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Flying Pig Productions Present
Best Back

HMT at Hilton, Aberdeen

[Sfx  1    "Streets of San Francisco"]

V/o
Good evening ladies and gentlemen and welcome to HMT at Hilton.This is Flying Pig Productions. Welcome to “Best Back”. This is our “best of” compilation. So if ye think this is bad, ye should hiv seen some of the dirt we left oot.

We’re delighted to see so mony of ye hiv travelled to darkest Hilton to see’s.  We ken there’s nae the same bars and restaurants here as in the toon, but the Hilton Chipper’s fite puddin’ supper is second to neen, and if we’re feenished by 10.00, ye can nip t’ the Thresher on Clifton Road for a snifter to hae on yer twa busses hame.

This evening’s performance is generously sponsored by "Raeburn, Christie Clark & Wallace"; also by the youth of Sandilands and Tilly, fa ’re hingin’ aboot outside, waitin’ to bark into yer cars.  We’re a’ getting a stereo.  [I’ve bagged a Sony.]

So, ladies and gentlemen, sit back, try to ignore the sound o’ the approachin’ sirens, and enjoy the show.

Saturday Night at the Boulie

[Sfx 2: V/o]
Ladies and Gentlemen, please welcome the band that brought you such hits as On Broad Street and The Hardgate Shuffle. Still playing live and featuring the cousin of one of the original members, it’s …The Buckie Drifters!

[Project: Buckie Drifters record cover]

[Sfx 3   "Saturday Night at the Movies"]

[Tab out]

Craig

Well Saturday nicht, aboot 8 o'clock,

I ken fit I'm gan tae dae.

I'm gonna go pick up my Blon' an tak her tae the UGC

But that is far oor paths diverge, 

She'll be going in wi oot her loon,

I'll be spendin a' nicht lang gan up an doon an roon an roon!

All

Setterday night at the Boulie,

They've got nae speed bumps ye see.

It's the place tae hae a racie in my '87 Ford Capri

Craig

A the beach boy-racers fae Aiberdeen

Are lining up tae hae a bash

Wheels are spinning and engines scream

Ye'd think that ye were at Brands Hatch

I'll be burnin' rubber doon the esplanade, 

Undertakin' ye in second gear

And the bobbies dinna seem tae realise that we are here

All

Setterday night at the Boulie



The North-East’s buck shee Grand Prix

I’ll be makin’ like Schumacher in my ’87 Ford Capri.

Craig

Wooah-oah!

All

Setterday night at the Boulie



The North-East’s buck shee Grand Prix

I’ll be makin’ like Schumacher in my ’87 Ford Capri.

[Blackout]

[Project: Pigs]

Money Well Spent

[Project:  council official crest]

Spokesman
Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. Welcome tae this press conference, fit his been convened in response tae the recent suggestions that the Cooncil his been guilty of extravagance spending in a crass attempt to curry favour. Weel, the day we will counter this criticism, wi a flamboyant video presentation and a great load o free wine a canaps for you boys! Can I hae the first question, please? 

V/o Press #1
Could the Council outline some of its spending plans for the year ahead?

Spokes
Certainly. First up, the long-overdue pedestrianisation of Union Street. I hiv here an artists impression.

[Project: sheep in formaldehyde]

                        Fae Damien Hirst.

V/o Press #2
But surely pedestrianising Union Street will cause gridlock?

Spokes
That is why, we are proposing an exciting new scheme tae tak the burden awa fae cars and buses.

Press #2
Trams?

Spokes
Weel, we did look intae ‘at, but extensive enquiries hiv revealed ‘at sadly, in a far-sighted move typical of our dynamic Cooncil, we burnt em a on the 12th o' May 1958.

[Project: Burning trams]

So instead, we are proposing a system of clear Perspex travel tubes fit will wheech ye fae Union Street tae a’ outlying areas of the toon

[Project: Tubes]

Jist like Willie Wonka's Chocolate factory. An we’ve also put into place an exciting scheme tae avoid ony repeat of last year’s Hogmanay washoot.

Press #2
What scheme is this?

Spokes
Tae gie this city its ain retractable roof.

[Project: Retractable roof]

Press #1
How would you counter accusations that this administration consistently spends funds on grandiose schemes in non-crucial areas?

Spokes
Weel, there hiv been calls fer us tae step back fae the precipice o' fiscal insanity, but we are not prepared tae see this happen.. 'Is is a proud an vibrant modern city. Ye've a’ seen yon poster in i toon…

[Project: poster]

                        …wi the carefully chosen random sample o typical Aiberdeen folk.  Weel, ‘at sums up this Cooncil’s ideology. Diverse, Cosmopolitan, Profligate. We are nae a Cooncil fit wastes money. But we remain committed tae spending on vital areas, all of which make Aiberdeen the envy of the world. Education. 

[Project: a school] 

                        Transport. 

[Project: a bus] 

                        The Sloth. 

[Project: Sloth] 

Press #2
Wait a minute..

Spokes
Aye, aye,  I ken fit yer gan tae say.  “Aren’t wir schools clean enough?” Weel, let me tell you..

Press #2
No. How can you justify spending on that?

Spokes
Weel, I hiv heard some poorly informed misery-gutses say that we, as a Cooncil, dinna actually need a giant three-toed sloth, specially imported fae Guacamole,  but I think ye'll find that removin the sloth wid cause chaos. 

Press #2           Would it?

Spokes            No. No, I canna back that up ava. The truth is the toon leopard wis 

                        knackered, and we winted a new mascot tae better reflect the spirit of 

                        this corporation.  

Press #2
And where is such a creature being housed?

Spokes
Weel, ye hiv tae mind that we are talkin aboot an animal fit is slow, cumbersome and capable of eatin' its own body weight daily. So it’s quite at home in Len Ironside’s aul office. 

Press #3
So you’re unrepentant?

Spokes
Certainly we are, an would remain so, even if we kent fit at word meant. So committed are we tae the Sloth continuing as a valued emblem of the city, we hiv redesigned the civic coat of arms, thus:

[Project: doctored city crest] 

Press #3
And what do you say to people who claim that if you keep going like this we’ll be up in our necks in it?

Spokes
I wid say spend some time wi the sloth an ye’d find it’s already considerably higher than that. Thank you.

[Blackout - DS Tabs In]

Mither’s Big Strong Boys

[FOT]
[Ronnie and Faither both look satisfied with a job well done]

Ronnie

Well then dad. That's just about it, then.
Farther
 Jist aboot, aha.
Ronnie

It's a bigger room than you'd think, with all the furniture out of it.

Faither

Your mother's furniture. Aha. The press, the sideboard, the table, the dresser. Niver forgettin', of course…

Both
[reverentially] "The lamp we got fae Untie Selma."

Ronnie
This room's kept us going the whole weekend.

Farther

Weel it's got the high ceilings, ye see. Yer mither's aye liked high ceilings. Of course, she's niver taen a tummle aff a ladder trying to paper up t'een....

Ronnie
No. [Pause] How is your leg today, dad?

Farther
Och, it's fine. It's gaen green, but it's fine. Sixteen rolls o' paper Ronnie. And we've freshened up the ceiling, the door and the skirting.

Ronnie
But that's it done!
Farther
Daen, aha. Feenished![Mither bustles in, hostess trolley replete]
Mither
Tea for the workers! And fine pieces! Ye for a pancake, Ronnie?
Ronnie
No thanks mum.
Mither
It's good for what ails ye!
Ronnie
No, it's alright.
Mither
It's got butter and syrup on't!
Ronnie
Och, OK then. [He takes it and hams in].

Mither
Look at ye, goin' at that like a gannet! Nae wonder ye’re piling on the beef. Yon new lassie you're seein' winna wint ye, lookin' like a hillock!  [Pause] Ye're still wi' her, are ye? Yon fitiverhernameis?

Ronnie
I'm still with Charlotte, mum, yes.

Mither
Oh weel, it's naen o' my business, I'm sure. I hope you're very happy wi' Harlot.

Ronnie
Charlotte, mum.

Mither
Charlotte, aha. I'm nae saying nithin' aboot it, it's got nithin' to dae wi' me. Bit she'll niver be a Pauline!

Ronnie
Oh, mum.

Mither
Ye let a good een slip away there, Ronnie. I've niver tasted better oven scones.

Ronnie
Yeah, but we didn't actually love each other mum.

Mither
Oh, love, love, love, that's a you young eens think aboot. There's mair to life nor love, is there faither?

Faither
Oh, aye.

Mither
But let's not dwell on... tragic matters. Foo are the workers gettin' on?

Faither
Feenished!

Mither
Oh, so that's it then? Oh, you've made great time boys. Great progress!  Mind you, it is jist a wee squirt o a roomie, is een. And that's it, done?
Faither
The hale thing. Feenished.

Mither
So jist the ceiling, the skirting and the door to be daen?

Ronnie
No, the whole things done.

Mither
I’m sure ye hinna daen yon door.[Exits and returns with paint on hand] It is done!

Faither
Aye, it wiz.

Mither
And this is the paper is it?


Farther
That's the paper. Aha.

Mither
That's the paper! And ye've pit it on well. Oh fit a rare job ye've daen. I telt ye Ronnie. I telt ye ye hid it in ye to learn a trade, instead of gaddin' off to yon Varsity. And 'is job's the proof. It's maybe nae too late. Kynoch and Robertson might take you yet if ye showed willing.

Ronnie
I'll bear that in mind, mum. I'll give them a call if ever I get bored with being an Installations Manager with Amerada Hess.
Mither
Weel a' ye'd hiv to dae to convince them is tak them roon this room. Cos ye'e daen a gran' job. [Pause] Apart fee ower there. Wi yon jine. It's a peety aboot yon jine. I'm nae ga'an to say it spiles the hale room. I'm nae ga'an to say that. But it is a peety. Still, I'm sure it'll cover fine [half-beat pause] fan we pint it. [Silence]

Farther
Fan we fit?

Mither
Fan we pint it. I wiz thinking mebbe a peachie-plummie-auberginie-creamie kind o' thing. Either that or fite.

Farther
[Quietly but firmly] It's nae pintin' paper.

Mither
Fit are ye sayin, faither?

Farther
It's nae pintin' paper.

Mither
[Brightly] Och but ye can pint ony kind of paper.

..
Farther
Ye canna.

Mither
Oh....

Ronnie
You can't mum. That's a finished paper. You won't get paint to hold.

Mither
Oh but I'm sure if you're careful!

Farther
[Slowly and deliberately] Ye winna get pint to hud.

Mither
I'd niver hiv picked it if I'd kent!

Ronnie
Why did you pick paper you didn't like?

Mither
Oh, I didna like the colour but I liked fine the patt'ren...

Ronnie
But you won't see the pattern if you paint it!

Mither
But it's a raised patt’ren!

Faither
Raised? Yon paper's smoother than a baby's erse!

Mither
Well, we'll jist hiv to sit away wi it but - but…[in sheer terror] it dizna ging wi Untie Selma's lamp! Oh, it'll hiv to come aff!

Faither
It'll bide far it is. And I'll tell ye for why. Cos fan you said ye winted to decorate, I said, “Diz the room jist need a freshen up? Or dae we need new paper?” And you said you funcied new paper. And we traipsed aroon, and you picked the paper. And I said to you “Mind noo. This isna pintin paper. And that's the colour o'it.” And you said, "Ach, we'll be fine." And on the back o that, me and Ronnie's slaved awa, strippin' aff the auld stuff, smoothin' doon the wa's, and pittin the paper up. I near killed mysel takin a heider aff the ledder. And Ronnie's hid to hear ye slaverin' on again aboot yon stupit Pauline...

