FLYING PIG PRODUCTIONS

Presents

ALL QUIET ON THE WESTBURN FRONT 

[Sfx: Pearl & Dean music.]
Voice of God  Welcome to the World of Flying Pig Productions
Teuchter
Aye aye! Foo ye daein?
VoG
Sit back...
Teuchter
But nae too far - some of those seats is gye shoogly...
VoG
Relax...
Teuchter
But please try to stay awake...
VoG
And enjoy the show…
Teuchter
If yer awfa easy pleased. Good evening ladies and gents. The management wid like to remind all patrons at the followin' acticities is banned within the auditorium: smoking cigarettes, and haddock-flash photography, and photographing flashers; and the use of mobile phones, and mobile homes.
Also forbidden is the use of audio-visual equipment, alligator wrestling, the unauthorised deployment of nuclear warheads, snake handling, cannibalism and running with scissors.
Lead sponsor for this wiks production is Town and Country Garage, Aiberdeen's formeost suppliers o' landrovers, subarus, and ither prestige vehicles. A long established company, they've bin aboot since 1908, so we'll niver ken fit wye they were daft enough to get inveigled wi a bunch o chancers like us.

Thursday night only:

also sponsoring us this evening is the Press and Journal, Aiberdeen's foremost, and indeed only, daily morning newspaper.

Friday night only:

 
also sponsoring us this evening is CMS Cameron McKenna, solicitors and providers of transnational legal services. CMS Cameron McKenna wish to make it clear that it is sponsoring this production as part of its ongoing deep-rooted commitment to the Aiberdeens Arts Scene, and certainly not cos they hiv the misfortune to employ een o the writers of this evening's farrago.
Flying Pig Productions wid like ot offer up a hearty "cheers min" to our sponsors. So now, ladies and gentlemen, we're nae wintin to waste ony mair o yer valuable time, and so withoot further ado, delay, prevarication or faffin aboot, we will cut to the chase and go straight in - straight in, ladies and gentlemen - to the moment yev a been waitin for. A preview, for a forthcoming attraction.
Beefheart
[Sfx: Braveheart romance theme plays.]
[Lights up on romantic scene behveen two cows]
Phoenix:
i came back tae grow grass, and, god willing, tae raise cattle.

Mrs Cow:        Is that what you call a proposal?

Phoenix:          I love mooo. Always have. 1 want tae marry moooo.
V/o 
HIS DREAMS WERE OF PEACE, AND THE COW HE LOVED. BUT HIS DESTINY WOULD BE ON THE FIELD OF WAR...
[Sfx: stirring patriotic music]
IN A LAND RAVAGED BY FOOT AND MOUTH, GOVERNMENT SLAUGHTER SQUADS KILLED HIS ONLY LOVE. BUT NOW THEY'RE GOING TO PAY. IT'S TIME FOR A NEW BREED OF HERO.
ABERDEEN ANGUS. MEL GIBSON IS.. PHEONIX THE CALF;IN...   BEEFHEART!
Phoenix
 I want a field, an cattle. But it's all fer nothing if ye don't have silage.
V/o
ALSO STARRING SOPHIE MARCEAU AS THE FOREIGN QUEEN
Queen
I understand you have suffered. I know of your heifer. I know she was... decalfinated.
Phoenix
They killed her tae get tae me. Now I just feel this emptiness, in my stomachs.
Queen
All of them?
Phoenix
Aye.
V/o
ALSO STARRING ALAN RICKMAN AS TONY BLAIR. AND, AS THE GOVERNMENT'S CHIEF VETINARY OFFICER - JACKIE CHAN!
Tony
The trouble with farms is that they're full of cows.. We must get this crisis under control. Deploy the Cud missiles!
Jackie:
Hoyoooooooooooooh.
Badly Dubbed V/o:     Yes, sir.
Tony
I want Pheonix's heart on a plate.    With chips and mushrooms.
V/o:
WHEN THE MILK OF HUMAN KINDNESS TURNS SOUR, THE
CATTLE OF SCOTLAND CAN NO LONGER TURN THE UDDER
CHEEK!
[A line of other cows. Phoenix appears before them]
Cow:
We can't fight all of those slaughtermen.
Pheonix:
What are you, sheep?
Cows:
No!
A Sheep:
I am.
Others:
Shh!
Pheonix:
Cattle of Scotland. I am Pheonix The Calf.
Cow:
Phoenix The Calf is ten foot tall.
Pheonix:         I've heard. And if he were here, he'd destroy the slaughtermen with fire from his eyes and a blast of methane from his arse. I am Pheonix The Calf. And I see a whole army of fellow cattle here in defiance of tyranny. We can defeat them! And then we'll have what none of us have had before. A pasture of our own.
Cow:
Where are you goin'?
Phoenix:
I'm going to pick a fight.
Cow:
Weel, at least we didnae get trussed up fer no thin'.
V/o:
IN THE YEAR OF OUR LORD 2001,CATTLE OF SCOTLAND, TERRORISED AND OUTNUMBERED, CHARGED THE FIELD AT FETTERCAIRN. THEY FOUGHT LIKE WARRIOR BULLOCKS. THEY FOUGHT LIKE CATTLE.
[Sfx: stirring music] 

Phoenix:
What would you give fer one chance- just one chance - tae tell our enemies that they may take our milk, but they'll never take... our FRESHIAAAAANS!!!
[Blackout]
The Homy Lady # 1
[Mither & Faither stand in the way of our heroine. All three have shopping baskets.]
Mither:
Foo ye feelin' faither? In yersel?
Horny Lady:   Excuse me...
Faither:           Fit d'ye mean?
Mither:
Hiv ye hid a motion? Cos at's us at the bran noo. Wid ye like some bran?
Horny Lady:   Excuse me, could I get past...?
Faither:
No, Fm nae needin' bran.
Mither:
Weel, fit aboot prunes then? Jist worked wonders last time. Foo mony
Cans are ye wintin? One... or twa dizen?
Horny Lady:    Excuse me, I'm just needing...
Mither:
Weel it winna ging wrang, nae wi the problems you hiv onywye and...
Horny Lady
I wonder if I can get past…[They blythely ignore her. Still polite and smiling, she draws an air-horn from her basket and, to the consternation of those in front of her, gives it a good long blast. The obstructors stand aside, mouths agape. The lady bustles through the gap, all sweetness and light]
Horny Lady: 
Thank you.
[Blackout]
At the Football
[A fan is sits, watching the game. A second fan enters and sits next to him.]
Fan 2
[Anxiously] Foo we daein'?
Fan 1
Aye, we're still holding them. Nil - nil.
Fan 2
At's good at against Rangers, is it, nil-nil.
Fan 1
Oh it's excellent against Rangers, to still be huddin' them, nil-nil.
Fan 2
I dinna ken aboot you but I'm getting' nervous. Are you nervous?
Fan 1
Aye I'm nervous. These next ten minutes'll be crucial.
Fan 2
Vital.
Fan 1
If we can hud them for the next ten minutes we'll be all the way. [In state of building excitement.] Oh — oh – 
[Sfx: shrill whistle blast]
Both
[they hug each other in fear]. Oh Christ! The game's sterted!
[Blackout]
The Rose Rowson Incident
[Blue-rinsed wifie with gless in one hand and fag in the other addresses the crowd. A 
confluence of dragged-up auld wifies along with a token auld mannie]
President:
Welcome, ladies...
Wifies:
Aye aye! Fit like!
President:
An hello Jim.
Wifies:
Ooh he's an afa Jim, oho
President:         I wid lik tae call tae order i 15th meetin o i Skitteryhippen Residential Hame Auld Folks Social Committee…
Wifies:
Aye, it is 'at. At's fit it is. We hid een last wik
President:        First on i agenda. I jist wint tae say a weel deen tae Mrs Jessop, fer her sponsored keep fit regime, fit at a last coont hid raised £4.27p.
Wifies:
Oooooooh…
Pres:
Aye, she's bin example tae us a'. On i day o her 85th birthday, she sterted
walkin 4 miles a day. We still da ken far she is, but, me, fit a money she's raised. Noo onto a mair serious metter. Efter last wiks highly successful Action Fun Day at i River Dee, I hiv received a letter of criticism!
Wifies:
Fit a chick! Shame! Boo!
Pres:
I hiv in my hand a piece of paper. 'Is is a letter fae Mrs Kinnaird o' Room 17,
noo o' course currently care of Foresterhill. An afa strongly-worded letter, if
truth be telt- a letter I wiz shocked tae recieve.
Wifie#l:
Aye, shocked.
Pres:
Aye.
Wifie #2:
Shocked an stunned.
Pres:
Aye, thank you..
 Wifie # 1:
Shocked, stunned, an saddened..
Pres
[sharply] Wheesht. Aye, saddened I wiz tae receive is letter, i contents o which I hiv niwer received i like, in a my years as President o i Skitteryhippen Residential Hame Auld Fowks Social Committee. I winna trouble ye wi i details…
Wifies:
G'wan! Tell us, tell us! G'wan!
Pres:
Noo, I ken at afore we went, some o i ye did wonder if we'd enjoy i White
Water Raftin.. But I think we'd a' agree at a fine time wiz hid by a'bdy.
Wifies
Aye, at's richt.
Pres
I myself can still mine fit a trooper auld Mrs Robb wiz. 95 years young, but there she wiz wi a great muckle smile on er face, gien me a cheery wave, as she wiz swept aff tae sea. Haein i time o her life, she wiz.
Wifies 
True!
Pres
Aye, but Mrs Kinnaird is callin intae question my judgement, despite i fact at we only lost one wifie, fa, as we a ken and fair play tae her, wiz on i wye oot onywye.
Wifies
Aye! At's true!
Pres
So, ladies, notwithstandin a i years I've spent as yer President, an i great progress I hiv jist recently made in gettin ye a' Chocolate digestives wi yer tea, I wid wi'oot hesitation, resign!
Wifies
NooooH!
Pres
I wid. I'd resign.
Wifies
Niver!!!!
Pres
Jist say i word, an I will stand doon as President o i Social Club o 'is fine Hame - my hame.
Wifies
Da listen tae at Kinnaird wifie! She's jist a bitch! etc etc
Pres
No, no, ere's nae need tae soft soap me., [dabs eyes theatrically] I ken if I'm nae winted, so onybdy at disnae think I'm up tae i task can jist speak oot noo.
Jim
Weel...
Pres:     
[interrupting] Cos if at's fit fowk wint I'll go gracefully wi ma heid held high.
Jim
Cin I jist say... [He is swiftly silenced by the others] ... Oooof!
Pres
Come on noo folks, dinna be shy, I cin tak it. Onyb'dy? Naeb'dy? Weel, I must say I am afa touched at yer loyalty. So at's nae flooers fer Mrs Kinnaird at Foresterhill. An if onyb'dy wintst tae visit her, she's in Ward 22. Loungin aboot. Nae daein nae service fer her fellow residents. Jist stirrin up trouble. Next item on i agenda.. Next month's Bungee Jumpin expedition tae i Shakin Briggie...
Wifies
Oooooohhh
[Blackout]
Archie and Davie on the Election
Archie
So then Davie, fit did ye mak o the election?
Davie
Fit's at Archie?
Archie
I'm jist sayin the election, Davie, it wiz a complete waste o time.
Davie
[Astonished] Oh Archie! Oh no Archie, I couldna disagree wi ye mair. It's a marvellous thing. I winna hear a word against it.
Archie
Fit maks ye say at?
Davie
Weel, it's the thing that makes possible the act of love between a woman and a man. I think it's awfa to do that down, Archie.
Archie
No, no Davie, the election. The General Election.
Davie
Oh, the election? I'm sorry, Archie, I picked you up wrong there.
Archie
Dinna apologise, Davie, it's my fault. I sometimes hiv problem wi my diction.
Davie
I'm very sorry to hear that Archie. I could gie ye a len o a book I got fae Dougie Mutch, if that'd help.
Archie
 At'd be fine Davie, yes, but gettin back to the election. 
Davie
Yes.
Archie
The General Election. 
Davie
The General Election. Is that the same as general anaesthetic?
Archie
Much the same. They baith send me to sleep. Bt fit aboot you? Are you a political animal?
Davie
Oh very much so. Very much so. I hiv been a keen follower o the political process since I wiz [gestures] at high. And in fact fan I wiz that high, this bench wiz lower, so that'll tell ye. I have eaten, drunk and shat the cut and thrust of government ower the passage o the years. There is not a political event which I have not followed since then and wi this the maist recent election, I read the manifestos cover to cover and I saw right through yon

