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The Characters:-





Lord Mayor of Croxley – Most Worshipful (Dennis)





Father Christmas - No Santa Here (Pete B)





George - Once Knightly, latterly known as Saint (Roger)





Biter - A Dragon (Pete F / Wayne)





Slasher - Vile Turk (Geoff)





Betsy - A Maiden of Croxley (Simon)





Jack Finney - Fool? (Dave)





Dr Pocks - Doctor of Physik (Lank)   





��



Lord Mayor�
We are the Woodside Mummers on the Green.


The Croxley Mummers aren’t here.


So we’ll take advantage whilst we can,


We’ll Please you and drink your beer.


�
�
Company


�
When Christmas comes arou-ound, as it tends to every year.


We come to entertai-ain you, and bless the local beer.


If raining; Wet withou-out, or drinking; Wet within.


We’ll please you and tea-ease you and maybe raise a grin,


We’ll ple-ease you and maybe raise a grin.


�
�
Christmas�
(Circles the area of the play to claim it for the mummers)





In Comes I, Old Father Christmas, welcome or welcome not,


Sometimes cold, sometimes hot.





(Wearily) 





I hope Old Father Christmas, will never be forgot.





Indeed, before I met these gentlemen, my plight was sad I fear,


My days in work were very few, just one day every year.


But now my diary’s full of dates, thus short must be our stay,


Though we’ll show you sport and pass time, before we go away.





Back ladies and gentlemen!  Give our thesps some room,


They are awkward and ungainly, but given space. They’ll bloom.


�
�
George


�
(Proclaiming Heroically to all that will listen, and circling the Set)





I’m George of Merry England,


A Knight of noble name.


I have a mighty weapon,


Though of my sword I can’t say the same. 





(brandishes puny wooden sword) 





I’m here to slay a dragon bold, or so the story goes,


A Fell and Fiery Dragon yes, but I will tweak his nose.      





I’ll tweak his nose, not fear nor fly,


I’ll banish him, or else I’ll die.





(He moves to the middle of the set)


�
�
Biter�
(With deep throat he circles around George addressing the crowd) 





Who is it that seeks this Dragons blood,


And calls so angry and so loud?


That English dog who looks so proud,


If I could catch him with my claw,


With my long teeth and horrid jaw,


Of such I’d break up half a score.


To stay my appetite for more,


Marrow from his bones I’d squeeze,


And suck his blood up by degrees.





Come, bring him on. I’ve only had one horse to eat in over a week.





(George and the Dragon face up across the length of the set)�
�
George�
Come now Biter, if you dare, it’s time to start our bout,


And if I lose, you’ll eat me whole.


�
�
Biter�
Never, I spit that bit out!


�
�
Christmas�
These foes draw close and then set to, and in turns they make their blows.


Until at last, just one man stands, the other, in peace, reposed.





(Biters falls dying, curled up toes, the lot)


�
�
Christmas�
(once again circles the set until he comes to Slasher, whom he hails in both verse and gesture)





And as George admires his bloody deed,


More danger comes his way.


Enter Slasher, the fighting Turk,


George, for England save the day


�
�
Slasher�
Biter, Biter my little dragon pal, where are you.  Sweet little harmless Biter Dragon, where are you.





Has anybody seen my dragon?  


�
�
The Assembled�
Behind you





(This carries on until every one watching has gone to sleep, at which point Slasher spots George and his gory sword)


�
�
Slasher�
Did you slay my Dragon pet, and send him off to hell!��
�
George�
No, no, no, no, no.





I was just admiring my shiny blade, when on it he tripped and fell.


�
�
Slasher�
A likely story. 


‘Twas you that killed my fiery pet, with your silvery sword so brittle


�
�
George �
A fair cop guv, I must admit. Twas me, but just a little.


�
�
Slasher�
(The two combatants circle around each other like prize fighters)





I am a valiant soldier, at fighting I’m the tops.


With sword and buckler by my side I’ll Slash from Chaps to Chops


This game I mean to win, brave boys, and leave him in the mud.


And from his dearest body lads, I’ll draw his trembling blood.


�
�
George














Company�
Oh!  Hasher Slasher pudd’n n’ pie, why do’st thou talk so hot.


