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Although we released this album in 2015, with the line-up of myself, Björn, Alan #2 and 

Andy, we went back to it in 2019 and as a trio, we re-recorded the whole thing because we 

wanted to bring it up to the same quality as some of the later albums we recorded with Joel 

Howe in the mixing and mastering chair. I felt the need to write a little more, about some of 

the things that had happened within our ranks, between May 2014 and May 2015, before you 

read the lyrics and their stories for this particular album. 

 

Oh what a difference a year makes! Having released Talk Of The Tarn on time for our 

appearance at Bearded Theory Festival, in 2014, we did the same with The Tarn Machine 

exactly a year later, at the same festival.  

 

The year that passed was nothing short of a roller-coaster. By the time we had just finished 

recording Talk Of Tarn, we were joined by new kid on the block, Björn Doonicansson, in late 

April 2014. It was becoming increasingly more difficult for the band to function as a three-

piece, and so the suggestion was made to take on a part-time 16 year old banjo-player, to sit 

in on gigs when Andy was unable to make it.  

 

We announced Björn joining our ranks, by publishing his back-story on the band’s website:   

 

“Born in the small village of Hurdy Gurdy, on the outskirts of Gothenburg, Björn 

Doonicansson was raised on a small goat farm, by his mother Elsa Födda Fria. As a young 

boy, she told him stories of his father: an energetic, dashing and debonair tourist from the 

Emerald Isle. Their brief encounter, in the late 1990s, left her with fond memories of Aisle 37 

in Gothenburg's Ikea store, and splinters from a Billy bookcase. 

 

As the years passed, the young Björn took up the violin, with dreams of playing in Sweden's 

Royal Symphony Orchestra and travelling the world. However, after 5 minutes of trying 

really hard, he gave up and decided to become a banjo player instead (he has since seen the 

error of his ways, and rectified his fiddling skills). Then, at the age of only fifteen, Björn 

happened upon a video, by South Yorkshire’s eclectic folk sensations, 'The Bar Steward Sons 

of Val Doonican', on YouTube. 

 

Everything he had suspected about his questionable genealogy, slotted into place. After this 

life-changing and extraordinary discovery, Björn sent them an e-mail via their website, 

bravely packed his bags, and boarded the first plane to England, in a quest to meet his 

siblings. After arriving at Robin Hood airport in Doncaster, and after a quick train ride, 

Björn Doonicansson rolled into Barnsley Rock City, where his long-lost brothers from other 

mothers were waiting to take him on the road.”  

 

From his first gig, at the Blues Bar in Harrogate (a gig that Björn to this day describes as “a 

baptism of fire”), I knew that he fitted in perfectly, and it wasn’t long before I expanded the 

line-up to a quartet. This was to be the start of a period of great change in the band’s line-up, 

as within five months we saw the departure of another member of the band.    

 

In October, we commenced a tour of England with The Lancashire Hotpots, taking in shows 

in Newcastle, Leeds, Nottingham, Sheffield, Blackburn, Barrow-In-Furness, London, 

Manchester, Liverpool and Preston. Sadly, show #508, the first night of the tour, was to be 

Alan #1’s final show with The Bar-Steward Sons. It was an eventful night, and I will share 

more details of those events, later in the book. However, part-way through the week that 

followed the show at The Cluny in Newcastle, I received a call from Alan informing me that 



he had decided to leave the band. After eight and a half years, we were now stuck at the 

beginning of a tour with no accordion player.  

 

Taking to the band’s Facebook page, I posted an advert, looking for an accordion player with 

a GSOH, that had to be a nice guy, preferably called Alan. The chances of finding somebody 

who fitted that bill must have been a million to one, but as luck would have it, we found our 

man within 48 hours!  

 

A full account of the events leading to Alan #2 joining the band, can be found in the story 

behind Frisky In The Jar, however, with our new brother in place, the latest incarnation of 

our line-up, was finalised and stronger than ever. We were now geared-up and ready to write 

and record The Tarn Machine.  

 

However, while all of these events had been going on, we were also dealing with something 

that none of us had been expecting.  

But like I said, more about that later…   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



She’s From Dodworth 
Lyrics: Chris Sammon / Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: The Model - Kraftwerk 

 

She's from Dodworth, thinks she’s looking good  

Her Sanskrit tattoos are misunderstood  

Wears an Oompa Loompa fake tan when she’s on the lash  

While a carefully-placed vajazzle hides her shaving rash  

 

Wears a onesie to her local pub at half past 8  

And anyone who looks at her she wants to feight  

She has an electronic tag, so must be home by eight 

But she sups like Oli Reed, until she wants to feight.  

 

She also nicks consumer products from the Tarn  

An i-phone 6, an e-cig and a dressing gown  

Judge Rinder stopped her claim against the Aldi there  

‘Cos the cucumber she took back  looked quite worse for wear 

 

 

The original version of She’s From Dodworth was first sent to me as a Facebook message 

from Professor Chris Sammon on 11
th

 Aug 2013. Half of those original lyrics have remained 

in the version that appears on The Tarn Machine. An earlier acoustic version of the song, 

with most of the original lyrics, appears on my second solo album No Rest For The Stupid as 

She’s From Barnsley.  

 

When I had created the artwork for the album, there was no doubt that there would be at least 

one Kraftwerk song to be included, and as Chris had donated his song two years previous, it 

seemed as good a time as any to revisit and revise it. In the update, I added the 3
rd

 and 4
th

 

lines of verses 1 and 3, and the mention of the onesie, which was inspired by a teenage girl 

that I saw in the McDonald’s at Stairfoot, Barnsley, one evening.   

 

For those of you reading this, from beyond the boundaries of Barnsley borough, Dodworth is 

a picturesque village in the leafy suburbs of Barnsley… the posh part of Tarn, where folk get 

out of the bath to have a wee.  

 

Professor Chris has this to say about his creation: 

“She’s From Dodworth is an everyday tale of the rough and ready lasses, who spend six 

nights out of seven, in their local, in this former-pit village. For 7 years, from the mid-80s, I 

played cricket in Dodworth and I used to see ‘her’ in the Horse & Jockey (now the Dil Raj 

curry house) and Tappers every Friday, Saturday and Sunday night. Wilde Sammon [Chris’ 

band] pride ourselves in doing slightly dark material and left-field covers, one of which is 

‘The Model’ by Kraftwerk. As soon as I started learning this song, it was obvious where I 

was going to go.” 

 

Dodworth has become a regular staple of our live shows. It was Alan #2’s idea to incorporate 

the Kraftwerk-esque ‘robot’ dance routine in the instrumental. It can be seen in the music 

video for the song. I later bought an amazing electric chess-board ukulele from luthier Robert 

Hinchcliffe, in Pateley Bridge, near Harrogate, which I use to play the song live. It has the 

ability to sound, almost magically, like a synthesizer.  



 

The lyrics to the song have continued to evolve and, following an incident at the February 

2015 Brit Awards, the final two lines in the second verse often get substituted for, 

 

She’s had 20 halves of cider so she’s off her tits  

So she’s falling over like Madonna at The Brits 

 

Although another version of this verse, also exists in my notebook: 

 

20 halves of cider, she’s a total wreck  

She tumbles off her stool and nearly breks her neck  

 

Despite the song’s evolution, and many re-writes, it’s one of my favourite songs to perform 

live.   

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Big Coffee Brand 
Lyrics: Björn Doonicansson / Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Black Velvet Band - Traditional  

 

I went into Tarn with me missus  

All the shops, she did drag me ararnd  

And after she’d spent nearly all of me cash  

She war feeling a little run darn  

She said to me, “I need a cuppa  

Let's go to that shop across t’road”  

And when I did turn and did see that place  

I thought, “Oh, bloody hell, here we go…”  

 

I tried to play stupid and silent  

But ‘ar lass was the one in command  

And it’s hard to keep your composure  

When you go in that Big Coffee Brand  

 

We ventured inside that establishment  

And I just could not believe me eyes  

It was rammed to the rafters with hipsters  

Great big beards upon every guy  

And then I perused the menu  

There was nowt there that looked like a beer  

I mean, what the chuff’s a Cortado?  

I thought Clarkson drove one on Top Gear  

 

More sneaky than Somali Pirates  

‘Cos they’d rob you while you’re on dry land  

And it’s hard to keep your composure  

When you go in that Big Coffee Brand  

 

The spotty faced oik behind t’counter  

Was glaring at me so bemused  

‘Cos for him it war easy to understand  

But I hadn’t got a chuffin’ clue  

The front of the queue, it loomed nearer  

With no paddle, I was up shit creek  

‘Cos the prices were tekkin’ the biscuit  

And the biscuits were not chuffin’ cheap  

 

I tried not to resort to violence  

While I stood with me head in me hands  

‘Cos it’s hard to keep your composure  

When you go in that Big Coffee Brand  

 

I attempted to order me hot drink  

But it all went so wrong so fast  

‘Cos before I’d finished me sentence  

He’d robbed me of all of me cash  



And the coffee cost seven pound eighty  

I thought he was havin’ a laugh  

Then he asked me, “Do you want a loyalty card?”  

I said, “Dun't bother, pal, I’m not comin’ back!”  

 

I could have incited a riot  

I’d had as much as I could stand  

It’s so hard to keep your composure  

When you go in that Big Coffee Brand  

 

So having completed my order  

I decided to write down this tune  

So you’ll know now why they call it Costa  

‘Cos it’ll cost you a chuffin’ fortune!  

 

‘Cos I needed more cash than Neil Diamond  

‘Cos the prices were just out of hand  

If there’s owt that you've learned,  

Or you're feeling concerned  

Don’t go near that Big Coffee Brand! 

 

 

Big Coffee Brand was very much the brain-child of Björn, and was the first song he had 

contributed to the band. My main input was re-structuring the song, setting up some of the 

gags and the chorus, which didn’t exist in the first draft he sent. However, his idea for the 

song was prompted by an unfortunate shopping excursion. 

 

This is Björn’s take on things: 

 

“Big Coffee Brand was actually inspired by a trip to a jewellery shop, weirdly enough. I was 

in Leeds, at a well-known jeweller’s, with the task of getting a charm for my mum’s charm-

bracelet, as it was her birthday.  

 

Obviously, this was not a place with which I was familiar, and I was more than a little 

uncomfortable, especially as I was the only bloke in the shop at that time. So, when I got to 

the front of the queue, I panicked and turned into the social equal of a potato.  

 

The lass behind the counter asked what I was looking for. I just said, ‘I want to give you 

money, then you give me a thing a woman would like, please’.  

 

At this point, she probably thought I was mentally deficient. Anyway, after a painful amount 

of silence and awkward conversation, she managed to sell me a charm for this bracelet and 

the ordeal was over.  

 

However, after this ordeal, I needed caffeine to bring me back around after being charged 

£30 for a f**king charm. So we headed to an equally well-known coffee emporium, where the 

same thing happened again. It was like I was in another world, where people enjoyed making 

everyday easy things, like getting coffee, into the initiation task for being accepted by 

MENSA.  

 



I just wanted coffee and I ended up getting something… I don’t know what it was. It kind of 

tasted like coffee, but also had other stuff and cream and shit on it… not great.  

 

Plus it cost £7.80 for two?!?!?!  

