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The  MUMMERS  PLAY  2025 .2  

 

The  P layers  

The  Gu i se r  

Sa in t  George 

Sa in t  George’s  Mother  

The  Dark  N ight  

Docto r  Goode 

 

Addi t iona l  P layers  

Beez lebob 

Johnny  Jack  

O ld  Father  Chr i s tmas  

The  Queen o f  Egypt ’ s  Daughte r  

Bo ld  New Year  

Johnny  Jack  

O ld  Father  T ime 

 

 

  

Fa ther  Chr i s tmas :  I n  s teps  I  –  Fa ther  Chr i s tmas  

We lcome,  o r  we lcome not  –   

I  su re ly  hope that  Father  Chr i s tmas  w i l l  never  be  fo rgot !  

 

Now Win te r ,  that  Ragged Rasca l  

Pays  h i s  annua l  v i s i t  

And ru in  fo l lows  in  h i s  wake  

And a l l  i s  lo s t  –  o r  i s  i t?  

 

 The  p layer s  sha l l  come in  once more :  

Greyer  o f  ha i r ,  loose r  o f  teeth  

And du l le r  o f  w i t  than  befo re  -  

And yet  they  seek  to  p lease….  

And perhaps  i t  i s  the  same s to ry  that ’ s  in  s to re :  

Bu t  l i ke  the  v icar ’ s  annua l  pantomime  

They  hope yet  not  to  bore .  

[As ide]  

(And that ’ s  the  ve ry  th ing :  

Fo r  that  was  now –  but  th i s  i s  then   

And do reca l l :  

In  the  land o f  the  s tup id  

I t  i s  the  ha l fw i t  wh ich  i s  k ing) .  

 

[ Sweeps  passage open w i th  b room]  

And so  i t ’ s  “Back !  Back !”  

Passage fo r  the  P layer s  make. . .  

A  l i t t le  space to  le t  them in .  

I  r i ng  the  be l l  

They  p lay  the i r  tune  

So  le t  the  p lay  beg in .  

 [R ings  be l l ]  
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[ The  t roupe en te r  in  p rocess ion ]  

 

Beez lebob:  You may wonder  what  i s  the  Mummer’ s  p lay ,  and what  i s  

i t s  mean ing .  

 

Th i s  i s  what  the re  was  befo re  the re  was  Chr i s tmas .  

The  W in te r  So l s t ice  and the  Tu rn  o f  the  Year  was  then  

ce lebrated by  a  p lay  o f  r i tua l  and symbo l i sm.  

 

He re  we have the  f ight  between Summer  (S t .  George)  and 

Win te r  ( The  Dark  Kn ight ) .  You  sha l l  see  Summer  k i l led  by  

W in te r  and then  Summer’ s  reb i r th  by  ex t raord inary  means .  

And then  you  w i l l  see  the  death  o f  W in te r .  Th i s  i s  the  s to ry  

o f  the  seasons .  

 

The re  i s  ( supposed ly )  humour  in  th i s  p lay  but  i t s  t rue  

mean ing  l ie s  much deeper .  

 

Fo r ,  now we a re  in  the  m ids t  o f  w in te r…. .  

 

Guise r :  And the re  can be  no  Green W in te r  -   

A l l  th ings  have a  T ime and P lace and Order .  

So ,   

Now that  w in te r ’ s  he re  aga in…. .  

Come around and gather  in ,  

We w i sh  your  favour  fo r  to  w in .  

Th i s  ‘handsome’  band i s  come today  

To  re -enact  the  famous  p lay .  

 

A  s to ry  now of  W in te r ’ s  F ines t  Hour ,  

Of  Good’s  defeat ,  o f  Ev i l ’ s  ev i l  Power .  

Bu t  th i s  t r iumph o f  N ight  

And th i s  ex i le  o f  Summer  

Sha l l  be  put s  to  r igh t   

By  the  hand o f  the  Mummer .  

So  s tep  on  and see  the  F ight ,  the  Death ,   

    the  V ic to ry .  

And i t ’ s  ‘Room,  room,  a  l i t t le  space’  -  

Le t  sa in t  George come show h i s  face !  

 

Now in  s teps  Sa in t  George and h i s  c rew so  bo ld  

The i r  d readfu l  pageant  to  un fo ld .  

