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The Characters:-





Father Christmas - No Santa Here





George - Once Knightly, latterly known as Saint





Biter - A Dragon





Slasher - Vile Turk





Betsy - A Maiden of Croxley





Jack Finney - Fool?





Dr Pocks - Doctor of Physik �



Company�
When Christmas comes around, 


As it tends to every year.


We come to entertain you,


And to bless the local beer.


Whether raining,


Wet without,


Or drinking,


Wet within.


We’ll do our best to please you.


And to maybe raise a grin.





Our Dancers and our Mummers,


We all are here today.


If we’re good we’ll test your pocket,


If we’re bad you’ll run away.


If you laugh we’ll think we’re funny,


If you don’t we’ll know we’re not.


If you neatly fold your money,


You can put it in our Pot.





But be weary with your giving,


And be careful with your cheer.


If we really think you like us,


We’ll come back again next year.


�
�
Christmas�
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 few, only one day every year.


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


But we’ll show you sport and pastime 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�
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.


�
�
�



Biter�
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,


Or 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.


�
�
Christmas�
And as the dragon and our noble night set to,


I’ll tell you what this evil creature used to do.


.


This fearfull worm had often fed on calves and lambs and sheep,


�
�
Company�
Oooh how cruel.


�
�
Christmas�
It swallowed little babes alive as they lay down to sleep.


�
�
Company�
just like that German referee


�
�
Christmas�
And when at night it crept about to pick up a wayward man.


�
�
Company�
Save us, save us.


�
�
Christmas�
The only one he came across, was that bloke… you know, from wham.


�
�
George�
(not in rhyme, holding a hand up and walking away from the fight)  Ladies and Gentleman, I would just like to take this opportunity to appologise for the lack of a maiden, which you may usually expect at such does.  However, asking croxley green council for a maiden for boxing day was a little bit like asking the French FA for World Cup Tickets.  “Oui, we ‘ave zem monsieur, but we are keeping them all for ourselves, nes pas?.  I’m sure you must all be very dissapointed.


�
�
Biter�
Not half as dissapointed as me!


�
�
Christmas�
Set to again, the two of you, to entertain is why we’re here.


And hurry up, we must get on, lest some knave hooks our beer.





The battle fierce, it rages on, and is heard from Wick to Dover,


Children and their mothers cry, “will this battle n`er be over….”


�
�
George�
(Lunging at the unfortunate dragon) 


It is now.


(puts a foot on the vanquished dragon and admires his sword)


�
�
�



Slasher�
(wandering onto the set)  


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


(He has not yet seen Biter lying on the floor.  He stands directly in front of the body but with his back to it)


Has anybody seen my dragon?  


�
�
Company �
Behind you!


(This carries on for as long as Slasher can keep it up.


At Last he sees the Dragon)


�
�
Slasher�
Who has slain my Dragon.��
�
Company�
It’s George wot done it!


�
�
Slasher�
(Looks around and espys George and his gorey sword)


Did you slay my dragon


�
�
George�
(Looks around) Me?


�
�
Slasher�
(Looks around) Are you George?


�
�
George�
(Looks around) Me?


�
�
Slasher�
Did you slay my dragon!


�
�
George�
(Looks around) Me?


�
�
Slasher�
Did you slay my bloomin dragon!


�
�
George�
(Looks around) Me?


�
�
Slasher�
This man who stands with gory sword, can’t be as dumb as seems.


I’ll prod his perch with my mighty wit and see which way he leans.





Do you know who killed my beloved dragon, good sir?


�
�
George�
(Looks around, points to himself, long pause)  Not I.  Twas that Bold Slasher fellow, the swarthy Turk.


�
�
Slasher�
Ah, Slasher.  I know Slasher.  We went to school together.  Doh!  I’m Slasher and I did not kill my own dragon.





Was it you that killed fiery my pet, with your silvry sword so brittle,


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





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


With sword and buckle 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�
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 dead.


�
�
Betsy�
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.





�
�
Slasher�
Why Betsy, he challenged me to a fight, and why should I deny him?


�
�
Betsy�
Ten pounds for the best doctor in this town, five if he is a good one!


�
�
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.





In comes Jack Finney dancing the Fools Jig.  When he is finnished the company give him a critical yet complimentary appraisal.





Six dancers and a fool thinks these dancing men,


But a dancer and six fools is Jack Finneys Ken.


�
�
Jack�
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!


�
�
George�
Rises up to greet the company.





Once more I stand before you, many lessons learned.


And your praise and your blessings I have once again earned.


Never more shall I fight for things petty and low.


Now where is that Slasher, ‘tis my turn for a go!





Wheels round agressively and once more a mighty battle is fought.  And once more George is killed.


�
�
Betsy�
Oh Doctor, Doctor, haste away!


Don’t thou longer make delay.


For our best man is wounded.


Through the heart and through the knee.


Ten thousand pounds I fear will not cure he!


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


�
�
Betsy�
No such money


�
�
Jack�
Five then�
�
Betsy�
No such money, though five cubix from me Walkers crisps will I give, but no more.


�
�
Jack Finney�
May I pick which five


�
�
Betsy�
You may


�
�
Jack�
Then Let Doctor come in.


�
�
Doctor�
Here come I the notable Doctor, back from Gloscester.


I have brought some pills to cure all ills, and others yet to come.


�
�
Betsy�
What canst though cure, my notable Doctor?


�
�
Doctor�
Oh.  All diseases!


Just what my box pleases.


Hard Corns, soft corns,


Hipips, the phipps and the palsy.


The Gout and pains within,


And pains all round about.


�
�
Betsy�
Then cure this man!


�
�
Doctor�
What is the matter my old man?


�
�
Jack�
Lascerations to the body followed by death doctor.  Hurry up, I’ve negotiated five cubix here!


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


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


The evil must be sucked out, where is your pain prey?





George groans and touches his back side.





I’m sure that there must be, a more conventional way.


�
�
Jack�
Come doctor please I prey the be quick.


Do you always take so long in curing the sick


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


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


�
�
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�
Fetch me my pliers


�
�
Jack�
Nay fetch them thyself


�
�
Doctor�
Alright then





Reaches into his pocket and pulls out his pliers





Just lean back and think of England for a moment would you.





The doctor places his pliers in Georges mouth and proceeds to pull.  With no joy he turns to the company requesting help.  They take one another round the waist to enable the doctor to extract the tooth, which after some time is done, all falling over as a result.


�
�
Doctor�
Look at this elephants tooth!


See what we quick quack doctors can do!





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


But I can raise the dead before your eyes.


�
�
Christmas�
Off goes I, Father Christmas.  Welcome or not.


Sometimes cold and sometime hot.


I hope old Father Christmas will never be forgot.





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.





Bows


�
�
Company















































Company�
When Christmas cames around, 


As it tends to every year.


We came to entertain you,


And to bless the local beer.


Whether raining,


Wet without,


Or drinking,


Wet within.


We’ll did our best to please you.


And to maybe raise a grin.





Our Dancers and our Mummers,


We all were here today.


If we were good we’ll test your pocket,


If we  were bad you’ll run away.


When you laughed we thought we’re funny,                             more….


when you didn’t we knew we’re not.


If you neatly fold your money,


You can put it in our Pot.





But be weary with your giving,


And be careful with your cheer.


If we really think you like us,


We’ll come back again next year.�
�
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