


On a recent visit to my mother Julie, | came across a C90 cassette containing a recording of
a rehearsal for the 1972 Bampton Mummers Play. The players were:

Father Christmas............. . Don Rouse*

Saint George ................ . Roy Hewett

The Turkish Knight............. Arnold Woodley
The Doctor................... Don Rouse

Robin Hood................... Trevor Hewett

Little John..................... Ted Hunt

Royal Aprussia King ............ Roy Hewett
Slasher, The Soldier Bold......... Arnold Woodley
Jack Finney..................... Trevor Hewett

Old Tom the Tinker............... Ted Hunt

* Standing in for Martin Hewett who played this part on Christmas Eve.
Recorded at a rehearsal in the old chapel at University Farm, Lew. 1972.


















































































































Bampton Mummer’s Play = /(-

- Enter. Father Christmas |

" mcomesol’F ather Chnstmas Welcome or w%lcome not, [ hope ol” father Christmas
- will never be forgot.
-There is a time for work, there is a time for play, a time to be melancholy and for to

~ be gay.

" A time to be thrifty, a time to be free and sure enough this Christmas time we all shall
jovial be. ,

For this is the tnne that Christ d1d come that we might happy be

So listen all ye gentiles to what I have to say
'St George , the Doctor and the Turk are here together tomght,

The Doctor has his physics and the Knights have their swords sharp set

One will kill the other and the Doctor will raise him up.’ -

Now all we shall happy be with each his Christmas cup

When Robin Hood and Little John will pass the Beer pot round

For two nobler chaps on earth there never yet were found

So Ladies and Gentlemen I pray you give good cheer to ol’ Father Chnstmaa. ,

He comes but once a vear. :

'Come in St George the nght.

Enter St George.

In-comes I St George the Knight

Who with my pagans used to fight

With sword and spear and valiant shield

I’ll make an “ost of adversaries yeild

I’ll swear tis true, although I am so pliant

- In battle, I’m as strong as any giant :

And although I am so shm Icould yeta calf and then not fill my belly
Oh no not ‘alf.

Come in the Turkxsh Knight.

Enter the Turkish Knight .

In comes I the Turkish Knight

I come from Turkey land to fight

With bold St George if he be “ere

- And if ‘is “art don’t quake with fear

I’ll cat it out with my sharp sword and eat it that I will , upon my word
So just let ‘m come ‘ere if he be so bold

And if “is blood is hot , F1l mak it cold.

Fighting.erupts. Turkish Knight Falls =~
Father €
I there a Doctor in the land?

Enter Doctor
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There is a doctor in the land skillfull both in ‘ead an’ ‘and

~ Now if a man has got a cough , [ can cure *im without cutting ‘is ‘ead off -

And if this pays me well, I'll leave the sinner to eat a bunch of thistles for his dinner
And if this pays me well, the secret [ shall never tell -

Being the case it was before, Rise up thy ‘ead and fight once more.’

(Doctor raises him from the dead)

Come in bold Robin Hood

Enter Robin Hood .

In comes I bold Robin Hood, with bended bow of yew tree wood

And arrows sharp for my quiver I'll choose an aldermans fat liver
Under the greenwood tree merrily come with me

To ‘unt the deer with ‘orn and ‘ound, we’ll take our joyous way

And when weve done with nut brown ale
- We’ll cheer the ‘unting day -
' When Little John and Friar Tuck will roast and eat the slaughtered Buck
- Come in Bold Little John

Enter Bold Little John _ . ' T

In comes I bold little John, with my Quarterstaff I’ll play the don
I’m not the man to cheat or cozen, but knock mens brains out by the dozen
All I ask you in this quorum, I’ll drink your honour from a jurom.
Last Christmas eve I turned a spit, burnt my fingers and finds ants it
_ The sparks fled over the table, the skimmer ran a’ter the ladel
‘I said to the grid iron “Can’t you two agree ,
’m the justice, bring him to me.”

PART TWO
Enter Father Christmas.

‘Good master and good and good Mistress, I ‘ope your all within

For we’ve come this merry Christmas time, to greet you and your kin,
- Now if you are offended we’ll taken it as offence

And if you will not own us, we’ll quickly go your hence.

