
THE DURSLEY 
MUMMER’S PLAY 1888 

 
The play was placed in the 
BODLAEIN library in Oxford by the 
village school master.  In a case of 
incredible foresight at the time he 
realised that it was dying out and saved 
it by taking down the text from the oral 
tradition.  It was discovered there in 
1968 by Richard Chidlaw who was 
carrying out research on 
Gloucestershire mummer’s plays. 
 
The caller-in is Father Christmas he 
MCS the play.  He must NOT be 
confused with Santa Clause a quite 
different character. 
 
Father Christmas: In comes I Old 
Father Christmas. 
Christmas or Christmas not,  
I hopes old Father Christmas  
will never be forgot. 
I don’t come here 
for laugh nor cheer 
I comes for a pocket full of money 
and a cellar full of beer. 
King George is here. 
And swears he will come in,  
and if he does he’ll pierce 
your skin. 
Room Room Brave Gallants 
Room I cry, 
let’s have King George on in this way. 
 
King George: In comes I King  
George, 
a man of courage bold. 
I won the King of Egypt’s daughter 
and his shield of gold. 
I’ll fight the fiery dragon 
my wonders to begin. 
I’ll cut him down he shall not fly, 
I’lll have his head 
or else I’ll die. 
 
Dragon: Who calls for the dragon’s 
blood and shouts so angry and so loud. 
I’ll cut him down my creatious hand 

Stay my stomach with his gore. 
 
(They fight with swords and the dragon 
is killed.) 
 
King George: I’ve killed the firey 
dragon dead and just to prove it here’s 
his head! 
 
(pause) 
 
King George:  Ogres I’ve fought and 
Giants grim. 
And rescued maiden’s fair 
At battles, jousts and sieges 
I’m the foremost in the war. 
So if any man thinks himself better nor 
I let him step in this why. 
 
Father Christmas: A room, A room,  
A room I cry 
lets have Buonapert come in this why. 
 
Buonapet: In comes I Buonapert. 
Cut and slash and do no hurt. 
I’ll fight King George and his 
boastations. 
I’ll fight the guns of all the Nations. 
Soon will I cut thee small as flies. 
And send thee off to Christmas. 
To make mince pies. 
Mince pies hot 
Mince pies cold 
Let our battle be 
Short and bold. 
 
(They fight with swords and Buonapert 
is killed.  He lies on the floor.) 
 
Father Christmas: King George,  
King George 
What hast thou done 
Thoust gone and slain 
My only son. 
 
King George:  First he gave me 
challenge 
Oh how could I deny 
See how high he was standing 
Now see how low he lie. 
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Father Christmas: Doctor Doctor 
speed alive 
There’s a dead man wounded in his 
side. 
 
Doctor: In comes I good Doctor Hill 
I put the ladies on the pill. 
 
Father Christmas: Welcome doctor 
what canst thou cure? 
 
Doctor: I can cure the itch the pitch 
The palsy and the gout 
Pains within and pains without 
I can cure an old woman three score 
and ten  
and make her young and plump again. 
 
Father Christmas:  Well if theest can 
do that then thee bist a noble doctor. 
 
Doctor: Oh I’m not one of they 
mounted-back doctors 
As rides around telling you as many 
lies in half an hour 
As truths in a fortnight 
What I does I does in front of your  
own face. 
And if you don’t believe that tis a poor 
job. 
 
Father Christmas: What is thy fee 
doctor. 
 
Doctor: Ten guineaus is my fee but ten 
pound I’ll take off thee. 
 
Father Christmas: Take it doctor take 
it. 
 
Doctor: Where’s Jock Spinach? 
 
Father Christmas: I don’t know 
where is he? 
Room Room Room I cry 
Lets have Jock Spinach  
In this why. 
 

Jack Vinney: My name’s not Jock 
Spinach 
It’s Mr John Vinney. 
And I can cure as much as him 
or any man again. 
 
Doctor: (snootily) oh yes Mr John 
Vinney, 
And what canst thou cure? 
 
Jack Vinney:  I can cure a crow with 
an egg ache, 
or a jackdaw with a toothache 
 
Doctor: Oh yes and how can you do 
that? 
 
Jack Vinney: (Seizes the Doctor 
around the neck and squeezes.) 
I wrings their heads off 
throws them in the gutter,  
and they drown. 
 
Doctor: Safe cure, safe cure,  
Fetch me my bag. 
 
Jack Vinney: Fetch it yourself. 
 
Doctor: What’s that you saucy young 
rascal. 
 
Jack Vinney: I’ll fetch it, I’ll fetch it. 
 
(They look at the patient.) 
 
Doctor: Lets have a look at him, 
His legs are not broken, 
His arms are not broken. 
Is it the toothache? 
 
Buonapert: Yes! 
 
Doctor: Fetch me the strongest hosses 
in your team. 
 
(Jack and Father Christmas hand 
round a long rope sot that the audience 
can help pull.  They all pull and the 
tooth pops out.) 
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Doctor: Her it is the tooth 
the whole tooth,  
and nothing but the tooth. 
(and he goes on) 
I’ve a little bottle down here at my 
side, will cure your pains and many 
more beside. 
Take this Flip-Flop and down thy 
Chip-Chop. 
Rise up and fight again. 
 
(Buonapert goes for King George but 
Father Christmas stops them.) 
 
Father Christmas: That’s enough of 
that. 
Room Room Room I cry 
Lets have Niddy Noddy in this why. 
 
Niddy Noddy: In comes I Niddy 
Noddy, 
All head and no body. 
All feet and no toes. 
Give me some money 
or out I goes. 
Tis money I want 
Tis money I crave. 
Give us a groat 
or I’ll dance on your grave. 
 
Father Christmas: Room Room 
Room I cry,  
Lets have Belsy Bob on in this why. 
 
Belsy Bob:  In comes I old Belsy Bob,  
Over my shoulder I carries a knob. 
In my hand a dripping pan 
Don’t you think I’m a jolly old man. 
I’m the jolliest old man that ever was 
hit,  
With my big head and my little wit. 
My head is so large and my wit be so 
small, 
I’ll sing you a song to please you all. 
 
Father Christmas: Room Room 
Room I cry, 
Lets have Saucy Jack on in this why 
 

Saucy Jack: In comes I old Saucy 
Jack,  
My wife and family on my back. 
And out of ten I have but five,  
and all the rest be starved alive 
Roast beef, plum pudding and a glass 
of strong beer 
makes us merry and sing. 
And money in our pockets 
is a very fine thing. 
So ladies and gentlemen 
sitting at your ease,  
come give the Mummers what you 
please. 
 
Belsy Bob:  If this pan could speak 
he’d say chuck in your money right 
away. 
 
All: We wish you a Merry Christmas 
and a Happy New Year. 
A pocket full o’ money and a cellar 
full o’beer. 
 
Tresham Wassail (As sung by Gran 
Frankham of Tresham.  Collected by 
Richard Chidlaw.) 
 
We’ll Sail, We’ll Sail all over the town 
Our bread is white and our ale it is 
brown 
Our bowl it is made of a Malpalin Tree 
With a Wassailing Bowl we’ll Drink 
unto thee. 
 
CHORUS 
 
Drink unto thee, Drink unto thee 
With a wassailing bowl we’ll drink 
unto thee 
Now here’s to the Broad and to her 
long tail 
May God send our master a good keg 
of Ale 
And a good keg of ale that we may all 
see 
And a wassailing bowl we’ll drink 
unto thee. 
 
 


