurton ............... Linda Hoehne 

Cocke .............................. Bernard Leiter 

Diccon ........................... Clinton Boriack 

Dame Chat .................... Janice McFarlin 

Doll ............ ............... Jeanette Zemlicka 

Doctor Rat ............................ Russell Nix 

Master Bailey ................... .  Billy Speckels 

Stage Manager .................... Phil Schaefer 

The Schulenburg production achieved the following record in the 

University of Texas Interscholastic League one-act play contest: 

Champions of District 20-AA 

Best Actor: Jack La Brose 

Best Actress: Janice McFarlin 

All-Star Cast: Linda Hoehne, 

Clinton Boriack, Bernard Leiter 

Champions of Region Ill-AA 

Best Actor: Jack La Brose 

All-Star Cast: Linda Hoehne, 

Janice McFarlin, Clinton Boriack 

State Champions 

Best Actor: Jack La Brose 

All-State Cast: Linda Hoehne 

Honorable Mention: Janice McFarlin 



ABOUT THE PLAY 

Gammer Gurton s Needle is famous as the second oldest comedy in 

English (Ralph Roister Doister is the oldest). Probably written in the 

1550's, Gammer was first published in 1575; the title page read: "A 

Ryght Pithy, Pleasaunt and merie Comedie: lntytuled Gammer gurtons 
Nedle ... made by Mr. S. Mr. of Art." Four hundred years later we still 

aren't sure who "Mr. S., Master of Art" is. 
The first edition listed the characters as follows: 

§ Diccon the Bedlem. 

§ Hodge Gammer Gurtons seruante. 
§ Tyb Gammer Gurtons mayde. 
§ Gammer Gurton 

§ Cocke Gammer Gurtons boye. 

§ Dame Chatte. 
§ Doctor Rat the Curate. 
§ Mayster Baylye. 

§ Doll Dame Chattes mayde. 

God saue the Queene. 

* 

The play is a rollicking farce laid in a sixteenth century English ham­

let which could have been the model for Li'l Abner's Dogpatch. 

Among its often-patched, seldom-washed inhabitants is Gammer Gur­

ton, a jolly old gossip whose most precious possession is a steel needle. 

But, alas! -Gammer loses her needle, and the entire village finds itself in 

a turmoil. Hodge valiantly searches, Diccon complicates matters with 

some insane mischief, and Dame Chat dares anybody to accuse her 
of stealing anything! 

Here's a merie chase through a merie village in merie England-all for 
the sake of Gammer Gurton's needle. 

God saue the Queene! 
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Gammer Gurton's Needle 

Adapted by I. E. Clark 

from the sixteenth century play 

by "Mr. S., Master of Art" 

[Before the curtain opens, STAGE MANAGER steps onto 
the apron and delivers the following prologue:] 

STAGE MANAGER. Once upon a time-in a very dis-
tant year-

Even before the birth of a man named Shakespeare­
A professor at Cambridge wrote a play 
Which we intend to show you today. 
It's about Gammer Gurton, who, with many wide stitches 
Sat piecing and patching Hodge her man's breeches. 
By chance or misfortune, as she her gear tossed, 
Somewhere or other her needle she lost. 
Then the characters scrambled about on the double, 
Hunting the needle-but finding trouble. 
So imagine yourselves, my masters, I pray thee 
To be in Olde Englond in the sixteenth century. 
The stage is a platform without dimmer or scrim * 
And when night starts to fall, the stage never gets dim.* 
Now, if you're ready, we'll show you the scene-
So with the play-and God save the Queen! 

[As STAGE MANAGER exits, CURTAIN opens, revealing 
a street in a sixteenth century English hamlet. On one side 
of the stage is Gammer Gurton 's house, and on the other is 
Dame Chat's house. HODGE enters carrying a basket. He 
drops a small bundle out of the basket and stoops to pick 

*Omit these two lines if lighting effects are used. 
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it up. We hear a very loud rip. HODGE straightens suddenly 
and his hand goes slowly and in fearful anticipation to the 
seat of his pants. His worst fears are realized-he feels a big 
tear.] 

HODGE. Two days have not ended since Gammer Gurton 

these breeches mended. 

TYB. [Comes flying onstage from Gammer's house] I am 

blamed and beaten, lamed and hunger-starved, pricked up 

all in jags, having no patch to hide my back save a few rotten 

rags! 
HODGE. Tyb? I say, Tyb, what has happened? 

TYB. Old Gammer is so out of sorts, and frantic all at 

once, that Cocke, our boy, and I, poor wench, have felt it in 

our bones! 

HODGE. What is the matter? Go on, Tyb-why does she 

so take on? 

TYB. She is undone, she says; her joy in life is gone! 

HODGE. By our Lady! I'm not very glad to see her in 

this dump. I'll bet her stool has fallen and she has broke her 

rump! 

TYB. Oh, if that were the worst, we would not greatly 

care for bruising of her bones or breaking of her chair. But 

greater, greater is her grief -as we shall all feel! 