Ronnie
Dad...

Faither
Well she wiz. The ill-tricket, moon-faced cow. And I'm nae bothered aboot daein' the work for ye. Happy to dae't. But I'm damned if I'm daein' it twice!

Mither
[She nods her acceptance] Oh, faither, I ken, and I appreciate fit ye've daen, the pair o' ye, but fit will I dae wi Selma’s lamp?

Faither
[Darkly] I have a suggestion.

[Blackout - DS Tabs Out]

In The Back of a Pizza Van

[Project: Dusty record cover]

[Sfx 4 V/o]
Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome the Soul Queen of Manor Avenue, Miss Dusty Northfield.

[Sfx: 5  "Son of a Preacher Man"]

Dusty


Ronnie Day wis the Pizza loon, 





An' fan I phoned wi an order he'd come aroon.





Though I loved his Quattro stagione





'At wis nae why I'd send for Ronnie





Niver wis there a loon sae bonny





We'd a bittie slap and tickle





In the back of his works vehicle





A night o' passion I'll mind foriver, in the back o' a pizza van





I found a mannie fa does deliver, in the back o' a pizza van





Yes he does, he does. Oh yes he does. Hallelujah.





Wid ye credit it 9 months later, I wis in the Femily wye.





We'd nae money but 'at didna maiter,





Jist as lang as we hi each ither,





Night an'day fitiver the weather, 





We spent ivery moment the gither.





While he delivered some Margheritas, in the back o' a pizza van





I wis dilated 10 centimetres, in the back o' a pizza van





Yes I was, I was, Oh yes I was. Hallelujah





Ron's boss wisnae happy, but we were baith overjoyed.





We'd a beautiful baby boy.





Fan it came tae name him, me an' Ron wis aiming'





Tae mark the place he wis conceived in; 





The name we chose wis Crispin Even





A night o' passion I'll mind foriver, in the back o' a pizza van

[Blackout - Project: Pigs]

The Liar – Breakfast at Tiffany’s

[Project: Pub int.]
Liar
So then Bill, Britney Spears or Christina Aqua Libra. Which is your favourite?

Bill
I don’t really have a favourite….

Liar  
Quite right. Two less appealing, plastic pop-princesses would be hard to imagine. I wouldn’t, not even with yours. Different in my day. Not to say that my day has passed, far from it, as Diana Speed will attest. But that is a different and, if I may say so, altogether racier story. No, I was simply saying that back in my youth the stars had real star quality, real star power; you know? You’ll recall that back in the sixties I was the North East of Scotland’s premier beatnik poet? Oh yes, and I spent some time in America plying my trade in the thriving coffee house scene of Greenwich Village. I eventually recorded a couple of well-received albums under the nom de plum Leonard Cohen but that’s by the by. It was there one cold New York morning that I had the privilege, and I did consider it a privilege, of meeting none other than 

                  
 Audrey Hepburn who as you will recall, was the radiant star of the film "Breakfast at Tiffany's". Along with George Peppard, who no doubt you’ll remember best, Bill, as the leader of Saturday tea-time crime-busters, the A-team. The great irony Bill, was that this impromptu rendezvous with Audrey took place just outside Tiffany’s at around 8.30 am. What could I do Bill? What could I do? I took Audrey Hepburn for breakfast at Tiffany’s! And let me tell you, that for so svelte and glamorous a woman, she ate like a pig!

Bill             
Eh, Maurice

Liar            
Yes Bill?

Bill             
Tiffany’s is a jewellers. It’s not a café at all.

Liar           
But the name of the film was ‘Breakfast at Tiffany’s?

Bill             
Yes. But you couldn’t actually get breakfast there. That would be impossible.

Liar            
Aye. [Pause] I’m away for a shite.

[Blackout - Project: Pigs]

Parkinson

[Project: Parkinson logo]

[Sfx 6 Parkinson theme]

Parkie
Hello and welcome to Parkinson. Joining me now is Peter Mayhew, the actor who famously played the part of Chewbacca, the loveable wookie in the original Star Wars trilogy. Ladies and gentlemen, Peter Mayhew!

[Sfx 7 Star Wars Theme]

Parkie  
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 - DS Tabs In]

The P.C. P.C.

[FOT]

PC Bobby
Aye aye folks, foo ye deein? Or as we say on the street- Booyakasha! It's weel 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, nooadays, crime in Aiberdeen is a' smack, crack and internet pornography. But fan I sterted oot in is game, it wiz a’ young loons stealin aipples aff the co-opie lorry, courting couples at the Torry Battery, oh aye, an Snuffy Ivy. "Dae ye funcy a good time?" Happy days. 

Noo, we in Grumpian police his tae get tae grips wi i modern-day Aiberdeen; an' at is fit wye so we hiv gone reed hot on youth culture. So, here's me in a' ma bling, keepin it real, an cruisin i hood wi ma homies, an my hose. [displays garden hose] We hiv relaunched the Grumpian Police Pipe Posse, fit his jist did a bangin' gig at i Inverurie Women's Guild. Fan we shouted oot, ‘can 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 o' Puff Daddy, back since i days fan he wiz ayewis on i telly, wrestling wi Giant Haystacks.

[Project: Grampian police logo]

[DS tabs out]

So noo, let me introduce – on the decks, Desk Sergeant Sandy 'Superflycup' Sangster. Comin' atcha - the notorious CID!  

Bringin’ i noise – Snoop Doggy Doghandler! Biggin it up – Puff Pastry! Wi masel, PC Bobby Constable, rockin the microphone, as Aiberdeen’s answer tae Eminem. Jist cry me Joob Joob.

[Sfx 8    "Walk This Way"]

So noo, comin atcha, it’s time tae lay it doon in a Gangsta stylee. Aye, metaphorically spikken.

[Project: doctored Grampian Police Logo]

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 "LO"

All
LO!

Snoop
What's all this then?

Bobby
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’ll need a proper copper
I could call one on ma radio.

But then I’ll jist walk away … walk away… walk away…[fade out]

[Blackout - DS Tabs in]

The Cruel Sea - Air Stewards

[FOT]

V/o
[Reportage-style voiceover; soft voice, sympathetic, etc]  Billy and Dougie have worked as trawlermen in the North Sea for all their adult lives.  But with over-fishing and ever-decreasing quotas, Billy and Dougie have been laid off and are now struggling to find their feet in an employment market which they believe is now geared more towards women than men……
[Billy and Dougie are dressed as Air Stewards.]
Billy
Thank you for choosin to fly wi Monopoly Airlines on the day's flight fae Heathrow to Aiberdeen.  My name is Billy Mundie, and joining me in the cabin the day is Dougie Albinson. We used to work on the boats thegither oot o Peterheid.  He saved my life once.  Six years ago to the day, oor trawler wiz hit by a hunner-fit wave, and I wiz thrown overboard.  I wiz just aboot to ging unner for the last time fan Billy managed to get a haud o me wi the boat-hook and howk me back on board.  Some man. Today he'll be helping me push a shoogly -wheeled trolley up the aisle, dispensin' gin and tonics to a bunch o' blowhard provincial businessmen, that’s been doon in London tae mak themsels feel mair important. Some life eh Dougie?  Some life.  [Dougie nods his assent]

The followin' safety announcement is for yer ain benefit, so pay attention, a'right?  Ye've got seatbelts.  Pit them on.  I'm nae ga'an to show you foo to pit them on, cos onyone bright enough to check in, get through security and mak it through the maze to the departure lounge can surely dae up a bloody buckle.

In the event o sudden cabin depressurisation, this will happen: [Dougie demonstrates the effects of depressurisation] and oxygen masks will fa fae the panels above yer heid, but dinna worry, cos maist o them wiz working fan we hid to use them last wik.  Weel, naebody telt us fit “doors to automatic and cross-check” meant.  So the cabin door flew aff and wir wee trolley got sooked oot.  Fit a laugh we hid wi the mannie that came to fix it.  Funny thing wiz, he used to work on the boats an a.  Sandy Petrie.  We hidna seen him for years.  He got the dunt fae the boats fan he got into hard drugs and started bein’ grossly unreliable.  Noo he works here, As a safety engineer.  

The next thing is lifejackets.  For some reason, you've got lifejackets. Parachutes, now.  Parachutes I might hiv understood.  But lifejackets it is.  Noo, the only significant stretch o' watter aneath wir flight path the day is  a trout farm owned by the boy that used to sing wi’ Jethro Tull. [Dougie demonstrates the effects of singing with Jethro Tull] But in the unlikely event that we manage to tak a heider into that, tak a hud o' yer lifejacket, pull it  ower yer heid, and tie it securely in a double Yorker as shown. [Dougie demonstrates] Do not inflate your lifejacket before leavin' the aircraft, as it will make you look like a fanny.  In the event that the lifejacket fails to inflate, there is a topping up tube.  This will not inflate the lifejacket, but it will gie ye something to keep ye quietly occupied wi files ye sink aneath the waterline. 

The lifejacket also comes complete wi a whistle, which is presumably there in case ye feel the need to referee a water polo match.

There are six emergency exits located in this Boeing 737, twa at the front, twa at the hinner end and een ower each wing. [Dougie demonstrates]  Tak a moment to locate the emergency exit nearest to you, bearing in mind that in the event of an emergency, it may be behind you, and there may be twa hunner folk scramblin’ ower ye to get there.

In the event of an imminent crash landing, you will be given the appropriate warning. Dependin' on how good a view I hiv at the time, this will either be the instruction to brace or a cry of "Jesus Christ" [Dougie demonstrates]. On hearin’ either such prompt, you should assume the crash position, which is as follows.  Head atween legs [Dougie demonstrates] - yer ain head atween yer ain legs is conventional, but I'm nae gan tae be taking notes - hands on yer heid and the moo’ firmly shut.  This is vital, as it will prevent your arsehole exiting from atween yer lips and will also help preserve a full set o teeth, in the event that we a’ hiv to be identified by dental records.

I wish I wiz back on the boats, Dougie.  I wish I wiz back on the boats.

[Blackout - DS Tabs Out]

Mither’s Big News

[Project: Mither's parlour]

Ronnie
[From off-stage]  Mum!  Dad! [Ronnie and Charlotte enter, Ronnie carrying a small bag. Ronnie sees faither.]  Hello dad.

Faither
Hiy.

Ronnie
You’ve met Charlotte before.

Faither
Aha, mhh-hmm.  [Shyly]  Hullo.  

Ronnie
Is mum about?

Faither
Aye, yer mither’s dottin’ aboot the hoose.  She’s, eh… well, ye’ll see yirsel’.

[Mither enters with a particularly repulsive lamp]

Mither
Oh, faither, ye’ll jist hiv to dae yon room again.  I canna find a placie for’t onywye. Faither, ye niver telt me wi hid a visitor.

Ronnie
[Indicating Charlotte]  Visitors, mum.

Mither
Oh yes, aha.  [She glances at Charlotte, turning her attention to Ronnie]  Foo ye daein, onywye?

Ronnie
We’re both fine mum, thanks.  You?