 

Anyway, I decided to tell the story via the medium of song. This is that song.”   

 

I can only apologise for how we taught Björn to be so eloquent, when using the intricacies of 

the English language.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Double Oven 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Devil Woman - Cliff Richard 

 

‘Ar lass had nothing but bad luck  

Anytime that she attempted to bake  

The smoke alarm would often tell me  

She may have made a ‘little’ mistake  

She’d bring her goods to the table  

Her buns cremated and black  

And look at me with expectant eyes  

While I wished she’d take the buggers back  

 

She wants a double oven, the Bake-Off’s on her mind  

Wants one with lots of buttons, fan-operated  

“Get me a double oven, the Mary Berry kind  

And nice new oven gloves  

So you can rest your worried mind”  

 

She tried the technical challenge  

But she couldn’t work the microwave  

They came out salty and savoury  

But that isn’t how meringues should behave  

I ate the portion she offered me  

It was all mangled and mauled  

She looked all startled and horrified  

As I spat it up against the wall  

 

She wants a double oven, has baking on her mind  

Going mad with chocolate buttons, she’s fond of fondue  

She cracks eggs by the dozen, until it’s all combined  

Beware her soggy bottom 

Be sure to take it out on time  

 

The double oven arrived on Friday  

The model she had been longing for  

The missus gave me a furtive wink  

And my temperature started to soar  

 

She promised me something saucy  

I’d hoped it would be obscene  

She said, “It’s all in the wrist action”  

But then she walked in with nouvelle cuisine  

 

She’s got a double oven, the Bake-Off’s on her mind  

Got one with lots of buttons, fan-operated  

She’s got a double oven, the Mary Berry kind  

And nice new oven gloves so she’s chuffed to pieces  

 

She’s got buns in the oven, éclairs and florentines  



Baps and tarts by the dozen, check out that muffin  

She could stop but she doesn’t, she’s working overtime  

There’s no more kitchen nightmares  

A master baker in her prime 

 

 

Amanda had been badgering me incessantly about writing Double Oven, after she had 

suggested us reworking this big Cliff Richard 1970s hit. On trying to find a suitable in-road 

to rewriting Devil Woman, I had jokingly suggested the title Double Oven, and Amanda just 

wouldn’t let it lie.  

 

It remained as just a title for over a year, before it was written. I was convinced it wouldn’t be 

funny enough, and when we sat down to finally write it, we knew we were on to something. 

We really deliberated over the lyric choices, as we battered it into shape.  

 

Unlike some of our other songs, it took a full evening to research and write. On finishing it, I 

was still unconvinced of its worth. However, at my One Man Show at the Lantern Theatre in 

Sheffield, I tried out all of the songs that later became The Tarn Machine, and it was one of 

the clear audience favourites on the night.  

 

Alan #2, a self-confessed fan of ‘The Great British Bake-Off’ telly show, loved it too, and 

took a lot of pleasure in adding his rotary organ solo when we recorded it. Shortly afterwards, 

I bought him a shimmering, gold lamé cape, so that he could do ‘a Rick Wakeman’ when 

performing that same solo during live shows.    

 

I’m still not a fan of the Bake-Off, which, since the song was written, has been sold by the 

BBC and moved over to Channel 4. However, despite my initial reservations, Amanda was 

right.  

 

In an attempt to branch-out with more shameless Bar-Steward Sons merchandise, it wouldn’t 

be unrealistic to expect Doonican Double Oven oven-gloves sometime in the future.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Friday I’m In t’Pub 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Friday I’m In Love - The Cure 

 

I can’t wait till Monday’s through  

Tuesday’s shite and Wednesday’s too  

Thursday: 9 till 5 can screw!  

It’s Friday, I’m in t’pub  

 

Monday mornings crush my soul  

Tuesday, Wednesday no rock n roll  

Thursdays: time to take control  

‘Cos it’s Friday: time for t’pub  

 

Saturday’s great, but on Sunday you can’t stop out late  

On Friday nights, I’m with me mates  

 

The weekend’s ovver, Monday’s back  

Tuesday, Wednesday same old cack  

Thursday’s soul like coal is black  

But by Friday I'm in t’pub  

 

Monday messes with me head  

Tuesdays, Wednesdays I see red  

On Thursday I know what’s ahead  

It’s Friday and I’m in t’pub  

 

Saturday’s great, but Sundays I would underrate  

One of five nights I love to hate  

 

A word to the wise, it’s no great surprise  

To find that perfection is pint-sized  

Going out rarnd Tarn without a care or a frown  

Line ‘em up and then neck ‘em down  

 

And yer future looks bright, it could never be shite  

To wash out the week, with a well earned pint  

You can never sup enough, enough of this stuff  

It’s Friday! I'm in t’pub  

I don’t care for Monday morn  

Tuesday, Wednesday feel forlorn  

I’m taking Thursday by the horns  

On Friday, darn to t’pub  

 

Monday you can bugger off  

Tuesdays, Wednesdays, write ‘em off  

Thursday’s just not good enough  

‘Cos on Friday I'm in t’pub 

 

 



Friday I’m In t’Pub was conceived by Amanda, after hearing the original song by The Cure 

on the radio, one afternoon in late January 2015. On mentioning the title to me, we set to 

work on writing it that same evening. It was pretty easy to compose, and it is the ‘obligatory 

drinking song’ on the album.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Move Yer Knackered 
Lyrics: Andy Doonican / Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Moves Like Jagger - Maroon 5 ft. Christina Aguilera 

 

You just sit on your arse, morning, noon, night  

Straining your heart with each big bite  

Taking pizza away, won’t make it OK  

Considering how much you weigh  

Got the remote control - Mam’s your waiter  

You claim you’re big boned to the haters  

And you say, “I’m a kid”, but your tekkin’ the piss  

‘Cos you won’t run for shit  

 

Milkshake in one hand playing X-Box  

At eight years old it’s criminal that  

If you move you’re knackered  

You go to move you’re knackered  

You only look across the room  

Towards the door and you’re shattered  

 

Scoffing trays of jam-filled donuts  

Eat crisps from the folds in your gut  

You can’t move, you’re knackered  

And if you moved, you’d stagger  

And you’re just laid there watching Star Wars  

But you look like Jabba  

 

Go to school in the car, forget walking  

To the end of the street, must be joking  

Because you have a date, with your breakfast at eight  

You’ve got enough on your plate  

 

So dieting’s tough; Atkins feels like  

There’s just not enough, salad tastes shite  

Dr Gillian McKeith, says you beggar belief  

Even your arsehole’s got teeth  

 

So get on your feet…  

Your PE teachers know your scam  

Every week you bring a note from yer mam  

‘Cos when you move you’re knackered  

Don’t give me looks like daggers  

Forget the pie and peas, swap it for low-fat cheese ‘n’ crackers  

 

Fitness classes won’t enroll you  

You’re the poster boy for Gregg’s sausage rolls  

That stomach won’t get flatter  

‘Cos when you move you’re knackered  

And you just dream of Crispy Creams and Mars Bars, fried in batter  

 



“Enough’s enough, I’ll go the extra mile  

Gonna take control, change my whole lifestyle  

And it’s no big secret, that I’m trying to beat it  

Run, rest, repeat it  

So just like Rocky, I’m gonna fly  

Cutting out the Twix’s, cutting out the Sprite  

Lifting kettle-bells, well it hurt’s like hell  

But I feel compelled, ‘cos now I roll like this…  

 

Cutting out the snacks and sweeties  

Avoiding Type 2 diabetes  

I’d gone from flab to flabber, but now I move like Jagger  

And now I’m working up a sweat, as I move up the ladder  

You may think drinking eggs is silly  

But nowadays I can see my willy  

I don’t feel half as shattered  

My BMI’s been battered  

Given a choice of sweets or salad, now I’d choose the latter” 

 

 

At the time it was written, with the all-new line-up of the band, I wanted to encourage 

everybody to contribute to our comeback album. Move Yer Knackered was Andy’s 

contribution to The Tarn Machine. He had sent me a few songs that he had been working on 

during our time-out, but this was the one that I really felt had the most comedic potential. 

There were some great turns of phrase, some very funny lines, and I thought that the idea of 

an ‘obesity vs. fitness’ song was quite apt from the one member of our band who took such 

matters very seriously. With his love for running, kettle-belling and other such physical 

endeavors, this was right up Andy’s street.  

 

Amanda and I added to the original draft that Andy sent me, because I was a little worried 

that the song originally appeared too derogatory towards larger people. We wanted to ensure 

that the song ended on a positive note, so a conscious decision was made to create a ‘turning 

point’ in the song. We did this by alternating the lyrics from them being written from the 

point of view of the observer, to the point of view of the central character, who becomes a 

fitness fanatic, like Andy himself.  

 

Talking of such matters, the song also brings back memories of the only time that Andy 

managed to get me to dabble with fitness. Once, as a Christmas present, Andy entered me 

into the Sheffield half-marathon for a joke. Inside my card was a photocopy of the cheque he 

had paid my entry-fee with, a training schedule. Accompanying the card, was a wrapped-up 

runner’s water-bottle, some jelly-beans and a tub of Vaseline.  

 

I foolishly ignored the training schedule, but decided the weekend before the half-marathon, 

to do what Andy later described as “a panic run”. Due to being extremely unfit and having a 

body that was not used to running 6 miles (yes, I only ran a quarter of what I was being 

expected to do the following weekend), I spent the remainder of the week, that approached 

the race, walking like a two-pin plug.  

 

Having just about recovered from a week of staggering around doing the ‘John Wayne walk’, 

I turned up ready for action at Don Valley Stadium, in a pair of heavy, black tracksuit 



bottoms and a Wildhearts t-shirt (Andy later said that I “turned up looking like a Sports 

Goth”).  

 

The half-marathon nearly killed me, but I completed it nonetheless, in 2 hours 16 minutes. 

The pint of Guinness that was supped afterwards was probably the nicest that had ever passed 

my lips! 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Massage In A Brothel 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original Tune: Message In A Bottle - The Police 

 

Lost in Amsterdam, so drunk that I can’t see, oh  

And I can’t find me mates, there’s no-one left but me, oh  

And on those cobbled streets, I slipped and put me back out  

And I could hardly move, all I could was shout-out  

 

A lass walked up to me, she was ever so polite  

She said, “My name’s Roxanne”, under crimson neon lights  

She helped me to my feet, and walked me up some stairs  

To a small red apartment, it was then that I got scared  

 

I’d send an SMS to me bird  

But I know that she’ll go completely berserk  

I know I’ve really cocked up  

I never meant to end up  

Or even planned to get a massage in a brothel  

 

I woke face down, I got up to get my coat  

I knew by then it was time to depart  

But she blocked the door, she was all dressed in leather  

With a gimp mask and a riding crop, she’d break more than my heart  

 

I’d send an SMS to me bird  

But I know she’ll go completely berserk  

I know Roxanne did not stop, and I could hardly stand up  

Me back felt worse after that massage in a brothel  

 

Woke up next morning, I don’t believe what I saw  

Whips and chains and rubber objects, scattered round the floor  

It was then I screamed at the top of me lungs  

As she gave me lacerations, right across me plums  

 

I’d send an SMS to me bird  

But with me hands in chains, it won’t work  

I didn’t need a close-up, I know I nearly threw up  

I never thought it would get messy in that brothel  

Sendin’ out an SOS, rather than an SMS  

I need some time to convalesce  

After all of this undue stress  

 

I’d send an SMS to me bird  

But I know that she’d go completely berserk  

I’m looking pretty messed up  

She’ll say you better grow up  

And to think it started with a massage in a brothel 

 

 



Massage In A Brothel was Amanda’s idea, and was the first song that we wrote for The Tarn 

Machine. As soon as she mentioned the title, we both had a really good chuckle about it. I 

knew exactly where I wanted to go with the story, but had to take artistic license with the 

opening four lines of The Police’s original version.  