And whether  they’ l l  s tand 

(o r  whether  they’ l l  fa l l )  

They’ l l  do  the i r  bes t  to  p lease  you  a l l !  
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The  Mummer ’ s  Caro l  And the  cock  he  c rew,  

     and the  w in te r  d rew h i s  name upon the  land.  

And a l l  the  leaves  in  the  jo l l y ,  jo l l y  g reenwood fe l l  

    by  God’s  a lm ighty  hand.  

The  f ros t ,  the  snow,  the  w in te r ’ s  g low,  

    the  p lace bes ide  the  f i re .  

And w i th  a  ra t -a - ta t -a - ta t  ‘O ld  Jack  F ros t ’ s  back’ ,  

    ca l l s  Cocky  f rom the  sp i re .  

 

And young Jack  be  g reen ,  O ld  Jack  be  b rown 

    now Jack  i s  dead and gone.  

Bu t  in  p re t ty  sp r ing  a l l  hear t s  w i l l  r i ng   

    to  see  h im dance aga in .  

He re  i s  Sa in t  George at  W in te r ’ s  door ,                       

    He re  a re  f i ve  rasca l s  more .  

And w i th  a  s ing-a- l ing-a- l ing  le t  a l l  the  Mummers  b r ing  

    G lad T id ings  to  you  a l l .   

 

Sa in t  George:  I n  s teps  I  a  b rave  and fear le s s  Kn ight :  

The  champion  o f  good,  the  a rm o f  R ight .  

To  my  g reat  deeds  the re  i s  no  end  

When ‘ga ins t  dark  and death  my w i l l  I  bend.  

 

I  keep Eng land sa fe ,  do  I ,  

(  And that ’ s  a  use fu l  th ing  to  know) ,  

Aga ins t  g reat  s t r i fe  f igh t  I ,  

And I ’ l l  g ive  you  b low fo r  b low.  

 

Guise r :  Welcome brave  Sa in t  George,  

And we lcome.  

T rava i l led  fa r  to  be  here  now? 

 

Sa in t  George:  Aye,  fa r  and fu r the r  s t i l l ,  

F rom Nur se ry  door  to  w indow s i l l .  

Over  the  h i l l s  and fa r  away,  

The re’ s  not  a  d ragon nor  a  g iant   

    a s  i s  not  a f ra id  o f  me.  

 

Been  to  a l l  f i ve  corner s  o f  the  G lobe-  

F rom the  Towers  o f  Ta r ta ry  

To  the  Gates  o f  O ld  Baba lon io -  

And back  aga in .  

(And I ’m b l immin’  t i red  now) .  

                                                       [  rubs  fee t  ]  

Guise r :  Fought  the  se rpent  and the  worm? 

 

 

Sa in t  George:  Aye,  the  Lo rds  o f  the  H i l l ,  

The  bo ld  o f  hear t ,  the  s t rong o f  w i l l .  

Ty rant s  young and o ld .  

G iant s  b ig  and bo ld .  
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Nabob,  Magog,  Gog and a l l ,  

I ’ ve  s la shed them a l l  and seen  them fa l l .  

 

‘ Twas  I  who fought  the  f ie ry  d ragon,  

And b rought  i t  to  Great  S laughte r ,  

And by  th i s  deed d ids t  w in  the  hand 

    o f  the  Queen o f  Egypt ’ s  daughte r .  

 

Guise r :  And fought  the  N ight  befo re?                                               

 

Sa in t  George:  Aye,  many  and many  a  t ime more .  

He  and I  l i kes  a  n ice  se t - to  o r  two,  i t ’ s  t rue .  

 

The  Queen o f  Egypt ’ s  

Daughte r :  

I  am the  Queen o f  Egypt ’ s  Daughte r .  

Fo r  me Georg ie  Po rg ie  d id  g reat  s laughte r .  

( Though my hear t ’ s  as  weak  as  wate r ,  

And I  be  no  bet te r  than  I  ought  to  be) .  

 

I  l i ke  that  Rasca l  over  the re .  

I  l i ke  h i s  bo ld  and sexy  s ta re .  

Fo r  a  c rown,  a  co in ,  a  penny  bare ,  

I ’ l l  le t  h im see  my underwear .  

 

Sa in t  George’s  Mother :  And I  am Sa in t  George’s  lov ing  mother ,  

A  fo rce  fo r  good,  as  you’ l l  d i scover .  