Mither
Oh, jist gloryin’ on, ye ken.  I’ll g’wa and pit on the kettle.  [Pointedly to Charlotte]  I’ve got a Victoria sponge that I made yesterday.  Is at nae right faither?

Faither
Aha, mhh-hmm.  [Sotto voce] Second attempt come oot fine.

Ronnie
[Catching Mither before she spads off]  Don’t dash off mum.  [Handing over the bag]  This is for you and dad.

Mither
Och, ye’ve been coming here long enough, Ronnie, ye dinna need to tak onythin wi’ ye…

Ronnie
Well, but I have.  

Mither
[Removes a bottle of champagne.]  Oh, Ronnie, is is expensive stuff, is it nae?  Fit’re ye daein’ takin’ is wi’ ye?  Hiv ye hid a promotion?

Ronnie
No, it’s not that mum.

Mither
Got a new job athegither?

Ronnie
It’s not work-related, mum.  [Pause]  Charlotte and I have got engaged.

Mither
[Emotions in turmoil] Oh!  Oh, but that’s…that’s…I’m struck dumb!

Faither
[Rising from his seat suddenly, shaking hands, etc] Congratulations!  Congratulations to the pair o’ ye!  [He sweeps the bottle away]  I’ll awa and get this on the go.

Mither
Oh, my legs hiv jist turned to jeely.

Faither
[Indicating the chair he has risen from]  Sit doon, then

Mither
[Sitting down and fanning herself]  Sees a look at the ring then. Oh, it is nice.

Ronnie
Thanks very much mum.  

Charlotte
We got it from Finnies.

Mither
At’s far yer faither and me got oor ring!  At’s nae the hallyracket place I’d hiv expected you young eens to ging to.  And when did this happen?

Charlotte
This morning.

Mither
And hiv ye telt the faither of the bride?

Ronnie
Yes, we saw him earlier.

Mither
And fit wiz he saying to it?[Lights change.  Mither freezes.  George Forbes enters.  Charlotte attempts an introduction]

[Project: George's front room]

Charlotte
Dad, this is…

George
As your superior officer, leave the interrogation to me.  [He positions himself to the rear of Ronnie and faces out over his shoulder into the audience]  Name?

Ronnie
Ronnie – eh, Ronald Crawford, sir.

George
Rank?

Ronnie
Installations Manager.

George
Regiment?

Ronnie
Amerada Hess.

George
Number?

Ronnie
[Blindly]  593874?

George
I don’t want your phone number, boy!  Are you trying to pick me up?  Is that the sort of installations you manage?  Doing favours for navy boys in Shore Lane?

Ronnie
No sir!

George
Then tell me your number!

Ronnie
My payroll number?

George
Yes!

Ronnie
2134769032A! 

George
Good.  [Pause]  Do you love my daughter, boy?

Ronnie
Yes sir!  I want to marry her.

George
And are your intentions - honourable?

Ronnie
Yes sir!

George
Well they’d better be boy.  Because if they’re not then so help me God I’ll take your [he hisses into Ronnie’s ear] and I’ll [more indeterminate hissing.  Ronnie stands bolt upright, eyes watering] and give it back to you to stir your tea!  [He subsides somewhat]  What’s your pay, soldier?

Ronnie
£67,000 a year, sir.  [Pause]

George
Christ.   My name is George Forbes, and I give this union my blessing as the couple’s financial happiness – is secure.  [He places a cigar in Ronnie’s mouth.]  You may now remove your jackets – and smoke!  God save the Queen.  [George marches off as the lights change back and Faither enters carrying a tray of full champagne flutes. Ronnie removes the cigar and turns to his mother.]
[Project: Mither's parlour] 

Ronnie
He was fine about it.  He’s a - remarkable man, mum. [Faither busies himself handing out glasses of champagne]

Mither
I thocht you said ye were feart o’ him.  

Ronnie
That’s right.  He’s a remarkable man, and I’m feart of him.

Charlotte
He’s got a heart of gold.

Ronnie
You’ve just to do some deep-cast mining to get to it.

Charlotte
Don’t say that about my dad!

Mither
Nae fightin’ noo.  Ye’ll hae plenty o’ time for that later on.  Nae ab’dy’s as lucky wi their parents as you! Ach, jist wait until I get my hands on him.  I’ll soon timmer him up!

Ronnie
Oh, Christ!

Faither
To the happy couple!  

Mither
Charlotte, welcome tae my fem’ly! [They all drink contentedly apart from Ronnie, who, troubled by the mental image of Mither meeting George, downs his in one] 

[Blackout - DS Tabs In]

The Cruel Sea - School Nurses

[FOT]

V/o
Billy and Dougie have been dismissed from their job as airline stewards because of a perceived lack of sensitivity.

Billy[V/o]
Tossers!

V/o
They continue to be frustrated by the absence of what they consider to be jobs to which they are naturally suited, but making use of the first-aid training they received whilst working on the boats, they take up jobs as school nurses.

[Billy and Dougie are dressed as male nurses.]

Billy
Settle doon.  As ye’ll ken, the last school nurse is currently aff work on maternity leave, hivin’ been knocked up by yon loon in fourth year files he wiz skivin’ aff double French.  Ye’ll a’ ken that; it’s been a’ ower the papers, as well as the bike-shed wa’s.  So me and my pal Dougie Albinson is here to tak’ ower.  I think I can say it is unlikely that we will be leavin the school for the same reasons as wir predecessor, Miss Knight; or, as she’s known in certain quarters o the media, “three times a”.  

The day, Dougie and I will be gie’in you pimply shower o ponces yer cough-cough.  Is is Dougie, here.  We used to work on the fishin boats thegither, oot o Peterheid.  He eence saved me the use o my hand.  We wiz unloadin the fish at the quayside fan I got pulled into the winch.  My hand burst open like an ower-ripe melon.  Bleed and bone an sinew awye.  Onywye, Dougie collected the severed fingers and packed them in ice until the ambulance arrived.  I got them a’ sewn back on at the hospital.  Some man.  Today, he is further assisting me by warming the spoon which I shall be using to verify the fact that your testicles hiv descended.  [Dougie breathes heavily on the spoon. Billy shakes his head sadly.] I wish I wiz back on the boats, Dougie.  I wish I wiz back on the boats.

[Blackout - DS Tabs Out]

Cinema Verite

[Project: Grampian TV Logo]

[Sfx 9:    French- film accordian]

V/o
As part of its commitment to bring you prime-time movies with a local flavour, Grampian Television is proud to present the bittersweet classic of contemporary French cinema, “37 de le matin”, or, as it’s called in this specially dubbed print, ‘Michty, fit a heat.”

[Project: Doctored Movie poster]

[Man and woman are seated in a restaurant]

Man
Chérie, tu es ravissante ce soir. Je crois que je suis en train de tomber amoureux de toi.

V/o 
Ken’ is, quine, I could sook i face aff ye..

Woman
Non, ne dis pas ça!

V/o
Ach, awa an shite

Woman
Je n'ose pas te croire!

V/o
I ken yer sort, yer jist efter one thing! 

Man
Si, tu peux me croire. Dès que je t'ai aperçue, je savais que tu étais

la femme de ma vie. Tu es la fille la plus incroyable que j'aie jamais

rencontrée. Je ferais n'importe quoi pour toi, tu peux me croire.

V/o
Aye.

Woman
Mes aïeux, que d'éloges!

V/o
Ye’ve gein me a beamer!

Man
Et si on dînait maintenant, ma très chère. Qu'en penses-tu ?

V/o
Ken ‘is, I’m bliddy starvin’. Let’s hae the high tea.

Man
Garcon!

V/o
H’min!! [A waiter approaches]

Waiter
Madame. Monsieur.

V/o
FIT?

Woman
Qu'est-ce que tu me conseilles ?

V/o
Fit’s i special i day ?

Waiter
La feuilletée de Saint-Jacques est..  exquise .

V/o
FESH!

Man
C’est bon.

V/o
At’s fine.

Woman
Merci

V/o
Chee-ars! [Another man enters. Woman suddenly looks very worried]
Man
Mais qu'y a-t-il, ma très chère ?

Vo
Fit’s adee wi ye, quine?

Woman
Ciel, mon mari !

V/o
Ach, bliddy hell, it’s ma husband!

Husband
Nicole!

V/o
Rhona!

Woman
Marcel!?
V/o
Sandy !?

Husband
Tu m'as trahi!

V/o
Rhona, ye bitch!

Woman
Vas te faire futre !

V/o
Go away. [Husband challenges man with utmost civility]

Husband
Monsieur, je suis dans l'obligation de vous tuer !

V/o
And you, ye swine, oot in the car park, and I’ll rip yer heed aff!

Man
Soit. Je me battrai pour l'amour.

V/o
C’mon en, [Man rises to his feet. Husband is dwarfed by him]

Husband
Mon Dieu.

V/o
Oh tae Christ..

[Blackout - DS Tabs In]
Romeo & Juliet

[FOT]

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 evenings performance the part of Romeo shall be played by 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 pause; then, with great tenderness] WOOOOAAAARRRGGH! WOARGH!

[Blackout - DS Tabs Out]

The Liar On Credit

[Project: "Please Wait"]

V/o
Cashier number three, please. [Maurice approaches a bank teller, cheque in hand]
[Project: "Cashier number 3 please"]

Liar
Hello there my good woman. You are a woman aren't you?

Teller
[indignantly]: Yes.

Liar
I like to make sure after an incident in Bangkok there, oh yes. An exotic beauty with hands like shovels, oh the stories I could tell...

Teller
What do you want sir?

Liar
I was simply wondering if I could encash this cheque for 25 pounds and 27 pence.

Teller
Certainly.

Liar
Rather an unusual sum is it not, 25 pounds and 27 pence, there's rather an interesting story behind how I came by that particular cheque...

Teller
There's your book back, sir. Now would you be interested in one of our new 3 in 1 cash cards?

Liar
What's that you say?

Teller
Our 3 in 1 card, it combines the functions of a cash card, a cheque guarantee card and also a Visa.

Liar
A Visa, you say?

Teller
Yes, a visa.

Liar
Oh!

Teller
Are you alright?

Liar
No, no, no, I couldn't possibly take such a card from you. I wouldn't trust myself. Not after what happened- the last time!

Teller
The last time?

Liar
The last time! 5 years ago this very day I came into this very branch of this very bank and was served by a woman not entirely dissimilar to yourself. You are a woman aren’t you, we’ve established that haven’t we? Yes. I was offered a Visa card which I accepted, with disastrous consequences which naturally enough I shirk from divulging. [pause]

But let me tell you this! My wife had deserted me not five days previously for a second hand kitchen salesman from Muggienokator,  leaving me with our seven children a mere 10 minutes  from Christmas. I was at a pretty low ebb as you can imagine and I came in here wishing, fervently hoping, that there was some way in which I could make Christmas special for them. And then I was offered a Visa and in my weakness I said yes.


There then followed a frenzy of shopping. I was like a shark chasing blood in the water and when it was over I lay panting on the pavement, each of my children had a lambourgini and an island in the Bahamas and I had a visa bill of 700 million pounds. A sum, of course that I could never hope to repay.