HODGE. Gog's wounds, Tyb, my Gammer hasn't lost 

her ... ? 

TYB. Her beloved needle! 

HODGE. Her needle! 

TYB. Her needle! 

HODGE. Her needle? 

TYB. Her needle! 

HODGE. How-tell me, Tyb, how? 

TYB. She was sitting down to rest, and bade me reach 

your breeches, and by and by-a vengeance on it!-before 

she had taken two stitches to clap a patch upon your seat, 
by chance aside she leers, and Gyb, our cat, in the milk pan 
she spied over head and ears. "Out, cat! Out, thief!" she 
cried aloud and threw the breeches down. Up went her staff 
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and out leapt Gyb-outdoors into the town. And since that 
time we can't lay an eye on the needle. 

HODGE. [About to cry] And so my breeches are not 
sewed up-the ones I mean to wear tomorrow? 

TYB. No, Hodge, they lie unmended, to my great sorrow. 
GAMMER. [Waddles on stage from her house] Alas, 

Hodge, alas! The first day of my sorrow this is, and the last 
end of my pleasure! Go quickly, Tyb, run, you witch, to the 
end of the town-there where you carried out the dust, look 
where you poured it down. [TYB exits. ] 

HODGE. Here's a pretty matter, losing your needle! How 
shall my breeches be sewed! Shall I go thus tomorrow? [He 
shows AUDIENCE the huge hole in the seat of his pants.] 

GAM. Oh, Hodge, Hodge, if I could find my needle, I 
would sew your breeches with a good double thread. 

HODGE. Light me a candle! I will find your needle, be it 
where it may! 

GAM. [Calling toward her house] Come hither, Cocke! 
Cocke, I say! 

COCKE. [Sticks head through window of Gammer's 
house] What is it, Gammer? 

GAM. Go look behind the old brass pan. There you will 
find an inch of white tallow candle. Light it and bring it 
here right away. 

COCKE. Right Gammer. 
GAM. Hodge, help the boy find the candle. [HODGE, 

whose search has carried him to Gammer's door, scrambles 
into the house. TYB comes running in] Quick, Tyb, what 
news! Did you find it anywhere? 

TYB. I've tossed and tumbled yonder heap within and 
to find your needle-but it isn't there. 

GAM. Alas, my needle! We shall never meet again. 
Adieu, adieu for aye. 

TYB. Not so, Gammer, we might find it-if we knew 
where it lay. 

COCKE. from house, laughing boisterously] 
Gog's bread, Gammer, if you want to laugh, look in at the 
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door and see how Hodge lies tumbling and tossing around 
the floor-raking there some fire to find among the ashes 
dead where there is not one spark as big as a pin's head. At 
last in a dark corner two sparks he thinks he spies, which 
were, indeed, nothing but the eat's two eyes! "Puff! " blows 
Hodge, thinking thereby to have fire without doubt. With 
that Gyb shut her two eyes-and so the fire goes out! 

HODGE. [At upstairs window] Help! Come up here! 
Gyb in her tail has fire and is like to bum the house if she 
gets a little higher. 

GAM. Come down, Hodge, and let the cat alone! 
HODGE. Come down, you say? Nay, for then you'll call 

me a patch. The house comes down on your heads if the fire 
reaches the thatch. 

GAM. It's the eat's eyes, fool, that shine in the dark. 
HODGE. Has the cat, do you think, in every eye a spark? 
GAM. No, but they shine like fire, as every man can see. 
HODGE. By the mass, if she burns up the house, you'll 

put the blame on me! 
GAM. Come down and help see that my needle is found! 

Down, Tyb, on your knees; I say down, Cocke-to the 
ground! [They all search for the needle. 1 

HODGE. [Enters from house, then turns toward house 
and sticks out his tongue at the unseen cat] A vengeance on 
Gyb, and on Gyb's mother, and every breed of cats, far and 
near! [COCKE rises and puts his face very close to 
HODGE's; HODGE backs off and stares at him.] Look on 
the ground, donkey! Do you think the needle is here? 

COCKE. [Looking at HODGE's head] By my troth, 
Gammer, methought your needle here I saw; but when my 
fingers touched it, I felt it was straw. 

TYB. [Sitting on floor] Look, Hodge, what's this! I've 
found the needle, by jig! [She holds something, stupidly 
happy. They all rush to her. ] 

HODGE. Nay, fool. Break it and you'll see it's just a 
twig. 

GAM. What shall I do! My needle's still lost, and it's al-



5 

most night. We'll search another time-when we have more 
light. [All exit into her house. DICCON's song is heard off­
stage. ] 

DICCON. Back and side go bare, go bare, 
Both foot and hand go cold; 
But belly, God send thee good ale enough 
Whether it be new or old. 