 

In order to set the scene of the hapless drunk getting lost and then being rescued by a not-so-

good Samaritan, I needed more than the mere four lines of the original song. The ‘lady of the 

night’ in the story, was deliberately named to pay homage to the central character of another 

of  The Police’s big hits.   

 

Massage is something of a rarity, as it was a song Amanda had conceived, but one that I had 

composed on my own, with her only hearing it for the first time when the band played it live 

in front of an unsuspecting audience, at The Lantern Theatre, on 18
th

 July 2014. With Alan #1 

away travelling (again!), Andy and Björn both followed the chords in my folder, having 

never heard the lyrics before, either.  

 

The song followed the tried and tested formula of all the best Bar-Steward Sons songs, 

building to a chorus that reveals the punchline. You know you’ve penned a good one, when 

the rest of the band laugh as much as the audience when you deliver it. 

 

 Contrary to popular belief, this one isn’t based on real life events.    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Frisky In The Jar 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Whiskey In The Jar - Traditional  

 

Me and me missus went to  

The Jessop Wing in Sheffield  

Signed-up for a course of IVF,  

But we found it was a minefield  

They first produced a fountain pen  

And we signed a pile of paper  

But I hadn’t got a chuffing clue  

What they had in store for me there 

They took us to a tiny room  

And said they needed samples  

Two vials of blood from her right arm,  

But from ME they took an armful  

Three nurses had to hold me down,  

And they ruffled up me tank-top  

And they left me with an empty arm,  

A cuppa and a Hob Nob!  

 

Muttering, “Ooh you’ve buggered me arm”  

We only came for embryos  

Not for pain and a tale of woe  

I’ve no strength to lift me fire hose  

 

They gave me a small plastic jar,  

And then they took the biscuit  

And sent me to another room,  

With very little in it  

A drawer with sticky magazines  

And the TV muted silent  

And a DVD in black & white,  

Titled: ‘Shaving Ryan’s Privates’.  

 

No way would I be sitting,  

In the wipe-clean leather armchair  

Lord only knows, how many blokes,  

Had shot their pistols sat there 

So there I stood, with task in hand,  

Struggling with me software  

Tried shooting straight into the tiny jar,  

But it was a chuffing nightmare  

 

Juggling a lad-mag and me jar  

I’m whackin’ on me-laddio  

It’s hard to act like Romeo  

Getting frisky in a jar-o  

 

I had bragged about a bucketful  



But I struggled with a thimble  

Now I’m not ambidextrous  

And it’s clear that I’m not nimble  

And where were all the nurses,  

Their help would have been super  

But here I am on the NHS,  

Christ I should’ve gone with BUPA  

 

Struggling just to fill up me jar  

Not the best scenario  

I’ve got cramp, but no ‘get up and go’  

Getting frisky in the jar-o  

 

Now it hurts when I play me guitar  

Like a limp lothario  

I can’t come or get me cock to crow  

Not so frisky in the jar-o 

 

 

Although, the story behind this song is rather wordy, there are no words to really describe 

what happens when all of a sudden your entire world comes crashing in, and it appears, for a 

while, like there is no solution, no hope, no way of putting things right.  

 

On Sunday 17
th

 August 2014, we played our official set at The Band Stand at our 3
rd

 year at 

Beautiful Days Festival, the music festival organised by The Levellers. This occasion was 

made extremely special for two very important reasons…  

 

Firstly, it was the biggest crowd we had ever played to by this point. From our humble 

beginnings on The Band Stand in 2012, as we arrived on the festival scene, we had seen our 

crowds grow year on year, and it was estimated that around 2,500 people turned up to see us 

play. Dressed in Cpl. Kipper-esque colourful costumes amongst a sea of people participating 

in the ‘black & white’ themed fancy dress, we basked in the glory of it all. Each of us could 

not quite take in what was happening.  

 

Secondly, it was the moment that I decided to finally propose to my long-suffering partner-

in-crime, after 12 years together. If truth be told, I was going to do this back in May when we 

played at Bearded Theory Festival, but believe it or not, I lost the engagement ring, whilst 

crowd-surfing during Jump Ararnd! This time, I wasn’t armed with a ring and didn’t even 

attempt anything particularly romantic. Amanda was selling merch at the moment I walked 

over, high as a kite on the adrenaline of our show, and popped the question. Luckily she said 

yes!  

 

The after-festival party that night, was a fairly drunken affair in the backstage bar, with all of 

us in high spirits. The next morning we left the site in Devon for a Caravan Club site in 

Illminster, Somerset for a few days before we moved on to Watchet Live Music Festival, 

where we made a staggering seven appearances over all three stages over three days 

(including an impromptu opening for West Country musical comedy legends The Wurzels, 

on the Main Stage).  

 

Watchet was very good to us, and on the 25
th

 August we left the site to return home to 



Barnsley, stopping at Cheltenham Racecourse Caravan Club on the way home. That evening 

I played a short solo slot at a charity gig at The Swan Inn in Cheltenham, along with our 

festival friend, Doozer McDooze. It was a nice, calm end to a rather amazing fortnight on the 

road.  

 

On the final morning, as we were about to set off home from Cheltenham, Amanda returned 

to the caravan after a shower and declared that she thought she had found ‘a lump’. 

 

My whole world stopped.  

We arrived back in Barnsley on the 26
th

 August. The morning after, we went to our local 

doctor’s where our GP examined Amanda and agreed that he too felt there was a lump. He 

referred her to have a mammogram, as a matter of precaution.  

 

My next solo show was two days later, on the 29
th

 August. It was playing at a party at Wroot 

Village Hall in Doncaster, for a young friend of ours who had just beaten testicular cancer, 

and his parents had booked me to play for the occasion. We had met the Bettany family for 

the first time when Andy and I had supported Miles Hunt and Erica Nockalls, from The 

Wonder Stuff, at The Leopard in Doncaster, the previous year (Wroot is Erica’s hometown).  

 

By the time I had returned to Wroot Village Hall on the 27
th

 September, to support Miles and 

Erica for a second time, not a month later, we had been delivered the awful news that 

Amanda had got breast cancer.  

 

Words cannot describe how long it felt, waiting to be told what Amanda already knew, and I 

hoped to God wasn’t so. But when the doctor delivered the bad news, it felt like nothing I had 

ever experienced. I was just totally numb.   

 

The consultants devised their care-plans, and Amanda was to have a mastectomy operation, 

followed by chemotherapy, radiotherapy, followed up with at least five years of anti-cancer 

drugs. The doctors at the three Sheffield hospitals were nothing short of amazing. They 

explained that, because Amanda was so young, and chemotherapy has a tendency to ruin 

fertility, she could have the option of IVF Treatment, seeing as we hadn’t yet started a family.  

 

As luck would have it, the window of opportunity landed perfectly, allowing us to undergo 

IVF, in the gap before Amanda’s mastectomy operation, in mid-October.  

 

Frisky In The Jar was based on that very occasion, with us attending the Jessop Wing of 

Sheffield’s hospitals, to undergo IVF. Again, even with the most horrific things happening to 

her, Amanda was the one who thought that the experience would make for a great comedy 

song. It became a ray of sunshine for us, during that very dark time. As a result of her own 

personal strength in the face of adversity, it is the song I am most proud of on the album.   

 

The truth of the matter, was that three nurses did have to deal with me being a complete girl 

when taking blood, before offering me a sugary cup of tea and a digestive, and then packing 

me off into a little room to produce a ‘sample’. I am also fairly embarrassed to tell you all 

that the faulty DVD player was far from inspirational, and was in black and white. I assume 

that the reason it had never been fixed was because it was highly unlikely that any bloke had 

gone back to reception to complain!!   

 

Nevertheless, we successfully completed IVF (we have three embryos in storage that we have 



Christened ‘Bert, Ernie & Big Bird’), shortly after starting a UK Tour along with The 

Lancashire Hotpots. We had signed-up to do the support on their Winter tour, earlier in the 

year, knowing that the 10 dates would hopefully expose us to a wider audience, in venues and 

cities that we hadn’t played before. We were especially keen, as we were sharing the bill with 

another comedy band.  

 

With the news of Amanda’s cancer diagnosis at the fore-front of my mind, my priorities had 

now completely changed. I contacted their manager and explained the situation regarding 

recent events. It was agreed that the band would attempt to honour as many of the shows as 

we could, but if we had to cancel for any reason, that the Hotpots would have a back-up plan 

in place.  

    

By the time it was all completed, we really felt like the whole tour had pretty much been 

cursed. The opening night, on 4
th

 October 2014, at The Cluny in Newcastle, was a somewhat 

shocking start, as it turned out to be Alan #1’s final show with the band. 

 

Ironically, the IVF hormones played their role in the story of what actually happened on that 

eventful evening, as did Alan’s lack of understanding for what Amanda and I were dealing 

with at the time. In retrospect, the outcome proved to be positive in the wider scheme of 

things, but it certainly created undue stress when it occurred.  

 

We arrived in Newcastle, in good time, well ahead of our Lancastrian hosts, at the time we 

had been told to arrive for load-in. The Hotpots were meant to have been there to load-in an 

hour before us, but turned up an hour after us. What was even more ironic, was that we had 

even accidentally bumped into them all at the A1 Services in Durham on the way up, so 

goodness knows how we got so far ahead of them! One thing we learned during our time on 

the road with them, was that there was a lot of waiting around to do, in order to play for 30 

minutes, for not a lot of money (often less than the cost of our hotel rooms). But it was 

exposure. And exposure is good for the soul. Allegedly. 

 

We loaded our gear into the cold and empty venue, and started to set up stands and tune our 

instruments, while Amanda and Kay went in search of a merch table, so that they could set up 

stall too. Eventually, the Hotpots and shortly afterwards, a soundman, all arrived and we sat 

around for the arduous wait. Our Lancastrian counterparts took their time to unload all of 

their equipment from their people-carrier and its roof-top storage box. They slowly 

constructed a drum kit and the rest of their equipment. After about an hour, they were ready 

to soundcheck.  

 

As we approached the fortieth minute of Kenny Body’s drum soundcheck, the Hotpots’ band-

leader, Dickie Ticker, began to set up their merch. Out of politeness, although they were there 

first and they had located the merch table, Amanda and Kay had not yet set-up our merch, 

opting to wait until our hosts were ready to. On commencing setting up, Amanda asked 

Dickie if he minded her setting up our merch next to theirs. Mr Ticker obliged, just before he 

broke off the job he was doing, in order to soundcheck his own stuff. The drum soundcheck 

had finally been completed, within 55 minutes.  