Harold MacMillan character and gave my vote to the Labour boy, Keir Hardie. He's Buffs loon ye ken.
Archie
God almighty, Davie, Keir Hardie's nac been labour leader for aboot a hunner years!
Davie
His he nae? [Looking at wrist] Bloody cheap watch...
Archie
It wiz a dirty campaign. They played the race card. Wiz yon appropriate? Bangin on aboot race?
Davie
Weel, I ken this is controversial, but I dinna think there's onything wrang wi it. Because afore I vote, I wint to ken foo fast a politician is ower 100 metres.
Archie
No no no, nae that sort of race, Davie. I'm spikkin aboot colour, ethnic background.
Davie
Oh that. Weel, as Michael Jackason said, "it don't matter if you're black or white". And I think Michael Jackson is better placed than most to mak that assessment. Judge not by the colour of the skin but by what lies within!
Archie
[Emphatically]Quite right!
Davie
But itwiz a nithin o an election this year, and they're a jist as bad as each ither. I wizna even going to bother to vote this time but fan the day came, I thocht I hid to dae something to register my displeasure wi the political scene. So on June 7th, I wint into yon pollin' station and as a mark of disrespect, I calmly and deliberately soiled my ballot paper.
Archie
Surely ye mean spoiled. Davie?
Davie
Is that fit I wiz meant to dae? Och well. The point to be made, Archie. I say daein' fit I did made it a great day for democracy, but an uncomfortable afternoon for the returning officer for Linksfield and Seaton.
Archie
Hiy.

Davie
Hiy.

[Blackout]

The Operation
[Operating Room. A patient is wheeled in by the nurse to face a relentlessly jolly doctor]
Dr:
Hello there! Now, I'm Mr. Pilkington! I'm going to be conducting this very
complicated tonsillectomy.
Nurse:
whisperwhisper
Dr:
[beat] Hip Replacement Operation, yes, that was it.
Patient:
Oh... Right.
Dr:
Now, there's no need to worry, you're in the best possible., trolley. First Operation?
Patient:
Yes.
Dr:
[cheerily] What a coincidence! Now, It's just a simple case of taking a bit of you out and putting a bit of something else in. Before we begin, we'd better just take your temperature. Just try this for me, please, [inserts thermometer in patient's mouth] Hmm, that's a bit high. Oh hang on, that's a rectal thermometer. Well, never mind, does the job, eh? Now, remind me, nurse. Which hip is it again? [He examines patient's ankles. Nurse nudges him along to the correct area]
Dr:
Ah, I see. Well, first things first, anesthetic. We use a very gentle anesthetic here. [sings] Go to sleep, go to sleep, go to sleep, da da da da da da da…
Nurse:
This is the anesthetic here, doctor.
Dr:
My, so it is. [inhales] Ahh, that hits the spot…
Nurse:
Shouldn't we give it to the patient, doctor?
Dr:
Don't be ridiculous, it's far too expensive. Anyway, better get started, I 
suppose. Just excuse me for one minute....[sings softly to self]... the knee bone's connected to the thigh bone, the thigh bone's connected to the, hip bone., the hip bones connected to the, er… ankle bone?
Abdy:
… Now hear the word of the Lord!
Dr:
Right, let's get torn in, shall we? Now, where's that book of mine? Have you read this? Biography of Dr. Harold Shipman. I'll tell you what though, it's a terrifying read, this, you know. He seemed such a nice man [waggling scalpel] You never can tell can you. Now, I'd like 24 CC's of IV, STP, & AC.
Patient:
What's that for?
Dr:
No idea, I just heard George Clooney say it once on E.R. and it gave me the right horn...
Patient:
Are you quite sure about all of this?
Dr:
I know you're nervous, Mr Smith, but / have absolutely nothing to fear. I am a veritable encyclopedia of medical terminology and procedures. Do: remember to tie off the ascending aorta above the left ventricle when removing the heart.. Don't: attempt circumcisions when you're the wrong side of a few pale
ales…   Right, let's get torn in.
Patient:
-whimper-
Dr:
Forceps.
Nurse:
Forceps.
Dr:
Scalpel.
Nurse:
Scalpel.
Dr:
Greaseproof paper.
Nurse:
Greaseproof paper.
Dr:
Egg whites.
Patient:
What?
Dr:
Oh hang on, that's my recipe for meringues. They're quite delicious, you know.
Patient:
Help! Get me out of here!
Dr:
Something wrong, Mr Smith?
Patient:
Something wrong?! You're clearly insane!
Dr:
Mr. Smith, that's a very hurtful remark. You have halitosis but you don't see me
complaining.
Nurse:
Come now, Mr Smith, I know the medical profession gets a bad press [holds head up high as stirring patriotic music begins to build] But I say, the fact that we have a National Health Service at all is testament to this nations ompassion, and is one of the things that makes Britain great! You should be grateful that there's a Surgeon in this room!
Dr:
What's that, you're a surgeon, are you, Mr. Smith? Thank god for that. Well, just finish yourself off yourself, then, will you? I've to get back to emptying the bins in five minutes…[legs it]
[Blackout]
George Forbes #1
George
My name is George Forbes, and as you can tell from my erect bearing and smart appearance, I am a security operative.
With the benefit of rigorous military training, coupled with my own Hawk-like vigilance, I am the first, last, and only line of defence against the anarchists and villains who threaten the very stability of our society.
And so it is that I stand watch, as chief security operative of this prestigious supermarket.
There is valuable stock within this shop, you see, stock which must be kept secure. There are tins of beans within this shop retailing at 37 pence per tin. And if I were not here, calm, sleek, and vigilant, what would stop some vagabond, some brigand, crazy for pulses and tomato sauce, from stuffing one, 2, three such tins up his jumper and making off, unobserved, with in excess of one pounds worth of stock?
It is a vital post I hold here, a posting of the utmost importance, but I am equal to it, for I served in the Gordon Highlanders. A fine body of men never formed ranks. The Gordons are gone now, no doubt there will be sound operational reasons for the decision-1 will not question the orders of a superior officer, for that is the mark of an agitator, a peacenik, a nancy boy.
I am simply grateful to have had the privilege to serve Her Majesty The Queen. One day -1 remember it vividly - Her Majesty herself came to inspect the regiment. As I, colour sergeant Forbes, stood to attention on that parade ground, my kit was immaculate. As Her Majesty moved down the ranks of my platoon, pausing occasionally to compliment a particularly shiny buckle, or admire a perfectly positioned weapon, I felt that this, this, this, was the culmination of my career. As she drew near to me, my pride soared!
She didn't stop to speak. [He marches off]
[Blackout]

Mither's Morning Breenge
[Ronnie tying his tie and getting ready for work.  We hear a loud o/s clatter and a fumble at a

lock. A look of some surprise comes over Ronnie's face and turns to horror as Mither enters,

armed with cleaning materials, dusters, etc.]
Mither
Morning, Ronnie! De ye nae hiv a kiss for yer aul mither? What are you doing here, mum, it's eight in the morning. I've got my ain hoose daen an I jist couldna settle so's I thocht, I ken fit I'll dae, I'll pop doon to Ronnie's an tak a bit breenge. [Snapping on Marigold gloves] I got yer faither to drap me aff on his wye to work. [Faither enters]. He's here to pick up yer washin'.
Faither
Washin, ah-hah.
Ronnie
The washing's done, mum. It's lying wet in the machine.
Mither
Weel, at's aright, though. Faither! Tak the washin oot, tak it up to Hazleheid, we'll dry it oot there. [Faither shuffles off]
Ronnie
But is dad going home now?
Mither
Oh, no, yer faither's to ging to his work, Ronnie.
Faither
 [From off] Work, ah-hah.
Ronnie
Well it'll just sit in the boot of the car and dry and get all manky and creased...
Mither
Weel, in that case I'll jist wash it again. Gie y'it a' back a pressed and ironed and athin. Hiv ye got it faither? Cos ye're on lines ootside.
Faither
Aye, I'm jist aboot riggit...
Mither
Tell Ronnie aboot fit happened. Hmmm? The ither day. Wi you. He hid a brush wi the law, yer faither. [Faither has now emerged with a load of bags of washing] Tell Ronnie fit happened so he can see fit sort of a gowk he's got for a faither.
Faither
Some ither time, I'm on lines...
Mither
Ye can surely find time to tell yer loon aboot fit happened. Faither