And what  a  happy  scene do we th ree  make  

Th i s  w in te r ’ s  day  in  ‘Mer rye  Eyng lande’ ,  

Oh,  but  wa i t !  

By  the  p r ick ing  o f  my  thumbs ,  

Someth ing  Ev i l  th i s  way  comes .  

 

Dark  N igh t :  I n  s teps  I ,  b lack  hear t ,  b lack  eye .  

I  swear  Sa in t  George and good sha l l  d ie .  

I ,  the  Ev i l  kn ight  f rom Ev i l  lands                                               

Sha l l  da rk  and death  cas t  by  my  hand.  

 

Sa in t  George’s  Mother :  Jus t  as  we were  get t ing  n ice  and cosy .  

 

Queen o f  Egypt ’ s  

Daughte r :  

Now our  fu tu re  don’ t  seem so  rosy .  

 

Sa in t  George’s  Mother :  To  see  h i s                                          [ ind ica tes  Sa in t  George ]  

  gu i le s s  sm i le  g ives  me a  f r igh t .  

 

Queen o f  Egypt ’ s  

Daughte r :  

Oh George defend us  f rom a l l  pe r i l s ,  

    and dangers  o f  th i s  kn ight .  

 

Sa in t  George:  Wel l  in  my  t ime I ’ve  been a  f ighte r ,  

I ’m  not  a f ra id  to  show th i s  b l igh te r .  

 

Dark  N igh t :  Come,  ‘B rave  George’ ,  you  don’ t  bother  me,  

Su r render  a l l  and bend thy  knee,  
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Give  up  thy  lands  to  W in te r ’ s  m ight ,  

And I ’ l l  le t  you  o f f  w i thout  a  f igh t .  

 

Sa in t  George:  Never  sha l l  you  bother  me,  

I ’d  ra ther  d ie  than  see  thee f ree .  

 

Dark  N igh t :  S tep  up  Sa in t  George and meet  thy  fa te ,  

A  b lade o f  w icked s tee l  sha l l  sp l i t  thy  pate .  

 

Sa in t  George:  Now,  now Dark  Kn ight ,  don’ t  ta lk  so  hot ,  

Fo r  you r  th reat s  I  g ive  no  jo t ,  

Fo r  T rue  Defender  o f  the  r igh t  be  I ,   

And I  says  o ld  K ing  Co ld  mus t  d ie .   

 

Sa in t  George’s  Mother :  Always  sc rapp ing  -  what  a  lad !  

Pe rhaps  (w i th  luck)  he’ l l  k i l l  th i s  cad.  

 

(Have a  care  my son  -   

Th i s  cuckoo w i l l  have  your  nes t ) .  

 

Sa in t  George:  Ho ld  fas t ,  mother ,  and hu r ry  home,  

And make the  bed fo rwhere  I  l ie ,  

Fo r  I  fea r  no  man,  

And fear  not  the  man by  whom I  d ie .  

 

Le t  h im come,  that  ragged th ie f  o f  p rec ious  t ime,  

And b id  fa rewe l l  to  the  K ing ,  

Fo r  i f  my  hear t  w i l l  bear  the  wounds  o f  love ,  

My  f le sh  w i l l  bear  the  s in .   

 

[Bo th  take  o f f  excess  p rops  &  load them onto  Mother ]  

[ The  Dark  Kn igh t  takes  up  h i s  swords ]  

Dark  N igh t :  

 

 

 

Sa in t  George:  

 

Dark  N igh t :  

 

Bo th  together :  

 

To  a rms ,  Sa in t  George:  

Now i s  the  t ime to  say  goodbye.  

[ S t .  George  takes  up  h i s  swords ]  

Draw fo r th  your  sword  and f ight ,  

 

D raw fo r th  your  pu r se  and pay   

 

Sa t i s fact ion  I  sha l l  have  befo re  I  leave today .  

[ They  c ross  swords ]  

Gu ise r :  So ,  know you  now th i s  fe l low i s  ve ry  w in te r ,  

A l l  be fo re  h im d ie ,o r  f lee  o r  fa l te r .  

Summer’ s  revenge sha l l  come w i th   

          t ime and t ide  and token ,  

Bu t  not  befo re  th i s  w in te r ’ s  s iege i s  b roken .  