[He enters, swaying slightly, continues singing off key] 
I cannot eat but little meat, 
My stomach is not good; 
But sure, I think, that I can drink 
With him that wears a hood. 
Though I go bare, take ye no care 
I am not a bit cold; 
I stuff my skin so full within 
Of jolly good ale and old. 
Back and side, go bare, go bare! 
Both foot and hand go cold; 
But belly, God send thee good ale enough 
Whether it be new or old. 

[He stomps a few steps downstage and speaks to the AUDI­
ENCE with bravado.] Well done, by Gog's malt; well sung 
and well said; come on, Mother Chat [gestures toward Chat's 
house] , let's have bread- [he looks at Gammer's house 
and then at AUDIENCE with a sly smile] . Now a truly wise 
man by cunning could define which way my journey Iies­
[pointing to Gammer's house] or where Diccon will dine 
[laughs raucously and drunkenly, slapping his knees. He 
hears some noise from Gammer's house and crouches be­
hind bench as HODGE comes out of the house taking a huge 
bite from a chunk of bread. ] 

HODGE. I am well rewarded-neither butter, milk, nor 
fish-just this poor piece of barley bread-a pleasant, costly 
dish! 

DIC. Hail, friend Hodge! I'll share your fare-is that meat 
you eat? 

HODGE. Gog's soul, man, save this piece of dry bread 
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I've bit no bit this livelong day-not a crumb went into my 

head! And see how rent and torn my heels and knees and 

breeches?-and I had thought, as I sat by the fire, to have a 

few stitches. 

DIC. Why, Hodge, was there no one at home to patch 

them for you? 

HODGE. Ha! I dwell among such fools I'd be better off 

in hell. My Gammer, I'm ashamed to say, has not served me 

well. 

DIC. How so, Hodge? 

HODGE. She lost her needle! 

DIC. Her needle! By the mass, what a shameful loss for 

your breeches. 

HODGE. I would give a crown if they had but three 

stitches. 

DIC. What would you say, Hodge, if I were to find your 

needle? 

HODGE. By my father's soul, if I had one I'd give you a 

gold-plated beetle! 

DIC. Can you keep a secret? 

HODGE. Else I'd wish my tongue were out. 

DIC. Then take my advice and I will get it without a 

doubt. 

HODGE. I'll run, I'll ride, I'll dig, I'll delve, I'll toil, I'll 

trudge-as you shall see! I'll hold, I'll draw, I'll pull, I'll 

pinch, I'll kneel on my bare knee! I'll be your bondman, 

Diccon, I swear by moon and sun; for I know not how to 
stop this gap! [Waves the tear in the seat of his breeches] 
I'm utterly 

DIC. Is there some special cause for all this sorrow? 

HODGE. Clack, Tom Simpson's maid, comes 

here tomorrow! I can't say what may happen between us. 
She smiled at me last Sunday when I took off my cap! 

DIC. Hodge, will you swear to be no blab? 
HODGE. I will, Diccon. 

DIC. Then lay your hand here and repeat after me 
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[HODGE kneels and repeats after DICCON, a line at a 
time:] I, Hodge, breechless, 

Swear to Diccon, richless, 
By the cross that I shall kiss 
To work whatever his pleasure is. 

[DICCON pulls HODGE roughly to his feet.] Now, Hodge, 
take heed and do just as I say-and do it right! If we are go­
ing to find that needle, there is nothing else to do but con­
jure up a sprite. 

HODGE. What-do you mean the-the devil, Diccon! I 
say! 

DIC. Yes, in good faith, that is the way-fetch him up 
with some pretty charm. 

HODGE. Wait, Diccon, be-be not so hasty yet; by the 
mass, I'm beginning to sweat! I'm afraid of some harm. 

DIC. Stand to it, Hodge; stir not. We soon will settle this 
gear. 

HODGE. I say, Diccon, hear me, please hear! 
· DIC. The devil! I smell the devil! He will be here anon! 
HODGE. [With a terrified squeal, HODGE runs into 

Gammer's house] Hold him fast, Diccon, I'm gone, I'm 
gone! 

DIC. Fie, filthy knave, and out upon you! Above all 
other louts, fie on you! Here is a matter worth musing-of 
Gammer Gurton her needle losing. [To AUDIENCE] Be 
quiet a moment-let me think-I will take the charge upon 
this matter further to enlarge within a time that's short. 
Watch what I'm about to do-and note, I'll give you leave to 

·cut my throat if I don't make some sport. [He laughs 
raucously and calls towards Chat's house] Dame Chat? I 
say, are you within? 

CHAT. [Poking her head of her house] Who have we 
there making such a din? 

DIC. Here is a right good fellow who brings you no 
danger. 

CHAT. [She comes on stage, holding her door open] 
Well, Diccon, come in, come in-you're no stranger. 
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DIC. Nay, nay, I cannot tarry, I must be on my way-but 
first, for you alone I have a word to say. 

CHAT. Say what you will. 
DIC. I would not tell my sister, the matter is so great. 