Faither
I stopped on lines for a mintee.
Mither
He wiz gan into the shoppie to get a paper. 
Faither
You were needin yer messages too.
Mither
Nithin o the kind. He stopped for a paper and fan we come oot - weel fan we came oot, there wiz a waspie. A warden, ken. And d'ye ken fit he wiz doin? He wiz aboot to write a ticket. He hid his pencil oot and his notebook opened. Anither couple of seconds and he'd hiv sterted writing. And that wid hiv been your faither. Banned! Off the road!
Ronnie
You don't get banned for parking on lines.
Mither
At's exactly fit yer faither said. Ye get yon cavalier attitide fae him.
Faither
Weel at's me away onywye.
Ronnie
Bye dad.
Faither
Aha. [He starts to exit, then stops and shouts out in exasperation]
Mither
Fit's adee wi ye?
Faither
[Pointing indignantly] A bloody ticket!
Mither
Iteltye! I telt ye ye'd get a ticket but did ye listen to me? No, no. Oh, foo will we iver cope without the car?
Ronnie
[Taking a swig from cup of tea; laying the cup down] See you dad.
Faither
Ronnie. [He exits]
Ronnie
I wish you wouldn't come round like this mum, there's no need...
Mither
No need? The state of this place, there's ivery need. Cups awye! [She
snatches the offending article up]
Ronnie
I hadn't finished with that!
Mither
And stoor! Look at it!
Ronnie
Where?
Mither
Abeen yon door, for starters!
Ronnie
[Foolishly deploying logic]How can you possibly see there's dust up there from here.
Mither
See? See? I da hiv to see. I ken fit you young eens is like. Oot galivantin. Nae time to keep yer hoose bonny. And quite right, I mean ye're only young once...
Ronnie
You should have phoned, mum. Rob's onshore.
Mither
Ach, awa, Rob winna be worried! Me and Rob gets on fine. I does his room too sometimes files you're away. In fact I'll ging in and gie't a dicht noo.
Ronnie
No, no, don't go in there mum. He's still in his bed. He winna mind... [She’s bustling towards the door] But he's not alone!
Mither
Hello Rob ... [We hear a shriek] And hello girls. Is abody fine? [Mither re-emerges from the bedroom]. Awfa bonny girls, Ronnie.
Ronnie
Yes mum.
Mither
[Stunned] Funny is't, the wye...twins often....share the same interests. I'll phone next time.
Ronnie
Bye mum.
[Blackout]
George Forbes #2
George
With the Gordons gone, I have re-deployed myself on civvy street. Here I find lax and slovenly attitudes everywhere I look. And I look everywhere.
Young men in ill-fitting voluminous trousers, without creases. Young ladies parading themselves in provocative clothing, and everywhere, field telephones being used by non-essential personnel. But, while the world goes to hell in a handcart, I remain, steadfast, a human barricade.
What then makes a good security operative? The answer lies in uniform and appearance. The fact that one should stand ramrod straight is obvious and doesn't need to be mentioned so I won't refer to it at all. That's ramrod straightness, an issue I shan't be mentioning. Having ignored as self-evident the question of ramrod straightness, and therefore not having mentioned it, I pass now to the question of dress.
You should not wear a dress. Khaki trousers should be worn, and for the avoidance of doubt that is Khaki the colour, not khaki in the sense of the trouser being poorly laundered. The shirt should be white and not blue as blue shirts are for civilians. And the shirt absolutely, positively, must have epaulettes. The reason for this is that with your shoulder turned, your epaulettes will act like the sights of a gun. This brings terror to the heart of the average thief or footpad, and I have known grown men soil themselves when looked at, thus.
Finally of course there is the swagger stick. Failure to have such an item marks one out as a complete no-hoper, an amateur. I lost my own on active service in Rhodesia. Oh yes, a deadly and implacable foe, the Rhodedendrans. I have fashioned this replacement from a length of bamboo cane surmounted by a pickled egg. This is satisfactory for most purposes, but the egg must be changed at least once per week.
My name is George Forbes, and by my diligence and the grace of god, this area is secure. [He marches off]
[Blackout]
Horny Lady 2.
[A very loud woman sounds off in coversation.  Her friend listens and tries, unsuccesfully to

get a word in edgeways.]
Woman
[In spate] And of course that's not his kids, no, of course not. you can ask anyone in the scheme, they'll tell ye, abody kens fit's bin goin' on but the boy wonder himself...
Friend
[Quietly] I? –
Woman
Their complexions are all different, she's like Kellogs Fruit and Fibre, never the same bite twice, and not one of them has ginger hair, not a one, but is it any wonder with a this three weeks on and three weeks off...
Friend
Would? –
Woman
It's more than any woman could bear and of course is he capable? Is he capable after the accident? They said it was his leg, of course, they said it was his leg, but it was a lot of compensation they got and I've never seen him walk with a limp and...[Friend reaches into her bag and, smiling sweetly, produces airhorn which she blasts for some 10-15 seconds, while woman looks on, aghast].
Friend
[Sweetly] Would you like a cup of tea?
[Blackout]
Fester & Rott; Frozen Assets
[Sfx: Mobile phone rings.]
Fester:   
Hello, Fester and Rott, Undertakers, Deathcare Professionals, total peace of mind fer a grand and a half, 20 % aff fer cashers, and suppliers of doner kebab meat? Hello?? Ye see at phone, Geordie? It's niwer stopped ringin'.
Rott:      
There's mebbe been a disaster.
Fester:   
Oh, mebbe there hiz, aye.
[Sfx: Knock Knock!]
Fester:  
Come in if yer livin'.
Kevin:   
Kevin Allen. I’ve come about the job you advertised.
Fester:  
Come awa in, Kevin. Fm Charlie Fester, and this is my associate, Geordie Rott. [Kevin shakes his hand, which is a false een]
Fester:  
He's the joker of the operation. Weel, ye hiv tae laugh, div ye? Heh heh. Noo c'mon noo, Geordie, pit at back far ye got it. Noo, we hid tae advertise fer an assistant cos the business is growin. Growin at a hell o a rate. Fan we sterted oot we wiz jist a femly undertakers firm. But then, efter we'd beeried both wir ain femlies, we sterted beeryin folk fae ither peoples femlies.
Rott:      
And it turned oot there wiz mair o them.
Fester:   
Aye, there wiz, there wiz. Then we moved on an sterted beeryin folk at
wiznae the femlies o the folk that wiz askin us tae dae the beeryin. But we hid tae stop at efter the court case, ken? But eence we got oot o jile, we built the business up again and diversified.
Kevin:    
Into what? 
Rott:      
Doner Kebabs.
Fester:    
Doner Kebabs, aye. We pit ribbons on the front o the hearse an got intae limosine hire, And then, maist recently, the biggie- Cryogenics.
Kevin:     
Cryo-what?
Fester:    
Cryogenics. It's fan ye pit somedee at's deid in the deep freeze tae preserve em. A bit like an economy burger fae Farmfoods. Cept fan we tak somdee oot an warm them up, they dinna shrink an ging plypie. Weel, nae a the time onywye.
Kevin
Why would someone want to freeze themselves?
Fester
Medical advances is happenin a the time. Imagine if you've got something wrang wi ye that's incurable of noo. In ten year's time the boffins doon the lab'll mebbe hiv caught up wi it.  We've got Ricky Simpson in yon freezer ower there.
Kevin
What was wrong with him?
Fester
He's waitin til medical science can cure him o bein' Ricky Simpson. Come awa and I'll show ye foo the units work. See yon freezers ower there? At's faur we're jist keeping folks heids, to be grafted onto some ither body's body come the time.
Kevin
Fit? Ye keep a freezer foil o severed hieds?
Fester
Oh aye.
Kevin
Gads sakes!
Fester
Not at all! It's a' above board. [Geordie picks up a spade and starts to
inspect it] It's a very complicated and scientific piece o microsurgery we
carry oot to remove it and - Cliarfe! Fit ye daein' wi the spade?
Rott
There's some hair stuck to it. [He scrutinises the spade further then
brings its blade up to his face and licks it. He picks away at offending hair, rolls it up into a ball and flicks it away before laying the spade down, pleased with himself.]
Fester
And ye see these tiny wee eens? That's the goolie drawers. At's if ye're
nae that worried aboot perservin yersel, but want to mak sure that you
carry on into the next generation.
Kevin
At's clever, at.
Fester
Aye, but it's nae a new idea though. Hiv ye niver heard o' frozen assets?
[Sfx: Knock knock]


G'wa and get that will ye Geordie. [He does so] So as ye can see yersel, it's a fair set-up we've got here.
Kevin
Aye, it's good, aye.
Fester
Weel, if ye wint the job it's yours, but there's three conditions. Ye've to
keep yersel smart an tidy. Awyse be weel mannered and proper spoken,
like fit I am. And niver, under ony circumstances, disconnect ony o the
freezers to get a plug fan yer hooverin the fleer. I'm nae ga'an through that again [Geordie re-enters pushing a trolley.  There is a white sheet draped over a person lying on it].

Rott
Somebody awfa important’s deid.

Fester
Fit wiz he killed by?

Rott
Death.  We’ve to preserve him.

Fester
Fa is’t?

Rott
They didna say.  [Pulls a toupee from under the]  

Fester
It’s Stewartie Milne!  Ach weel.  We can awyse say there wiz a power cut.  
[Blackout]

George Forbes #3
George
My name is George Forbes, and due to the cost-cutting short-sightedness of my employers, I am now not only the chief but also the only security operative for this prestigious supermarket.
I have been on duty now for 72 hours without sleep or sustenance. With the exception of one pickled egg.
Despite sleep deprivation and the onset of mild hallucinations I have held this position and will continue to hold it until reinforcements arrive. Because this area must be kept secure.
My name is George Forbes, and I can't feel my legs!
[Blackout]
Mither at the Hospital
[Lights up to reveal Faither & Ronnie waiting on bench. Faithet has his paper on his lap.]
V/o:       
Just take a seat and the doctor will see you as soon as he can. [mother enters with her son, who has his head stuck in a pan.]
Mum:     
He's got his head stuck in a pan.
Faither:   
Has he? Oh very good, very good, aha.
Ronnie: 
You alright, dad?
Faither: 
Fa, me? Oh aye, aha, mm-hmm. Hiy.
Ronnie: 
You're not worrying, are you?
Faither: 
Eh?
Ronnie: 
It's just that you're very quiet, that's all.
Faither: 
Weel, it's jist nae lik yer mither tae suffer, Ronnie. Canna mind the last time I saw yer mither in pain. But fan I saw her clutchin her belly lik yon, weel, I jist didnae care tae see it.
Ronnie: 
Well, she's in the right place, dad.
Faither:   
They said at aboot my mither. She hid a sair belly too. Nae fer lang though. Peer bird.
Ronnie:

It won't come to that.
Faither:

I ken, I ken, but I dinna like hospitals.
Ronnie:

Why? Always full of sick people?
Faither: 
If ye've nithin sensible tae say, Ronnie, jist keep yer moo shut! I'm sorry, I'm sorry. It's jist.. yer mither, Ronnie, she's my wife, and if onythin iver.. happened, I...[the doctor enters]

Doctor:  
Mr. Crawford? It's your wife. She's...
[Sfx: EASTENDERS DRUM ROLL]

going to be absolutely fine! Just some wind we had to release.
Mither: 
Come on, faither, let's get the hell oot o here! I thocht it wid niwer end!
Doctor:   
25 seconds in B flat. Nearly blew my hat off, I don't mind telling you! 
Mither:   
I'm jist black affronted! Faither! Come on! 
Faither: 
Thank you, thank you, doctor. Hiy!
Doctor: 
Next!! [hits the boy with the pan on the heed. There is a gong-like noise.]
[Blackout]
Horny Lady 3.
[Sfx: Barry White]

V/o [male]      Oh honey. Oh yeah. Oh give me some of that good stuff.
V/o [female] 
I...

V/o [male]      Oh sugar pie. Oh hot mamma, yeah.
V/o [female]   Would...
V/o [male]      Oh baby do you know what I like.
[Sfx:  blast on airhorn.]

