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Cast:

Alexander
Bull Guy

King George

Bull Guy’s Mother

Doctor

Father Christmas

Alexander:  

I open the door, I enter in.

I beg your pardon to begin.

Whether I rise or whether I fall,

I’ll do my best to please you all.

A room, a room, a gatherin’ room,

A room to see a fight.

Stir up that fire and make a light

To see these brave boys act tonight

If you don’t believe these words I say,

Step in, Bull-Guy and clear the way.

Bull Guy:

In comes Bull Guy.

From England I’ve sprung.

I’ve traveled all the nations round

To find the king’s own son.

I’ve found him at the slaughter.

I slew the King of Egypt’s daughter.

Alexander:  

Prince George stands at the door,

He swears he will come in

With his sword and buckler by his side

He swears he’ll belt my skin.

Prince George:

In comes Prince George, the king’s own son.

My hands and head are made of hard knuckle bone,

And no man can make me feel.

Alexander:

Can’t I make thee feel?

Prince George

No, thou can’t make me feel.

Bull Guy

Sand back, stand back, thou dirty dog.

I’ll make thy buttons fly.

I’ll fill thy belly full of bones and stones

And thou shall surely die.

Prince George:
Shall I die?

Bull Guy:

Yes, thou shalt surely die.

[They fence and Prince George stabs the Bull Guy who falls to the floor as his mother rushes in]

Mother

Oh George, Oh George, what has thou done?

You’ve killed and slain my only son.

Stabbed and maimed and done him to death.

Send for a doctor while he still has breath.
Doctor

In comes Doctor,

A noble doctor, too!

Mother

How comes thou to be a doctor?

Doctor

By my travels

Mother

What are thy travels?

Doctor

Ickally, Pickally, France and Spain,

Over hills and home again.
Mother

Where else?

Doctor

Upstairs, downstairs and in
Your mother’s bread and cheese basket

Mother

What can you cure?

Doctor

The itch, the stitch, palsy and gout,

Pains within and pains without.

Mother

How much will you cure my son for?

Doctor

Oh, five pounds, being a poor man – ten.
Mother

Cure him then.
Doctor

Here, Jack, take a drop of this nick-nack 

And let it run down thy tick-tack

And rise and fight again.
Alexander

You fool, he’s never shifted.
Doctor

Oh dear.  I’ve given him the wrong bottle.

There’s another bottle in my smock-coat pocket.

Here, Jack, take a drop of this nick-nack 

And let it run down thy tick-tack

And rise and fight again.

Bull Guy

I was slain, now I’m alive again!

Doctor

Now ladies and gentlemen all around,

I’ve cured this man, both safe and sound.

I’ve healed his wounds; I’ve cleansed his blood

And given him stuff that’ll do him good.

If you can’t believe these words I say,

Step in Father Christmas and clear the way.

Father Christmas

Now we have performed Prince George

Who was a fighting fish.

We hope you will remember us,

And then we all will wish

A Merry Christmas to all here

And a glorious New Year

Alexander:

There’s six so stout and six so bold

Prince George:

Could eat a plum putting before it’s half cold.

Bull Guy

And if your plum pudding is chanced to be pale,

Mother

We could drink a good jug of your old Christmas ale.

Doctor

And if your old Christmas ale is changed to be strong,

Father Christmas

We accommodate you with a jolly good song.

Song:

The cock sat up in the Yew tree, the hen came cackling by,

I wish you a merry Christmas and a big fat pig in the stye.
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