 

One s la sh ,  one  b low,  

On your  marks :  ready ,  s teady ,  go !  
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 [ They  f igh t ]  

 

 [P lay  ‘Man in  the  B rown Hat ’  ha l f  speed]  

[Sa in t  George  i s  mor ta l ly  wounded]  

 

Sa in t  George’s  Mother :  [Mother  th rows  p rops  on to  g round]  

I  fea r  the  poor  lad’ s  l igh t  has  fa i led  h im,  

Oh,  Corb l imey ,  W in te r  s lays  h im.  

[G  fa l l s  to  the  g round]  

 

Dark  N igh t :  One and two and th rough and th rough,  

My  vo rpa l  b lade goes  sn icke r  snack !   

[Dark  Kn igh ts  inse r t s  swords  under  S t  G ’s  a rms]  

Die  Sa in t  George a l l  n ice  and good,  

T r iumph death  and dark  and b lack .  

 

Sa in t  George:  Oh!  Oh!  I  am dead -  Oh!  

[He  fa l l s ]  

Sa in t  George’s  Mother :  Oh c rue l  man what  has t  thou  done,  

Thou’ s  wounded and s la in  m ine  on ly  son .  

How can Eng land now be saved 

When my poor  son  l ie s  in  h i s  g rave?  

 

Guise r :  [Approach ing  mother  l icen t ious ly ]  

Why the re’ s  ways  and means  good mother…. .  

 

Sa in t  George’s  Mother :  But  I ’m too  o ld  to  have another !  

Oh  Sa in t  George you  must  recover !  

 

Oh  fo r  a  p i l l  o r  mag ic  pot ion  

To  s t i r  h i s  ca rcass  in to  mot ion .  

[ th inks ]  

I s  the re  a  docto r  to  be  found? 

[ louder ]  

I s  the re  a  docto r  to  be  found? 

[caut ious ly ,  look ing  in  pu rse ]  

Fo r  a  docto r  I ’d  g ive  a  good ten  pound.  

[Docto r  sp r ings  in ]  

[Ho ld ing  a  h ip  f lask :  he  i s  a  foo l ,  and  a  d runken foo l  a t  tha t ]  

 

 

Docto r  Goode;  I n  s teps  I ,  

A  docto r  ra re  and t rue .  

Why  a l l  th i s  g r iev ing  woman -  

What  can I  do  fo r  you?  

                                           [Mother  po in t s  to  Sa in t  George]  

                                                                    [Docto r  s ta r t s ! ]    

 

Why th i s  man i s  ………. i l l !  

[d raws  swords  f rom S t  G ’s  body  &  tosses  them as ide]  
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Bu t  no  mat te r  what  the  p rob lem i s   

I ’m  su re  to  have a  p i l l .  

 

Fo r  I ’ve  a  l i t t le  someth ing  up  my s leeve ,  

A  ba lm to  ca lm,  a  p i l l  to  ease  

The  cho l ic  hear t ,  the  u rge  to  heave -  

Le t  me a l l  you r  a i l s  re l ieve !  

What  o ld  g i r l  -  no  need to  g r ieve ,  

Be fo re  O ld  N ick  h i s  sou l  does  se i ze  

I ’ l l  p res t id ig i ta te  a  cu re !  

Be l ieve  that  I ,  Docto r  Goode,  

Can cu re  h i s  d i sease .  

 

Sa in t  George’s  Mother :  H i s  d i sease?  

H i s  D ISEASE?  

But  he’ s  s tabbed th rough the  gu ts ,  good docto r !  

 

Docto r  Goode:  H i s  d i sease  o r  h i s  decease  

I  can  cu re  w i th  equa l  eace.                                            

[w i se ly ]  

S tabbed th rough the  gut s   

I s  su re  a  g reat  d i sas te r  -   

Bu t  in  me bag I ’ve  many  a  mag ic  p las te r !  

 

Sa in t  George’s  Mother :  Can you  cu re  a  b roken  hear t?  

 

 

Docto r  Goode:   Aye,  and a  b roken  head -                  [ges tu res  to  h i s  h ip  f lask ]  

I ’ ve  the  ve ry  s tu f f  that ’ s  su re  to  ra i se  the  dead.  

 

Guise r :  And ju s t  what  can  you  cu re ,  good docto r  ?  

 

Docto r  Goode:  I  can  cu re :  

The  h ipsy ,  the  p ipsy ,  

   the  pa l sy  and the  gout ,  

(and i f  the  Dev i l ’ s  in  a  man 

   I ’m  su re  to  fe tch  h im out ) .  