V/o [female]   Mmmm, lovely.
[Blackout]
Vader’s Holiday
[Female Travel Agent behind a desk. Enter Darth Vader. He picks up a brochure]
Travel Agent
Hello there, sir. My name's Carolyn, I'm yer Executive Holiday Travel Consultant Executive. We hiv some smashin' deals in Cairo 'is wik. Ken i place fer they've jist hid a ose shootins? We've got at on promotion. [Vader brings brochure down from his face. She now recognises him] Oh, hello, sir, I didnae ken it wiz you! Nice tae see ye again. You wiz in last wik, wisn't ye? I niwer forget a face! Ye'll be here tae confirm yer bookin' an pay yer deposit?
Vader
That is correct, commander.
Travel Agent
Very good, very good. Jist you come o'er here wi me…
Vader:
What is thy bidding, my master?
Travel Agent
Weel, I'll jist need tae look ye up on my funcy new computer. Afa good, is it?
Vader:
Don't be too proud of this technological terror you've constructed.
Travel Agent
[cheerily] Weel, I didnae mak it, I jist work here.. Richt, noo, here we are

[starts typing mindlessly] Skywalker. Mr, Anakin.
Vader:
That name no longer has any meaning for me.
Travel Agent
Oh at's richt, sorry, it's Mr. Vader noo, is it? [backspace] Sorry we hinna updated yer file, but wir a bittie understaffed jist noo.
Vader:
Apology accepted, Captain Needa
Travel Agent
Oh, it's ayewiz i same in August. Ab'dy in i staff wints their hols at i same time. 'Is place is lik a mad hoose, heh heh.
Vader:
I find your lack of faith disturbing.
Travel Agent
Richt, noo far wiz it you wiz gan again? Oh aye, Disneyland. We've still tae decide exactly far yer stayin'.
Vader:
Set your course for the Hoth system.
Travel Agent
Let's jist stick tae Florida, shall we? I think I hiv jist the place. The Holiday Inn, Kissamee. Here it is in the brochure.
Vader:
This facility is crude, but it should be adequate.
Travel Agent
Weel, it's got twa pools an it's ain tennis court. 3 stars, ye ken. Noo, d'ye wint yer room tae be smokin or non-smokin'?[Vader wheezes in characteristic style]

Smokin.
Travel Agent
At's an affa host ye've got in yer kist, at. I widnae start readin' ony long books if I wiz you, heh heh! Noo, are ye travellin' on yer own?
Vader:
No. There is another. And is he gan wi ye? He will join us, or die.
Travel Agent
Ooh, he sounds afa keen. Weel, Mr. Vader, I think ye've done afa weel choosin' Florida. I wiz there masel last summer. Oh, fit a laugh ye'll hae! There's loads tae dae an ye'll get plenty sunshine.
Vader:
Do not underestimate the power of the dark side.
Travel Agent
Ye prefer the shade, dae ye? Weel, fair enough. Nae doot ye peel afa easy. Noo, fit aboot car hire? Are ye confident drivin in a foreign country?
Vader:
I was but the learner, now I am the master.
Travel Agent
OK, we'll sort at oot for ye an a'. Last bit not least, are ye wintin tae tak wir ain travel insurance?
Vader:
I'll take them myself. Cover me.
Travel Agent
Good, good. Okay.So at's you and yer companion, twa wiks. Holiday Inn., hired car. insurance. Weel, at gives ye a total cost o £1,200.
Vader:
Impressive. Most impressive.
Travel Agent
Noo, is there onythin' else? I'd be happy tae answer ony ither questions ye hiv, provided I ken i answers.
Vader:
We would be honoured, if you would join us.
Travel Agent
At's afa kind o' ye, sir, but no thanks.
Vader:
 [holding out hand in famous pose] Come with me. It is the only way.
Travel Agent
Noo at's nae part o' yer deal!
Vader:
I am altering the deal. Pray I don't alter it any further.
Travel Agent
At's it, Fm callin' i Bobbies! [calls off] Officer!
Vader:            I have you now... [PC Ha 'penny appears] What??
Ha'penny:       Nae you again, ye wheezin' menace! Yer lifted!
Vader:            The force is strong with this one. [Ha 'penny carts him off]
[Blackout]
Water! Water!
[Man stands in extremely bright light, in Laurence of Arabia head-dress on. He is unsteady
 on his feet and looking off into the middle-distance.]
Man
[Near-Delirious] Oh, God, will it never end? Oh, the glare. The heat. [Shaking his fist at the heavens] Damn you! Damn you and this insufferable, stutltifying heat! [He stumbles] I can't go on. I can't go on any more. I'm food for the crows. My eyes are like glue and I'm parched and I'm being burned alive!
[Sfx: Powering down]
Woman
[Entering and proffering a towel]At's yer 12-minute stand and than session

Ower, sir.

Man               [Wearily mopping brow with towel] Thank God for that!
[Blackout]
Archie and Davie on the Moosie
Archie
Aye, Davie. [There is a pause. Davie has 1000-yard stare] Davie? Ye
aright?
Davie
[Responding mysteriously] Oh, it's yersel Archie. I niver... niver saw ye there...
Archie
Is athin aright Davie?
Davie
No Archie, it's nae. An awta thing's happened. I've been involved... in a tragedy.
Archie
 [With real concern] Oh, fit's happened, Davie?
Davie
 [Still very affected] It wiz this morning, Archie. I wiz telt to tak a load o wood chippins up to Hazleheid Park. So I got into m' little dumper truck. Ye ken m' little dumper truck? Wi the buckety at the front? Gings put-put-put-put-put?
Archie
I ken yer dumper truck fine.
Davie
Weel I filt up my truckie and wint putterin up to Hazleheid. And just as I wiz comin' up the road to the Park, far there's trees and grass a along the side o the road. Ye ken far I am?
Archie
I ken far ye are, Davie.
Davie
Well I'm there and I sees a moosie. [Lightening somewhat] Noo I likes moosies, Archie. I used to hae a moose, fan I wiz young. I ca'ed him Bullwinkle, efter the cartoon character, although if truth be telt, he didna look much like TV's Bullwinkle the Moose. I wrote to Hanna Barbera. I said to them, ""your drawing of Bullwinkle the Moose is misleading and causin distress to young kiddies, such as what I am." They niver wrote back, Archie.
Archie
Swines

Davie
Onywye, this morin, I sees this moosie sittin hunkered doon by the side o the road. So I smiled and I thocht of Bullwinkle. But then fit happened. Archie, fit happened, but he upped and ran oot in front o my truckie. [Faltering now] I niver hid time to stop, Archie...
Archie
Oh, Davie...
Davie
And I ran that peer wee moosie ower. Fan I saw tit hid happened I shouted oot, [crying to heavens] tcNoooooooooooooooooo!"
Archie
 [Having not caught what was said] Sorry, fit did ye say, Davie?
Davie
 [To heavens again] Nooooooooooooooooooo!
Archie
 [Getting it this time] Oh, I see.
Davie
And I jumped o the truck to gie it the kiss o life, but it was no good.
Archie
No?
Davie
No. His puddin's wiz hingin oot o his moo.
Archie
Deid?
Davie
Oh, tatties ower the side. I wiz inconsolable. And I thought, moosie, I must do what is right by you. So I pit him in my piece box and I puttered aff to see Nicky Walker. Ye ken Nicky Walker? The florist and former Dons goalkeeper? He did a lovely wreath for me.
Archie
So, hiv ye beeried the moosie?
Davie
No, I hinna. [Proferring-piece-box] He's still here. Bedded doon among the loaf and tuna.
Archie
 [Surveying piece-box] Gads sakes.
Davie
Cos I realised fan I wiz on my wye here, I'd better nae beery him. Ill hiv to ging to he police and report it.
Archie
Oh no, Davie. Ye dinna hae to report killin a moosie.
Davie
I thocht ye'd to report ony aminal that ye run ower.
Archie
No, no, nae athing, Davie. Only dogs and cattle. And kiddies, obviously.
Davie
[Surprised] Oh,ye’ve to report kiddies?
Archie
Fairly, ah-hah.
Davie
Boys and girls?
Archie
Baith o them.
Davie
[Considering a past indiscretion] Weel I'll ken the next time. [Pause, then, wildly] But I braked Archie, I did brake. I defy onyone to say itherwise.
Archie
[Soothingly] Naebody's accusing you o nithin, Davie.   It wiz an accident.
Davie
[Still wild] But at's the thing. It wizna an accident! Yon moosie saw me fine. He waited for me, and just as I wiz going by he breenged oot and he dived [doing an impression of a diving mouse] for my offside tyre. [Dramatically] Yon wiz no accident, Archie. It wiz suicide. [Tearful] And I didna ken the moosie. If he wiz in despair, mebbe he did the right thing. But I jist wish... I jist wish... Oh, Archie, fit wye did he hiv to involve me?
Archie
Dinna blame yersel, Davie.
Davie
[Heartbroken] There's jist one image I canna get oot o my heid, Archie. Mrs Moosie, and a the little Moosies, wi' their whiskers a freshly washed, [pointing to imaginary table] new cheese on the table, waitin for their da to come hame so's they can hae their tea. [Breaking down] And he niver will come home Archie. He niver will...
Archie
He mebbe didna hae a femly. He might hiv been single. He might hiv been a poof!
Davie
[Lightening a little] Mebbe, Archie. Is homosexuality common among rodents?
Archie
I dinna ken, Davie. I think the evidence is mainly anecdotal.
Davie
I see. [Suddenly] But God almighty, Archie, what are we saying here? I mean to say, even if he wiz, wid that hiv made him any less o a man?
Archie
 [Pointing in to piece-box] But he's nae a man, Davie. He's a moose! A tiny wee shittrick o a thing! I mean, fit wid you hiv done if you'd seen this famous moosie o yours in yer kitchen?
Davie
Fit, the moose? Loose? Aboot the hoose? Ohu I'd hiv set a trap for the bastard, but that's nae the...[sudden realisation]... oh. Mebbe that is the point, though. Fve mebbe been a bittie ower-emotional aboot the moosie.
Archie
[Magnaminously] Mebbe ye hiv.
Davie
[Relaxing] Hiy. [Pause, then, preferring piece-box] Sandwich, Archie?
Archie
[Scunnered kind] No, Davie.
Davie
[Realising its for the best] Hiy.
[Blackout]
The Chicken Skit
[All in Blackout]
Interviewer:    Well, we've had a long hard look at your application for this prominent and highly specialised position. Now I know you have experience in the field..
Chicken 
But...
Interviewer:    And I know how much you wanted the job…
Chicken:
But...
Interviewer:    However, at the end of the day, we just didn't think the job of chicken-filleter was right for you. [Lights up to reveal interviewee is a chicken]

Chicken:         But... Buckaaaa t's jist discrimination, 'at!
[Blackout]
The Atmospheric Music Restaurant Sketch
[A couple are sitting at a restaurant table, all lovey-dovey.   A tall, Yorkshire born piano

player is gently twiddling on the ivories, whilst keeping an ear on their conversation]

Man:
How was your duck?
Woman:
It was lovely. In fact, its all been lovely Richard. What a magical evening.
Man:
Yes, the food and the service have been marvellous. It's just a shame about the piano. It's so intrusive. And he's not even very good!
Woman:
Yes, but it's all part of the atmosphere. This is such an expensive place, I just hope we can afford it!
Man:
Well, I thought I should push the boat out. I'm hoping this will be a very special occasion.
Woman:
What do you mean, Richard? It's always a special occasion with you!
Man:
And you, Felicity, and you. [pause] Felicity…
Woman:
Yes, Richard?
Man:
[softly] We've been together for almost 2 years, and    [pause] there's something very important I want to ask you.. Would you… Will you...

