St. George and the Dragon
By Chris Humprhey for the Prattsbottom Mummers 2007
Cast of characters:
King Cole 

Queen Meg
Giant Bunderbore

Tess

Dragon

St. George

The Doctor

Tess:  
Hold friends, hold!  We are very cold!

Inside and outside, so very cold.

Something to warm us, if we may.

For that, kind folks, we’ll give you a play.

There’s a dragon about.

If you see him, shout!

He grunts, 

He groans, 

He growls.

He grins.

Watch!  Our revel now begins.

King Cole:

I’m King Cole,

And here is my bride.

I’ve a crown on my head

And a sword by my side.

Queen Meg:

I’m Queen Meg.

Hear what I say.

I’m afraid of dragons,

But I won’t run away.

Blunderdore:
I’m Giant Blunderbore –

Fee, fie, fum.

I’m here to fight dragons,

So I say, “Come.”

Tess:

My name’s Tess,

Full nine years old,

Ready to battle 

The dragon bold.

(Enter the dragon)

Dragon:

Stand on head, stand on feet!

Meat!  Meat!

Meat for to eat!

I am the Dragon –

Here are my jaws!

I am the Dragon – 

Here are my claws!

All except Dragon:

These are our tricks –

Ho, Dragon, ho!

These are our sticks –

Whack, Dragon, so!

(All thrash about with their sticks, knocking each other down, completely missing the dragon).

 (Enter St. George)

St. George:
Here come I, the brave St. George, from England did I spring.

I’ll soon dispatch this dragon bold, my wonders to begin.

I’ll clip his wings, he shall not fly.

I’ll cut him down, or else I’ll die.

Dragon:
Who is this seeks a dragon proud 

And calls so angry and so loud?

This English dog, though he might boast,

My fiery breath his flesh shall roast.

With my long teeth, and dagger claw,

Of such as him, I’d eat a score

Yet leave my stomach room for more!

(St. George slays the dragon, then seeing the dead townsfolk, calls for a doctor)
St. George:

Is there a doctor in the house?

I want to make this maid my spouse.

She is, indeed, a comely lass.

But I fear she’s injured in the…leg.

The lovely queen both motionless lie

Beside the giant with a stick through his eye.

And my liege, the king, deathly sick

Has a grave injury to his… heart.

Oh doctor, doctor, can you save

These hapless victims from the grave?
(during the doctor’s speech, he administers various ‘cures’ to the patients – large pills, injections, potions, etc.  Each one cries ‘Rubbish’ upon taking the cure and remains dead.)

Doctor:

I am the doctor. I cure all ills.

Some with potions, some with pills.

I cure itch, stitch, pox, and gout,

Pains within and pains without.

I have cured all manner of ills

From whooping cough to weakened wills,

Chickenpox and foot-and-mouth,

Both in the north and in the south.

All sorts of diseases,

Whatever you pleases.

I’ll cast a spell and wave my hand

And order everyone to stand.

Ta da!

(Everyone except the dragon stands, alive again)

Dragon:

Hey! What about me?

I’ve been bad, no doubt.

But must I lie here lonely,

All left out?

King Cole:
Pray gentlefolk these battles cease and curb your indignation.

Let each in turn now say his piece, in calm negotiation.

Queen Meg:

I recommend a cup of tea, with sugar if you take it.

Resolve your quarrels peacefully – with care, I know you’ll make it.

Tess:

There’s nothing wrong you can’t put right,

With tea and a ginger biscuit

Blunderbore:

Whether you’re Dragon or whether you’re Knight.

Be bold now – go on, risk it!

(Tess serves tea & biscuits.  St. George teaches the dragon to do tricks for treats while the mummers sing)

Come all ye jolly mummers,

That mum in Christmas time,

Come join with us in chorus;

Come join with us in rhyme.
Chorus1:

And a mumming we will go, we’ll go,

And a mumming we will go.

We’ll face all sorts of weather

And put on a gallant show.

It’s of St. George’s valour

So loudly let us sing;

An honor to his country

And a credit to his king

Chorus2:
And a mumming we will go, we’ll go,

And a mumming we will go.

We’ll don our lace and leather

And put on a fashion show.
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