The  warb le ,  the  gorb le  

   the  rumbl ing  o f  the  tubes ,  

The  i tch ,  the  s t i tch ,  

   the  ro t t ing  o f  the  pubes ,  

The  m ig ra ine ,  the  peabra in ,  

   the  s tu t te r s  and commot ions ,  

The  pox ,  vox ,  s t rangu l ion ,  

   the  to rpor  o f  the  mot ions ,  

Not  a  one w i l l  s tand the  tes t  

Aga ins t  my  famous  pot ions  !  

 

Guise r :  Then  to  thy  work ,  ‘good’  Docto r !  
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Docto r  Goode:  I n to  thy  hands  I  commend my sp i r i t  

[hands  h ip  f lask  to  Gu ise r ]  

Th i s  man’s  s ta te  i s  ve ry  g rave ,  

And on ly  the  bes t  phys ic  can  h im save .  

F rom my bag I  take…. .  

[A  lo t  o f  rehearsed  ad  hoc humour  he re  –  w i thdrawing  a l l  

manner  o f  ob jec ts  f rom the  bag]  

F rom my bag I  take…. .  

 

F rom my bag I  take…. .  

…a bot t le  o f  the  F r ia ry  Quaker  lo t ion ,  

And f rom my hat  …. .a  box  o f  T in tantat ion  p i l l s .  

 

Guise r :  What’ s  a l l  th i s  then?  

 

Docto r  Goode:  I t ’ s  A l l ygumpt ion  Lot ion !  

(A  ho in t iment  o f  m ine  own conn icoct ion ! )  

 

Guise r :  What’ s  inn i t?  

 

Docto r  Goode:  Narwa lgarwa l ,  

P i kesp ike ,  

On ionbun ion ,  

O i lbo i l to i l so i l ,  

Beeba lm,  bones  and borage……..  

 

Guise r :  Enough o f  th i s  humbuggery !  

Does  i t  work?  

 

Docto r  Goode:  Nalways :  see  -  upon h i s  tongue I  p lace the  p i l l ,  

And upon h i s  b row I  p lace the  lo t ion ,  

Now s tand back  and 

watch  care fu l l y  fo r  s igns  o f  mot ion……… 

 Oh merc i fu l  God,  

Grant  that  the  o ld  Adam in  th i s  ch i ld  

May be  so  bu r ied  

That  the  new man may be ra i sed  up  in  h im……..  

[A l l  p ray ]  

[A l l  watch  fo r  s igns  o f  mot ion ,  o f  wh ich  the re  a re  none]  

[D i sappo in ted  the  congregat ion  d i sperse ]  

[ the  Docto r  k icks  S t .  George ’s  leg ]  

 See -  he  moves  one leg  a l ready!  

[a l l  re tu rn  to  observe…. .mot ion lessness ]  

[D i s i l lu s ioned they  d i sperse ]  

[ The  Docto r  k icks  S t .  George ’s  r ibs ]  

 

 

 

 

 

 

See -  the  pu l se  o f  l i fe  re tu rns !  

[Approach and aga in  d i sappo in tment ]  

[aga in  a  d i spersa l ]  

[ The  Docto r  fu r t i ve ly  d raws  a  £10  no te  f rom h i s  pocket ]  

[He  waves  i t  over  S t .  George ’s  fee t ,  wh ich  qu ive r ]  

[He  waves  i t  under  S t .  George ’s  g ro in ,  wh ich  moves ]  
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Dark  N igh t :   

(ho r r i f ied)  

 

The  pu l se  o f  l i fe  does  re tu rn !  

 

[He  waves  i t  under  S t .  George ’s  nose ,  h i s  head r i ses ]  

[ S t .  George  rev ives……but  no t  qu ick  enough to  ca tch  the  

no te ]  

 

Guise r :  Ar i se  Sa in t  George and p lay  thy  par t  !  

[He  pu l l s  S t .  George  to  h i s  fee t ]  

Thou  a r t  reborn  w i th  sa in t l y  hear t !  

[ S t .  George  takes  a  bow]  

 

Docto r  Goode:  There  -  I ’ve  done someth ing  to  do  h im good!              