[The pianist bursts into a loud and dramatic rendition of the Wedding March, winking incessantly at the gentleman diner. Man glares at pianist, -who hurriedly stops]
Woman:
Oh, Richard, I don't know what to say!
Man:
Say yes, my darling. I've chosen such a delightful spot for our honeymoon.
Woman:
Oh Richard, where?
Man:
Aha, that would be telling…[Pianist starts playing 'America '. Man sighs wearily]
Woman:
America?!
Man:
-sigh- Yes, but I'm not telling you where. [Pianist begins 'New York New York']
Woman:
Oh Richard you are a sweetheart! But… I'm afraid I can't marry you…
Man:
Oh Felicity, you mean to say you're declining my proposal? But why? Why? Why? [Pianist starts playing 'Delilah ']
Woman:
It's just that., there are., some things I haven't told you about myself. 
[pianist plays 'Dragnet' sting]
Woman:
I'm sorry, Richard. My mind's made up. Please don't ask me to change my mind.
Man:
Is there nothing I can say to make you reconsider?
Woman:
No. Goodbye Richard.
Man:
Oh Felicity, let's not say goodbye, let's just say... [Pianist plays 'So Long, Farewell, Auf Wiedersehen, Goodbye'.. Man gets up and leaves, head held high. She sidles over to the pianist.]
Woman:
Alone at last, my darling. Poor Richard, how could I marry him? He could never match up to you… You've got something that no other man has got...

[pianist plays ‘Ive Got A Lovely Bunch Of Coconuts']
[Blackout]
Cooncil Roads Dept
[Various grown-ups are driving about the stage in toy cars going 'Neeeoooor' and so on.

Eventually, one of them stands up and says:]
Boss:      
Gentlemen, it seems time is against us. I'd just like to call to a close this weeks meeting of Aberdeen City Council's Roads Planning Department.
Rest: 
Awwwwwwwwwww! 
Boss: 
I know.
[Blackout]
Stars and Their Whyte & McKays
Host:
Hello. I’m Ten foot two! And welcome to this special celebrity edition of ‘Stars In Their Eyes’! And remember, it’s what they sound like that counts, not what they look like. That’s just a laugh. For us. At their expense. Anyway, it’s time now for our first star guest! Welcome to the show, Mr. Robbie Shepherd!
Robbie:
Aye aye jiggery pokery aye, too ye deain Matthew Yer lookin’ grand, fit a strappin size o’ a loon y’are, aye aye, heedrum hodnim aye…
Host:
Hello, Robbie, all the way from Aberdeen in Scotland. And what is it that you do up there
Robbie:
Oh weel yer nae the first een tae ask me cat, Matthew, I’m nae rightly sure masel!
Host:
Tell us a little bit about the person you’re going to be for us tonight.
Robbie:
Weel, he’s a ncht cheery fellow, a richt cheery soul, he’d turn up on yer door at Hogmanay wi a bit black bun an wish a Guid New Year tae one and all, aye, jiggery pokery, aye!
Host:
And this person, does he look a lot like you?
Robbie:
Very much lik me Matthew, except wi a reeder face an’ a rollin’ ktnda gait.
Host:
Right! Well then, Robbie, put us out of our misery..
Robbie:
Weel ye’ll hiv tae wait a good few minties afore I cin dae at, Matthew..
Host:
Robbie, who are you going to be for us tonight?
Robbie:
Tonight, Matthew, I am gan tae be...not entirely sober!
Host:
Ladies and gentlemen, tonight, singing live, Robbie Shepherd is…not entirely sober! [‘Ive Got A Little List, whilst Robbie sings]
Robbie:
Noo folks I hiv tae tell ye fit I did backstage I day
I got a bittie pissed
Chorus:
He got a bittie pissed
Robbie:
An’ then I wrote my column oot fer Monday’s P & J
A wik I’ve niwer missed

Chorus:
A wik he’s niwer missed

Robbie:
Though folk are ayewiz askm , fit wye I da write it plain
But dae I hale jing-bang in Doric dialect arcane
1 tell ‘em 1 write English words, they think wat Fm insane
Fit wye, they say, can we nae understand a word yer say’n?
The reason why ma columns ayewiz lexic’lly remiss

I type it fan I’m pissed, I type it fan Fm pissed
Chorus

We really must insist
That Robbie diz desist
Oh we canna get the jist because he types it fan he’s pissed
Robbie

Twa months ago a big event I’ll mind my hale life long I got a bittie pissed
Chorus
He got a bittie pissed
Robbie
Fan I wint doon tae see I Queen fa handed oot ma gong I got a bittie pissed
Chorus
He got a bittie pissed
Robbie
She sez, “Oh, weel deen Robbie, noo ‘is M.B.E’s fer you” 
I sez, “Ta muckle wifie, div ye mine me, I mine you” 
Then celebrated swiftly wi ma hip flask in the loo 
An ‘en went stottin’ through I palace absolutely foo
I met aul Liz an’ asked her why she’d honoured me wi’ ‘is
Queen
When we compiled the list It seems that we were pissed
Chorus
Her Majesty wiz pissed
Exactly like her sis
Noo Robbie’s on the list because the Queen wiz Brahms and Lizst

Robbie

An Interval is jist
Fit we hiv sorely missed
So count yersels dismissed because
It’s your turn tae get pissed
[Tabs]
Act Two
[George Forbes enters through closed Tabs with a torch.  He shines the light on various parts
of the auditorium] 
George
Secure… secure... secure... [Checks his fly] secure.  My name is George Forbes and the second half of this performance may now commence, as this area is secure!
Bobby Constable The PC PC
PC Bobby:      Aye aye folks, foo ye deein? Or as we say on the street- Booyakasha! It’s weell wicked tae be in da hoose wi ye a’ the nicht, ken? Noo, dinna worry, I’ve nae gone a’ tae pot- hoho.
Ye see, fan I sterted oot in is game, crime wiz a’ young loons stealin aipples aff the coopie lorry, courting couples at the Torry Battery, oh aye, an the Garvie murder. Nowadays it’s a crack hooses, multi-million pound embezzlements, and, in Portlethen – RIOTS!
So, we in Grumpian police is getting’ tae grips wi I modern-day Aiberdeen: At’s fit wye we hiv gone reed hot on youth culture. An so I hiv bin oot an aboot, 
ecogni it real, an 
ecogniz I hood wi ma homies, an my hose, [displays garden hose] We hiv relaunced the Grumpian Police Pipe Posse, fit his jist did a high-profile gig at I Inverurie Womens Guild, fit wiz a great success. Fan we shouted oot, 4can ye feel I force!’, some o them did.
Of course I am the best choice tae lead up is band as I’ve aye been a fan o1 Puff Daddy, back since I days fan he wiz ayewiz on I telly, wrestling wi Giant Haystacks.
So noo, let me introduce – on the decks, [Enter Superfly] Desk Sergeant Sandy ‘Superflycup’ Sangster, the notorious C.I.D! Bringin’ I noise –[Enter Snoop] Snoop Doggy Doghandler! Biggin it up –[Enter Puff] Puff Pastry!
Wi masel, PC Bobby Constable, rockin the microphone, as Aiberdeen’s answer tae Eminem, Jist cry me Joob Joob.
[Sfx: Walk this Way]
So noo, comin atcha, it’s time tae lay it doon in a Gangsta 
ecog. Aye, metaphorically spikken.
Noo I’m a big bad bobby
At’s ma job, it’s nae a hobby
I’m a sicht fer the sairest een
Wi’ ma cuffs an’ baton
An a hat I look a prat in
I’m the Robocop o’ Aiberdeen 
Though I div look groovy 
Underneath I’m coothy 
My policin’ style is oot o’ date
Because it’s mair Oor Willie

Than Sunhill fae aff The Bill 
I’m retirin’ soon, I canna wait

Snoop

Say ‘L’

All

‘L’

Snoop

Say ‘O’
All

‘O’

Snoop

Say ‘L.O’
All

‘L.O’
Snoop

What’s all this then?
I’m a time served bobby
Wi’ ma golf clubs in the lobby
An’ I can’t be bothered fightin’ crime
Spend ma days fan I’m patrollin’
Wishin I wiz at ma bowlin’
Cos I’ve hid enough o’ overtime
Though I help aul biddies
An I find lost kiddies
At’s as far as I’m prepared tae go
If ye’ve really come a cropper
Then ye’11 need a proper copper
I could call one on ma radio
But then I’ll jist walk away ... walk away... walk away... 
[Exit severally and fade out]
[Blackout]
Ghengis Khanna
V/o:     
From out of the wastes of Central Asia a formidable menace was launched, as Mongol hordes despoiled all that came before them in a brutal display that caused grown men to weep, chickens to stop laying, and other grown men to stop laying chickens. Now you too shall know fear as we present the tale of the terrifying and mighty – Ghengis Khan. 
[Sfx: Wind horses neighing, wolves howling]. 
Soldier:
Halt! Who goes there? Friend or foe?
V/o:
Foe!
Soldier:
[double take] ... what?
V/o:
Oh, sorry. I mean, Friend.
Soldier:
Show yourself, friend.
Young man:    Greetings. I wish to join the army of the mighty Ghengis Khan!
Soldier:
Is that so?
Young man:    Yes, for long I have heard tales of his savagery and bloodthirstiness! I would be proud to lay down my life in his service!
[Sfx: horse neighing]