 

Meanwhile, Björn and I, had explored the venue, located the small shared dressing room, and 

got changed into our stage gear, and found the well-stock bar in the room next door. I 

returned with a nice pint of locally brewed real ale, as did Björn. During this time, Alan had 

been pacing up and down, and was getting fidgety. He walked over and announced to me that 



he was going to pop across to another pub facing the venue, as they served real ale.  

 

By now, the Hotpots were working through a full song. Knowing that we could be moments 

away from our opportunity to soundcheck, I asked Alan to wait until we had done, then he 

could go wherever he wanted. I also pointed out that the venue we were in also served real 

ale, so he would be much better off staying put and getting a beer in The Cluny itself.  

 

Alan reluctantly went and sat down, and I went over to help Amanda and Kay. Not three 

minutes had passed, when Björn approached me, to tell me that Alan Doonican had vacated 

The Cluny. 

 

“Where the bloody hell has he gone? We’re meant to be soundchecking any minute!” I 

exclaimed.  

 

“He said he was going to the pub across the road for some real ale, and told me to tell you 

after he’d gone,” young Björn said, sheepishly.  

 

I was livid. I was already pretty stressed-out with the knowledge of what Amanda was going 

through, with both the cancer and the IVF treatment, but here we were on the first night of a 

UK Tour, almost ready to soundcheck, and Alan was nowhere to be seen. I took out my 

mobile phone and called him. His phone was switched off.  

 

Twenty minutes passed, and the Hotpots were now into their sixth or seventh run-through of 

We Love The North (a song that I once liked, but would have been glad never to hear again 

after the tour), as the soundman fine-tuned the EQ to their exacting requirements. There were 

now about thirty minutes before the doors were to open to the public. As the band finished 

the song, it was agreed that their soundcheck was satisfactory, and it was now our turn. 

 

Björn and I were carrying our instruments onto the stage, just as the shape of Alan #1 could 

be seen sneaking back into the room via the back door, pint in hand. The five Hotpots left the 

room, leaving just Björn and myself, Amanda and Kay, the soundman, Alan and some 

random bloke, whom he chose that moment to strike-up a conversation with, away from the 

stage.  

 

The soundman checked my guitar and uke, followed by Björn’s instruments, the vocal mics, 

and then, from behind his desk, asked for the accordion, which I had already carried to the 

stage. Alan was still holding court with the stranger. 

 

We both looked across to Alan, who was deep in conversation. Nothing. He just carried. I 

walked over, picked up the accordion, and placed its straps over my shoulders. Opening the 

bellows, I played a simple tune towards Alan’s accordion mic.  

 

The soundman started to find the microphone’s level, but it was at this moment where 

Amanda, who had been pumped full of IVF hormones daily for the week preceding, finally 

saw red and lost her rag. Standing up from behind the merch table, where she was still setting 

things up, Amanda shouted across to me on the stage, and Alan, who was still chatting away 

obliviously.         

 

“Scott! Put that bloody thing down NOW! It isn’t your job! Alan! Get your arse on that stage 

and do what you are MEANT to be doing!” 



I almost dropped the accordion in the shock of the whole situation, and Alan moved like shit 

off a shovel, towards the stage, where he grumpily pumped away at the accordion, without 

making eye contact with any of us. On finishing our brief soundcheck (which clocked in no 

greater than five minutes in total), Alan left the stage, retrieved his pint and walked out of the 

room in the direction of the bar.  

 

He returned about five minutes before we were due to play, and you could have cut the 

atmosphere with a knife throughout our half hour on stage. After playing to a small, luke-

warm Newcastle crowd, we left the stage, where I tried to level with Alan, regarding the 

events that had played out before the show.  

 

I reminded him that, with Amanda’s recent diagnosis and the hormone imbalance due to the 

IVF drugs, she was always going to be less patient. I added that, despite this, she was still 

working hard to soldier on and was mucking in more than he was. I told him, that at this 

particular time, I just needed a great team effort from everyone, so that we could get through 

it all. Sadly, I think it went in one ear and out the other. It was at moment that I pointed out to 

Alan, like any typical primary school teacher would, that I wasn’t cross. I was disappointed.   

   

Björn and I went across to the merch table, where we had done very poorly on sales, and then 

joined the back of the audience to watch some of the Hotpots’ set. About ten minutes into 

their show, Alan approached me and announced that he was tired and was going to have an 

early night back at his hotel. And with that, he went.  

 

Alan Doonican #1 had left the building.  

   

The following Friday (10
th 

October), Kay called me, to tell me that she was worried. Alan had 

told her that he was going to leave the band. Given what were already dealing with, I felt it 

was a rather selfish decision to do it at this time, of all possible times, particularly seeing as 

most of the people we knew, were all trying to rally around and help wherever they could.  

 

I explained to Kay that, although this had happened a couple of times before, on this 

occasion, I wouldn’t be trying to talk him out of it. He had been doing the bare minimum of 

work, and had been taking an equal third of the money for a long, long time. That wasn’t my 

main gripe, as I would work hard, regardless. It was Alan’s inability to understand that curing 

Amanda’s illness, and dealing with the IVF was far more important to me than the band at 

that moment. Despite that, both Amanda and I were still giving 110% to the band’s cause, 

when he wasn’t. It was a harsh and sad reality, but one that I had not chosen to confront for 

some time.  

 

I called Alan that evening, and explained the situation, and reiterated the reasons why 

Amanda had snapped at him. He protested that it wasn’t because of her outburst that he was 

wanting to go. He said that he hadn’t been enjoying things for a while. I found this very 

difficult to believe, as when he was on stage, he was always in his element when the crowd’s 

attention was on him. Nevertheless, I was prepared to accept his version of events, and said 

that if he wanted to go, I wasn’t going to hold him back, or force him to do something that 

was apparently making him so unhappy. 

 

In fairness to Alan, he volunteered to play until the end of the tour, so that we could find a 

replacement accordion player. He conveniently reminded me that accordion players were 

often in short supply. As kind as his offer was, I told him that if he truly was leaving, that it 



would be with immediate effect, even if we had to cancel our appearances on the tour. I did, 

however, ask him to think carefully about this decision, taking time overnight, if necessary. I 

pointed out, that spending eight years in a band is a long time, and sometimes there will be 

occasions where you don’t totally agree with your band mates. I liked Alan. I didn’t want 

animosity. And I didn’t want him to make a rash decision that he, or indeed I, would later 

regret.  

 

But Alan’s mind was made up. “No. I’m going.” 

 

Before hanging up, I thanked Alan for his eight years in the band, and all of the fun we had 

had together. I told him that there were certainly no hard feelings from me, or indeed 

Amanda. I added that I hoped we would still occasionally hear from him, if he really was 

certain that he was definitely giving it all up.      

 

It was a rather sad moment, and I haven’t spoken to, or heard from Alan, from that day to 

this.            

 

We were now a man down, so I contacted the Hotpots’ manager, to explain that we would 

continue to try and honour the shows, but that the line-up may feature some ‘deps’ (stand-in 

players) on certain nights.  

 

That evening I took to social media, posting the announcement that Alan had left. There was 

something of an outpouring of grief from fans, as Alan had always been very popular with 

our fanbase, as he was such a character on stage. I also went on to tell people, in a deliberate 

‘lonely-hearts column’ style, that we were “looking for an accordion player with a GSOH, 

that has to be a nice guy, and preferably be called Alan”.  

 

Surprisingly we had several offers within the next 24 hours, from several different players 

(none of whom were called Alan). It was via a friend of ours, Graham Kirby, that we learned 

of Alan #2’s whereabouts.  

 

Graham called me, to tell me that he knew a guy who was a great accordion player. He said 

that I had probably already met him, before promptly gaving me his number. About ten 

minutes later, I got a phone call from the exact same number. Apparently, somebody else that 

Alan #2 knew, had passed on my number to him.  

 

We had met before. On a few occasions. He had been on the committee that had booked the 

band to play at Whitwell Festival, in Derbyshire. He had also been the person who had 

handed me a pint of Theakston’s Old Peculiar, when we played at Harefest (listen to the live 

album It’ll Be Reight, and you will hear Alan #2 and I having this conversation).  

 

Our phone conversation started with him explaining that his kids, who were fans of the band, 

told him that if he, “didn’t at least try to apply for the Doonicans job, they’d never speak to 

[him] again”. This amused me greatly, and already he was ticking all of the ‘nice guy with 

GSOH’ boxes. I told him he had got the gig, pending his audition. 

 

“By the way? Why was it so important that I needed to be called Alan?” Alan asked. 

 

“Because we currently have just had over 150 t-shirts printed with his name on them, and I 

am buggered if we are reprinting them!” 



 

“When’s the audition?” our new Alan enquired.  

 

“To give you a fortnight to learn the songs, Scarefest, at Harefield Hall,” I told him.  

 

“What!? At a live show?” he laughed, nervously.  

 

“Yes. If you manage that hour-long set on stage, you’re in” 

 

“Will there be time for a rehearsal?”  

 

“We never rehearse. I’ll just send you copies of the tracks, and all you need to do is learn 

them over the next two weeks” 

There was a short silence that followed this statement, and then he replied “Okay. I better get 

to work”.   

 

That same night, we played with the Hotpots at The Brudenell Social Club in Leeds, with a 

line-up of myself, Björn, Andy and ‘Foxy’ (a friend and member of Björn’s former band) 

who was depping on bass guitar for the night. By the following show on 18
th

 October, 

Amanda had just undergone her surgery, and so, reluctantly, Björn, Andy and Foxy took to 

the stage at the Rescue Rooms in Nottingham, without me. This was the only Bar-Steward 

Sons show that I have ever missed, to date. Björn, to this day, admits that being the front-man 

for that 30 minutes was one of the toughest shows he has ever had to play in his life.  

 

The Scarefest show was bizarre. In the lead-up to the show, I had started to drop hints to fans 

via Facebook, that something special would happen at the Scarefest show. I changed my 

Facebook profile picture to a close-up of a pin-badge, emblazoning a background that 

appeared to be Alan #1’s famous blue and pink ‘Alan Alan Alan’ tank top. The badge 

showed a penny farthing bicycle, with a number 2 in the centre of the wheel. The badge was 

identical to the different individually numbered badges, worn by the characters on The Island, 

from the cult 60s TV show, ‘The Prisoner’. 

 

I asked our fans, not to question the significance of this image, but urged as many of them as 

possible to change their profile pictures to the same picture. The concept went viral within 

my own Facebook feed, over a couple of days, to a point that I hardly knew who was who 

any more. Everywhere I looked, fans were now displaying the mysterious symbol. 

 

My plan was simple: to create a bit of hype around the “the New Number 2”, which most 

people hadn’t realised yet, was to herald the arrival of the band’s new accordion player. 

 

Alan #2’s first show at Scarefest, in Pateley Bridge, took place over the Halloween weekend. 

The venue had been suitably decorated to look like a haunted house. There was a Halloween 

fancy dress theme, and with me dressed as Egon Spengler from the Ghostbusters, and Björn 

dressed as a pretty frightful looking zombie, we were quite hard to recognise. However, it 

was only as we arrived, that we realised, that we didn’t know what our new Alan actually 

looked like normally, never mind in fancy dress. We didn’t even know what he was going to 

be dressed as!  