                         I didn't know what to do so I got on a bus and took a  ride out to the place where I was brought up, the mean streets of 
Hazlehead, there. I got off the bus, and who should I see but old Mrs Henderson, a lovely old woman who was reputed to have had a big win on the bingo. She recognised me and she came over to speak and in my desperation I made a grab for her bag. We fell to the ground,
wrestling like demons, (she hung on tight, she was a game old bird) The next thing I knew there was a rock in my hand and my arm rose and fell, rose and fell and as her grip went weak I stumbled away with her bag. When I looked back at what I had done I felt so cold, so ineffably cold. I climbed the stairs to the very top of a nearby tower block and as I stood on the parapet I looked down at the city below me, took one final deep breath and then leapt, to my death! [pause]  Oh bollocks that can't be right, can it? You wouldn't happen to have any public lavatories in this financial institution would you? [Teller points off]

Liar                  Thank you.  I’m away for a shite

[Blackout - Project: Pigs]

Mr PowerPoint

[Project: Corporate logo]

Mr PP
Hi.  Welcome back to the afternoon session of this round-table forum.  Before we re-convene, thank all you all again for coming to share your visions for the year ahead.  

I hope you enjoyed your soup and sandwich lunch - I hear it was a pretty lively affair.  A lot of bread rolls were thrown, a lot of waitresses had their backsides felt and fled in tears.  And that’s great.  I just hope that in the afternoon session the ideas flow as freely as the water in the toilets, where I understand some of you guys have ripped the urinals from the walls.

Anyhoo, while you were lunching like Vikings I pulled together this little presentation to recap on the key findings from the morning session.

[Project: corporate logo & “The Purpose of this Meeting”]

The purpose was to formulate a marketing strategy for the great new product we’ve developed, not, as some of you had it “to cop off with the bird on reception”.  That’s a good agenda, but it’s not the one we’re working to just now.  

[Project:  “The New Product -  Name”]

If we’re going to really catch the wave in the marketplace, we need a name that’ll excite people.  This morning, we had a lot of discussion, much of it innuendo and coarse language; all of it [pause] excellent, none of it, perhaps, of any use at all.  The challenge is to return to this, and build on this morning’s foundations something a little more - concrete.

[Project:  “Marketing Strategies”]

We had robust discussions on this; Frank said he didn’t think the product was worth getting out of bed for; at least, not now he had a new mail-order bride.  Terry then said he uses the same agency, and he’d previously taken Frank’s wife on approval.  Then there was a really meaningful fist-fight and, as the tables and chairs were flying everywhere, we broke for lunch.

For those of you who were wondering, by the way, Terry’s condition is critical but stable, which is, eh, great.

So we might ask ourselves, what have we achieved this morning?

[Project:  “Cock all.”]
[Looking at the screen] On one view, it’s as you see here.  But once you take into account organisation costs, the breakages and air-ambulance fees, the achievement is - all the more striking.

[Project:  Less than cock all.]


And so to recap; this has been a remarkable day.

[Project: You’ve fannied around like a load of horny jackals]

We’re accomplished more, and in broader areas, than I thought possible.  

[Project: You’ve wrecked a hotel and a man lies dying]


I organised this event.

 [Project: My arse is on the line here]

But I believe passionately in team-working

[Project: If I go down, you’re all coming with me]
Let’s regroup; let’s focus.

[Project: I have three hours to save my job.]

Let’s go create!

[Project: Let’s go create!]

[Blackout - Project: Pigs]

 “I know him so well”

[Project: "The Magic of the Musicals"]

[Sfx 10    “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”] WOOAARGH!
Elaine 

Isn't it madness,

Both 
    
He won't be mine? / WOOAARGH!?

Elaine

But in the end he needs a little bit more than me, more security.

Chewie

[Roaring,“He needs his fantasy and freedom”] WOOAARRGHH!

Elaine

I know him so well.
Chewie

[Roaring, sensitively, “It took time to understand him”] WOOAARRGHH!

Both 

I know him so well / WOOAARRGHH!

[Blackout - DS Tab In]
Archie and Davie on the Moosie

[FOT]

[Davie is seated the bench.  Archie joins him.  Davie does not acknowledge him]

Archie
Aye, Davie.  [pause]  Davie?  Ye aright?

Davie
[Coming to; mysteriously] Oh, it’s yersel Archie.  I niver saw ye there.

Archie
Is athin aright Davie?

Davie
No Archie, I canna deny it.  An awfa thing’s happened.  

Archie
An awfa thing, Davie?

Davie
I have been involved in a tragedy.

Archie
Fit’s happened, Davie?

Davie 
It wiz this morning.  The foreman says to me, “Feel Davie” he says, “Gwa and tak a load o wood chippins up to Hazleheid Park.  So I gets in m’ dumper truck.  Ye ken m’ little dumper truck? Wi’ the buckety on the front Gings put-put-put-put-put?

Archie
I ken yer dumper truck fine.

Davie
Weel I wint putterin oot to Hazleheid.  And ye ken the bit fan ye’re nearly at the Park, there’s trees and grass a along the side o the road?

Archie
I ken far ye are, Davie.

Davie
Weel, I wiz comin alang there I sees a moosie, sittin by the side of the road.  Noo I likes moosies.  I used to hae a moose, fan I wiz young.  I ca’ed him Bullwinkle, efter the cartoon character, although truth be told my moosie didn’t look much like TV’s Bullwinkle the Moose.  I niver could work oot why.

Archie
Oh?

Davie
Onywye, this morin, I sees this moosie sittin hunkered doon by the side o the road.  So I smiles and I waves over, cos I loves Moosies, but fit happens Archie, fit happens, but he jist runs, like lightnin’ wi’ a tail, oot in front o my truckie.  [Faltering now] And I niver hid time to stop, Archie, and I run him ower, and I squashed that peer wee moosie flat.

Archie
Oh, Davie…..

Davie
Fan I saw fit hid happened I shouted oot, “Noooooooooooooooooo!” and I got oot o the truck, hopin I could gie it the kiss o life, it was no good.

Archie
No?

Davie
No.  It’s puddin’s wiz hingin oot o it’s moo.  It wiz tatties ower the side.  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? The florist and former dons goalie?

Archie
I kien Nicky fine.

Davie
Weel he did a lovely wreath for me. 

Archie
So hiv ye beeried the moosie?

Davie
No, he’s still here in my piece box. Bedded doon amen the loaf an’ tuna.

Archie
Gads.

Davie               But I’m goin to beery him, Archie. Efter I’ve reported it to the police

Archie             Oh, but 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
Ye hiv to report kiddies?

Archie
Oh fairly, ah-hah.

Davie
Boys and girls?

Archie
[A pause]  Aye, baith o them.

Davie
[Considering a past indiscretion]  Weel I’ll ken the next time.  [Pause, then, wildly] I braked Archie.  I did brake.  I defy onyone to say itherwise.

Archie
Naebody’s accusing you o nithin, Davie.   It wiz an accident.

Davie
But at’s the thing, Archie.  It wizna an accident!

Archie
Fit are ye sayin, Davie?

Davie
Yon moosie saw me, Archie.  He saw me fine.  He waited for me, and just as I wiz going by he dived for my offside tyre.   Yon wiz no accident, Archie.  It wiz suicide.  I didna ken the moosie.  If he wiz in despair, mebbe he did the right thing.  I da ken. But I jist wish… I jist wish… Oh, Archie, fit wye did he hiv to involve me?

Archie
Come on noo, Davie.  Dinna blame yersel.

Davie
There’s jist one picture I canna get oot o my heid, Archie.  Mrs Moosie, and a the little Moosies, wi’ their whiskers a freshly washed, new cheese on the table, waitin for their da to come hame so’s they can a hae their tea.  And he niver will come home Archie.  He niver will…

Archie
Come on noo Davie.  Maybe he didna hae a femly.  He might hiv been single.  He might hiv been a poof.

Davie
Mebbe, Archie.  Is homosexuality common among rodents?

Archie
I dinna ken, Davie.  I think the evidence is mainly anecdotal.

Davie
Very good, bit… God almighty, Archie, wid it hiv made ony difference, if he wiz a poof?  Even if he wis, wid that hiv made him any less o a man?

Archie
He’s nae a man, Davie.  He’s a moosie!  A tiny wee shittrick o a thing!  Vermin, in fact.  I mean, fit wid you hiv done if you’d seen this famous moosie o yours in yer hoose?

Davie
Fit, the moose? Loose?  Aboot the hoose?  Oh, I’d hiv set a trap for the little bastard,Oh…I see fit ye mean..  I’ve mebbe been a bittie ower-emotional aboot the moosie.

Archie
Mebbe ye hiv..

Davie
Sandwich? [Archie declines]
[Blackout]

The Cruel Sea – Hookers

[FOT]

V/o
Billy and Dougie have again been unable to adjust to life ashore.  They have been sacked from their job as school nurses, for selling contraband backy and top-shelf magazines to the third-year pupils.  Unemployed for six months, they find themselves now willing to take on jobs that they would not previously have considered.

 [Billy and Dougie are dressed up in PVC skirt, thigh-high boots, etc, obviously touting for 

“business”.  A passer-by ponders which of the two lovelies he is going to spend some time 

with.  Billy is duly selected.  As he exits, he asserts:]

Billy
I wish I wiz back on the boats, Dougie.  I wish I wiz back on the boats. [Dougie cocks an eyebrow and maintains an enigmatic silence]  

[Blackout DS Tabs Out]
Mither’s Big Ideas

[Project: Mither's parlour]

[Mither irons a sheet, Faither sits reading the paper. Ronnie and Charlotte enter.]

Mither
Oh, hello.  Come away in Ronnie, come away.

Ronnie
Charlotte’s with me as well, mum.  

Faither
[Laying his P&J to one side; Waving over warmly]  Charlotte!  [More restrained but still with affection]  Ronnie. [He hides again]

Mither
I see Charlotte’s wi’ ye, Ronnie, of course, I ken that.  [Pause]  As you can see, Ronnie, we’re hard at work, yer faither and I.  We’ve jist niver stopped!  So tell me, how’s the preparations goin’ for the big day?  

Charlotte
Oh, we’re well on the way.  We’ve got the church itself…..

Mither
The Kirkie.

Charlotte
And The Treetops for the reception.

Ronnie
The cars are booked.

Mither
Oh, and I’m looking forward to seeing them!  Ye canna beat a bonnie fite Rolls Royce!

Charlotte
We’ve actually gone for black Daimlers.

Faither
Daimlers!  Lovely cars.

Mither
Lovely cars, aha.  And black?  At’s rare.  Jist mak sure yer driver taks the coffin oot the back afore comes to collect ye.

Charlotte
We’ve a florist lined up. And a photographer. [Laughing] that was interesting.  

Mither
Oh?

Charlotte
Yes, as well as getting the traditional sort of set-piece photos, you can also get someone now to do things in a kind of reportage style, which we thought was…

Mither
Muck and trock!   “Reportage style!”  Stickin’ lenses in yer face fan ye’ve a moo fu’ o melon, mair like!  I hope you’ve stuck wi’ the tried and tested!

Ronnie
[Woodenly, after a lengthy pause.]  Yes mum.  We have.

Charlotte
And we’ve chosen a videographer…

Ronnie
[Salaciously]  But unfortunately he won’t be able to come with us and record the honeymoon.

Mither
Oh, can he nae?  At’s a peety, cos they say Bali’s awfa bonny, wi’ a yon scenery and athin’.  [Pause]  Fit wye are ye wagglin’ yer eyebrow up an’ doon?  Onything else?