Soldier:
He approaches now! [to young man] Bow down, cur, before he who crushes all opposition, and would think nothing of cleaving your head from its ignoble shoulders – our Warlord & leader – Ghengis Khan!!
Ghengis:
H’min settle doon, settle doon. Fit’s a’ I noise aboot?
Soldier:
Hail to thee, Lord! We must toast your return! [produces goblet] To the dread Lord Ghengis Khan! Huzzah! [drinks from goblet, then passes to young man ]
Young man:
Huzzah! [has a scoof, then passes it to Ghengis]
Gheng:
H’min, I’m nae touchin at wi your slavers a o’er it! I’ll get I jandies.
Soldier:
There’s no need for personal abuse. Lord.
Gheng:
You shut yer face.
Soldier:
As you wish, Lord.
Gheng:
Jist you mine an nae mak me angry. Ye widnae like me fan I’m angry.  Or maybe ye wid. So, fa’s I boy?
Soldier:
Lord, I present a young man, bent in supplication.
Gheng:
[Giddily] Oh me. I think ye’d better ging aboot yer duties, soldier.
Soldier:
[bowing] My Lord. [exits]
Gheng:
Oh me, fit a loon he is. Ayewiz shoutin an stampin an, oh, rri lugs is jist dirlin’. So, jist fit cin I dae fer you?
Young man:    I wish to serve in your army, for you are the mighty Khan, who once slaughtered 300 Turks in unarmed combat and used their skulls as goblets from which to drink their blood.
Gheng:
Och me, at’s jist sadsy, at! Ffe he’s bin tellin’ ye? Fit a blether o’ dirt! 
Young Man:   But Lord, for months you have rode across the plains, striking terror into the hearts of all who oppose you! Your name is a legend!
Gheng:
I ken. Ghengis Khan, they ca me! I’ll let ye into a secret, loon. Ghengis
canna.    I da even hiv a sword. I’ve jist got ‘is wee chopper, [produces
very very small axe]
Young Man
You mean you are not a merciless Warlord?
Ghengis
No! I’m an interior designer.
Young Man:
An interior designer?
Gheng:
Oh aye. I am I Lawrence Llewelyn-Bo wen o’ Ulan Bator. I cin dee things wi a bittie Persian silk at’d mak ye jist greet. Is hale thing sterted fan I Emperor wiz haein a cheese an wine tae celebrate me daein up his Throne room. Oh, it wiz bonny- fuschia and cream organza. Onywye, I’d hid o’er much o the auld fallin-doon juice an I hid a bit heiter, and I ran ‘im through wi I wee brolly fae ma Pina Colada. Then the next thing I ken, ‘is great cry goes up, and I’m bein cerried shoulder-high by ese rough men. I protested, I shouted oot at the top of my voice [very quietly] help! – oh, my lungs wiz fit to burst, they wiz – [as before] help! – an’ I tried tae explain bit they widna hear o it. An* ‘at was me installed as their warlord an’ master.
Young Man:    But My Lord, all across the land they tell tales of you marauding from village to village, looting and raping…
Ghen:
Nae rapin’, drapin’  Drapin’ chintz an’ wee bits o Crepe de Chine. Ye ken ‘ose wee tentie things ‘at I folks roond here live in?
Young man:    Buryats.
Ghen:
No, they div! Oh, bit they’re basic. Afa bare Magnolia walls. They’re
mad fer Magnolia in Mongolia. Fit a difference I made wi warm colours an’ floral designs. An fit thanks dae I get? Neen. Jist a lot o’ nesty gossip. I tell ye, there’s a lot o’ queer folk aboot. I’m aye I’ lip fae them at live doon I hill.
Young man:    You mean the village people?
Ghen:
Oh no, they likes me fine! As fer you, though, I da wint tae be coorse, bit unless ye cin dae bonny things wi a length o’ taffeta, I da think I’ve ony use fer ye.
Young man:    But, my lord, you cannot cast me out! I have 
ecogniz many miles to find your camp!
Gheng:
[pause] I am what I aaaam!
[Blackout]
At the Bakers; Roll
[Woman behind counter.  Customer approaches]

Customer        Four rolls please.
Meg
Four rolls?
Customer        Please. 
Meg
[Putting 4 butteries in a bag] Four rolls. There you are. Eighty-four pence.
Customer
[Politely] I’m sorry, that’s not what I...
Meg
84 pence. Nae big notes, I dinna hae a good float and afore ye ask I’ve nae fivers.
Customer
I’m sorry, but those aren’t what I wanted. 
Meg
They’re fit ye asked for.
Customer
 [Trying to make light of it] Well maybe but I was wanting something for a sandwich. [Pointing to bag] I’m sorry but if I’d wanted those I would have asked for an Aberdeen roll.
Meg
[Mounting from relative calm to a crescendo] An Aiberdeen roll? Ye’d hiv asked for an Aiberdeen roll, wid ye? Well listen you to me, mannie. You are in Aiberdeen. It’s like codes for the phones! Ye widna dial 01224 fae Leggart Terrace and ye dinna ask for an Aiberdeen roll files yer in my shop! It’s a butterey if ye’re a toonser, a rowie if ye’re a teuchter or a roll plain and simple but it is niver, under ony circumstances, an Aiberdeen roll! [Brandishing a softie amd crying maniacially] This! Is this fit ye winted?
Customer
[Terrified] Yes.
Meg
This is fit you wid cry a roll!?
Customer
 [Quaking] Yes.
Meg
[Flinging it at him in rage] It’s a bap, ye bampot! It’s a bap or a softie or mebbe a soft biscuit, if ye’ve a ploom in yer moo and a poker up yer erse, but a roll? A roll it is not! [Mockingly] “An Aiberdeen Roll.” Get oot o my shop, yer an ignorant man! [The customer flees.]
[Blackout]

Savannah De Cabriolet; Team meeting
Savannah
 Noo girls, welcome all I’m glad that so mony of ye hiv been able to tak time oot to come to wir team meetin. Now the reason I’ve ca’ed yez a thegither is so’s we can hae a bit speak aboot foo things is goin’. Cos in this particular line of work in which we work in, we often work alone. And it is easy to loose sight of the fact that we is a one big happy femly here. And whether ye work in Shore lane, or whether you hiv 
ecogni flattie in Union Grove, 
ecog is a’ Savannah De Cabriolet girls. And yez ken fit that means.
V/o 
Aye. We’ve to gie you 10 percent.
Savannah
 [Smiling generously] Fa said that? Oh, it wiz you wiz’t, Lindsay? Very good, ha ha ha. [Aside, sotto voce, still smiling sweetly} Tony? Tony , love. Fan we’ve finished, tak her 
ecogni and gie her a hidin. [Smiles again to the lippy tart]   Lovely to see ye, Lindsay. Fit a bonnie smile ye’ve got of noo. But fit I wiz sayin wiz, 
ecog is a Savannah De Cabriolet girls, and at means you must treat ivery client with respect, no matter foo sweaty or pervie he may be. Cos the word on the street is that wir standards his been droppin’. Jordan Thomson’s been goin aboot bad-moothin’my girls. Jordan can say fit she wints. Or at least she’ll be able to dae than, fan the doctors tak the wires aff her jaws. But she’s right fan she says one thing. Hygeine is very important in oor line o work. Noo I ken, hot watter costs money and I’m nae askin ye to hae a shower every day. But ye should awyse mak sure that the wee, important placies get a good dicht.
The next thing, some of the girls his been saying they’ve been hivin trouble wi a punter that diz a runner without payin. Noo girls, mind, the clever quine awyse taks her money up front. At wye, if there’s ony dispute, he winna jist be able to howk up his briks an run awa. If he wints his tenner back he’ll hae to tak it aff ye. And you mind the handy tips that Tony’s gaen ye.
Tony
Kick him in the nadgers. Ging for the nadgers ivery time.
Savannah
You pit up a good fight and hud onto that money, girls. Possession is nine tenths of the law but, as Mysie Watson found oot the ither day, possession

wi intent tae supply is 4 months in the Tony Hilton. 4 months! And she wiz lucky, mind. God only knows fit wid hiv happened if the Sheriff hidnae bin her regular Friday 4.30 appointment.
And finally, girls, it’s a tough place oot on yon streets. This business of oors diz not get the respect it deserves. I wiz made tae feel very unwelcome fan I tried tae get intae the Chamber of Commerce. Bit I wiz able to keep my dignity intact by sayin tae the main objector; “HEMIN! You were not so hostile tae me last Wednesday in the Imperial Hotel!” We are the oldest profession in the world, girls. That is all. [She waves and exits]
[Blackout]
 Moses; In the Wilderness
Moses
Come on noo, folks, settle doon. Noo, I’ve jist called a bit meetin’ cos I’ve heard


some rumblings o discontent. I believe some o you are revolting. [Big dropped


shoulder and smile. No response]. Please yersels, please yersels. Noo come on,


though. Spik up and tell me fits yer gripe. Dinna be pit aff by the fact that I –


Moses hiv been appointed by the Lord and could crush you like an ant if ye


stepped oot o line. [Pause] You, Jethro. I hear you’ve been shootin’ yer mooth


aff an ga’an aboot wi a face like a frozen skitter. Fit’s yer beef, eh?
Jethro
[Whinily] Weel Moses you ken me. I’m nae a moaner. But syne we came to this place it’s jist been nithin but manna. Manna brose for yer breakfast – manna soup for yer denner – caul manna in a piece for yer tea. Noo dinna get me wrang, Moses, I likes a bittie manna, but the novelty’s weel and truly worn aff. In fact, I’m bloody pig sick o it. 
Moses
[Shocked] Pig sick o it? Pig sick o manna? The food at’s been provided t’us by wir Lord to keep us goin an kittle us up in wir time o need? 
Jethro
And I’m very grateful t’him. D’a get me wrang. I wiz jist wonderin if, next time


he swung by, ye could maybe pit in a word wi him. Ask him for a bittie potted


heid. 

Moses
Weel Til gie’t a go. Fm expectin’ him to pop roon for a news the morn aboot 2.00-ish
Jethro
Oh, is he comin roon? Fit’s he drivin these days?
Moses
I think it’s the Pillar o smoke he’s in of noo. Nice motor, two litre, convertible. Bittie prone to overheatin’ though. Onywye, is at a it wiz? A bit moan aboot the manna?
Aaron
Weel it feels wiv been on the trail for wiks on end noo. I wiz jist wonderin faur we might stop and settle doon for a bittie.
Moses
Oh for ony sake Aaron, I offered you a stop twa days ago but ye widna hear o’t.
Aaron
Aye but come on though. I mean to say, Dundee!
Moses
Look, I ken wiv a got blisters like puddins, but we’ve to press on.
Aaron
Fit wye?
Moses
Fit d’ye mean, fit wye? Cos God Almighty – Jehovah himself- telt us to!
Jethro
[Sleekitly] I jist wonder fit wye we pit so much faith in him.
Moses
Fit d’ye mean by that?
Aaron
Weel, I think he’s been getting’ gye erratic lately.
Jethro
He’s awfa obsessed aboot foreskins these days. “Bring me a thousand foreskins fae the uncircumcised infidels.” Maist folk wid be happy wi a book and a bottlie for a present, but nae his Lordship.
Moses
[Massively] Did he nae part the ocean for us to cross?
Aaron
Aye, and muckle faith you hid in that. I saw ye, Moses Watson. Wi yer rubber


ring yer waterwings and yer dookers on.
Moses
Weel do ye blame me? He’d appeared to me as a burning bush earlier yon day.