But you must swear that you will keep it a secret. 
CHAT. Gog's bread, that will I do! As secret as my own 

thoughts, by the saints-and the devil, too! 
DIC. This Gammer Gurton, your neighbor, is a sad and 

sorry sight; her good, fair red rooster was stolen last night. 
CHAT. What! Her rooster with the yellow legs that 

crowed every night? 
DIC. That's the rooster that was stolen. And Tyb has 

whispered in Gammer's ear that you stole the fowl! 
CHAT. That I-the old witch! By bread and salt, I'll 

make her howl! 
DIC. What? Soft, I say; be still! Say not one word, 

Dame Chat! 
CHAT. Shall I be made a thief, do you think, by such a 

begger's brawl as that? Come out, you hungry, needy witch! 
Oh, that my nails were not so short! 

DIC. Gog's bread, woman, watch your sport! You must 
see that Diccon gets no blame! 

CHAT. Rest your mind-there will be no blot on your 
name. 

DIC. It's twenty pounds to a goose feather old Gammer 
will not wait long to fight with you about her rooster, for 
well I heard Tyb say that he was roasted in your house for 
breakfast yesterday. 

CHAT. Then let the jade beware her throat! I can wait 
no longer! In faith, old witch, it shall be seen which of us 
is stronger! 

DIC. Well, calm down for a space, and when Gammer 
Gurton comes to this place, tell her what's on your mind­
and spare not. As long as Diccon is blameless, you can do 
with her as you will-I care not. In the meanwhile go in the 
house and wait. Now farewell. [CHAT exits, fuming. 
DICCON laughs and turns to the AUDIENCE. ] You see 
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now, my masters, one side of my little device. Now must we 
turn to the other before the smoke begins to rise. [He turns 
toward Gammer's house just as HODGE comes out.] 

HODGE. Gog's soul, man, are you still alive? 
DIC. If you come any nearer, you will see that I am. 
HODGE. Did the devil tell where the needle might be 

found? 
DIC. You foolish dolt, he would have brought it at your 

command if you had stood your ground. 
HODGE. But Diccon; Diccon, didn't the devil cry, "Ho, 

ho, ho!"? 
DIC. If you had tarried where you stood, you would have 

said so. 
HODGE. I would swear on a book I heard him roar as I 

ran away. Tell me, Diccon, what did the knave have to say? 
DIC. Oh, he talked about-let me think-something about 

a cat, and then he stammered about a rat, and then nearly 
every word was chat, chat. I gathered, before I told him to 
scat, that your needle is hid between Chat, Doctor Rat, and 
Gyb the cat. Now whether Gyb, your cat, has eaten it in her 
maw; or Doctor Rat, the curate, has found it in the straw; or 
this Dame Chat, your neighbor, has stolen it, God only 
knows, but by tomorrow at this time we shall learn how the 
matter goes. 

HODGE. Can't you learn tonight, man? Don't you see 
what's here? [He points to his torn breeches.] 

DIC. It's not possible to make it sooner appear. 
HODGE. Then I'll run to Sim Glover's shop to seek for a 

thong. Maybe I can tie this hole before it gets that long. 
GAM. [Speaking to herself as she comes through her door. 

She does not see DICCON] Good lord, shall it never my 
luck my needle to spy? [She is carrying a bucket of garbage 

which she empties by tossing its contents into the street. It 

lands on DICCON. He grunts.] Who is that? Oh, Diccon, 
I am lost, man! Fie! Fie! 

DIC. [Rises, wipes garbage off his clothes, takes a step to­
ward her] Marry, fie on whom you will-but what is your 
trouble? 
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GAM. Alas, the more I think of it, my sorrow waxes 
double! My good strong needle I've lost, and I know not 
where. 

DIC. Your needle? 
GAM. My needle. It's something I can't very well spare. 
DIC. If that's all, good Gammer, I warrant you all is safe. 
GAM. Why, do you know which way my needle has gone? 
DIC. Yes, that I do, doubtless, as you shall hear anon. 

At this very spot, before my face, a neighbor of yours 
stooped down and took up a needle or a pin! 

GAM. It was my needle, Diccon, I know! Who would 
commit such a sin? 

DIC. A subtle quean as any in this town-your neighbor 
here, Dame Chat! 

GAM. Dame Chat?! Diccon, let me go-I want my needle 
back! 

DIC. Get your needle, alack, but take good heed-let it 
not be known I told you of it, however fast you speed! 

GAM. I'll go in, Diccon, and put a clean apron on me; 
and if I find my needle, I'll surely remember thee. [Exit] 

DIC. [Watches her disappear and then laughs raucously. 
He exits as he says: 1 Old Gammer sure intends to beat 
Chat's bones with staves or with clubs or else with cobble­
stones. 

HODGE. [Enters admiring a leather thong and nail] 
Sim Glover, I thank you; I'm well equipped now; you are as 
good a fellow as ever kissed a cow. Here is a thong indeed! 
No matter how you take it, a pitching horse could never 
break it. And this nail I'm to use as a needle-! wonder how 
I'll make it? 