Charlotte
Well I haven’t just made up my mind 100% but I think I’m nearly there with the dress…

Mither
[Massively]  Dinna spik aboot the frock!  Ye canna spik aboot the frock in front o’ Ronnie!  It’s bad luck!  Oh, it’s worse than letting a black cat in yer hoose!

Charlotte
Is that bad luck?

Faither
It wiz for us.  Dam’t thing hid diarrhoea.  

Mither
Oh, ye canna say onything aboot the frock in front of Ronnie!  That’s jist death to a marriage, yon.  [Pause]  So it’s a bonnie frockie, Charlotte?  

Ronnie
Mum!

Mither
Well!  But that’s grand.  So yer plans are weel advanced.  At’s fine.  Grand to hear.  Ye’d niver spoken of it afore, and I jist wizna sure foo things wiz goin’ of a.  Nae that I’m complaining.   Cos it’s nae my place to get involved, I ken a’ that, it’s up to youse twa and the Mither o’ the Bride.  Ye’ve nae need for anither body dippin her oar in, I ken that. Too mony cooks spile the broth.

Charlotte
Well, yes and no.

Mither
Fit d’ye mean by that?

Charlotte
Just that, if you do have any specific ideas, you know, without saying we’d definitely use them, I’m sure we’d be happy to take them onboard.

Mither
Och well, I’m sure I’ve nae thocht aboot things to the extent I’d hiv ony specific ideas but – faither! Gie me working files 8, 12 and 23, and a’ the magazines.  [Faither complies. Mither flicks through them].  Noo, I dinna mind hearing ye say that ye’d sorted oot yer favours.  

Ronnie
No, we haven’t really.

Charlotte
No.  We’ve got the length of discussing what we don’t want.  

Mither
Oh, and fits that?

Charlotte
Well, we want to avoid all the clichés.  You know; sugared almonds.

Mither
Well thank god for that! Old hat! And they ging through yer faither like a train.

Faither
[Merrily confirming the position]  Like shootin’ bullets.

Charlotte
And chocolates are a bit passé too. And pot pourri. They’re all nice but…

Mither
Just a bit lacking.  

Charlotte
Yes.

Mither
I ken fine fit ye mean.  Fit ye need is something unique and classy, but that folks’ll actually use, and’ll look back on, years from noo and think 'Ronnie and Charlotte’s waddin’!

Charlotte         Yes!

Mither             Oh, I fair think we’re singing fae the same hymn-sheet here!  Faither! the prototype! [Faither produces an item. Ronnie and Charlotte are appalled]  Voila!  

Charlotte
It’s……..

Ronnie
It’s a crocheted toilet roll holder with Charlotte in her wedding dress.  [Pause]  Nice one.

Mither
Oh, is it nae, though?  

Charlotte
It’s, eh, unique.

Mither
An classy.  I did the crochetin’ mysel.  Ye like the design o the frockie, Charlotte?  Traditional. Afa bonny. Ye winna find anither favour like it in the toon.

Charlotte
I believe you.

Mither
And it’s a very reasonable cost.  The hale thing comes in at £1.57 all in.  And that includes a roll of Kleenex Quilted Velvet.  I’ll stert production the morn.

Charlotte
Well, I wouldn’t want you to rush into anything…

Mither
Och, it’s nae bother Charlotte.  Truth be telt I’ve a’ready crocheted 63 o’ the little frockies.  I’m pleased at’s at settled.  Noo – fit aboot yer cake?

Charlotte
Well, we haven’t seen anything startling.

Mither
Neither hiv I.  I grant ye, I hinna been lookin’ hard.  But I’ve nae seen nithin bangy in ony o the places I’ve teeted in.

Ronnie
Where have you been?

Mither
Oh jist here and there.  Kelly of Cults.  A shoppie in Montrose.  A wee placie I heard aboot, doon in Galashiels.  But I think I’ve come up with something.  Ye ken Jim, doon the road, ye used to play wi?  Afore ye got yer bursary, and wint to Gordons?

Ronnie
I remember Jim.  He was a fine lad.

Mither
Well he sends his regards.  And it turns out Jim’s a baker.  And he’s daen awfa weel.  He’s a master baker.  [Pause]  Enough.  Onywye, I spoke wi’ him and he’d be happy to dae something for ye.  And the twa o’ us hiv come up wi somethin’.  [Faither comes on with  a flip chart].  Noo, mind, he’s a baker, nae a confectioner…

Ronnie
What have you got in mind mum?

Mither
Well ye’ve heard o’ the bridal cake?

Charlotte
Yes.

Mither
Weel this wid be  [flips over chart to show three tiers of bridies, surmounted with a model of the happy couple ] the bridie cake.  Three tiers, each a bridie or perhaps - for variety – a pasty?  And the crowning glory - the happy couple, lovingly rendered in shortcrust pastry.

Ronnie
I’m not sure it’s what we’re looking for…

Mither
But a normal cake’s awyse wasted.  Naebody wints t’eat sickly sweet things at night.  But a slice of bridie…

Faither
Or pasty.

Mither
Or pasty, faither, thank you – that’ll ging doon a storm efter a strip the willow!

Ronnie
I don’t know…

Charlotte
There’ll be the hot buffet anyway…

Mither
Well but I’ve thocht about that.  I phoned up the Treetops Hotel.  I spoke to Mr Tops in person.  And he said ye’d plumped for stovies.

Ronnie
Yeah, we have……

Mither
At £4.95 a head!  For a company o’ twa hunner folks!  At’s [Faither flips over the chart to reveal it] Nine hunner an’ ninety pounds!  

Ronnie
Well we don’t want to skimp.

Mither
I ken at Ronnie.  An that’s laudable.  Naebody likes a skinflint.  But the guts o a grand on tatties and ingin’s is takin’ generosity a bittie too far.  I wouldna mind; I said to Mr Tops, I said, I’ll bring the stovies in mysel’!  But the cheeky bandit said he’d charge corkage.  But that’s the beauty o’ the bridie cake!  It’s yer evening buffet, but in cake form.  We can smuggle it in unner their noses and they canna stop us!  [There is a short pause.  Mither takes silence as assent.] God, I’m dyin’ of thirst.  Onyone wid think I’d been daein’ a the talking.  Faither – a cuppie, files we think aboot the ither area a Mither’s touch might be appreciated!  [Faither exits]
Ronnie
And what’s that then mum?

Mither
The first dunce!

Charlotte
We were just going to put something on and try not to stand on each other’s toes too much!

Mither
Oh, were ye?  Weel mebbe I’m old fashioned, but I think a first dance is very important.  It’s the first steps ye tak the gither as a couple.  It sets the tone for yer hale merried life.  

Ronnie
What was your and dad’s first dance?

Faither
[From off]  A steamy, sensual Tango.  

Ronnie
Aye, but, seriously…….

Mither
Seriously, Ronnie.  Fit a magical evening!  We wiz jist a blur on yon fleer! Oh, Fred and Ginger wid hiv needed to look lively yon night at the Dee Motel. And there’s no reason why you two shouldna be exactly the same! Fit you need to dae is jist blow them away wi something dramatic; something naebody’s expectin. [Pause] Hit it, faither!

[Sfx 11  Bolero]

[Mither and Faither perform an abridged version of the Torville and Dean routine on roller

skates.  Ronnie and Charlotte remove the figures from the flip chart and hold up boards

showing a perfect “6.0”.]

[Tab]

Under The Doctor

[Sfx 12 V/o]  
Ladies and gentlemen, back in spite of popular demand, The Buckie Drifters!

[Project: The Buckie Drifters record cover]

[Tab]

[Sfx 13: Backing track-Under the boardwalk]

Craig

Fan people say "fit like" I hiv tae say that I've nae been weel




And then I list my symptoms so they ken the scale o' my ordeal.




I'm "an enigma" says my GP




He says he's niver hid a patient sick like me

All



Under the doctor                     Craig

wi ma aches and pains





Under the doctor                                   
wi ma varicose veins





Under the doctor,                                   
fit wi my diaoreah






Under the doctor,                                   
Youse are lucky I'm here





Under the doctor, doctor 

Craig


I've got an affa host, it could be colic or mebe croup





And an impacted lumbar disc his ruptured, causing me to stoop.





I wilna mention my down belows






'Cause it's been a fair filie since that arose.

All



Under the doctor              
Craig    
I've got ailments tae spare





Under the doctor,                              
ivery bit o' me's sair





Under the doctor,                              
even breathing's a strain





Under the doctor,                               

but I niver complain.





Under the doctor, doctor.  


[Blackout - DS Tabs In]

Mither – Charlotte’s Hen

[FOT]

[In blackout we hear groans]

Charlotte
Mrs Crawford!  Mrs Crawford, are you okay?

[Sfx 14: Toilet flush]

[Charlotte in typical hen regalia, with an inflatable mannie aneeth her arm.  Mither,
dishevelled and sans glesses, stots on, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.]

Mither
Oh, me!  

Charlotte
Are you alright?

Mither
Oh!  Oh, I should niver hiv hid yon peanuts!

Charlotte
Are you sure it was the peanuts?  

Mither
Dam’t things!

Charlotte
Not the drinks?

Mither
I – I canna understand it of a’!  I’ve jist hid fower tiny vodka’s and a great load o’ bitter lemon…

Charlotte
…flavoured hootches.

Mither
Fit’s a hootch?

Charlotte
The noise you were making in there a minute ago.

Mither
Oh, you da ken the worst o it!  A jet o it got in ahin my top plate and sent them skitin’ into the pan!  Thank God I bleach yon lavvie three times a day!  

Charlotte
But…

Mither
Fa’m I spikkin to?

Charlotte
It’s me, Charlotte.

Mither
Faur are ye?

Charlotte
Put your glasses on.

Mither
Hiv I nae my glesses on?  Thank God for that.  I thocht I’d gone blin’.  [She puts them on]  I forgot for a mintee I tak them aff faniver I hae a boa… faniver I’m feeling poorly. [Espys the inflatable]  Fa’s yer frien?

Charlotte
[Proudly]  This is Ronnie!

Mither
Weel it’s nae my Ronnie.  He’s got a bigger valve nor yon.  

Charlotte
 [Amused]  You’re drunk!  

Mither
A gold star for Charlotte!  Abody!  Charlotte! Gold star!  Is at nae your job, Charlotte?  Dishin’ oot gold stars?

Charlotte
Part of it, yes.

Mither
De y’enjoy bein a teacher?

Charlotte
Yes.

Mither
It hizna sickened ye of bairnies?

Charlotte
No.

Mither
At’s rare.  Cos I’m wintin’ babies, Charlotte.  There’s nae rush, da get me wrang.  Dizna hiv to be the day or the morn.  As long as I ken the stork’s nae forgotten aboot us athegither.  Cos for a filie, I wondered.  Aye, afore you were on the scene.  There wiz a great batch o’ ye!  Sarah, then [pause and wee strain in the voice] Pauline; then you.  He went through youse lot like a dose o’ salts.  But afore youse there wiz a good long filie and there wiz naebody comin’ hame wi him, and naebody comin’ hame!  And I wondered, you ken?  I did wonder.  I’m nae sayin’ I thocht he wiz homosexual, Charlotte.  But did wonder if he might be gay.

Charlotte
 [Incredulously]  Gay?  Ronnie? … [she peters out]  

Mither
So he’s nae?

Charlotte
No.