For in this field  thou knows not whom the fighting Turk hast got.


I’ll hop thee and chop thee as small as flies,


And cook you up as hot mince pies.





Mince pies hot, mince pies cold, 


Mince pies in the pot nine days old.


�
�
Slasher�
How canst thou talk of chopping me,


For cans’t thou plainly see?


My head is made of iron,


My body garbed with steel.


My legs and arms be beaten brass,


No man can make me feel.


�
�
George�
If thy head be made of iron,


Thy body garbed with steel,


Thy legs and arms be beaten brass,


I still will make thee feel.


�
�
Slasher�
A battle, a battle betwixt thee and I.


To see which on the ground dead first shall lie.


Mind the lists and guard the blows.


Mind thy head an thy poor old soul.





(After a long noisy fight George falls to the floor beneath some conveniently placed shrubbery)


�
�
Betsy�
(trundles in enthusiastically, but cautiously slowly on a tricycle)





In comes I, the King of Egypt’s daughter.


�
�
Company


�
Ay up, it’s the village bike!�
�
Betsy�
(starts again)





In comes I, the King of Egypt’s daughter.


If there is any here,


Who will buy me beer,


I’ll do things I didn’t aught’a.


Come on, who will buy me a beer.  Just a drop of B-E-F-E-R


�
�
Company�
There’s no F in beer.


�
�
Betsy�
Ah.  That explains it then.  I thought it was just that you were a load of old meanies.


(She sees the body of George on the Ground)





Oh woe, oh woe, what hast thou done?


Who has slain my only one?


My only love, see how he lies down bleeding there.


�
�
Company�
Bleeding Where?


�
�
Betsy�
Bleeding There! In yonder bush,


Oh woe (pause), George (pause and point). Bush (pause and point). He bleeding lies.





(Very Cod this bit, and with much ham)


�
�
Christmas�
Come now Betsy, democracy or not,


We don’t  want no trouble with Tony and his lot.


�
�
Betsy�
My love hast been cut down,


A purse of monies for a Doctor quick


If there be Physik in this one horse town.


�
�
Biter Dragon�
(Leans up from repose)





Burp. Better make that ‘no horse town’.


�
�
Christmas�
In comes he, Jack Finney dancing the fools jig, 


And you’ll notice this theme runs into his rig.


Jack is the fool that is smarter than all,


The crowned heads of Europe he’s had in his thrall.�
�
Jack�
(In comes Jack Finney dancing the Fools Jig and ends up in the middle of the set. When he is finished the company give him a critical yet complimentary appraisal)





My name is not Jack but Master Finney,  I’ll do for any man,


As much as I can.


�
�
Christmas�
Then, Saucy Jack.  Cure this man.


�
�
Jack�
Just for jolly I’ll mend him, Jack cures as Jack will.


And young Master Finney shall waver the Bill.





(Capers round the recumbent George)





The case is now as it was before,


Rise George, fight for England once more!





(Backs away to the fringes)


�
�
George


�
Another chance to fight the Turk, and smack him in the moosh�
�
Slasher�
Once again unto the shrubbery. George - double your Bush!!





(A short battle once again ending in England’s shame)


�
�
Betsy�
(Over the body of her beloved George)





Oh Doctor, Doctor, haste away!


Don’t thou longer make delay.


For England’s best man is wounded.


Through the heart and through the knee.


Ten thousand pounds I fear will not cure he!


�
�
Jack�
(re-entering the middle of the set)





What would you give for a good Doctor?  Ten Pounds?


�
�
Betsy�
No such money


�
�
Jack�
Five then


�
�
Betsy�
No such money, though my widows pension I will give but not a penny more.


�
�
Jack Finney�
How much is that worth?


�
�
Betsy�
Three shillings and four pence.


�
�
Jack�
I beg your pardon?


�
�
Betsy�
Three bob tuppence ha’penny, four tanners and a thrupenny bit


�
�
Jack�
(Aside) 





Your widows pension is falling fast, but Gordon says don’t worry.


Tho’ I’ll take it and I', but I guess I’d better hurry.





Let Doctor come in!