 

We searched among the many punters, all clad in costumes, trying to guess which of them 

could be the New #2. In the end, as we were close to our stage time, we gave up, and went to 



set up our gear. It was as I was pulling my guitar from its case, that a dark hooded, cloaked 

figure passed me, and started to take an accordion from a case. This must be our man, I 

thought. With a little help from the soundman, he was soon ready to play, and, I can’t recall 

us saying too much to each other before we started the set. 

 

We introduced the arrival of Alan #2, who was Alan’s younger brother, to the confused 

looking audience, and gave them a much more concise and abridged version of his back-story 

which went live on the band’s website, when I returned home that night:  

 

“Contrary to popular belief, on a momentous day in 1978, Louise Brown was not actually the 

world’s first ‘Test-Tube Baby’. Unknown to the general public, this pioneering medical 

advance had been given something of a ‘test-run’ by physiologist Robert Geoffrey Edwards 

& embryologist Alan Frank Eisenstein, a whole twenty-six years earlier, in 1952. The early 

days of what would become known in the future as ‘in-vitro fertilisation’, was not the exact 

science that it is today.  

 

Nevertheless, two dizygotic twin brothers from the same mother, and an anonymous donor 

from the Emerald Isle, were the product of these early experiments. The contents of Mr 

Eisenstein’s first petri-dish (labelled ALAN#1) featured some genetic abnormalities, and the 

second petri-dish (labelled ALAN#2) was placed in a cryogenic freezer for 16 years, until 

more was known about how to correct the defects, and enhance the overall aesthetics.  

  

Sadly, his ‘creator’, Sir Alan Eisenstein, passed away in September 2014. After the execution 

of his will, Alan #2's true-identity as the world's second  test-tube baby, was revealed. After 

this shocking revelation, his predecessor, Alan Doonican #1 chose, at the funeral, to pass the 

baton (and his tank-top) to his newly-found younger sibling.” 

 

The next hour on stage flew past, and Alan #2 fitted in perfectly. He was clearly a very 

accomplished player, and although he appeared shy, quiet and retiring, he didn’t seem too 

phased by us auditioning him live. I proclaimed to the audience, before we commenced Jump 

Ararnd that he had passed the audition, and they had just witnessed the arrival of the New 

Number 2. Alan was in.   

 

There were a total of 26 more shows in 2014, but due to commitments that were in place 

before joining our ranks, our new Alan was only able to do six of them. I vowed that from the 

start of Amanda’s chemotherapy at the end of November, until it ended in early April, I 

would not touch a drop of alcohol. I used this as a way of supporting Amanda (the last thing 

she needed was me being drunk whilst trying to be of some help), and as a way to raise some 

money for the Breast Cancer Care charity. The support of our friends and Facebook fans was 

extremely humbling throughout the whole horrid ordeal, and the pleasing sum of £2690.55 

was raised by me not having a drink. 

 

As a band, we also made the decision that after finishing the tour, The Bar-Steward Sons 

would take ‘time-out’, from December until April, whilst Amanda got through the worst part 

of chemotherapy. It was during this four month period that we wrote a significant part of the 

songs for The Tarn Machine. 

 

When we perform Frisky In The Jar live, I always try to make a point of telling our story, not 

because I feel our story is any different than the thousands of other people who get diagnosed 

each year, but because I believe that a wider social awareness is an important thing. I will 



often try to encourage people to regularly check their bits & bobs.  

 

However, this did, on one occasion, get me into bother. We played two shows in Lancashire 

back to back over two weekends, one in Blackburn, the second in Wigan. The Blackburn gig 

was a great night and the audience loved our set, but Wigan were clearly tougher nuts to 

crack. On finishing our show, in the pie-eating capital of the universe, we were approached 

by ‘Angry from Lancashire’, a rather disgruntled lady. She proclaimed that she and her two 

young nephews had seen us the previous weekend, in Blackburn, and had been mortally 

offended. So much so, that she had come back for a second helping.  

 

“What was it that upset you?” I asked. “We certainly don’t go out of our way to be 

offensive.”   

 

“It was that song!” she exclaimed. 

 

“What song?” 

 

“You did that song, about wanking, in front of children,” she grumbled. 

 

“Woah! Hold on right there, love!” I said, somewhat shocked and taken aback by her 

accusation. “I never sang a song about wanking in front of children! If I’d have sung a song 

about wanking in front of children, I would have most likely been put on a list!” 

 

My attempt at diffusing the situation with humour, fell on deaf ears. Inicidentally, it was a 

stark contrast to another lady, who had approached me in Blackburn the week before. She 

said that the song had resonated with her, as she too had just gone through chemo and 

radiotherapy. The show was her first night out. She was in tears, but came to thank us for 

spreading the message we had delivered. At least they were tears of happiness.  

 

I don’t know if it is tainted by the tough-times we were going through, but I still feel that The 

Tarn Machine was our strongest album up until the point it was released. It was very much 

the result working in the face of extreme diversity, and it was also the product of that 

particular line-up of the band, pulling together as a team to make the best come-back album 

we could.   

 

This one’s for Amanda. It always will be.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



You’re So Vain 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Björn Doonicansson 

Original Tune: You’re So Vain - Carly Simon 

 

You walked into the party like everyone’s worst nightmare  

Like a fart inside a spacesuit, you were clearly unwelcome there  

You were showing off your extension rod  

And its telescopic end  

And all the girls thought that you were a muppet  

Wondering where they could shove it, cos...  

 

You’re so vain, you had to bring your chuffing selfie stick with you 

You’re a pain - I wouldn’t tire from using it just to clout you,  

Clout you, clout you  

 

There have been times, when I’ve told myself  

That maybe you’re just naive  

But with your i-phone 6 and yer selfie stick,  

Sending pictures I don’t want to receive  

The times I drove myself to drink, to block out what I saw  

You sat on the lav, showing off your new phone-case  

Pulling a duck-face  

 

You’re so vain and your toilet selfie doesn’t become you  

You’re a pain - No-one wants to see your intimate tattoo,  

Just think it through  

 

…Throwback Thursday arrives and you’re far from embarrassed  

Of your snap with Rolf Harris, and…  

 

You’re so vain, you had to bring a bloody selfie stick with you  

My disdain is something I saved specially for you,  

And your phone too  

 

When I heard your auntie Ethel died, I was saddened to the core  

Our hearts were with your family, she was a lady who was adored 

Stood solemnly at the funeral, but clearly you couldn’t wait  

There with the corpse and a friend of the vicar  

Clicking your clicker  

 

You’re insane - Even with a hash-tag it’s far from touching  

You’re deranged - You’ve a face I’d never tire from punching,  

Punching, punching  

You’re so vain, you had to bring your chuffing selfie stick with you  

You’re a pain - I wouldn’t tire from using it just to clout you,  

Clout you, clout you 

 

 

Björn, sent me the lyrics to a song that he had been working on, to the tune of an Ian Dury & 

The Blockheads’ classic, called Do One With Your Selfie-Stick. Contrary to popular belief, 



the selfie stick is not as modern an invention as you would believe.  

 

Not wishing to sound like a Yorkshire Stephen Fry, I should point out that homemade selfie 

sticks date back as early as 1925. A photo from that year shows a man taking a photograph of 

himself and his wife, with the aid of a long pole which is pointed towards the camera and out 

of frame. A ‘telescopic extender’ for compact handheld cameras was patented in U.S. in 

1983,
 
and a Japanese selfie stick was featured in a 1995 book of ‘101 Un-useless Japanese 

Inventions’. Canadian inventor Wayne Fromm patented his ‘Quik Pod’ in 2005
 
which 

becoming commercially available in the United States the following year. The term ‘selfie 

stick’ itself did not become widely used until 2014. See, you didn’t actually think you were 

likely to learn anything useful from this book, did you? I like to be full of surprises, me. 

 

Björn, being the cool, young, hip-and-with-it Swede, felt that there was mileage in a 

humorous song about the thousands of narcissistic teens, scouring the shops for poles to 

attach to their i-phones. The Blockheads song didn’t lend itself to a decent re-write, despite 

the chorus clearly being a good fit. 

 

When Björn came to record the first of two sessions of his banjo, fiddle and mandolin for the 

album, we sat down together to look at the idea, because I certainly felt there was mileage in 

a song about selfie-sticks. I suggested that Carly Simon’s You’re So Vain could be a possible 

vehicle for his idea, and although prior to this, Björn had never heard the original song, after 

a quick visit to YouTube, to educate my younger sibling, we set to work. A first draft was 

started, and later we continued to bat the ideas back and to, via Facebook, until it was done. 

 

My fondest memory of performing this song was at The Millers Inn in Barugh Green, where 

a lady in the audience, who had brought her selfie-stick with her, stopped trying to take selfie 

after selfie near the bar, and began to try and take a selfie with me and Björn in the 

background… it couldn’t have been timed any better, as it was the next song in the setlist! 

 

Oh how we laughed. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 



Since You’ve Been Ron 
Lyrics: Alan Doonican #2 / Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Since You Been Gone - Russ Ballard 

 

I get the same old dream, same time every night  

Of you in that dress and make up  

I still remember when you turned to me, in bed, and said  

Your life needed a shake up  

Six months of work in West Berlin  

But now my her has changed to a him  

 

Oh since you’ve been Ron, since you’ve been Ron  

I’m struggling with the whole ‘man’ thing  

It just seems so wrong, ‘cos since you’ve been Ron  

Now you can wee while standing  

 

I just can’t understand, why you want to be a man  

Your curves were in the right places  

Your chest is all hairy,  

But still the weirdest thing for me is  

Beards on both of our faces  

I used to love to watch you dance  

But now I’m scared of what’s in your pants  

 

Oh since you’ve been Ron, your voice has gone  

All gravelly like Joe Cocker’s  

I’m far from impressed, you swapped your bra for a vest  

I preferred you when you had knockers  

 

I’ll make a bob or two  

All your Jimmy Choo shoes are going on eBay…  

 

Oh since you’ve been Ron, since you’ve been Ron  

You’ve learnt how to leave pans soaking  

Oh since you’ve been Ron, something’s gone wrong  

I used to do all the poking  

 

Ever since you’ve been Ron 

 

After the departure of the somewhat work-shy Alan #1, I was rather surprised when a far 

more industrious Alan #2 started to send me ideas for songs, and in some cases lyrics too. 

The fact that he was keen to contribute to the writing, was something I welcomed with open 

arms, especially when he was sending me songs like Since You’ve Been Ron and Bono 

Bloody Bono (plus a few others that were deliberately saved for T’SOUTH 0 - TARN 4). For 

the first time in a rather long time, Amanda and I weren’t the only ones doing 95% of the 

writing. It was the breath of fresh air that the band had needed for such a long time.  

  

Other than a few gags that myself and Amanda added at the end of a few lines, Since You’ve 

Been Ron remains pretty close to how our new-found brother had sent it for my perusal. On 

opening the email, I found myself laughing out loud at the lyrics. It was clear that he had 



completely got the hang of the ‘formula’ for writing a great Bar-Steward song. It was my 

favourite song on The Tarn Machine even before we started recording. 

 

However, there was much more to the song, than I had realised, as what I hadn’t realised was 

that it was based on real life events. Here is the story behind the song, in Alan’s own words…  

“In November 1989, when the winds of change were blowing through Europe, and the Berlin 

Wall had just come down, I was living with a lovely young lady called Sharon, who I had first 

met at a gig watching The Alarm on their ‘Strength’ Tour in 1985.  