But fair play to him, he came good, did he? [Agreement from the rest of the


lads] And noo he’s promised us to show us to the land o Milk and Honey.
Jethro
 Milk and honey?
Moses
 Aye.
Jethro
Be better wi a good bit o potted heid.
Moses
 Will you shut up aboot yer potted heid! It’s bin nithin but potted heid fae you since we fled Egypt.
Jethro
[In rapture] Oh, Egypt! Maybe we wiz enslaved fae birth but at least it wiz het! Nae like this place! Far are we onywye?
Moses
Edzell.
Jethro
Oh me! Can we nae ging back?
Moses
No we cannot ging back! They hiv declared war on wir people and wir God.
Jethro
Aye but nae wonder. I mean, we sterted it. Gie’n em squatters o frogs and killin’ their first-born and gie’n em plooks. At’s jist nae neighbourly at.                                                                    
Moses
Look here boys, I’m nae stunnin’ for this. I arn the Prophet, chosen by God to lead his people to the promised land. They tell legends aboot me. I wiz washed up 
eco the Giant Hogweed by the banks o the Nile.
Aaron
Ye were washed up then, yer washed up noo.
Moses
Hemin! I may not hiv hid an easy introduction to this life but I’ll tell ye one


thing.
Aaron
Fit?
Moses
It’s taught me to 
ecognize a basket fan I see een. 
[Blackout]
At the Bakers; Loaf
[A shop assistant stands behind counter at a bakers. A customer approaches]

Customer
Good Morning
Assistant
Morning.
Customer
Can I have that pan loaf, please.
Assistant
Fit's that?
Customer
The pan loaf, there, please.
Assistant
A pan loaf, ye're sayin'?
Customer
Yes, that one there.
Assistant         A pan loaf. [She produces a completely different loaf] 84 pence.
Customer
No, sorry, it's...
Assistant
84 pence.
Customer
...that one I was wanting.
Assistant
Wid ye like it in a baggie? It's 84 pence.
Customer
That's not the sort of loaf that I want
Assistant
Ye asked for a pan loaf.
Customer
I did, and it's this one in particular that I want.
Assistant         But that's nae a pan loaf. At's a tin loaf. [Brandishing loaf] This is the pan loaf.
Customer        A pan's a sort of a tin, isn't it?
Assistant         This is the pan that the pan loafs is made in. This is the tin that the tin loafs is made in. Is that the same thing?
Customer        It's just I was wanting to make toast. That one fits the slots in the toaster.
Assistant         Well excuse me for nae kennin the size o yer toaster slots. I'm nae a mind reader, ye ken. I've to ging by the words you actually use. And you ordered a pan loaf, which I delivered, the price is 84 pence and if you dinna gie me it quick smart, I'll hae the law doon on you like a ton o bricks. [Ttransaction is concluded with  utmost bad grace.  customer leaves,  assistant calls out] Ye're just an ignorant man!
[Blackout.
Archie and Davie on Who Wants to Be a Millionaire Part 1
[Davie sits alone, centre-stage, on a high stool, like a rabbit caught in headlights.]
Tarrant V/o
Ha ha, welcome back to ITV's Who Wants to be a Millionaire. With me I've got Davie Annand. He's on £500. £1000, Davie, is the last stage you could go home with nothing, I'm sure it won't happen. You still have phone a friend intact. Would £1000 mean a lot to you Davie?
Davie
Oh a thoosan pounds, at wid jist be the world to me at Chris, £1000. It wid jist mean mair to me than I could say. It wid open up hale vistas o exotic travel for me. Foggieloan...Fetterangus...I can jist hardly begin to describe it Chris.
Tarrant V/o
For£1000 Davie...
Davie
I could pay Arild Stavmm's wages for 3 days. 
Tarrant V/o
For a thousand quid, Davie which of these animals would come after the word hermit? A: dog B: fish C: frog D: crab.
Davie
Oh that's a helluva question at Chris. A hell o a question. At's a purler at een, a right Lulu. I'm nae rightly sure Chris.   My mind's jist gone a blank, ken. Hard to imagine as that may be.
Tarrant V/o
You still have phone a friend.
Davie
Fit's at?
Tarrant V/o
Phone a friend. You can still phone a friend for the answer.
Davie
God, is at nae swickin'? Wid I hiv been allowed to tak the Periodic Table in too? At wid hiv been real handy for ony questions aboot women's issues…
Tarrant V/o
Getting back to the question.
Davie
The question, ah hah. 
Tarrant V/o
Which of these animals...
Davie
Fitna een o’ these aminals…

Tarrant V/o
Comes after the word hermit? Dog, fish, frog or crab.
Davie
…or crab, uh huh.

Tarrant V/o
Are you going to play?

Davie
Dinna rush me, dinna rush me now,Chris.  £1000’s a pair o cufflinks to you but it’s a lot o money to me, is £1000.  I could gie up hivin tuna in m’ sandwiches.

Tarrant V/o
Yes…

Davie
Move on to pink salmon.

Tarrant V/o
You can play, take the money, or phone a friend.

Davie
At’s fit I’ll dae.  I’ll phone a friend.  I’ll phone Archie.

Tarrant V/o
And who is Archie?

Davie
Oh, d’ye nae ken Archie?  He kens you.

Tarrant V/o
No, I’ve never met him…..

Davie
Oh he’s a great Archie, is Archie.

Archie V/o
Hello?

Davie
At’s him!  At’s Archie!

Tarrant V/o
It’s Chris Tarrant here on ITV’s Who Wants to Be a Millionaire…

Archie V/o
Oh, to Christ.

Tarrant V/o
I’ve got Davie here.  With your help we’d like to get him up to £1000.

Archie V/o
Christ, is he nae the length o £1000 yet?

Tarrant V/o
Now, Archie, the next voice you hear will be Davie’s. You’ll have 30 seconds and your time starts now. 

[Sfx    - Millionaire phone a friend clock] 

Davie
Aye Archie.

Archie V/o 
Aye Davie.

Davie
Foo ye deein?

Archie V/o
Chavin’ awa!

Davie:
Chavin’ awa, aye. Archie, fitna een o' these aminals wid come after the word hermit? Is it A: dog B: fish C: frog D: crab?
Archie V/o 
This is for yer thousand pounds is't?
Davie 
Aye, Archie.
Archie V/o
Oh, ho, Davie! They'll be linin' up the Chivas Regals in the Machar Bar the night!
Davie
Div ye ken it, Archie?
Archie V/o
Div I ken it? Davie? Div I ken it? It's C, Davie. It's frog.
Davie
Are ye a hunner percent sure, Archie?
Archie V/o
Aye, Davie, a hunner percent sure. 
Tarrant V/o
You don't have to take that answer Davie.
Davie
Aye, but will I, though, will I. C, Chris, frog.
Tarrant V/o
Final answer?
Davie
Mmm-hmmm. Get writing min. Twa n's in Annand.
Tarrant V/o
You had £500. Davie, it's the wrong answer. The right answer was crab.
Davie
[Desperately] Aye, but really Chris. I mean to say…[Pause] Archie! Ye bastard!
[Blackout]
Chewie; Parkinson
[Sfx: Parkinson Theme]
Parkie:   
Hello and welcome to Parkinson. Joining me now is Peter Mayhew, the actor who famously played the part of Chewbacca, the lovable wookie in the original Star Wars trilogy. Ladies and gentlemen, Peter Mayhew!
[Sfx: Star Wars Theme]
Peter, hello. Chewbacca was of course a great hero to children all over the world and playing the role must have been a great thrill but since then, Peter, we've heard nothing from you? Now why might that be?
Chewie: 
WOOOOOOOARGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH
Parkie:    
I see.
[Blackout]
Archie & Davie on Millionaire Part 2
[Davie is seated on the bench. Archie sits next to him. There is an uncomfortable silence.]
Archie:   Aye aye, Davie. [pause]
Davie:    Piss off, Archie.
[Blackout]
At the Bakers; Pies
[An extremely polite and well to do man enters the shop.]
Man
Something from the hot counter, please. What sort of pies have you got?
Assistant         I've got mince, steak mince, steak and gravy, steak and kidney, shepherd's, tattie pie wi beans, lasagne pie...
Man
I never knew you got lasagne pies.
Assistant
Well it's there. In front o ye. Is that fit ye wint?
Man
I don't know what else you've got...
Assistant         I've got chicken. Chicken and mushroom. Chicken and ham. Chicken and skirlie. And I've Cornish pasties, sausage rolls, Forfar Bridies [short pause] and a Cheese and Ingin' lattice.
Man
I'll have a mince pie.
Assistant
Ye'll fit?
Man
A mince pie would be lovely.
Assistant
A mince pie. The first thing I mentioned, ye mean.
Man
Well, I, I suppose it was, yes.
Assistant
The very first thing I said.
Assistant       Fan I wiz go in through m' list of pies, at what point did you realise that you winted a mince een?
Man
Quite early on I suppose. I like a mince pie.
Assistant
Then why didn't ye jist ask For een?
Man
I thought I might fancy a change.
Assistant         Oh ye thought ye might fancy a change, ye thocht ye might fimcy a change? Well listen you to me mannie. We hiv the biggest selction of hot pies in the north east.  15 different kinds and ye didna hear onythin that might tickle yer toffee-nosed fancy?
Man
Look here, I didn't even know you had mince pies in stock before I asked.
Assistant
Oh yes, very rare commodities, is mince pies. Ye'd hiv been takin' a real stab in the dark, wid ye, if ye'd come in here and asked for a mince pie.
Man
I think your customer service leaves a lot to be desired.
Assistant
I gie ivery customer the level o service they deserve.  [Man exits] You're ignorant! You're an ignorant man!
[Blackout]

Moses; Tablet
[A big party is in full swing. Suddenly one reveler looks, panic-stricken off to the wings]

Jethro  
Shite, he's back! [Enter Moses, with a face like thunder]

Moses
[Furious] Shite he's back, he says. Aye I'm back. Aye, am I. And files the cat wiz away the mice his hid a bit play, I see. A bonny state o affairs, this. [Going round them in turn; to the first] Hemin! At's my watch, ye theivin' skite. [to Aaron, who has his arm round a woman] Far's the wife the night, then Aaron? Is that yer neighbours ox yer coveting there, Jethro? [Shakes his head sadly] 

Aaron
[Changing the subject] Far hiv ye been? Mount Sinai?
Moses
No, Mount Hoolie. Faur I hiv been communin' wi the Lord, and faur
he his handed doon to me tablets - [brings his hands out from under
his robe and grins broadly as he reveals...] - Swiss Milk Tablet! Get
torn in!
 [Blackout]
Archie and Davie on Millionaire Part 3
[Davie sits despondent on the A&D bench. Archie approaches tentatively.  This takes some

time. Eventually he perches on the edge of the bench.]
Davie
Piss off, Archie. [Archie goes nowhere] Are ye deef? I said piss off.

Archie
I came to say sorry, Davie.
Davie              Weel ye've said it. Now piss off.
Archie
I'm nae ga'an naewye, Davie.
Davie
Weel ye'll sit there for lang enough, Archie. Cos at's you and me. Finished. I'm nae spikkin' to ye.
Archie
Are ye nae?
Davie
No I'm nae. Is moo's jist zipped. Closed. [Pause]
Archie
I phoned but ye werena in.
Davie
I wiz.
Archie
Weel ye didna answer yer phone.
Davie
I jist couldna face naebody.
Archie
But ye dinna hae to face onybody on the phone.
Davie
[With rage] Oh very good. Pity ye werena so fuckin bright last Wednesday.
Archie
I'm sorry, Davie, I'm sorry.
Davie
I jist couldna deal wi naebody. I hid to come to terms wi the life o luxury at'd bin swept awa far me. My ain Fiat Panda; rag-roll pint effects in my back passage. I hid to be alone, to ging through my thoughts.
Archie
Foo lang did that tak ye?
Davie
Aboot five minutes. [Suddenly] Bit go on, bugger aff. I'm nae spikkin' to ye.
Archie
So ye keep sayin'. [Pause] I brocht sandwiches, Davie. 
Davie
Weel ye'd better eat them Archie. I'm nae hungry. Aye, are ye.
Archie
I'm nae!  I widna eat those sandwiches if ye gave me a thoosand pounds. [Pause, during which Davie realises what he has just said before continuing]

Davie
Fit's in them? Tuna?
Archie
No. It's salmon.