A room, a room to rhyme,

Please give me and my brave gallant boys a room to thyme thls merry Chnstmastlme
“Active youth, active life ‘

Life thats never seen or done before upon a common stage,

Stage or no stage. Off St George, come in the Royal Apruss1a ng

Enter the Royal Aprussia @g

. In comes I the Royal Apprussia King
Bound to defend all nations, cares for no man
Niether Austrian, Spanish, French, Dutch nor Turk
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And 'm sure no man can do me any hurt
So let all your noble voices ring :

For I am the Royal Apprussia ng
Come in soldler Bold.

Enter Soldier Bold

In comes [ soldier bold, Slasher is my name

With sword and sash hanging by my side I’ll swear I'll win the game ,
Who is this' man who with me stands? I'll swear I'll klll im sword in hand
Kill “im, cut ‘im, maul *im into smaller slices ,

Send ‘im to the cook shop to make mince pies

" Mince ples hot, mince pies cold,

P11 send “im to the cook shop afore he’s nine days old.
" I count myself as good a man as thee .

Reyal Apprussia King
Same as I to thee
Soldier_ _Bold .

Where in the forelife I valued it not
I must give up sooner or later or'no more room for Mortality

' Fighting ensues with The Royal Apprussia King falling
Knockz'ng at door . - | .
Father Christmas
Who's there?

Doctor off stage
Doctor

- Father Christinas

Come m then good Doctér

Enter Doctor Good

Iﬁ comes | déctor Good

With my ‘and I’ll stop ‘is blood

And my pills will work “im through, cure both body and stomach to.

. Father Christmas
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Where doest thee come from then good Doctor? -~ :

: ﬁéctor Good
Italy, Tifaly, Germany, France and Spain, that is my homeand I shall return again
Father Christinas
What sort of diseases do thy pills cure then good Doctor?
Doctor Good
All sorts of diseases, the Itch, the Stitch , the Pulsie, the Gout

Pains within and pains without :
‘Ard carns, soft carns, cure a Magpie with the toothache.

- Father Christinas

Hows do that then good Doctor?

Doctor Good ' , , ' .
Cuts “is yead off and chucks ‘is body in the ditch .

Also John Jenkins and his wife I cured they. But they died

Bring unto me an old woman, seventy years of age and lying in her grave

She’ll be able to rise ‘er ‘ead and crack one of my Imple Pimple pills

I’ll be bound a fifty pound bonfire for her life

If there is another quack doctor in the land that can do as well as I can

- Just let ‘im come here and raise this dead man
- Come in Jack Finney '

Enter Jack Finney

In comes I who aint been ‘it

With my big ‘ead-and little wit

Me ‘eads so big, my wits so small,I will edeavour to please you all

Ladies and gentlemen my name is not Jack Finney

Father Christmas

~ What is thy name then Jack?

Jack Finney

Mr Finney. A man of great pains, canst do more than thee or any other man

Father Chﬁstmaé

- What canst thee do then Jack?



Bampton Mummer’s Play
Jack Finney Co : :
_Cure this man if not quite dead
Raising The Royayal AppruSsia:Kiizg from the dead .
Being the case it was before ,
Rise up thy ‘ead and fight no more.
Come in old Tom the Tinker -

‘Enter Tom the Tinker -

In comes I, old Tom the Tinker, I aint no small beer drinker o

I told the Landlord to his face, the chimney carener was his place

There we set and dried our face, old Tom Giles and I

Me face was black, me beard was long

Me ‘at tied on with a leather an thong : -
So if you please ladies an’ gentlemen, could you give me a copper or two
To get me beard cut to go to Church on Sunday

. Now. as I was walking down a wide, narrow, strmght, crooked lane,

I met a pig with a ‘orses main

I went down a bit farther and I comes to a plgsty

" Built with pancakes and thatched with apple dumplins

Now I thought this all very well for trade
~ Iknocks at the maid, open fled the door
The pig began to shake an” the ‘ouse began to roar

She asked me, if “I could yet a pint of ale and dnnk a piece of bread and cheese?”

I said “No thankee, but just if you please”
I goes down a bit farther and I comes to two old women , smpper-snappmg
* One cuts a Barley carn through a ten foot wall
Knocks the bottom out of a cast iron pot and kills a poor dead dog
Nowl * a§ plty on this poor dead dog : - :

Doctor. Good ‘
Why, was ‘ee a pedigree?
Tom the Tinker

No, twas a Bitch. So I turned “im ms1de outards, slap bang outards
" An’ set ‘im up the top of Buckland a barking backards

Final Song

Now for the music and now for the fun’

The feast is ready and Christmas has come .
‘So welcome us now and give us a chear

For old Father Christmas comes once in a year.
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