Mither
Ye hiv an active love life, wi him?

Charlotte
Well …

Mither
Oh, come on.  Ye div, ye div, ye div!

Charlotte
Well, yes, we do.

Mither
Oh, I’m pleased to hear it!  Cos there wiz a quinie he wint wi.  And she widna let him.  I says to him “That’s nae good, Ronnie.  Nae at your time o’ life.”  Watty and me, fan we wiz your age – of course, we wiz a lot younger than you fan we wiz your age, but even so - we couldna keep wir hands aff each ither, Watty and me.  [Pause]  I’ve nae cried him Watty for years.  Aye wis “faither”.  They change ye, Charlotte.  Yer  bairnies.  [Pause]  Hud on to the little names ye cry each ither.  Fit is’t that Ronnie cries ye?

Charlotte
Charlie.

Mither
Like Charlie’s Angels?  [Charlotte nods her assent]  Charlie’s Ronnie’s Angel!  [She bosies into her for a minute]  Ye’ve a rare man, there, Charlie.  Jist like I’ve got.  He wiz soothin’ me and rubbin’ my back there, files I wiz – poorly.  [With relish]  And boakin’! 

Charlotte
[Confused]  Sorry – who did this?

Mither
Faither!

Charlotte
Is he not at home?

Mither
[Pause]  Are we nae at hame?

Charlotte
No, we’re still in The Chicago Rock

Mither
Then fa wiz that mannie that wiz rubbin’ m’ back then?

Charlotte
Just a good Samaritan.

Mither
But he touched my bum…….

Charlotte
Just a Samaritan then.

Mither
Ye winna tell?

Charlotte
I won’t tell.

Mither
Ye’re a good lassie.  An angel!  [Another bosie.  And a pause]  Faur are we again?

Charlotte
Chicago Rock.

Mither
[Happily] The Chicago Rock!  [With absolute horror]  Oh, me!

Charlotte
What?

Mither
I bet they dinna bleach their lavvies three times a day!  [She covers her mouth and exits, with Charlotte in hot pursuit]

[Blackout - DS Tabs Out]
Archie and Davie on Millionaire

[Project: Millionaire graphics]

[Sfx 15: Millionaire theme ]      

[Davie sits alone, centre, on a high stool.  He has the look of a rabbit in headlights.]
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, It wid open up hale vistas o exotic travel for me.  Foggieloan… Fetterangus… I can jist hardly begin to describe it Chris.

[Sfx 16: Millionaire question ]

Chris
For £1000  Davie…….

Davie
I could pay Zander Diamond’s wages for 3 days. 

Chris
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.    

Chris
You still have phone a friend.

Davie
Fit’s at?

Chris
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…

Chris
Getting back to the question…

Davie
The question, ah hah.

Chris
Which of these animals…

Davie
Aminals, ah hah…

Chris
Would come after the word hermit.  Dog; fish; frog or crab.

Davie
Or crab.  Ah hah.

Chris
Are you going to play?

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

Chris
Yes…

Davie
Move on to pink salmon.

Chris
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.

Chris
And who is Archie?

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

Chris
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!

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

Archie
Oh, to Christ.

Chris
I’ve got Davie here.  With your help we’d like to get him up to £1000.

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

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

[Sfx 17: Millionaire phone a friend clock] 

Davie
Aye Archie.

Archie
Aye Davie.

Davie
Foo ye deein?

Archie:
Chavin’ awa!

Davie
Chavin', aye. Fine enough day?

Archie
Aye, nae bad.

Davie:
Oh! Archie, fitna een o’ these aminals wid come after the word hermit? A: dog B: fish C: frog D: crab?

Archie
This is for yer thousand pounds is’t?

Davie
Aye, Archie.

Archie
Oh, ho, Davie!  They’ll be linin’ up the Chivas Regals in the Machar Bar the night!  

Davie
Div ye ken it, Archie?

Archie
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
Aye, Davie, a hunner percent sure.  (clock stops)  

Chris
You don’t have to take that answer Davie.

Davie
Aye, but will I, though, will I.  C, Chris, frog.  

Chris
Final answer? 

Davie
Final answer.You lock it in, min. Get writing. Twa N's in Annand. 

[Sfx 18: Millionaire final answer ]
Chris
You had £500. 

Davie
Ken at.

Chris
You don’t have £500 any more.

Davie:
Ken at an’ a.

Chris
Davie, it’s the wrong answer. 

[Sfx 19: Millionaire wrong answer ]

Chris
The right answer was crab.

Davie
[Pause] Aye, but really Chris.  I mean to say.  (Pause)  Archie!

[Sfx 20: Millionaire game over ]
[Blackout - DS Tabs in]

Pishy Pishy Watson -  Old Friends
[FOT]

Keith
Hello David!  How’re you doing?

David
I’m very well thanks.  God, I’ve not seen you since school.  How’s life treating you?

Keith
[With quiet pride]  Really, really great thanks.

David
Aha?  What are you up to these days?

Keith
Well you remember I went to Oxford after school?

David
Did you?  Oh, that’s right, yeah…..

Keith
I did pretty well.  Well, I got a double first, then went to work with Shell.  I did pretty well there – headed up their Northern Business Unit for a while, then I saw a saw a chance to go on my own so I started up my own company and went for it.  It’s going really, really well.  Got about a hundred guys working for me.  Though I say it myself, it’s just been fantastic.

David
Oh, that’s great.  Keith.  [Realising he’s been rude]  Sorry, this is Suzie.

Suzie
[Smiling; shakes his hand]  Hi.

Keith
Hi Suzie.

David
Suzie, this is Keith.

Suzie
[Making a connection]  Keith from school?  

David
Yeah.

Keith
Keith Watson?

David
Aha!

Suzie
[With real joy]  Pishy, pishy Watson?

Keith
What?

David
[Triumphantly]  Pishy, pishy Watson!

Keith
Yes, I did once wet myself in Primary Two…..

David
Didn’t you just!  [Expressive mime]  Niagara falls!

Suzie
[Laughing]  That’s how he always describes it to me!  And my friends!

Keith

I’ve done very well since….

Both

“I’m wet Mrs Simpson!”
David

[With real warmth]  It’s really good to see you, Pishy.  You take care  

                       

now.

Suzie

I’m so pleased to have met you at last!  [They exit, laughing.]

Keith

[Calling after them]  I’ve done well! I'm a millionaire!

[Blackout - DS Tabs Out]

The Liar on the Moon

[Project: Pub interior]
Liar
We’ve fallen rather silent haven’t we Bill?

Bill
Yes Maurice, we have.

Liar
I deplore silence Bill, it strikes me as tantamount to rudeness, you know?

Bill
Yes.

Liar
Of course, what is worse, Bill, what is infinitely more terrible – and this is just my opinion of course, but it is a considered opinion, - is when one person finds the silence sufficiently grating as to fabricate a topic of interest to speak about. That, Bill, is the most reprehensible conversational trick and of course I need hardly tell you that it is something I myself never stoop to. [Bill chokes on his pint] You’ll recall, Bill, that in the sixties I had cause to travel the world and alight in the great US of A there?

Bill
Yes Maurice.

Liar

But you won’t be aware of the part I played in the Space Programme, will you?

Bill
No, Maurice, I’m not.

Liar
Well, you see Bill, it was like this. I was a very keen Photographer back in those days, took all manner of photographs; The urban poor, civil rights marches, some glamour work but never Pornography, I strike that rumour down dead here and now. But my main interest was in the space race out at Cape Carnival there. I was always hanging about at the compound and as such I got to know the astronauts on a personal basis, & none more so than the late Buzz Aldrin. .

Bill
Buzz Aldrin isn’t dead.

Liar
Isn’t he? Well, I knew that Bill. I simply meant that he was frequently tardy. Always last on the launch pad. I’ll never forget that great thanksgiving dinner I had with the Aldrins: Buzz, his wife and their lovely child.

Bill
Was it a boy or a girl?

Liar
Yes, Certainly it was one of the two. Happy times, a wonderful meal and of course the wine flowed free. The day came for the lads to enter the rocket and make their journey into the e great inky-black void and Buzz, gentleman that he was, turned to give me one final shot of him in the famous Winston Churchill sign of victory, and as fate would have it he slipped and fell fully 10 feet landing very heavily on his ankle. I was first to tend to the stricken space-farer, and he said to me ‘Maurice’ (and let me tell you Bill, that is a perfect impersonation of his voice) he said ‘Maurice, I am in the most terrible pain and my ankle is unquestionably broken” and I said “Oh my god, I must get help” and he said No”. And I said “No?” and he said “No. No, no, no, no, no.” He said “You’ve met my family, Maurice. You know how much the space 


programme means to them. Buzz Aldrin must be on that rocket. I said “Buzz, that is not possible. You have broken your ankle and he said “I know. But you are exactly the same height and build as I, and I have heard you impersonate me perfectly” [Bill splutters in his drink] I told you Bill, didn’t I? “I’m asking you to do this for me, Maurice, will you do it?” And of course, I said yes. We swapped clothes in the shadow of the retro-boosters. I joined the rest of the crew, Buzz holed up in some two bit motel until the trip was over, and that, Bill, is why the world at large and more specifically, Mrs Buzz Aldrin and her lovely little… Aldrin all believe that it was Buzz who spoke those words – and I can still do the impersonation perfectly – [exact same voice] “That’s one 


small step for man – you see? Perfect! – but a giant leap for mankind” Oh yes.

Bill
Maurice.

Liar
Yes Bill?

Bill
Those words weren’t said by Buzz Aldrin at all.

Liar
That’s what I’m saying man! It was me! Me! On the Moon!

Bill
No, it was Neil Armstrong.

Liar
That’s right isn’t it? Armstrong 1, Aldrin 2 and who was the third one? Oh how should I know? I’m away for a shite.

[Blackout - Project: Pigs]

The Keeper of the Park

[Sfx 21: V/o]

Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome the girl band who brought you such classics as "Stop, in the name of Cove" and "Nigg Baby Love". Still featuring some one who once sold an ice-cream to one of the original members, it's… The Grampian Country Chicken Supremes!

[Project: GCCS record cover]

[Sfx 22: "Leader of the Pack"]

Lainey
Are you really gan oot wi the heid gairdner fae the Duthie Park? Is at een o' his roses ye've got on there?

Susan
Hiy

Lainey
Ach, it must be grand gan oot wi him. Is he pickin' ye up efter work  the day?

Susan
Nuh.

Lainey
By the way, far'd ye meet him?

Susan
I met him doon at B & Q, he wiz looking fer a hoe, ye get the picture?

Lainey
'wa ye go

Susan
At's fan I fell for The Keeper O' The Park.


His eyes were blue, his fingers were green

Lainey
Green, green.
Susan
The best pressed dungers I'd iver seen.

Lainey
At's a fact Duthie Park his the best dressed gairdeners we've seen.

Susan
That steamy nicht we shared in


the cactus hoose o' the winter gairdens.


My love took root for The Keeper O' The Park.


But when the summer came tae a close,


his passion faded jist like a rose.

Lainey
Fit a shame fer the dame a' the same at's jist the wye it goes.

Susan
Fan I says "da be a stranger", he potted a pink hydrangea.


At's fan he dumped me, The Keeper O' The Park.


He turned awa, wi' oot sayin'goodbye; my eyes could hardly focus


Then I spied his petrol driven mower, as he fiddled wi a crocus.