GAM. How now, Hodge! I have news to tell: 
I know who has my needle, and soon, I trust, all will be well! 

HODGE. The devil you do! -Ah, it's all a jest. 
GAM. It's as true as steel, Hodge, on that you may rest. 
HODGE. Do you know where you lost it? 
GAM. I know who found it-as you shall see ere long! 
HODGE. Oh dear! If that is true, farewell both nail and 
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thong! But who has your needle, Gammer? 
GAM. That false vixen, Dame Chat, who counts herself 

so honest! 
HODGE. Who told you so? 
GAM. Our good friend Diccon-he saw it done. 
HODGE. Diccon! He's a vengeful knave, Gammer, an aw­

ful witch's son! I saw him call up a great, black devil who 
cried "Ho, hoi" and roared and thundered. If you'd been 
here, you'd surely have wondered! 

GAM. Weren't you afraid, Hodge, to see the devil in this 
place? 

HODGE. No. If he had come near me I'd have laid him 
on his face. 

GAM. Oh, Hodge! 
HODGE. The devil, when Diccon had brought him in-I 

heard him wondrous well-said plainly, here before us, that 
Dame Chat had your needle. 

GAM. Then let us go and ask if she means to keep it. See­
ing we know so much, it's madness for her to refuse. 

HODGE. Go to her, Gammer. What have you got to lose! 
GAM. Dame Chat, I ask you fairly, let me have what is 

mine! Therefore, give me my own and let me live beside 
thee. 

CHAT. [Enters from her house] Why have you crept 
from home here to my own door to chide me? Go away, 
doting drab, begone, or I shall set you further! Are you and 
that knave intent on committing murder? 

GAM. Tush, do not gape at me so, woman! Are you go­
ing to eat me? Poor folks must have their rights-give me 
what's mine, I entreat thee! 

CHAT. Give you your rights and hang you up with all 
your beggarly broods! will you call me a thief and say 
I stole your goods? 

GAM. I'll say I warrant you, but what I can 
prove well: you took my goods from my very door-that I 
can tell! 

CHAT. Did I, old witch, steal what was yours? How 
should that be known? 
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GAM. I cannot tell; but you took it up, as though it had 
been your own. 

CHAT. Ha! Fie on you, you old Gib, with all my very 
heart! 

GAM. Nay, fie on you, you ramp, you rig, with all who 
take your part. 

CHAT. A vengeance on those lips that lay such things to 
my charge! 

GAM. A vengeance on those callet's hips, whose con-
science is so large. 

CHAT. Come here, hog! 
GAM. Who's a hog? I want my right! 
CHAT. You arrant witch! 
GAM. You bawdy jade! I'll make you curse this night! 
CHAT. I'll bet you a groat I'll patch your coat! 
GAM. Will you, you drunken beast! [They fight. ] 
HODGE. Stick to her Gammer-take her by the head! 

I'm behind you in this feast! Smite her, I say, Gammer! 
Oh, I'm glad you're so wise. Where are your nails? Claw her 
jaws! Scratch out her eyes! [GAMMER falls to her hands 
and knees.] Gog's bones, Gammer, hold up your head! 

CHAT. Take this, old drab, for amends, and teach your 
tongue to be tame! And say you met at this bickering not 
your fellow, but your dame! [CHAT hits GAMMER on the 
seat, and GAMMER falls flat on her face. 1 

HODGE. Up, Gammer, if you are alive! I'll fight for you 
now! [To CHAT, who is giving him a menacing look] 
Don't come near me, you scald callet-1 might kill you some­
how! [CHAT starts chasing HODGE with the broom; he runs 
into Gammer's house. CHAT exits into her house. HODGE 
re-enters and calls bravely now that she is gone. ] 

HODGE. Where is the strong-armed jade? I'll give her a 
hall mark! 

CHAT. [Quickly comes out of her house] Are you here 
again, you hoddypeg? Doll, bring out my spit! 

HODGE. [Picks up GAMMER's broom and waves it at 
CHAT; he already begun to retreat.] I'll break 
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you with this, by my father's soul! [DOLL enters from 
CHAT's house, hands CHAT a spit. ] Hold the door open, 
Cocke! Open the door, you troll! 

CHAT. Stand still, you donkey-you mule-eared boy-I'll 
teach you I'm no toy! 

HODGE. Gog's wounds! Let me in! Cocke, pull the 
latch! [Runs into the house. ] 

CHAT. In faith, Sir Loose-Breeches, had you tarried, you 
should have found your match! 

GAM. [Comes up behind CHAT and throws her to the 
ground] Now beware your throat, shrew, you'll pay for all! 

HODGE. [Watching the fight from the window] Well 
said, Gammer, by my soul. Hoist her, souse her, bounce her, 
trounce her, pull out her throat-bole! 