( I  never  doubted that  I  cou ld ! )  

 

Guise r :   [Gu i se r  takes  Gar land  f rom h i s  head 

and c rowns  sa in t  George]  

With  a l l  my  wor ld ly  goods  I  thee  endow.  

[A l l  p ray ,  a  moments  s i lence]  

[Mother  takes  Moor  by  the  ear  &  pushes  h im to  h i s  knees ]  

 

Sa in t  George:  I  shou ld  renounce the  Dev i l  and a l l  H i s  work s ,  

The  pomps  and van i t ie s  o f  th i s  w icked wor ld  -   

Bu t  I  won’ t !  

Thanks  o ld  quack  -  hob l idged I ’m su re                                    

Now Dark  Kn ight  –  you’ l l  fee l  my  sword  

[He  takes  up  h i s  sword  ( s t ick)  &  the  B lack  Kn igh t  knee ls ]  

 

Dark  N igh t :  I t  i s  now I  who bends  the  knee,  

And w i th  your  leave I  sha l l  f lee .  

Bu t  in  a  season ,  month  o r  more  

Th i s  W in te r ’ s  son  sha l l  come once more  

[  He  s tee l s  S t .  George’s  sword  &  f lees ]  

 

Sa in t  George’s  Mother :  Oh Docto r ,  how sha l l  we ever  repay  you?  

 

Docto r  Goode:  The  ten  pounds  you  p romised i s  a l l  I  need.  

 

Sa in t  George’s  Mother :  That ’ s  a  lo t  fo r  an  o ld  woman indeed.  

 

Docto r  Goode:  What  you  say  i s  very  t rue……. 

I ’ l l  se t t le  fo r  n ine  pounds  n inety  two!  

 

Sa in t  George’s  Mother :  I ’m  a  poor  woman,  

( That ’ s  what  you’ l l  f ind ! )  [  in  a  rough  vo ice]  

You’ l l  have  to  take  the  cash  in  k ind !     

[  She  advances  on  the  Docto r ]  
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Guise r :  So ,  b rave  peop le  gathered round,  

Sa in t  George i s  now made who le  and sound.  

A l l  know th i s  -  that  good’s  reborn ,  

The  hu r t  i s  mended,  Ev i l ’ s  web i s  to rn !  

 

Bu t  -  i f  you  don’ t  be l ieve  what  I  say  

Come in  you  o ther s  to  end ou r  p lay .  

 

 

Beez lebob:  I n  comes  I ,  O ld  Beez lebob,  

And in  my  hand I  ca r ry  a  c lob ,  

In  my  hand a  d r ipp ing  pan-  

Don’ t  you  th ink  I ’m a  funny  man?  

 

 

Fo r  I ’ve  t rave l led  a l l  day  

   th rough the  land o f  n ight ,  

Down a  long,  sho r t ,  na r row b road o ld  way ,  

   and be so  fa r  o f f  I  be  now here .  

 

I  a te  noth ing  ‘ t i l  I  was  fu l l y  s tu f fed ,  

   and s ta rved in  the  land o f  p lenty .  

 

I  ta l ked  w i th  a  man who was  fu l l y  dumb,  

   and sang fo r  a l  the  deaf .  

I ’ve  been shown the  way  by  the  b l ind ,  

   and took  w i se  counc i l  f rom foo l s .  

I  she l te red  in  a  house  w i th  no  wa l l s ,  

   f rom a  c lear  sky  w i th  no  s ta r s .  

F rom a  jea lous  God who cared not  

   and a  s t rong k ing  a l l  weak  and wan.  

 

I  humbly  hope fo r  the  who le  w ide  wor ld ,  

   and sha l l  own a l l  that ’ s  in  my  empty  ‘ead.  

 

So  I ’ l l  want  no  more  

   than  a  g las s  o f  b read and a  bag o f  beer  

To  w i sh  you  Mer ry  Chr i s tmas  

   and a  Happy New Year .  

And now I ’ve  come I ’ l l  go  away  

   but  fo r  that  p leasu re  you’ l l  have  to  pay !  

[Advances  on  aud ience w i th  co l lec t ing  bag]  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

L i t t le  Johnny  Jack :  

[ En te r ,  ch i ld ren   

I n  s teps  I ,  L i t t le  Johnny  Jack ,  

W i th  a l l  my  fami ly  on  my back ,  
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c l ing ing  to  h i s  coat ]  And though they’ re  a l l  but  ve ry  sma l l  

They  eat  the  lo t  -  and leave bugger  a l l !  