 

Me and Shaz hit it off pretty much straight away, and it wasn’t long before we had moved in 

together. By 1986, I was making a name for myself on the yodelling circuit, and Shaz was 

working for Kellogg’s. Everything couldn’t have been better.  

 

In early 1990, Shaz got an opportunity to earn more money by going to work in Germany 

promoting the launch of Pop-Tarts, which had just come out. I didn’t want her to go, 

obviously, and I don’t know what it was that happened during her stay.  

 

Maybe it had something to do with to her staying in the same hotel as the East German 

Ladies shot-put team, but whilst she was there, it was clear that she must have got in with a 

strange crowd. By the time she came back, she’d changed.” 

 

After a lot of counselling and rehabilitation, Alan had been able to face the demons of his 

past, and put it all down into the lyrics of the song. However, the pain was still far too great 

for him to take the lead vocal on the track, and as a result, I took that one for the team. 

 

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Zipper 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: The Winner Takes It All - ABBA 

 

I’ve lost the power to talk after what I’ve gone through  

Though it’s hurting me, I want no-one to see  

Feeling deeply scarred from torment I have been through  

Words cannot convey the pain I feel today  

 

The zipper caught me balls  

You could hear me wailing through the walls  

I screamed a hundred decibels, because it hurts like chuffing hell  

 

I tried to stay calm, but the shock it was horrendous  

Looking down on my mistake  

And my mangled trouser snake  

I want to be free to let me dingles dangle  

But how can I abandon ship, with me conkers in me zip?  

 

Wish I’d been much more precise  

I’ve tried to cool me plums with ice  

But now I’ve got no tail to tell  

Because me mojo’s trapped as well  

The zipper trapped me balls  

Yes I’m quite far from enthralled  

Because this tragic injury  

Has caused nowt but misery  

 

I can hardly move, ‘cos it’s throbbing so bad  

Frozen where I stand, it’s laid in tatters in my hand  

I’ll say sorry in advance, to the paramedics  

‘Cos I know how much I’ll shout, when they pull the bugger out  

 

The zipper caught me balls  

Singing falsetto down the hall  

Oh yes my strength was quickly sapped  

When me space hoppers got trapped  

And size it clearly matters not  

Me chuffin’ zipper ate the lot 

 

 

Our inspiration comes from many sources. The Zipper came to me in the early hours of the 

night, while watching a BBC4 documentary about ABBA. Sweden’s finest export (other than 

our younger brother from another mother, obviously) have always been held in high regard, 

by myself. This is one of the reasons we wrote Portaloo, Nando’s and Ring! Ring! to the 

tunes of their music. In fact, during our early days as a quirky covers band, we covered 

Knowing Me, Knowing You, Does Your Mother Know and Gimme! Gimme! Gimme! (A Man 

After Midnight). I usually despise the phrase ‘guilty pleasure’, because it suggests a level of 

musical snobbery about what makes ‘good music’ and what doesn’t, but ABBA are certainly 

one of mine. 



  

Whether you are a fan of their body of work, or not, it is hard to deny Benny and Björn’s 

ability to pen a catchy tune. Laid in bed watching the TV, I thought, to tackle a song as 

poignant and well-crafted as The Winner Takes It All would take balls. And that single 

thought was all it took. Balls.  

 

The light bulb pinged. 

 

I immediately googled the original lyrics and copy/pasted them into the notepad on my 

phone. I scrabbled to piece my idea together, one verse at a time. I saved where I had got to, 

around 4am.  

 

The song remained in the notepad for a few days, and I kept returning to it in the early hours, 

over several nights, until I reached a final draft. I was really pleased with the final lyrics, and 

picked up my guitar the next morning and unveiled them (the lyrics, not my balls) to 

Amanda. Like Bieber before it, it was “too harsh”, “too much”, and “too rude”.  

 

It took me until the night of the recording of my live album, One Man Show, when I 

unleashed the song on its first audience. I knew from then, that it wasn’t just a ‘keeper’ but 

one of The Tarn Machine’s big-hitters. It connected not only with the men in the audience, 

who were clearly feeling the pain that was poured into it, but with the ladies too, who were 

enjoying every sadistic moment of the story.   

 

However, the song took on a new dimension on our arrival at Bearded Theory Festival, on the 

night we launched The Tarn Machine. One of the organisers at the festival, had sent me a 

message, asking if we would be interested in having our set translated by a British Sign 

Language Interpreter. Seeing the same comedic potential as she had, I instantly agreed, and 

was promptly introduced, via Facebook, to Sarah Gatford, our BSL Interpreter for the 

evening.  

 

Sarah was a pleasure to work with, and was so thorough. To aid her, I gave her a copy of our 

set-list, the complete lyrics for the songs we were to play, and recordings of the songs so that 

she could familiarise herself with them before the show.  

 

I knew there were going to be some laugh-out-loud moments (the sign for ‘vajazzle’ is now 

always firmly lodged in my mind, anytime we play She’s From Dodworth), but The Zipper 

took on a completely different level of comedy, when Sarah delivered it in BSL. It was 

intriguing to play to an audience that were listening to us, but watching somebody else. It was 

clear that they wanted to see what the signs were for the likes of ‘Justin Bieber’ and ‘Bono’. 

Sarah rightly pointed out that, normally, she would have to sign out the spelling of both pop-

stars’ names, but a more appropriate hand-gesture seemed to fit the bill in both cases, given 

the circumstances.  

 

If you’ve never seen the video of the performance that exists on YouTube, I can only warn 

that you’ll never hear the song the same way again, without visualising Sarah’s actions!   

 

 

 

 

 



Bono Bloody Bono 
Lyrics: Alan Doonican #2 / Scott Doonican  

Original Tune: Sunday Bloody Sunday - U2 

 

I can’t believe the news I’ve seen  

The bike that you fell off, got knighted by Queen  

You’re one of Ireland’s favourite sons  

But you would rather pay tax to the Netherlands  

How long, how long must you sing your songs?  

How long, how long?  

 

Cause tonight, why can’t you just get stage fright?  

 

D’you still want to run on unnamed streets?  

When booking plane tickets, your hat gets its own seat!  

And I can’t help but wonder why  

You have to look like you’re Jeff Goldblum in the fly  

 

Bono, Bloody Bono  

 

Have you found what you’re looking for?  

If not, then dun’t wear sunglasses when you’re indoors  

For Africa, you made such fuss  

Well tonight, thank God that it was them, instead of us  

 

Bono, Bloody Bono  

 

How long, how long must this song go on?  

How long, how long?  

 

‘Cos you’re shite… you’re Ireland’s new potato blight  

 

Please just go away, just call it a day  

Burn out and fade away (Bono, Bloody Bono)  

D’ya know the way to San Jose? (Bono, Bloody Bono)  

That’s not far enough away (Bono, Bloody Bono)  

How about the Milky Way (Bono, Bloody Bono)  

Bono, Bloody Bono (Bono, Bloody Bono)  

 

Your sneaky iTunes giveaway  

Can’t take The Edge off it, or make you go away  

Removing it was such a farce  

Why can’t you just remove your head from up your arse?  

You think that you’re the Lord of Rock  

While the world looks on and thinks that you’re a… fool  

 

Bono, Bloody Bono 

 

 



Bono Bloody Bono was the yet another brainwave from our newly-found brother-from-yet-

another-mother, Alan #2. As we now often do, his original draft was sent to and fro, via 

email, with us both adding extra ideas. It was pretty much a song that got bigger and bigger, 

with each revision. 

  

Based on a true-story, here’s the tale behind it from Alan #2, himself: 

“In 1987 and ’88, Shaz dragged me to Wembley, and then to Cardiff to see U2. I only went to 

their show for a second time, because The Alarm were playing too. She kept going on about 

how amazing they were, and that she would love to be Bono. I thought that maybe she had 

aspirations of becoming a rock star at the time, but looking back at things retrospectively, it 

may have been the first time that she hinted at not being comfortable in her skin.  

 

The premiere of U2’s ‘Rattle and Hum’ rockumentary took place at the Savoy cinema in 

Dublin, on 28
th

 October 1988. With Shaz being the super-fan that she was, she had ensured 

that we caught the ferry from Holyhead the evening before, travelling over 220 miles in total, 

in the forlorn hope that ‘the lads’ would do an impromptu gig.  

 

Getting there a day early, meant that Shaz could get right to the front, and, for her sake, it 

was probably a good idea that we waited overnight, because by morning, thousands of manic 

U2 fans had started to assemble, behind us, at the barriers that had been placed around the 

Savoy building. 

 

With over 800 VIPs in attendance, we saw the likes of Bon Jovi, Def Leppard and Terrence 

Trent Darby pass us on the red carpet on their way inside.  

 

Then, after more than twenty-six cold and wet October hours, waiting in the Dublin rain, we 

were treated to a hurried walk-past and hand shake, and I, in my fingerless gloves, shook The 

Edge’s hand. Bono then addressed the crowd from the cinema’s outside balcony, just above 

our heads, and the band rushed through an acoustic version of ‘When Love Comes To Town’, 

before scurrying inside, to see themselves on the big screen.  

 

After a night in a cheap Dublin hotel, we travelled home the next morning. I think it was 

there, as I brushed my teeth in that hotel mirror, that the seed of ‘Bono Bloody Bono’ was 

sown. It would lie dormant for 27 years until, after decades of annoyance at pompous, self-

righteousness and bizarre changes in musical direction, topped off by a Glastonbury 

appearance, which was the anti-climax of the year, it grew and bore fruit. 

 

After the ‘Rattle and Hum’ trip, I noticed that Shaz started wearing sunglasses for no 

apparent reason. In the summer of 1989, I got dragged off to Los Angeles to see the liquor 

store, at the corner of 7
th

 Avenue and South Main Street where, U2 played their rooftop gig, 

in the video for ‘Where The Streets Have No Name’.  

 

I suppose, looking back, it was probably a reaction against this fanaticism, that I started to 

get into the music of Scottish accordion-dance-band maestro, Jimmy Shand. I too started to 

learn how to play the accordion - learning the tunes from his records, night after night.  

 

It was around this time, just as I had almost perfected ‘The Bluebell Polka’, that for some 

reason, Sharon and I started to grow apart. As she was watching ‘The World’s Strongest 

Man’ on the telly one October evening, she mentioned that there was a chance for her to 

work abroad. To be honest, I thought at least I would get a break from Bono’s incessant 



whining, but I still loved her and wanted her to stay. If only I knew what was to happen 

next…”   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Mr Soundman 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Mr Sandman - The Chordettes 
 

Mr. Soundman, don’t have a fit  

You have the power to make us sound shit  

We’ll thank you when the show is over  

Or at least we will if we are sober  

Mr Soundman, please don’t get stressed  

Our soundcheck isn’t an intelligence test  

Just show us that wonder stuff  

Mr. Soundman, don’t be a chuff  

 

Mr Soundman, let’s reconvene  

I need more monitor for my tambourine  

Ten DI’s and six miles of cable  

And less accordion when you are able  

Mr Soundman, don’t misbehave  

My vocals sound just like I’m in a cave  

And please turn off that smoke machine  

Where’s me band gone, they can’t be seen  

 

Mr Soundman, don’t make us sound crap  

Although we’re comedy we’re not Spin al Tap  

And don’t get angry when one of us comes late  

That’s no excuse to take an early lunch break  

Mr Soundman, don’t make us sound shite  

Just work yer magic, it’ll turn art alright  

Make it sound great out the front  

Mr Soundman, don’t be a wazzock 

 

 

Mr Soundman had been an idea on a post-it note stuck to my piano for quite some time, 

before it finally became a song. It had probably been there, as far back, as when we were 

writing Sat’day Neet Fever. 