�
�
Doctor�
Here come I the notable Doctor, to join in this frolic and fun.


I have some pills to cure all ills and others still to come.


�
�
Betsy�
What canst though cure, my notable Doctor?�
�
Doctor�
Oh.  All diseases!


Hard Corns, soft corns, coughs and sneezes,


Anything my Physik pleases.


Hippsy, pippsy, palsey and gout.


Pains within and pains without.


And if any young lady is afflicted with pimples,


My lotions are sure to turn them to dimples.





Now then, is he a private patient?


�
�
Betsy�
No.  He’s National Health.


�
�
Doctor�
Then he will have to wait until next year.  





(He turns to walk away)


�
�
Betsy�
We’ll pay, we’ll pay!





(Doctor turns and walks back)


�
�
Doctor�
That’s all right then.  What’s the matter old man.


�
�
Jack�
Lacerations to the body followed by death doctor.  Hurry up, I’ve not got me hands on her pension yet!


�
�
Betsy�
Three pounds eighty, three pounds seventy….


�
�
Doctor�
Vile Slasher, he killed George, I’m sure he’ll admit.


But just like poor Biter Dragon, it’s only a bit.


�
�
Biter�
(Gets up and remonstrates with the Doctor)





What! And I’ve been lying here for the last half our on the cold wet ground. They wouldn’t have done that to me in the Croxley Mummers. They’re professionals! I’m off!


�
�
Company�
Splitter


�
�
Doctor�
This calls for a bottle of my best Physik.  


�
�
Jack�
That’s more like it. Where does that go


�
�
Doctor�
(takes bottle from bag, looks at George and takes a swig from it)





I feel better already.


�
�
Betsy�
Right! Ladies and Gentlemen, is there another Doctor in the house!


�
�
Doctor�
A pill is the answer, Jack give him one quick!


That pill big and round, on the end of your stick.





(Jack moves forward to administer the prescribed dosage)


�
�
George�
(Sitting up just in time, as Jack goes to hit him with his bladder)





Yes I feel much better now thank you very much.  Just a little tooth ache.














�
�
Doctor�
Ah, this calls for precision keyhole surgery. Just lean back and think of England George.





(Excited at the prospect of invasive surgery at last, he pulls his pliers from his bag. He places them in George’s mouth and proceeds to pull, asking for assistance, company take position, some holding George and some the Doctor. Finally out comes the tooth with a jolt, leaving only the Doctor standing, arm aloft holding an enormous tooth in his pliers like a trophy)


�
�
Doctor�
Look at this elephant’s tooth!


See what a good physick can do!





(Looks at the stricken cast then clears his throat nervously)





Ehem. You see ladies and gentlemen, I ain’t one of yer quick quack doctors, goes about from house to house telling people a passel o’ lies. 


But I can raise the dead before your eyes.





(The company, except George, slip into the crowd during this speech)


�
�
George�
(Rising from the dead once more)





I’m revived, renewed, recharged, returned.


Where’s that Dragon Biter, this time I won’t get burned.


�
�
Christmas�
(Moves to the Centre of the set)





No George, You cannot take your revenge - at least not yet I fear. 


It is time to lose our disguises, no more heroes for a year.





Off goes I, Old Father Christmas.  Welcome or welcome not.


Sometimes cold and sometime hot.


I hope old Father Christmas will never be forgot.


�
�
Company














�
(forming an outward facing circle)





When Christmas comes arou-ound, as it tends to every year.


We come to entertai-ain you, and bless the local beer.


If raining; Wet withou-out, or drinking; Wet within.


We’ll please you and tea-ease you and maybe raise a grin,


We’ll ple-ease you and maybe raise a grin.


�
�
Jack (Lord Mayor)�
If my fine fellow thespians have put you at ease,


Then Ladies and Gentlemen, give the Christmas boys what you please.


A jug of your Christmas ale will make us all merry and sing,


Money in our Christmas box is a very fine thing. 





But be wary with your giving,


And be careful with your cheer.


If we really think you like us,


We’ll come back again next year.�
�



fin











George and the Dragon


David Dunham


PAGE � PAGE �1�








Version 3  (18 November, 2004)











