[bookmark: _GoBack]Sam Henry - Christmas Rhymes – Mummers

Captain:  Room, room brave gallant boys; come give us room to rhyme;                                                                                 for we come here to show you fun about this Christmas time: act of young, or act of age which was  never acted on a stage, and if you don’t believe what I say, call in St George and he will soon clear the way.
St George:  Here I come St George from England; I have sprung one of these noble deeds and value to begin. Seven long years in a close cage, kept out of that on to a rock of stones, where I gave many a sad and grievous moan. Many a giant I did subdue; I run my fiery dragon through and through until I gained the victory. Now I draw my bloody weapon; show me the man that dare me stand, I will cut him down with my courageous hand.
Turkey Champion:  I am the man who dare you stand, whose courage is so great and with my broad sword I will make Dukes and Earls to quake.
St George:  What are you but a poor silly lad?
Turkey Champion:  I am Turkey Champion from Turkey land. I came to fight with you the great St George by name.
St George:  I will cut you and slash you and pack you up and send you over to Turkey land to make mince pie, bake in an oven and after that I will fight any man here indoors.
Sound of sword fight.
Turkey Champion:  St George, St George, you missed your mark; you aimed that for my tender heart, but since my sword is neither bent nor broke, I will rise and fight another stroke.
St George:  Ah, get away, you silly fool, I have no time to wait. I will let you see before a coward I do hate.
Turkey Champion:  A coward, a coward, I never was and never mean to be.
St George:  Ah, get away, you silly fool, for I will soon let you see. A doctor, a doctor, ten pounds for a doctor. Is there not a doctor to be found to cure this man of a dead and mortal wound?
Doctor:  I am the doctor, pure and good and with my broad sword I’ll stench this young man’s blood. If you want this young man’s life saved, fifty guineas I must have.
St George:  But what can you cure?
Doctor:  I can cure the plague within the plague, the palsy, walsy of the gout. Bring to me an old woman, three score and ten with the knuckle bone of her big toe knocked off; I can set it on again.
St George:  What is your medicine doctor?
Doctor:  My medicine is hens, pens, midge oil; the sap of poker, the juice of the tongs: three turkey eggs, mixed up, nine yards long, emptied into the hen’s bladder, stirred up well with a tom cat’s feather, then emptied a pig’s horn; and if that doesn’t do, I have a wee bottle in my waistcoat pocket, called hokey-pokey ease your pain, rise up dead man and fight again.   
 Old Beelzebub:  Here I come Old Beelzebub, and over my shoulder I carry my club and in my hand a wee tin can, and think myself a jolly old man; get up you old woman and ruffle your feathers, for I’m not going to listen to none of your blethers, for once I come here to show you fun; I want a slice of your Christmas bun; a slice of your bacon; a cut of your cheese, and nine or ten shillings if you please; and if you don’t believe what I say, call in Jimmy Funny and he will soon clear the way.
Johnny Funny:  Here come I wee Johnny Funny: I’m the man what lifts the money: all sliver, no brass, bad pennies won’t pass; if you don’t believe what I say, there’s the money box.
Sound of money going into box.  