 

The golden rule of any live show where you aren’t doing your own sound, is “Keep your 

soundman happy”. As the song suggests, the person behind the mixing desk is the key to you 

sounding your best.  

 

I have only forgotten this golden rule once or twice, and always to my own detriment. One 

such occasion was at The Phoenix in Exeter, on 17
th

 August 2016. It was a Wednesday night 

warm-up show for Beautiful Days Festival. We had been invited to play alongside our friends 

Gaz Brookfield, Laura Kidd (aka ‘She Makes War’), two other local-based acts (who got a 

much higher billing than any of the well-established festival favourites that we were joining) 

and Sound of the Sirens.  

 

Abbe Martin & Hannah Wood from Sound of the Sirens weren’t announced prior to the 

show, as their management had put them on the bill as a ‘secret gig’ (as they are based in 

Exeter, and were to play a much larger show, at Exeter Cathedral, later that year).  



 

We were the first act to arrive at The Phoenix, and we were sat waiting for the soundman to 

turn up. One by one, the other acts turned up too, Laura first, followed by Gaz, and then one 

of the bands, who took to setting up their equipment on the stage, while the rest of us caught 

up with each other. Eventually, a rather grumpy soundman walked in, grunted something at 

the band, who then slowly proceeded to soundcheck for what felt like an age.   

 

While this was going on, the promoter came over to tell us the running order. We were up 

first, followed by Gaz, then Laura, followed by the first of the two bands, Sound of the 

Sirens, and then the other band. This proved to be an error on behalf of the promoter, as the 

majority of the 80 to 100-strong audience had come to see ourselves, Gaz and Laura, and then 

many of them left part-way through the first band, leaving the well-established and recently 

signed Sound of the Sirens, playing, rather sadly, to a much diminished audience. 

  

We had met the Sirens once before, at Watchet Music Festival, just as they had been given a 

great opportunity that they would have otherwise had to turn down. They were booked to 

play the second stage at the festival, but after a chance meeting with media-mogul, Chris 

Evans a day or two before, he had contacted them, asking them to play the main stage at his 

Carfest Festival, in front of a capacity crowd. He had even arranged to have them 

helicoptered from Somerset to Hampshire to do the show, but only if they could get out of 

their contracted show at Watchet, in order to do it.  

 

Understandably, the organisers of Watchet festival were not too pleased at the prospect of 

losing an act that they had booked in good faith. However, they could see how much it meant 

to Abbe and Hannah, and agreed to free them from their engagement, only if a band playing 

earlier than them, was prepared to swap their given stage time.  

 

Soon after, I got a phone call, and was asked to come to the festival site office, where this 

situation was explained to me. None of the other bands were prepared to divert from the slot 

they were booked to do (as all the stage times were printed in the festival programme, most 

likely). However, seeing their dilemma, I was only too happy for us to help them out, as I 

would hope, had the shoe been on the other foot, somebody would have done the same for us. 

I agreed to swap our stage time. Sound of the Sirens took our slot, and then we followed 

them, before John Otway took to the stage after us.  

 

It turned out to be the best thing they could have done. Not only did they play to a capacity 

crowd at Carfest, but Chris Evans also invited them to be the first ever unsigned band to 

perform on his revamped version of T.F.I. Friday, which had just made a comeback after 20 

years. They were promptly signed-up shortly afterwards.  

 

Anyway, I digress, as this story is about the Soundman.  

 

He had been moaning, since he arrived that he hadn’t had chance to eat all day, before 

turning up over an hour late, and as a result, he intended to soundcheck the bands, and then 

would “line-check the rest on the fly”, i.e. that the other acts would have literally a few 

seconds of strumming their instruments, to ensure he had a level coming out of the P.A. 

system, and then would be expected to start their set.  

 

This would be pretty standard fare for a festival show, but not so much an indoor venue. For 

the likes of ourselves and Gaz Brookfield (who is well-known for being a ‘Solo Acoustic 



Guy’), it wasn’t too much of a setback, as we simply needed to plug into DI boxes on the 

stage.  

 

However, for her ‘She Makes War’ set, Laura was certainly likely to have problems. Laura 

has a lot of equipment for a solo performer, as she uses loop pedals, effects and a range of 

instruments to build up the sound of a full-band, all pretty impressive stuff. In order to ensure 

every part of this chain of pedals is all working, a full soundcheck would be necessary. To 

make matters worse, Laura was also on crutches with her leg in a pot, as she had recently 

broken it. 

 

Regardless of her sensible suggestions, the soundman was having none of it. As she tried to 

appeal to his better nature, he began to become more and more scathing, and Laura, her 

patience now totally exhausted, inevitably snapped back at him. It became obvious at this 

point, that the two of them were going to be locked in stalemate for the rest of the night. In all 

fairness to Laura, the soundman was just being a total dick.  

 

After explaining that she had only agreed to take the gig because she was under the 

impression that a full soundcheck would be possible, and finally getting the promoter to 

overrule the childish sound guy, Laura finally got her soundcheck.   

 

On finishing soundcheck, the gang of us waited until the grumpy knob-twiddler stormed off 

for his food, and backstage, we all had a good old rant about how unnecessarily nasty he had 

been. After a short while, we were all able to laugh about it, but Laura was still 

understandably none too chuffed. 

  

When our stage-time came around, we walked out onto the stage, and greeted the audience, 

and told them of the amazing night they had in store. I asked them to put their hands together 

for each of the acts that were following us, before we played our first song. On finishing the 

song, I then asked the audience to put their hands together for the soundman, who I 

sarcastically told them, was one of the nicest and most competent soundmen, we had ever had 

the fortune to work with.  

 

As we started the next song, two bars in, my stage monitor (the speaker that faces me, so that 

I can hear myself), was promptly switched off. I moved towards Björn’s, and as I did, his was 

switched off too.  

 

I only had myself to blame, really.  

 

Bastard.  

 

I think on that particular day, both myself and Laura Kidd learnt a valuable life-lesson:  

 

Never negotiate with idiots, as they will only bring you down to their level and then beat you 

with experience.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Devil Went Darn To Barnsley 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: The Devil Went Down To Georgia - The Charlie Daniels Band 

 

The Devil went darn to Barnsley Tarn  

He war lookin’ for a soul to steal.  

He war in a bind, ‘cos he were way behind  

And he war willin’ to mek a deal  

When he came across this young ‘un  

Laikin’ on t’fiddle and playin’ shit ‘ot.  

And t’Devil jumped up like a big daft lump and said,  

“Ey up, let me tell thee what.  

I guess you didn’t know it, but I’m a fiddle player, too.  

And if you’d care, to tek a dare, I’ll mek a bet with you.  

Now, you play pretty good fiddle, lad,  

But I’m gunna mek thee see. 

I’ll bet a fiddle of gold against your soul,  

‘Cos I reckon I’m better than thee.”  

 

The lad said, “Me name’s Björn, and it might be a sin.  

But I’ll take your bet, you big red get  

‘Cos I’m t’best that’s ever bin.” 

 

Björn you better get yer bow and play yer fiddle hard,  

‘Cos hell’s brok loose in Barnsley Tarn  

And t’Devil deals the cards.  

And if you win, you get his shiny fiddle med of gold.  

But if you lose, the devil gets yer soul.  

 

The devil got his fiddle, and he said, “Reight, off we go!”  

And fire flew from his fingertips  

And he put on quite a show  

Then he brought in Graham from Saxon  

And Eliza Carthy as well  

These stranger’s in t’night, they din’t sound shite  

No they rocked like bloody Hell!  

 

 

When the devil finished, Björn just said,  

“Thar pretty good, t’old lad,  

But sit darn ovver theer for a bit  

And I’ll mek thee look reight bad!”  

 

A Doonican from Sweden livin’ in t’Tarn  

I show thee what’s the crack, I’m t’best ararnd  

The Devil’s goin’ darn, ‘cos he’s Number One  

Playing them hits with The Bar-Steward Sons  

 

The devil bowed his head  

Because he knew that he’d bin beat.  



And he laid that golden fiddle on t’ground at Björn’s feet  

Björn said, “Devil, just come on back  

If thy ever wants to try ageeain.  

‘Cos I told thee once, you big daft chuff,  

I’m the best that’s ever been.”  

 

A Doonican from Sweden livin’ in t’Tarn  

I show thee what’s the crack, I’m t’best ararnd  

The Devil’s goin’ darn, ‘cos he’s Number One  

Playing them hits with The Bar-Steward Sons 

 

 

The Devil Went Darn To Barnsley was originally written and recorded for Cpl. Kipper’s 

Barnsley Trades Club Turn, back in 2010. Danny Doonican rang me one evening to tell me 

that he had written a version of this song earlier in the week, but had accidentally lost the 

sheet of paper with the lyrics on. He told me his idea, and that he was gutted he had 

misplaced them, but that he also couldn’t “be arsed writing them again”.  

 

Not wanting to waste such a good idea, I went to work on a second set of lyrics, in which I 

cast the central character from Barnsley novelist Barry Hines’ book A Kestrel For A Knave, 

Billy Casper, as the boy who battles the Devil. Fiddles were aptly replaced for 

‘weshbooards’, allowing us to record one of the most ridiculous solos ever committed to an 

album. This version was omitted from the 2016 re-recording of the Cpl. Kipper album, as by 

this time, a new version of the song resided on The Tarn Machine instead.   

 

This new version of The Devil Went Darn To Barnsley, was recorded between the September 

and October of 2014, for our second vinyl-only greatest hits package. Bestest Bits II, in the 

end, was only released about a month ahead of The Tarn Machine, due to complications at 

the French pressing-plant. The song was only added to The Tarn Machine because I was so 

proud of how it turned out.  

 

In the same way that I was fortunate enough to acquire the help of some friends of the family 

to join us on Jump Ararnd, for Bestest Bits, I was chuffed to pieces to get ‘the band’ back 

together for The Devil Went Darn To Barnsley v2.0. 

 

The drum duties would have been performed by former Housemartin, Hugh Whitaker, but 

sadly Hugh had officially retired from the music business for good, and so I made a call to 

our friend, and arguably Barnsley’s best and busiest drummer, Matt ‘Mousey’ Townsend. We 

recorded Mousey’s drum tracks at the studio belonging to Barnsley band Skinboat. Their 

lead-singer and guitarist, Glen Sutton, was sat behind the computer, whilst Mousey went to 

work, refusing to allow Glen to ‘fix’ any duff takes on his computer.  

He spent an hour working himself into a sweat to nail the perfect take, which he finally 

achieved, walking into the control room with a Cheshire Cat grin on his face.  