Davie
[Impressed but not wanting to show it] Salmon? Be pink, is it?
Archie
No. It's reed.
Davie
Reed salmon?
Archie
Reed salmon. Fae Safeways.
Davie
It's nae, is't?
Archie
Me and some of the lads hid a whip-round.
Davie
I've nae hid reed salmon since the jubilee. [Opens the corner of the sandwich tentatively] God it is as well. Reed salmon, at’s...at's...at's a shitey trick, ‘at Archie. Comin' roond here wi expensive gifts.
Archie
It's jist supposed to be a token. I'll tak it back if ye wint.
Davie
Aye, tak it back. Tak it back, Archie. I'll jist lay it doon here atween us in the meantime. [He lays the sandwich down then after a brief pause moves it along the bench so it is closer to him than to Archie.] Just here. Mind noo.
Archie
I'm minding.
Davie
So you don't forget on't. [Pause] I suppose I could hae a half. [He takes a half of the sandwich.] You hae abittie too. [Pause as they start to wolf down the sandwich] So tell me Archie. So's I ken. .Fit in the hell wye did ye get it wrang? Cos you're right smart, Archie. I could hiv phoned Ernie Mutch. Ye ken Ernie? Alfie's brither?
Archie
I ken Ernie, aye.
Davie
But Ernie's gye slow, I niver thocht you'd let me doon, Archie. Fit the hell wye did ye say Frog?
Archie
Weel, Davie. I mean, you fairly said, fitna een o these aminals wid come after the word hermit.
Davie
Hermit, ah hah.
Archie
But what wi a the tension an athin I got raevillt. I thocht ye said Kermit. And Kermit's a frog.
Davie
Kermit the frog. God, he is a frog though Archie.
Archie
Kermit the frog, aye.
Davie
Oh well. At least it wiz a sensible answer then Archie. Cos here wiz me,
thinkin' I'd made an erse o myself.
Archie
As if, Davie.
Davie
As if, Archie.
Archie
Hiy.
Davie
Hiy. [They bite into their sandwiches]

[Blackout]
Chewie; Shakespeare
V/o
Ladies and gentlemen, the management of the Globe theatre regret that Kenneth Brannagh has been taken unwell and that for the remainder of this evening’s performance the part of Romeo shall be played by – the actor, Peter
Mayhew.
Juliet
O Romeo, Romeo? Wherefore art thou, Romeo? Deny thy father and refuse thy name or if thou wilt not, be but sworn, my love and I'll no longer be a Capulet.
Chewie
[Dignified and tearful pause; then, with great tenderness] WOOOOOOOARGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH
[Blackout]
Spongefinger
Host:
Hello. And welcome back to Grampian's "Stars In Their Eyes". Let's give a
big hand for our next star guest, Meg!
Meg:
Hello Matthew.
Host:
Hallo there, Meg! I understand you run a patisserie.
Meg:
[witheringly] No. I work in a bakery.
Host:
So, tell us, what des an average working day involve?
Meg:
Dealin' wi' ignorance, Matthew.
Host:
Well, tell us a bit about the person you're going to be tonight.
Meg:
Weel, Matthew. She's an affa famous singer fa his recorded mony weel kent
numbers. She wiz born in Wales but his become an international star.
Host:
And I believe you've met the lady in question, am I right?
Meg:
That's richt, a pucklie year ago she wiz daein a concert in Aiberdeen an came
intae my shop.
Host:
That must have been exciting for you!
Meg:
Weel, it wiz, until she asked fer a doughnut. Except she winted a doughnut wi
a hole in it. Noo, Matthew, onyb'dy wi ony sense wid ken ‘at ‘at's nae a
doughnut, at's a doughring!! She's got a beautiful singin voice but oh she's
ignorant.
Host:
Well then, Meg, put us out of your misery, who are you going to be for us
tonight?
Meg:
Tonight, Matthew, I am gan tae be...Shirley Bassey!
Host:
Ladies and gentlemen, from fondant fancies to the Rhonda Valley, tonight,
singing live, Meg is the Welsh Warbler, Shirley Bassey! [Meg strides through the famous doors]
[Sfx: 'Goldfinger'] 
[She re-appears, played by Oli in a dress, wig & feather boa]

Meg V/o
Spongefingers
On their own or dunked in a cup of tea
Fit ecstasy
They're jist a hum dinger
Fit a treat ye eat one an hiv tae smile
They're versatile
In a trifle they canna be beat
They're absorbant but sturdy an sweet
Connoisseurs of dessert would claim it wiz cheatin
The proof is in the eating
Spongefmger
They're the tops
And so dinna hing aboot
Get yer finger oot
Yer finger oot
Aye, get yer finger oot
Get yer finger oot
Yer finger oot
Yer spongefingers oooooot!
Host:
Well done, Meg! What a voice! And what a transformation- you look exactly
like her!
Meg 
[Oli dubbed by Laura] Aye, Matthew, I can hardly believe it masel. I feel lik a new woman.
[Blackout]
Jeffrey Archer’s Answerphone
[The following in blackout]
V/o:
Hello, you've reached the home of Jeffery Archer; best selling novelist, 


Olympic athlete, and Nobel Prize-winning astrophysicist. I can't come to the phone for the next four years, but if you leave a message after the following piece of music, I'll get back to you as soon as I can. In 2005.
[Sfx: “Beep”. Shaggy's 'It Wasn 't Me']
Mither in Love

[Mither and faither sit at a table, having just finished breakfast. Ronnie enters, hand-in-hand with girlfriend, laughing. They see Mither and Faither. Ronnie freezes.]

Waiter:

Sir. Madam. Did you enjoy your breakfast?

Faither:
Very good, aha, mm-hmm.

Ronnie:
Hello mum. Hello dad.

Mither:
Oh, hello Ronnie. I didna expect tae see you here! I thoucht ye said ye’d a business trip doon in London, and that wiz fit wye ye couldna come t’see yer auld mither an faither on their 37th weddin’ anniversary?

Ronnie:
Eh, it was cancelled at short notice.

Faither:
Cancelled. Aha, mm-hmm.

Ronnie:
I thought you and dad would have made other arrangements, so I didn’t think there’d be any harm in Sarah and I going off for the weekend.

Mither:
Dinna lee tae yer auld mither, Ronnie. Ye forgot a’ aboot us an double-booked yer ain mither an faither’s 37th wedding anniversary wi a dirty wikend. I’m nae worried aboot at, Ronnie. It’s the leein I canna stand. That an the thoughtlessness. And the sex. So this is the famous Sarah, is’t? Hello Sarah. I’m Ronnie’s mither, and this is Ronnie’s faither.

Faither:
Hiy.

Mither:

I’ve heard a lot aboot ye.

Sarah:

All good I hope!

Mither:

[pause] Did ye hae a good drive up?

Ronnie:
Fine, yes. When did you two come up?

Mither:
Oh we came up last night. Yer faither, he says tae me, this is a fine howd-ye-do, is’t, sittin in on wir anniversary, wi wir peer loon, stuck doon in London, workin’, an I wiz near tears ye see so yer faither, he’s nae normally romantic, are ye faither?

Faither:
No, no I’m nae romantic, no.

Mither:
But he disappears off thn comes back twa-three mintees later, he says come on mither, pit yer glad rags on, cos I’ve jist booked us in for a second honeymoon at the Boat o’ Garten. He jist did it on a whim.
Faither:
Jist a whim. Aha.

Mither:
And we’ve hid a lovely tea and a lovely night and at’s us hid wir breakfast and that’s jist the two of you jist skulkin in noo. [Mither stands] Sit in here, ye can hae this table. At’s typical o’ you youngsters, comin’ gaddin in, twa-three mintees afore they stop servin.

Sarah:

Well, we didn’t get a lot of sleep last night.

Mither:

At’s jist a bittie mair than I needed tae hear.

Ronnie:
No, it wasn’t that. There must have been porn stars in the room next door or something.

Mither:
Oh it’s ayewiz porn porn porn wi you, is’t Ronnie? [to Sarah] Did ye ken at? Oh he’s an afa Ronnie wi his porn.

Ronnie:
What a height they were at. Hammering away for half the night and the yelps and the noises. And then – I think the guy must have jumped at the woman from the top of the wardrobe or something. There was just this enormous crash, then this terrible roar, then silence. He must have done himself an injury.

Mither:
Well, we’ll leave ye to it. C’mon Faither. [Faither rises to his feet slowly and painfully before hobbling off with a pronounced limp. Ronnie is horrified]

Ronnie:
Christ!

[Blackout]
George Forbes; - Insecurity
[A woman sits in a doctor's surgery looking downcast.]  
Doctor
Now, Mrs Smith, what seems to be the trouble?
Mrs Smith      Well doctor it's just that lately, Fve been feeling so listless, and just terribly insecure...[George Forbes enters]
George
My name is George Forbes, security operative. [Pointing swagger stick
and barking at doctor] Take two steps back and keep your hands where I
can see them!
Doctor
What!?
George
This woman has voiced a concern about security.
Mrs Smith
No, I meant I was feeling insecure - about myself.
George
I see. I apologise. [Doctor starts to relax and goes to sit down.  George barks] Remain standing until you receive my say-so. I'm watching you…[To Mrs Smith, who follows his various instructions] Look in my eyes. Head to the left. Head to the right. Follow my finger [which describes a figure of eight in front of her]. Open your mouth, [he checks her teeth]Cough! [Pause] Your husband drinks too much and philanders. Your insecurity stems from your fear that you are somehow causing him to behave in this way. But you are not. Your husband's parents had a loveless marriage leaving him an emotional retard. Stand up straight there, soldier! You are not a failure, you are a beautiful, caring woman with excellent teeth. Still feel insecure?
Mrs Smith      No!
George
Well then salute [they salute each other] and stand easy.  My name is 
George Forbes and this area [pointing to her head with the swagger stick]-is secure.
Doctor
[Pointing at swagger stick] Is that a pickled egg?
George           No. [Eats the egg]

[Blackout]
Chewie; "I know him so Well”
V/o      
And now ladies and gentlemen we are privileged to bring to you a musical
interlude. Singing "I Know Him so Well", please welcome to the stage Elaine Paige and, singing the part made famous by Barbara Dickson, Mr Peter Mayhew.
Elaine
Nothing is so good it lasts eternally
Perfect situations must go wrong 
But this has never yet prevented me 
Wanting far too much for far too long
Looking back I could have played it differently 
Won a few more moments, who can tell 
But it took time to understand the man 
Now at least I know I know him well

Chewie
[Roars to the tune of, "Wasn't it good, wasn't he fine"] 
Elaine
Isn't it madness

Both 
[Elaine singing, Chewie roaring] He won't be mine 
Elaine
But in the end he needs a little bit more than me, more security

Chewie
[Roaring again, "He needs his fantasy and freedom"]
Elaine
I know him so well 
Chewie 
[Roaring "It took time to understand him"] 
Both 
[Elaine singing, Chewie roaring] I know him so well
[Blackout]
[Company Bows]

[Curtain]
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