CHAT. [Throws GAMMER] Come up behind me, you 
withered witch? See what you get! You'll pay for this, you 
old tarleather-1'11 teach you something yet! [Exit] 

HODGE. [Running to help] Up, Gammer, stand on your 
feet. Faith, if Chat were here, I'd crack her callet crown! 

GAM. Hodge, Hodge, where was your help when the vixen 
had me down? 

HODGE. By the mass, Gammer, but for my strength, Chat 
would have stilled you! I think the drab would not have 
cared if she'd killed you! But shall we lose our needle thus? 

GAM. No, Hodge, I'll never do so! Do you think I'll take 
that at her hand? No, Hodge, no! 

HODGE. I wish this fight were finished and our needle 
back home. I'm afraid I might kill someone-wherever it be 
or whom! 

GAM. We have a parson, Hodge, you know, a man 
esteemed and wise, Master Doctor Rat. I'll send for him and 
ask him for advice. 

HODGE. I say! Gammer, Diccon's devil, as I remember 
well, of Cat and Chat and Doctor Rat a felonious tale did 
tell. I'll bet you forty pounds that is the way to get your 
needle again! 

Call out the boy. We'll make him take the pain. 
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HODGE. Ho, Cocke! I say! Come out! What the devil, 
can't you hear? 

COCKE. How now, Hodge? How's old Gammer? What 

would you have me do? 

GAM. Run to Doctor Rat, hurry; and pray him come 

speak with me; I am not well at ease. You'll find him at his 
chamber, or else at Mother Bee's; else seek him at Hob 

Filcher's shop, for I have heard reported that theirs is the 
best ale in all the town-

HODGE. It's much supported. 

COCKE. And shall I bring him with me, Gammer? 

GAM. Yea, immediately, good Cocke. 

COCKE. I'll have him here anon-or Cocke will take a 

sock on the dock! [Runs out] 

HODGE. Now, Gammer, shall we two go in and wait for 

his coming? What the devil? Pluck up your heart and leave 

off this glooming. Though she were stronger at the first, as I 

think you found her, yet, Gammer, you hit the drunken sow 

each time you got behind her! 

GAM. Nay, nay, I'm sure she'll remember all, both the 

end and the beginning; I doubt not but she will make much 

boast of her winning. [COCKE comes running in] Quiet! 

Let us hear what news you bring from Doctor Rat. 

COCKE. Gammer, it will not be long before he comes, I'll 

swear by a book. 
GAM. Where did you find him, boy? Where I told you to 

look? 
COCKE. Yes, at Hob Filcher's house. Doctor Rat will 

find your needle-I'll bet a cup of ale! 
GAM. I'm glad to hear it, Cocke, and trust he will not fail. 

Let us go in and wait. [They exit into house.] 

RAT. [Enters and x to Gammer's house and knocks] A 
man were better twenty times a mule that has to work here 

among such sort to parish priest or clerk. I hadn't to 
drink two pots of ale before Gammer's boy was straight way 
at my tail saying she was sick, and I must come, to do I know 
not If her finger nail begins to ache-trudge! call for 
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Doctor Rat! How are you, Gammer Gurton? Here is your 

friend, Doctor Rat. 
GAM. [Coming out] Ah, good Master Doctor-alas! I 

have lost my needle-what do you say to that? A drab came 
by and spied it, and when I asked her for it, the pig flatly de­
nied it! 

RAT. What did you say she was? 

GAM. A dame. She began to scold and brawl. Alas! 
Come hither, Hodge! [To Rat] This wretch can tell you all. 

HODGE. [Entering from house 1 Good morrow, gaffer 
Vicar! 

RAT. Come, fellow, let us hear. Your dame says you 
know all about this gear. 

HODGE. My Gammer Gurton here, see now, sat her down 
at this door, see now; and as she began to stir, see now, her 
needle fell on the floor, see now; and while her staff she 
took, see now, at Gyb, her cat, to fling, see now, her needle 
was lost on the floor, see now; is not this a wondrous thing, 
see now? Then came the quean, Dame Chat, see now, to ask 
for her black cup, see now; and right here at this spot, see 
now, she picked that needle up, see now; and then my 
Gammer begged her, see now, the needle again to bring, see 
now; and she was beat on the head, see now; is not this a 
wondrous thing, see now? She tore my Gammer's coat, see 
now, and scratched her by the face, see now; I thought she'd 
stopped her throat, see now; is not this a wondrous case, see 
now! When I saw this, I was wroth, see now, and came be­

tween the twain, see now, else I dare to take an oath, see 

now, my Gammer had been slain. See now? 
GAM. This is the whole story. Now tell us what to do­

or we'll both be beaten and lose our needle, 
RAT. Are you sure Dame Chat has the needle? Was it 

really found? 

GAM. [She sees DICCON entering 1 Here comes the man 
who saw her take it the ground. Ask him, if you don't 
believe me-but find my needle, for Saint Charity! 