 

By this time, we were able to boast a fiddle player in the band, a fact that Björn neglected to 

tell me when he joined as our new banjo player. He deftly took on the fiddle duties, after 

learning The Charlie Daniels Band’s greatest hit, in a week, from the sheet music. When I 

told him that we would also be joined by Eliza Carthy on fiddle, the look of panic in his face 

was a picture. Despite his lack of confidence in his own abilities, he nailed both the fiddle 

and banjo parts in just a few takes.  



Saxon’s founding guitarist, Graham Oliver, who lives 15 minutes from my house, popped 

round again to wake up my neighbours, with the long bendy guitar solo that The Devil’s band 

play, in the rock instrumental section. 

All of these tracks, along with my vocals, electric and acoustic guitars, and piano parts were 

then sent, via email, to former Fairport Convention and Jethro Tull man Maartin Allcock, at 

his studio in Harlech, Wales.  

 

Maart was not only an amazing multi-instrumentalist, but a genius producer too, having 

recorded albums with the Grammy-nominated Beth Nielsen Chapman, and Ivor Novello 

Award winners Yusuf (Cat Stevens) and Ralph McTell, amongst many others. Incidentally, 

he was also the bass-player in Mike Harding’s backing band on the album Captain Paralytic 

& The Brown Ale Cowboys, which gave him his first big break back in 1977. The opportunity 

to work with Mike again, on both this track and Jump Ararnd, was something Maart was 

delighted to be involved with.  

 

Maartin added bass, electric baritone guitar, and synths, whilst also piecing the whole thing 

together. We had the pleasure to work with Maart on several occasions, and I used to look 

forward to getting an annual call from him around October-time, asking me what we are 

doing for our Christmas charity single, where we got to collaborate with him.  

  

Meanwhile, somewhere in a shed in Settle, North Yorkshire, Mr Harding himself was 

recording the voice of The Devil. Believe it or not, I had contacted Mike, as he had 

previously been the president of the Ramblers Association. Graham Oliver had suggested that 

Brian Blessed would have been the perfect person to play the part of The Devil. Both Mr 

Blessed and Graham were Mexborough born and bred, and he had worked with Brian many 

years before.  

 

Due to Brian’s fondness for climbing mountains, I knew that he and Mike also knew each 

other, and asked if he may be able to pass on a message. Mike’s reply was the deciding 

factor, as he told me he could pass the message on happily, however, if he didn’t get a 

response, he was happy to play a Lancastrian Devil instead.  

 

Brian Blessed, the Yorkshireman with of the most recognisable booming voices of all-time, 

or the bloke with the curly hair and red-specs, who made me want to pick up a guitar? It was 

a no-brainer. I promptly replied and asked Mike if he could ignore my request, and told him 

that, if he was happy to do it, I wanted him on board! 

 

The screams that can be heard at the beginning of The Devil’s solo were provided at one of 

my monthly Cabaret Doonican open mic nights. I asked the audience to create ‘The sound of 

Hell’ and on the count of three, they went suitably mental! These were also sent across to 

Maart. 

 

The final piece of the puzzle was Eliza. We were working against the clock to get the track 

finished, because I knew that, in order to get the track on the record, we needed to hit a mid-

October deadline, so that the pressing plant would have the records back to us on time for a 

Christmas Day release. Normally, Eliza would have asked her cousin, Oliver Knight, to help 

her to record her parts, in his studio in Robin Hood’s Bay, on the Yorkshire coast. However, 

due to pure bad timing and bad luck, Oliver was away. Eliza was now in a position where she 

was going to struggle to add her Devilish fiddle-solo and backing vocals.  

 



I grabbed the phone, and in the same way that I had managed to blag some free studio time to 

record Eliza’s fiddle for Jump Ararnd, I hoped to do the same again for The Devil. 

Unfortunately, there was nowhere that would help, until I tried Caedmon College in Whitby. 

Their Head of Music put me through to a teacher by the name of Hannah Beattie, who 

allowed us the time to record Eliza’s parts onto a small mobile voice-recorder, whilst stood in 

a classroom full of confused looking sixth-formers!  

 

The words that Eliza uttered, when I called her to ask how it went, are unprintable, but I am 

so chuffed she took one for the team. Despite the somewhat rudimentary ‘recording’ having 

all sorts of background hiss and classroom sounds, the actual vocal and fiddle takes were spot 

on. Maart shined it up a treat in the mix… you’d never be able to tell!  

 

Despite our collective best efforts, the track was finished on time to meet the deadline, but 

Bestest Bits II didn’t make its intended Christmas Day release. I received an email from the 

pressing plant, explaining that the release of the latest One Direction album, Four, was to be 

released on vinyl, for an early December release. As a result, the pressing plant in France, 

was being commandeered to meet the demand of their record. This now meant that we didn’t 

get our records until March.  

 

Nevertheless, in the interim, we were inspired to write a Christmas single, which was a 

reworking of Mud’s chart-topping 1974 Christmas hit, called We Don’t Need 1D This 

Christmas.  

 

Considering that the recorded version of The Devil featured only myself and Björn, with the 

help of a band of multi-talented musicians, we knew that performing the song live wasn’t 

going to be easy. However, with Mousey’s drum parts loaded into my Bak-Trak pedal, we 

could trigger them in a loop to accompany us, and it has become a main-stay in our live 

shows since. We realised quickly, that the song had plenty of potential to be a show closer, on 

the nights where we knew Jump Ararnd would not be suitable. During the shows of 2015’s 

summer festival season, we were privileged to be joined on several occasions by our good 

friend Tom Large. Tom, like his surname suggests, is about 6 foot 7 tall with a suitably bushy 

beard. In a red shirt (complete with a stitched-on pointy Devil tail!), a red mask and a home-

made golden fiddle, Tom has joined the band, on numerous occasions, in helping to whip the 

audience into a frenzy, during the live version of the song’s extended solos.  

 

Later, The Devil Went Darn To Barnsley was also released as a 7” charity single, for 

Devonshire Air Ambulance. The limited-edition singles featured exclusive artwork from four 

artists, including: Barnsley pop-artist Terry Brookes, who also created artwork for Bestest 

Bits and Bestest Bits II, and the cover of this very book; Kezia Parsons; The Famous Artist 

Birdy Rose and The Levellers’ bassist Jeremy Cunningham. The song was also included on 

Bostin’ Days: A Tribute To The Levellers.  

 

Sadly the only time we got the opportunity to perform the track with Maart, was on 1
st
 

August 2018, when we were booked to perform at Fairport’s Cropredy Convention in front of 

20,000 people. Maart had sadly been diagnosed with terminal liver cancer a short time 

before, but he was in his element when he joined us on stage for the finale of the show, 

adorned in my pink ‘EY UP! tank-top (which he joked was a Yorkshire-ism for B-flat). He 

sadly passed away a month later. Amanda and I attended his funeral in Barmouth. Maart 

being Maart, he insisted that anyone who attended in black were to be turned away, and that 

there would be prizes for the most colourfully dressed people. He had also requested that I 



sang Do-Re-Me from The Sound Of Music because “he hated nuns”. I will never forget his 

generosity, kindness and humanity. He was a mentor, a friend and a constant inspiration. 

When re-recording the album, we could never have improved on Maart’s mixing and 

production, and would never have dreamed to. It is our tribute to him, and always will be.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Alan & The Robot 
Lyrics: Alan Doonican #2 

Original Tune: The Robots - Kraftwerk 

 

Back in 1990, on a real downer, after my bruising break up with Shaz, I really needed 

cheering up. It just so happened that at that point, as an avid reader of ‘Accordion World’ 

(subscription only - delivered in a brown envelope), I won the opportunity to visit the Hohner 

factory in Trossingen, Baden-Württemberg. Their idea was to invite young up-and-coming 

accordion aficionados, who’d then go into the world and promote their models. I caught a 

plane from Leeds-Bradford to Stuttgart and was picked up at the airport.  

 

They had a museum that had one of every accordion they’ve ever made. We spent a good few 

hours in there. Then we broke for lunch, and were served sauerkraut paninis, washed down 

with fizzy lager (didn’t agree with me).  After that, things got serious.  

 

We were escorted into a high security area and were made to sign a confidentiality 

agreement. Then we were taken to a laboratory, where we were introduced to what I can only 

describe as a robot, which had learned how to the play the accordion. Its actual name was 

Wichsen Akkordeon Roboter (WAR for short).  

 

This was a life-sized automaton, that played the accordion, and the plan was to take it 

around the world to trade shows and exhibitions and use it to promote Hohner. It was 

rumoured to have cost millions of Deutsche-Marks and the Germans were clearly very proud. 

Each figure-like appendage, had hinges where knuckles would be and the bellows were 

pumped fluidly by a hydraulic computer-controlled arm.   

The technicians demonstrated how a track could be played into it from one of those new-

fangled CD’s and the robot would play it perfectly and instantly. It was impressive. We were 

asked to select a CD from a massive library, and insert it to see how well the WAR could play 

it. I spotted a Clifton Chenier CD lurking in a corner and selected ‘Bayou Blues’.  

 

To the embarrassment of the technicians, it sounded completely wrong. They seemed to 

panic. Next I got a Muddy Waters CD and inserted that. That sounded wrong, too.  

 

This automaton couldn’t play the blues. It had no soul.  

 

We were quickly hustled out of the factory and reminded about the confidentiality agreement. 

Our German hosts warned us that on no account should we mention the WAR. Then we were 

whisked down the Autobahn to the airport and flown home.  

 

However, with the incident playing on my mind, and feeling that accordion players of the 

world ought to know about this, I subsequently revealed the details of the trip in an interview 

with ‘Accordion World’. 

 

Ze Germans were very unimpressed; well they were livid! So much so, that a lawsuit was in 

the offing. I had to seriously take stock of my life at that point: what with my break up with 

Shaz, nothing to stay in Barnsley for, and now the Germans after me, I took the opportunity 

to get a lift to Hull. And so began my colourful career on the cruise ships, specialising in 

Yodelling workshops, whilst cruising northern Europe, and limbo dance workshops when in 

the Caribbean.  

 



But obviously, that’s another story… 

 

The original plan for the hidden track on The Tarn Machine was a song I had written called 

Plate The Pie & Peas, to the tune of Paul McCartney’s Pipes of Peace. However, both Andy 

and Björn hated it. This song has only ever seen the light of day on live solo releases, as the 

band still refuse to learn it.  

 

With little time left to reach my self-imposed deadline for The Tarn Machine, I called Alan 

and told him that I was working on a Kraftwerk-inspired instrumental that I wanted him to 

add dialogue to. On asking if he had ever had any experience of any robots, this was the story 

that he told me over the phone. 

 

I asked if he could jot it down, and when he came to record his accordion and keyboard parts 

for the album, he also recorded his short story at the same time.  

 

On 2
nd

 October 2015, at show #605, we had the pleasure of playing The Tarn Machine from 

beginning to end, live at the Barnsley Rock & Blues Venue. The night was great fun, with us 

taking to the stage in Kraftwerk-inspired red shirts and black skinny ties.  

 

Alan took to the stage, reading this track, as the extract from his diary, whilst sat, pipe in 

hand, in a rocking chair. Val would have been proud.  

 

When re-recording the album, I spent significantly longer on the arrangement of the 

background music, and it is now my favourite track on the album.  

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 


