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SAMUEL
I am Samuel Wesley, yes, that is my name,

It means ‘from the west’ but from Dorset I came,

1662-1735
Now Rector of Epworth, and not without fame,

As Preacher and Poet I’ve made quite a name.

I’m writing a book about Job and his hells,

I’ve a family crest that features some shells,

I’m critical, stubborn and very devout,

I have a quick wit, and just sometimes, I shout.

A long lack of money has caused me much pain,

But Scholar and Gentleman I do remain.

As an eager young man I looked for a wife

Well-bred and of learning, to cherish for life.

Susanna, the daughter of Doc Annesley

Was a pretty nineteen when she married me.

Neat and well organised for me she will care,

I’ll give her a baby - yes, one every year.

SUSANNA
’Tis true, that he did, for the next nineteen years,



And he changed no nappies, nor mopped any tears.

1669-1742 Though our family was large it didn’t break me

For I had my methods of strict priority,

Fear the rod and cry softly, be kind, be clean,

And eat what you’re given with nothing between.

I taught them all reading, history and lit.

And hubby helped out with the classics, a bit.

The three boys won places to good public schools,

My girls are well read and know the grim rules  

Like, regardless of want, males must feed,

The female role is to rise above need.

I fear that I may be ahead of my time,

I think about politics, views that are mine.

SAMUEL
It is an affront, my wife dares disagree



With my bumbling curate, and even with me!



She started a prayer group while I was away,



Dozens of folk met in her kitchen to pray.



My curate’s upset, made him quite venomous –



I think she’s becoming some kind of feminist!

SAM & SU
Though sometimes we differ and often lack coins,



We both can rejoice in the fruit of our loins.
EMILY

We girls don’t appear in the history books

1692-1771       Yet seven of us lived, and we had more than looks.

SUKEY

The day we turned five, A to Z did recite, 

1695-1784
Though Nancy took two days to get it quite right.

MOLLY

The Long Catechism we all could relate,

1696-1734
Our Hetty read Greek by the time she was eight

HETTY

Our education was of excellent quality

1697-1750
Each day, like the boys, six hours of equality.

NANCY

Methodically trained, we could, sing, sew and spell

1701-

Yes, whatever we did we did very well.

PATTY

Gloves knitted by Molly have lasted forever ,

1706-1791   
The women of England keep them as a treasure.

KEZZY

We learnt to fear God and respect one another,

1709-1741      
And for one hour a week we each talked with Mother.

ALL

Alas, we were tutored beyond our calling



And the men we married were quite appalling.

JOHN

I am child fifteen, second son to survive



It’s by pluck and God’s grace that I am alive;

1703-91 They Christened me John then all called me Jack,

I had a room with the girls, up top at the back.

Misfortunes were many but when just five years

Our house caught on fire, I was trapped up the stairs.

The others got out leaving me to expire,

But a ladder of men snatched me from the fire.

‘Saved for a purpose’ went my mothers learning

Naming me then ‘The brand plucked from the burning.’

As a sober young man I thirsted for truth,

With passion and purpose, the ideals of youth.

My aim when at Oxford was to live a pure life,

Not easy, for sin was incredibly rife.

I started my day with devotions at four,

Then wrote and studied ’til ten pm or more.

A position of don was very soon gained,

But my desire was to become ordained.

I went back to Epworth as curate for Dad,

It helped him a bit, and it made Mother glad.

.

CHARLES
I’m young brother Charlie, the musical one,



With curls and good humour, and keen to have fun.

1707-88 like folks around me so started a club,

For chaps who like church more than time at the pub.

We visit the prisons and comfort the needy

And pray for the souls of the rich and the greedy.

Most students at Oxford prefer to play games

So our Holy Club got called many rude names.

But the tag Methodist did not worry me,

I wrote hymn 204 after hymn 203.

We build up each other, the best way to thrive,

Good words for a hymn, see MHB number 745.

I praised God for all things from daisies to cows

So it seemed the right thing to take holy vows.

SAM Jr
This was the time that Pilgrims crossed the ocean


And my young brothers had a missionary notion.

1690-1739
I Samuel Junior, respecting of tradition



Tried to prevent such un-high church ambition.



But, converting Redskins seemed so romantic



That soon both were preaching across the Atlantic.

I was aghast but Mother was delighted,



Nothing could be done so I didn’t get excited.



Priest and Headmaster is my fine vocation,



Not pearls before swine in some heathen location.

Yes, their mission failed. It is sad to relate,



Each returned home in a desolate state.

JOHN

In May ’38 when most wretched and down



I dragged myself off to a meeting in town.



In Aldersgate Street about quarter to nine,



A soul was converted, and that soul was mine!



While hearing the lesson around eight forty five



My heart strangely warmed, I felt truly alive!



I sought brother Charles, he too was a-fired,



We burst into song, both reborn inspired.

J & C

Now filled with the Spirit, we’re really aglow



And both of us rearing to get up and go.

JOHN

We preached faith and virtue… 

CHARLES

and did it with flair.

JOHN

We taught in the pulpits… 

CHARLES

and in the fresh air.

JOHN

Although small in size we were giants of our time…

CHARLES

And for fifty odd years we remained in our prime.

JOHN

We started class meetings…

CHARLES

trained clergy and lay…

JOHN

And travelled by horse… 

CHARLES

a large circuit a day.

JOHN

The world is my Parish… 

CHARLES

our John would exclaim,

Bringing help and salvation to the poor and the lame.

JOHN

We spread the good news…

CHARLES

and we never slept long…

JOHN

But wherever we went…

CHARLES

we praised God in song.
J & C

Though staunch C of E we two vicars remained



Our Methodist movement could not be contained.

ALL

The people called Methodist spread and they grew,



A parish world-wide that includes me and you.

SAMUEL
Three cheers for the Wesley heritage of today…

SUSANNA
And all sincere Christians…
SAMUEL
 Hip, hip…

ALL

HOORAY!

Production Notes

Can be easily presented in church (Women's Fellowship, Youth Groups etc) either rehearsed or un-rehearsed. 

A full cast is good but minimum of 5 readers works - one person being all 7 sisters, and Samuel Senior and Junior read by the same person wearing a different name tag. Use large cardboard name-tags, can either be held or hung round the characters necks, including dates adds interest. Male and female hats add to the occasion. 

The characters stand in a row up front each stepping up to the microphone to read their bit. 

If rehearsed and keen, full costumes are good, but simply wearing male and female hats is also fun.