RAT. Come here, Diccon. Will you swear you saw Dame 
Chat with this woman's needle here? 
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DIC. Nay, by Saint Benet, I will not; or you might think 
me queer! 

it? 
GAM. Did you not tell me so? For shame-can you deny 

DIC. Marry, Gammer, I said I would not abide by it. 
RAT. Then we are no nearer, for all that you can tell? 
DIC. Yes sir, if you will take my advice and counsel. If 

Dame Chat see all us here, she will know how the matter 
goes. Therefore, I bid you three go inside and stay there 
close. I'll go into Dame Chat's house upon some excuse-and 
if I can find the needle, you'll soon have better news. [All 
but DICCON exit] Now with Dame Chat, my gossip, talk 
first I must, for she is the chief captain to lay the Rat in the 
dust. Good evening, Dame Chat! Are you in your place? 

CHAT. [Enters from her house] Good even, friend 
Diccon. Why do you walk in this space? 

DIC. By my troth, to see you, to learn how the world 
goes. Have you heard any more of the matter relating to 
those? 

CHAT. In faith, I wish you had seen! Oh, Lord, I beat 
them bravely. 

DIC. Hodge swore he would avenge his sorrow and leave 
you not one hen alive by tomorrow. 

CHAT. The knave had as well go hang himself as enter my 
ground! 

DIC. Well heed what I say while I look around. Have you 
not about your house a hole where a crafty knave might 
creep in like a mole? 

CHAT. Yes, by the mass, a hole broke here just two days 
ago. 

DIC. Hodge intends this very to slip in there, by Jo! 
CHAT. By Gog's bones, when he comes, now that I know 

the matter, at the very first step he shall slip into scalding 
water-with a strong beating besides! When he's ready, let 
him come! 

DIC. I tell you as my sister; you know the meaning of 
mum. [He pushes her into her Now I need my 
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Doctor to play his part again-[sees him coming from Gam­
mer's house] and lo! here he comes-much to his pain! 

RAT. What good news, Diccon? Is Mother Chat at home? 

DIC. She is, sir. To some! 

RAT. Did you see the needle? Quickly, I pray thee, tell. 

DIC. I saw it; in faith, sir, I handled it myself. 

RAT. Oh, Diccon, I wish I'd been there instead of you! 

DIC. Well, if you wish, you can go, too. I will bring you 

to a place, as the house stands, where you shall catch the 

drab with the needle in her hands. 

RAT. Oh, do so, Diccon, I pray. 

DIC. Follow me a little, and mark what I say. See what is 

here? A hole wherein you can creep into the house and sud­

denly, unawares, among them leap! 

DIC. [Helping him crawl through the hole into Chat's 
house] Go softly, and make no noise. 

RAT. [From hole] Help, Diccon! Out! Alast I shall be 

slain among them! 

DIC. [Enjoying the spectacle ecstatically; calls to CHAT 
inside house] Save his life, but give him some pain-Gog's 

bread, I am afraid they will beat out his brain. [D/CCON 
exits. RAT emerges from hole with blood on his head.] 

RAT. Woe unto the hour that I came here! Master Bailey, 

I trust, will behead these murderers if he is worth half an ear! 

[Holding his bleeding head in his hands, he staggers off] 

SCENE 2 

[There is no curtain or blackout at the end of Scene 1. After 
RAT and DICCON exit there is a very brief pause. Then 
STAGE MANAGER enters and addresses AUDIENCE:] 
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STAGE MGR. A moment of your time we will now bor­

row 

To change the scene from yesterday to tomorrow. 

And here is a newcomer I want you to know­

[He gestures; BAILEY enters.] 
Master Bailey will take charge. So- on with the show ! 

BAILEY. Dame Chat! [CHAT enters from her house fol­
lowed by DOLL.] Gammer Gurton, Doctor Rat! [GAM­
MER enters, followed by TYB. HODGE follows TYB on 
stage. He is wearing a different pair of pants, but this fresh 
pair is as badly tom as the former. RAT enters from Gam­
mer's house.] Dame Chat, Master Doctor here has made a 

complaint that you and your maid disturbed his peace, and 

further, that you assaulted him with intent to murder . . .  

CHAT. That I would have murdered him? Fie on him, the 

liar! Not for seven weeks has he sat by my fire! 

BAILEY. Perhaps, then, Master Doctor, you have simply 

forgot . . . .  

RAT. Do you think I'm so mad that I was where I was 
not? 

CHAT. What, man, do you say I broke your head? 

RAT. How can you prove the contrary? 

CHAT. Nay-how can you prove I did? 

RAT. Too plainly, by St. Mary. This proof, I trust, may 
serve to show. [He takes off his hat and shows his head 
wrapped in the blood-stained bandage. ] 

CHAT. Just because your head is broken, was it I who 

gave the blow? I have seen you, Doctor, I tell you, not once 

within this fortnight. 

RAT. marry, you saw me not-because you had no 

light! 
BAILEY. Answer me this, Dame Chat, was it to someone 

else a blow you gave? 
CHAT. Yes, by my faith, Master Bailey, I did strike a 

knave. And well did he deserve it, it seemed to me! But 
what is that to this man, since it was not he! 