 

My   pocket s  bare ,  my  ha i r  tu rns  g rey  

I  s lave  and to i l  th rough n ight  and day .  

I ’ve  so ld  my hat ,  my  coat ,  my  b reeches ,  

They  c l ing  to  me l i ke  suck ing  leeches .  

 

I  to i l  f rom dawn,  I  to i l  t i l l  dusk  

The  ta t te red  wa l le t  ever  th inner  

Wh i le  the  roof  above ho lds  back  the  ra in  

They  devour  the  humble  d inner .  

 

Ah !  

Bu t  to  see  the  sm i le  on  each rosy  face 

A  g r in  f rom ear  to  ear                        [ le f t  to  r igh t  o f  ch i ld ren ]  

My  k in  each year  they  g row apace 

They  sp read both  fa r  &  near .  

 

The  ch i ld  today’ s  tomor row’s  t reasu re .  

They  need your  go ld  a  p lenty .  

D ig  deep –  g ive  we l l……….. .  

[as ide]  

( They’ l l  come amongs t  you  p resent ly )  

 

Bo ld  New Year :  Fo r  now you’ve  ra i sed  your  Fes t ive  G las s  

And every  c racker ’ s  pu l led .  

G i f t s  unwonted and d i s l i ked  -  

Happy  Chr i s tmas?  I  am foo led :  

 

The  cheery  bot t le ’ s  runn ing  d ry  

And queasy  as  the  v in tage f l ie s  -  

The  wrapp ing  r ipped,   

The  tu rkey  s t r ipped,  

The  we ight -watched wa i s t l i ne  gone awry ,  

And b roken  toys  in  co rner s  l ie  

Fo r  Santa’ s  come and gone 

(And Jo l l y  Rudo lph’ s  le f t  a  g i f t  

… In  i t  I  t rod  th i s  morn)  

 

And as  I  gaze  upon the  scene fo r lo rn  

I ’ l l  make my New Year ’ s  w i sh :  

 

Fo r  now s teps  I :  Bo ld  New Year  -  

Rehearsed and not  yet  p lay’d .  

As  Laza rus  upon the  s tage 

I ’m seen  to  wa lk  aga in .  

 

P lease  come -  come,  w i th  me,  aga in   

As  the  wh i r l ig ig  revo lves :  

And le t  th i s  d i scontent  o f  w in te r   



12 

I n  g lo r ious  summer  be  reso lved 

 

The  buds  w i l l  bu r s t  

The  leaves  w i l l  fa l l  

The  p layer s  come and go.  

So  lea rn  your  l i nes  

And p lay  your  ro le  

In to  nex t  year  we go.  

 

Old  Fa ther  T ime:  Whis t le  up  the  Dev i l  

And h i s  name i t  i s  m ine  

Fo r  as  you  can see  

I  am O ld  Father  T ime 

(And T ime i t  i s  to  end our  m ime)  

 

Wh i le  a l l  the  wor ld ’ s  as leep 

Not  a  sage nor  sou l  dare  squeak  nor  peep as  I  pass  by :  

Fo r  I ,  the  mos t  unwonted gues t ,  

Have yet  to  make my ca l l  

On  those  who wou ld  make excuse  

Or  wou ld  fe ign  fo res ta l l   

The  knock  upon the  door  

The  shadow in  the  ha l l .  

 

I  sha l l  not  be  ha l ted  nor  thwar ted .  

Fo r  the re  sha l l  be  a  Day  o f  Judgement   

And a  ve ry  end ing  to  i t  a l l :   

The  s tep  upon the  s ta i r ,   

The  su rp r i se  and the  f r igh t !  

( Fo r  Death  sha l l  come as  a  th ie f  upon the  n ight ) .  

 

See  -  I  tu rn  the  hands  o f  T ime 

As  I  tu rn  the  hand le  o f  the  door  

When you  sha l l  once more  meet  

A l l  those  who’ve  gone befo re .  

 

And a l l  know th i s :  

As  you  a re  now 

Then  once I  u sed  to  be  

As  I  am now 

[ lower  hood to  revea l  face]  

Then  w i l l  you  one day  be .  