Why I did it, I da ken…

Lainey
No, no, no, no

Both
Oh me, oh me, oh me, oh me.

Susan
I pit that mower intae reverse.

Lainey
Verse, verse.

Susan
And backed full speed intae his erse.


As I careered doon hill he said goodbye tae his Sticky Willie.


I'd taen my revenge on 

Both
The Keeper O' The Park.

[Blackout -  DS Tabs In]

Oor Faither 

[FOT]

V/o
In the beginning, God created the heaven and the earth. And the earth was without form, and void. [pause]  So he got a man in.

[Sfx 23: Hallelujah chorus]

Son
Fit you doing?

God
I'm jist movin' in a mysterious wye. Noo, tae business, loon. It's aboot 'at planet ye knocket up fer me a good filie back. Ye ken i one? The stone framed ten thoosan' million seater wi' orbitin' sheddie. 

Son
Oh aye.  Fit's a dae?

God
Fit's a dae? Noo look, loon, ye ken me, I'm a fair-minded deity, bit I'm nae happy wi i finish.

Son
Nae happy?

God
I'm mair 'an nae happy. I'm fair roosed. Noo I asked ye tae crack on wi an easy bit o' work while I got on wi' i big stuff, ken? Like Light. 

Son
I saw that, and it wiz good.

God
Thank you very much.

Son
You’re welcome. 

God
Onywye, i point is, I thocht ye could be trusted tae dae i job proper. I canna be expected tae be a'wye at once, ye ken.

Son
Aye ye can. 

God
Oh, fair dos, so I can. Bit at's nae i point. Jist look at it! I damn things tilted aff it's axis. It's squint.

Son
It's nae. I measured it masel wi ma dangly rope! 

God
It's squint. 

Son
Sez who?

God
Sez Me.

Son
Then again, it might jist be a thochty aff i true.

God
Aff i true- it's ginkit! Noo I mine fine loon I said tae ye on aboot i third day, at planet's nae plumb, an ye said ye'd sort it oot.

Son
Ah come on, I thought I did pretty weel fer siven days work.

God
Oh, ye div, dae ye?

Son
Oh aye, if it wiz onybdy else, they'd hiv said "Whoo, cost ye. We canna even look at it till Tuesday. Tuesday wik. But no, I sez, fer you, I'll dae it, an' I gied it a shottie I'm nae sayin' it's perfect, bit it's nae 'at bad…

God
Nae 'at bad?? Fit aboot i ozone layer, eh? 'At atmosphere's in sair need o' a re-tilin!  An then there's i climate.

Son
At's a'right.

God
Noo loon, I distinctly mine tellin' ye I winted a temperate planet. Bit i thermostat's gan clean tae skite! 

Son
Fit d'ye mean?

God
Weel, it's afa caul at i top an' bottom, an ower warm at i middle. Noo ye ken Me loon. I da like comin' on a high an' mighty. So fit ye gan tae dae tae sort it oot?

Son
Demolish it?

God
At's nae ideal, is it? Cos I've pit folk in noo, an' they've got squatter's rights.

Son
Ye could flood ‘em oot?

God
Nah, I’ve tried ‘at, loon. I’ve also tried fire, brimstone, an’ Jif. Nae use. They jist winna shift. So I’ve nae choice but tae send ye back doon tae gie i place a richt good sortin' oot.

Son
Och, da! 

God
Dinna you ‘Och da’ me! And dinna you come back till ye've made a job of it, or so help me Me, fit a row ye'll get! [Son exits, grumbling]

God
At's ma loon. Jesus Christ!

[Blackout - DS Tabs Out]

Pishy Pishy Watson; Big Business

[Project: Power-point slide 1]

Keith
[Confidently coming to the end of a presentation] So to sum up then:- 

· Reserves of 10 million barrels of oil

· The finest quality, high-grade crude

· Available infrastructure to get it to the shore

· Production costs of $5 a barrel against an oil price of $50.

In short, the greatest development opportunity in the North Sea. Other than "where do I sign" are there any questions? 

[Project: Power-point slide 2]

Delegate # 1
[Raises her hand and gets the nod from Keith]  Did you go to Broomhill Primary School?

Keith
[Taken aback] I did go to Broomhill , then Gordon's, then Oxford…

Delegate # 1
[Striking her knee emphatically]  It is!  It’s Pishy Pishy Watson!  

Delegate # 2
I told you!

Keith
Look, let’s keep this relevant to the discussion in hand, shall we?

Delegate # 1
Pity you couldn’t keep it in 'til you had it in your hand!

Delegate # 2
Good one!

Keith
I would love to reminisce with you about the events of one particular   

            
Thursday morning…

Delegate # 2
Afternoon!

Keith
… in primary 2 but I’m afraid I left the playground a long time ago.   

                        The only thing that’s pissing away just now is your  chance to get a piece of the best action on the UK Continental Shelf for 5 years!  Now are we ready to do business, or are we not?

Del 1 & 2
“I’m wet Mrs Simpson!” [They exit, chuckling. Ruffling his hair]
Delegate # 2
Pishy!

Keith
I could buy or sell you!  I could buy and sell you all!

[Blackout - DS Tabs In]

Archie & Davie Millionaire Part 2
[FOT]

[Davie seated on the bench. Archie enters and sits next to him.  An uncomfortable silence.]

Archie:   Aye aye, Davie.

[pause]

Davie:    Piss off, Archie. 

[Blackout - DS Tabs Out]

Mither's Big Day

[Project: Stained glass window]

[Sfx 24: Wedding March]

Minister
Ronnie and Charlotte, I now pronounce you man and wife. Ronnie’s Best Man Rob will read the word of God.

Rob
The reading is First Corinthians, Chapter 13, Verses 1 and 13.

Minister           I think you mean Verses 1 to 13.

Rob                  No.

Charlotte
We thought we’d miss out verses 2 to 12.  They do go on a bit!  [The Minister stiffens and looks aghast]

Rob
If I speak in the tongues of men and angels, I’m just a resounding gong, if I don’t have - love.  Love is patient, love is kind.  It is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. Love never fails.  And now these three remain: faith, hope and love. But the greatest of these is love. [The minister takes a moment to compose himself.] 
Minister
[Curtly]  Thank you.  We often hear those words at weddings, sometimes accompanied by verses 8 to 12 which are theologically interesting, even if they do - go on a bit.  
The words are soothing, and seem to describe romantic love.  But is that what the passage is about?  To tell, we have to consider its context.  It comes from Paul’s first letter to the Corinthians.  Now Corinth was a trading centre.  People flocked there in their thousands to buy and sell goods there.  But successful as the Corinthians were, there was a void in their lives.  What was it?  Well, if I may slip into the vernacular - and, as I gaze upon a sea of blank faces, many of them chewing the spearmint-flavoured cud, I think I will have to - they had an attitude problem.  They were only interested in money.  They were an embarrassment to the Church.

So Paul wrote to them.  We could describe his letter as observations or advice.  But basically – and you’ll no doubt be thrilled if I keep things basic - he tore strips off them!  He told them their wealth meant nothing if they didn’t have love in their hearts.  Love!  But he meant respect for your fellow man, not kisses and cuddles.  He wasn’t talking about romantic love, he was having a go at them!  

Yet this thundering bollocking, meted out to a bunch of spivs, forms the religious focus of this wedding – and every wedding I’ve conducted for the last ten years!  The Gospel of John, now.  The Gospel of John!  It really does have something to say about romantic love.  But it’s ignored.  And why?  I’ll tell you.  Because when I preached it, six months ago in this church, which today is packed to the rafters, none of you were here.  I preached love to a congregation of six desiccated spinsters and a dog with canker!  And now, with a packed house, you want to hear some blandishments on First Corinthians.  And why?  Because you’ve seen it in Four Weddings and a Funeral, and you’ve lifted your noses from out of the popcorn long enough to notice it’s got the word “love” in it.  And that’s got to be good for a wedding, hasn’t it?  Along with a couple of white Rolls Royce’s and a stag night with a dirty, dirty stripper who all but shags the groom in front of the slavering pack!

Ronnie
[To Rob]  Was he there?  I didn't know he was there!

Minister
Oh, you need to hear a word about love, while you park yourself down on a pew you haven’t sat in since Watchnight – don’t get me started on the bloody Watchnight!  [Mockingly]  Oh we need the Church, you get such a lovely photo!  Well let me tell you something.  I’m not a wedding singer in fancy dress.  I earned this dog collar!   My brother now - he was half as clever as me.  And he went off to be an investment banker.  And now, every Sunday morning, he takes off in his hot air balloon from the lawn of his bloody chateau in the Loire valley. While I have to put round the begging bowl every time I want the roof fixed!

Look at you all there!  Look at you! With your Jimmy Choos and your Prada bags clutched over your hearts as if they contained the sacred word of the Lord!  [He staggers at the realisation which is now upon him]  Look at you!  You are Corinthians, every one!  [He collapses over the pulpit, spent.  There is a lengthy pause.] We will now sing Hymn 154 – All Things Bright and Beautiful.

[Blackout - DS Tabs in]  

Archie and Davie on Millionaire Part 3
[FOT]

[Davie sits the A&D bench.  Archie approaches tentatively]

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 couldna face naebody.

Archie
But ye dinna hae to face onybody on the phone.

Davie
Oh very good.  Pity ye werena so 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 Citroen Saxo; rag-roll pint effects in my backpassage.  I hid to be alone, to gather a' my thoughts.

Archie
Foo lang did that tak ye?

Davie
Aboot five minutes.  But 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.

Archie
Aye, are ye.

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 Asdas

Davie
It’s nae, is’t? God Archie. 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 moves it along the bench so it's closer to him than to Archie.]  Just here.  Mind noo.  

Archie
I’m minding.

Davie
[Pause]  I suppose I could hae a half.  [He takes a half of the sandwich.]  You hae a bittie 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 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
God, he is a frog though Archie.

Archie
He's the frog.

Davie
The frog, aye. Ach weel.  At least it wiz a sensible answer then Archie.  Cos here wiz me, thinkin’ I’d made an erse o myself.

 [Blackout - DS Tabs Out]

Pishy Pishy Watson; Champions' League

[Project: Sportscene]

[Sfx 25: Sportscene]

V/o
And now I understand we are just about to hear from the prominent Scottish oil baron who has recently completed the shock purchase of one of Russia’s most successful football teams, Spartak Moscow.

[Project: Spartak Moscow logo]

Keith   
Good afternoon.  It’s certainly a good afternoon for me.  It has long been my ambition to own one of Eurpoe’s great football clubs and there can be no doubt that in completing this purchase, I have achieved exactly that. Although less fashionable, and therefore less expensive than other clubs I could mention, Spartak have been dominant in Russian football for over a decade, and lie at the heart of a growing and vibrant city of 9 million people. The opportunity is unprecedented and my objectives are to continue our domestic success and to win the Champions League within 3 to 5 years.  Are there any questions?  Yeah?

V/o                   Pravo ty dolgij vzglyad izvestnyj dotumo chto mocha ty bryuki shtony

                        Pishy, Pishy Watson?

Keith   
What?

V/o      
Izvestnyj – Pishy Pishy Watson!  Net ili da?