BAILEY. Who was it then? Let's hear. 
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RAT. Alas, sir, ask you that! Isn't it clear enough by the 

very mouth of Dame Chat? The time agrees, my head is 

broken, her tongue cannot lie. You have only her word that 

says it was not I! 

CHAT. No, marry, it was not indeed. 

BAILEY. But you don't say who it was-I wonder if you 

can? 

CHAT. It was that crafty cullion, Hodge,-Gammer Gur­

ton's man. 

BAILEY. Bring the knave here-he shall surely kiss the 

stocks. I'll teach him a lesson for filching hens and cocks! 

RAT. Ha! She blames someone who wasn't even there! 

CHAT. He wasn't there? Ha! Look on his pate-look in 

his hair! 

BAILEY. [Beckoning HODGE to him] Sir, answer me 

this: is your head whole or broken? 

HODGE. Is my head whole? I warrant you, by every 

good token! 

BAILEY. Come nearer. By our Lady, I see no harm. This 

head is whole enough in spite of Chat's alarm. 

CHAT. However he hides the thing, or smolders, I know 

the blows I gave his head and shoulders. 

HODGE. A plague on all your faults and fuss. [Rising and 

pointing an accusing finger at her] You're the one who 

stole from us! 

GAM. Yea, Master Bailey, there is something you don't 

know, mayhap; [pointing to CHAT] she carried away my 

needle in her big fat lap! 

BAILEY. Keep ye content a while! See that your tongues 

you hold! I suspect, from the looks of things, that this brawl 

first began with the pranks of a knave called Diccon-a lying, 

mischievous man. 

RAT. Diccon is the cause of all this brawl, that dirty, 

lying lout! The villain has tricked us round about! [He looks 

at CHAT] He taught me the weight of your door-bar-what 

a bolt. 
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HODGE, I'm happy I was saved that jolt-had I not had 

the better wit, I'd have been made a dolt! 

DIC. [Strolling in] God bless you, and bless you-so 

many all at once! 

CHAT. Come, knave, we ought to thrash you, by Cock's 

bones! See your handiwork? Sir Rat, can you forbear him? 

DIC. A vengeance! My hands came not near him! 

BAILEY. Have you not told a lie or two and set these 

people by the ears? 

DIC. What if I have? I've told a few over the years. 

RAT. By all hallows, his punishment, if I may judge, shall 

be nothing but the gallows. 

GAM. He's nearly undone us all; that's as true as steel. 

And yet for all this great ado, I'm never the nearer my 

needle! 

BAILEY. What do you know about that, Diccon? 

DIC. Marry, sir, this much I can say . . . .  

GAM. Quickly-where can it be found? 

DIC. Your needle is . .  . lost! But I know not where-if you 

gave a hundred pound! 

BAILEY. Well, Master Rat, since Diccon has confessed, I 

will give him a penance so the wrong will be redressed. [To 
DICCON] Here you must kneel down, as the law teaches, 

and take an oath of penance upon Hodge's poor old breeches. 

[DICCON kneels.] 
HODGE. [X to DICCON's left; slaps DICCON on back] 

Come on, fellow Diccon, I shall be even with you now! 

DIC. By my father's skin, I will never say it, but on 

Hodge's new breeches I take my hand and lay it! [He gives 
HODGE a hard slap on the seat.] 

HODGE. [Grabbing his seat] Gog's legs! [Hopping a-
round stage] The bit me-or stuck me with a pin! 

BAILEY. Here we go again! 
HODGE. I say, Gammer! Gammer! 
GAM. How now, Hodge, how now? 

HODGE. Gog's malt, Gammer Gurton! 
GAM. You are mad, I trow! 
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HODGE. [Pointing to it] Your needle, Gammer! Your 
needle! 

GAM. [Looking] My needle! 
CHAT. Now, you see, I didn't steal it! 
BAILEY. Her needle? Let me feel it. [He tries to pull the 

needle out.] 
HODGE. Ouch! Soft! Gammer! Soft. Tarry a while! 

[He yelps in pain as BAILEY pulls on the needle.] 
GAM. My own dear needle! Now I can smile! 
CHAT. By my troth, Gossip Gurton, I too am glad! 
HODGE. See, Gammer, am I not a good lad! [He yells in 

pain as they give a strong tug. ] 
BAILEY. And 1!-I'm glad to add my voice! 
RAT. I am happy to see you rejoice! [They have a tug of 

war with HODGE as the rope.] 
DIC. And I am glad to hear all this noise. Thank me, 

Gammer, for springing the game! 

GAM. Thank you, Diccon, twenty times! [They give a 
strong tug, and the needle comes out. They all fall backward, 
screaming and laughing. GAMMER holds her needle up 

proudly, calling: 1 Oh, how glad I am! 

THE CURTAIN FALLS 
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