 

Th i s  id io t  to ld  ta le  s ign i f ie s  noth ing   

I f  not  to  say :  

Now i s  the  t ime to  k i l l  T ime  

Befo re  i t  i s  T ime that  k i l l s  you .  

And fo r  you r  t ime my thanks .  

And w i th  my  thanks  ad ieu ! !  

 

Guise r :  So ,  Le t  u s  ce lebrate  th i s  Chr i s tmas  T ime,  
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Al l  good to  a l l  i n  a l l  good rhyme.  

The  c i rc le ’ s  who le  h i s  new year ’ s  dawn -  

Farewel l  to  a l l  tha t ’ s  been and gone!                                               

[A l l  bow]  

 

Al l  S ING:  Joy ,  Hea l th ,  Love  and Peace,  

Be  a l l  he re  in  th i s  p lace.  

By  your  leave we w i l l  s ing  

Concern ing  ou r  K ing .  

 

Our  K ing  i s  we l l  d res sed  

In  the  s i l k s  o f  the  bes t .  

In  r ibbons  so  ra re  

No K ing  can compare .  

 

We have t rave l led  many  m i le s  

Over  hedges  and s ty le s  

In  search  o f  ou r  K ing ,  

Unto  you  we b r ing .  

 

O ld  Chr i s tmas  i s  passed,  

Twe l f th  N ight  i s  the  la s t .  

And we b id  you  ad ieu ,   

G reat  joy  to  the  new!  

 

[Du r ing  the  song f ive  o f  the  p layers  c i rc le  Sa in t  George  ]  

[who ho lds  s ix  long  swords ,  ]  

[ They  d raw the  swords  and fo rm in to  a  se t  o f  two  rows  o f  

th ree]  

[ They  dance  to  the  tune  ‘Somer  i s  icumen in ’ ]  

[A t  the  end o f  the  dance a  ‘kno t ’  o r  ‘ lock ’  i s  fo rmed]  

[ The  b lack  Kn igh t  knee ls ]  

[ The  Knot  i s  lowered a round h i s  neck  and the  f ive  dance 

a round]  

 [ The  swords  a re  d rawn and The  Moor f rom the  Knot  

and a l l  dance ‘ in ’  w i th  a  shout ]  

[ The  P layers  bow and the  p lay  i s  ended]   

 

 

  

  

Dance  

 Tune  –  f i r s t  l i ne  tw ice  

 

 No  c lash  –  Dance round.  S ing le  s tep .  

 

 Chorus :       S low:   O  R                    

Fas t :    O  R  L  O(back)  L  R  O  

 

 Back  to  Back  
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Chorus  

 

 Basket :  Le f t  a rm over ,  R ight  sword  under  par tne r  to  r igh t  

 

 S ta r :  cont inous  mus ic  ph rase .  Moor  on  knees  in  cent re  

  

 S ta r  lowered.  A l l  (ex  Moor )  dance round 

 

8  Ba r s  dance round ( tune  l ines  1 -4 )  

s low on  bar s  9  -  12  ( tune  l ines  5  &  6 )  

D raw on  las t  beat  o f  12  

Caper  round le f t   ba r s  13  –  16  ( la s t  tune  l ine)  

 

EX I T  SONG  

So  Fa rewe l l ,  Fa rewe l l  –  Fa re/we l l  fo r  one  more  year  

And unt i l  we  meet  aga in  Fa re/we l l  fo r  one  more  year  

R i se  aga in ,  R i se  aga in  –  ou r  / son  sha l l  r i se  to  f igh t  aga in  

We / tu rn  ou r  face toward  the  sun ,  fa re/we l l  fo r  one  more  year .  

 

And / so  Ad ieu ,  Ad ieu  –  to  you  and you  and you  

A/d ieu  to  a l l  that ’ s  been and gone and ha i l  to  a l l  that ’ s  new 

May /hea l th  and wea l th  and k ind l ines s  and long year s  be  w i th  you  a l l  he re  

We / look  to  George our  on ly  son ,  fa rewe l l  fo r  one  more  year  

 

So ,  so  long ,  so  long ,  and /now we mus t  be  gone 

So  / long  the  road we t rave l  on ,  so  / sho r t  ou r  humble  song 

Our  /words  a re  spoke ,  the  s tage i s  bare ,  and now aga in  ou r  p lay  i s  done  

Our  / son  sha l l  r i se  on  A lb ion ,  fa re/we l l  to  one more  year .  

 

 