Keith   
I've invested a great deal of money into this club & I strongly suggest…

V/o      
Ot He! Neprosohshaya kraska Mrs Simpson! [Laughter]

Guard 
Pishy Watson, Pishy Pishy Watson, Pishy Watson, 

Pishy Pishy Watson, 
Pishy Watson, Pishy Pishy Watson.

All      

Oh, you Pishy Pishy Watson, Pishy Pishy Watson we love you,

          
And, you, Pishy Pishy Watson, Pishy Pishy Watson loves us too,

Keith  
No I don't
All      
Hey Pishy ho Pishy everywhere you go Pishy; water it does descend,

           
Splish splash Pishy Pishy Watson, our incontinent friend,

           
Splish splash Pishy Pishy Watson, our in-con-tin-ent friend!

           
Pishy Watson, pishy pishy Watson, incontinent, pishy pishy pish!

Keith   
Oh Pish.

[Blackout - Ds Tabs In]

Ghengis Khanna

[Sfx 26: Wind] 

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. 

Soldier 
Halt! Who goes there? 

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 27:  horse neighing]
Soldier
He approaches now! 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!!

Ghegis
H’min settle doon, settle doon. 

Soldier
Hail to thee, Lord! We must toast your return! [produces goblet]  To the dread Lord Ghengis Khan! Huzzah! [drinks from the goblet, then passes it to the young man]

Young man
Huzzah! [has a scoof, then passes it to Ghengis]
Ghengis
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.

Ghengis
You shut yer face.

Soldier
As you wish, Lord. 

Ghengis
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.

Ghengis
[Giddily]  Oh me. I think ye’d better ging aboot yer duties, soldier. 

Soldier
[bowing] My Lord. [exits]
Ghengis
Oh me, fit a loon he is. Ayewiz shoutin an stampin an, oh, m' lugs is jist  dirlin'.  So, jist fit cin I do 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.
Ghengis
Och me, at’s jist gadsy, at! Fis 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!

Ghengis
I ken.  Ghengis Khan! I'll let ye into a secret, loon.Ghengis canna. I da even hiv a sword. I’ve jist got ‘is wee chopper. [produces y small axe]
Young Man
You mean you are not a merciless Warlord?

Ghengis
No!  I’m an interior designer.

Young Man
An interior designer?
Ghengis
Oh aye. I am i Lawrence Llewelyn-Bowen o’ Ulan Bator.‘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’ ‘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...

Ghengis
Nae rapin’, drapin’! Drapin’ chintz an’ wee bits o Crepe de Chine.  Ye ken ‘at wee tentie things ‘at i folks roond here live in? 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 gettin’ lip fae them at live doon i hill. 

Young man
You mean the village people?

Ghengis
Oh no, they likes me fine! As fer you, though, 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 travelled many miles to find your camp!

Ghengis
[pause] [singing] I am what I aaaam!  

[Blackout -  DS Tabs Out]

Kimberley
[Project: "Please Pay Here" sign]

Kimberley
[On the  phone] Ah-ha.  Ah-ha.  Oh that is sooooooooo right, Jamie.  He is.  He is a prick, is he? 

Customer    
Excuse me, I wonder.….

Kimberley
[Half-turning away, putting her hand in his face]  Alison will see t’you, sir. Daein’ onythin’ the night?  Ooooohhhhhhhh!  And fit aboot later? Wid ye hae a onythin' left for Kim-ber-ley?  Ah-ha.  Tell me aboot it... stud.  Ye ken faur I’ll be.  Ye ken fit I’ll be wearin.  And fit I’ll not be…
Customer:       I’m in a bit of a hurry, & you don’t seem to be doing anything.

Kimberley:     [Indignantly]  I am speaking to a - colleague, sir. [Back into phone.] Twenty siven pairs o' breeks an' fower tank tops... I'll explain later, Jamie. Haud on a mintee. Ye’ll haud onto fit!?  I canna believe I’m hearin’ this!!!  

Customer:      
Excuse me but…

Kimberley:    
I'm on the phone, sir. 

Customer
Unbelievable. [He storms out angrily.]
Kimberley       Ye see ‘at, ye see ‘at Alison? There’s only one wye tae deal wi’ mannies lik’ ‘at.  Ye’ve tae bide cool and collected and show yer class.  [Pause, then calling after him and signalling enthusiastically]  Wan-ker!  Yer lucky I come in the day Al’son. I’m sayin’ Ivery nearly niver come in the day, Al’son

Alison
Why’s that ?

Kimberley
I can tell ye in one word. Sheila Bliddy Maycock!  

Alison
That’s three words Kimberley.  

Kimberley
Well mebbes, but it is one prize bitch!  Ye ken fit she said to me yesterday?  De ye ken fit she said?

Alison        
Was I there?

Kimberley     
Nih!

Alison   
Then no, I don’t!

Kimberley   
She catches me at the end of the day.  At’s mebbe fit wye ye missed the hale thing.  Maybe ye’d nipped aff early.  [Alison fixes her with a look of utter hatred]  And she says to me, she’s been comparin’ my figures against yours.  And I says “Fit, sexy an' curvaceous versus scrawny an’ thin?"  And she says no, sales figures.  She says since I started here, you’ve out-performed me!  I says to her, da’ get me wrang, Sheila, I likes Al’son fine.  But there’s nae wye at cow’s out-performed me. Aye, nae bein’ funny. So she shows me the figures and I says I can tell ye you’re spikken crap for nithin’, cos there’s ae month faur I’m jist creamin’ her.  You wiz jist puttin’ through nithin!

Alison     
Was that September? 

Kimberley   
Could have been.

Alison         
I was off September. Having my baby.

Kimberley    
Fitever.  And then I says to her, I da believe in figures onywye.  There’s stuff Alison rings through, ‘cos she’s the desk-jockey, ken, but I’ve daen the sale. I mean, jist the ither day, Jamie comes in lookin’ for a bit o’ a chat, a bittie funk, a bittie Kim-ber-ley.  And he walks oot an ‘oor an a half later wi a scarf. Chalk up £6.99 you wid not hiv hid if it wisna for toi.  So I telt her, Al’son.  I jist went right up til her an' I says If you dinna shut your puss, I will walk my stilletto heels oot o’ here. I says tae her, you are tryin' tae stress me oot. You are a sick bitch, and I will walk, cos nae job, nae job, Alison, is worth yir health.

[Blackout - DS Tabs In]
Aberdonian Pavement Dances

John
Good evenin’ an welcome to this week's lesson on Aberdonian Pavement Dances. Later on, we'll be going on to examine and hopefully master the wide variety of drunken dances which exist and can be viewed on any evening after midnight in the Justice mill lane and Windmill Brae areas o' the city.  However, there are a number of relatively simple sober dances that the beginner can learn. 

[DS Tabs out] 

First up, this week, brakin’ wirsel’s in gently the Avoidance Dunce. [Pikey gives a blast on the accordion.] Nae yet Pikey.  I hinna telt them the steps yet. It gings like this. Tak a step tae the right, apologise. Step to the left – apologise; repeat, and rest. Ok, take it away, Pikey for the avoidance dunce.

[The Avoidance Dance]

John
I ken ye’ll a be daein’ it the morn. Noo, oor next dance is initiated by the maist terrifyin' phrase in the English language…

Susan
Can I ask ye a few questions aboot yer hol’days?  [Minor chord on accordion]
John
Chilling, ladies and gentlemen, I’m sure you’ll agree. Susan is demonstrating that trickiest of pavement dancing partners, the market research wifie.  She will engage you in oor next dance ootside Markies, fan ye’re needin’ hame for yer tea, desperately needin the lavvie, and the rain jist dingin' doon.  The steps of the dance are step to the left – mak an excuse, step to the right, mak a refusal, retreat and finally the piece de resistance – the spin awa’.  So tak’ it away Pikey, for the St Nicholas Waltz.

[The St Nicholas Waltz]


At’ll see the back o’ her.  Noo, hivin’ got shot of the market research wifie, ye’ll be wanting to get hame as soon as possible so mak yer wye to the bus stop…

[Bus Stop set, in vision] 


Thank you ox… far chances are ye'll be able tae participate in wir next dunce this evening… It’s an ensemble piece, and we’re jist ga’an straight into it, Ladies and gentlemen, straight in – to the Bus Stop Schottische.  

[The Bus Stop Scottische]

                        And noo, for the mair experienced pavement dancer, for oor last dance this evening we're gan up the gears tae intermediate level, so pencils sharpened and notebooks oot for The Unexpected Contact.  Noo, we hiv the benefit of an expert demonstrator in the shape of Moray "Flashdance" Barber. The Nijinsky o’ the Hardgate, fa’s mither wiz Michael Flatley’s bidie-in.

Step 1- Effect a jaunty stride, before stepping onto a piece of chewing gum or dog toldie. 

Step 2- Drag yer foot over the ground in order to get that stuff off – on the pavement, the kerb, passin’ bobbies, jist onywye.

Step 3- Having spread the items across a wide area, fellow dancers can now unexpectedly join in the fun.  So take it away, Pikey, for the Unexpected Contact.

[The Unexpected Contact]


And if that shit jist winna shift, there is nothing for it but to Riverdance!

[Sfx  28:  Riverdance]

[Tab in & bounce]

[Blackout - Project: Pigs]

Dull In Kintore

[Sfx 29:  V/o] 
Ladies and Gentlemen, following the recent split of Aiberdeen's answer tae the Beatles, the Slaters, we are proud to present the debut performance by ex-lead singer Phil McCarty, and Jings!
[Project: Scotish countryside]

[Sfx 30: "Mull of Kintyre"]

MB
Far have I travelled and much have I seen

I got fed up living in Aiberdeen

EJ
Swapped city centre for rural idyll

            

But I've found my new home sadly lacking in thrills.

GG & SG
Property prices are high as the moon

I can't afford tae move back intae toon

SR
Nae pubs or nichtspots, by Christ it's a bore

Fan yer trapped in the sticks somewye dull like Kintore

All
Dull in Kintore, It's pishin it doon a’ the time

I'd adore a chunce tae escape it's sae Dull in Kintore

 CP
Naewye tae ging till, Naebdy tae see

 
We’d a ging mental wi’oot Sky TV

JH
8 miles fae Kemnay, eleven fae Clatt,

Nae the middle of nowhere, less central than that.

All
Dull in Kintore, we've only got one inconvenience store

  
And its ayewiz shut. God it's bad in Kintore

How I remember the nights oot I've hid

Havin' a laugh, maybe blow a few quid

Places tae ging til an fine company

God I must hiv been desperate cos that wiz Dundee

Dull in Kintore, a job on the rigs means

Twa wiks oot o' fower

You're less isolated than folk in Kintore

Dull in Kintore. It's pishin it doon a’ the time

I'd adore a chunce tae escape it's sae dull in Kintore

[Tab in & bounce]

[Bows]

[Curtain]

� My darling, you look wonderful tonight. I think I am falling in love with you.


� Please, do not say things like that! I am not sure I believe you! 


� No, I insist. Ever since I first laid eyes on you I have found you the only one for me. You are the most wonderful lady I have ever met in my life, and I would do anything for you- anything at all believe me!


� My goodness, that is a very great compliment!


� I think we should dine now, my dear. Do you agree?


� What food do they have?


� an elegant & refined French fish cuisine dish 


� What is wrong, my darling?


� It is my husband!


� You have betrayed me!


� Go F*** yerself!


� I shall kill you, sir!


� Very well, I am ready to fight you, in the name of love!
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