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Crosstarn Traffic 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: Crosstown Traffic - Jimi Hendrix Experience 

  

That Punto in front of me car, has got me stuffed 

Crawling less than a mile an hour, and I'm reight dischuffed 

I'm gonna lose me rag, with all these total farts 

Backed-up from Ardsley Hill to Stairfoot Rarndabart 

  

I’m stuck in crosstarn traffic  -  Why’s it allus stuck on red? 

Crosstarn traffic  -  Could have had this hour in bed! 

Crosstarn traffic  -  Drive-Time Radio is sick 

Tracy Chapman singing ‘Fast Car’ teks the mick! 

  

Numpties in 4 x 4’s, they’re art theer on the school-run 

Their daily carbon footprint, must weigh a metric tonne 

If it’s less than 90 yards, from your house to the school, 

Then why not walk it theer and back, you gormless chuffing fool!? 

  

Still here in crosstarn traffic  -  May as well be in reverse 

Crosstarn traffic  -  Being cut-up by a hearse 

Crosstarn traffic  -  There’s a gap, move forward mate 

Or else I’ll beat you half-to-death with your hand-brake! 

  

Been stuck for ovver an hour, and it’s quite unsportsmanlike 

But I want to deck that bloke, that just shot past on his push-bike 

It’s total gridlock, and I’ve lost the will to live 

You can honk that horn from noon to night, for all the shits I give 

  

That chuffin’ crosstarn traffic  -  it’s near burnt out me clutch   

I'm far from happy  -  nivver (beep)ing swore as much 

Crosstarn traffic  -  there’s no movement and no power 

And a definite lack of rush, in this 'Rush Hour' 

 

 

The somewhat hilly area of Barnsley, known as Ardsley, is the next small town 

to where we live in the ex-pit village of Darfield. In order to drive into the 

centre of Barnsley, we have to travel through Ardsley, past the queues for the 

crematorium, past the school at the bottom of the hill, then negotiate the 

infamous Stairfoot Roundabout, go along Doncaster Road through Kendray, 

before reaching the town centre. In rush-hour, it’s a nightmare.  

 



Barnsley songwriter,  Dave Cherry, became something of a local internet 

sensation, back in 2008, when he uploaded his song, Stairfoot Rarndabart to 

YouTube. Dave’s humorous attack on the traffic that the roundabout caused, 

was well justified, as even 9 years later, it is still an issue. Hence the need for 

our own song about it.  

 

By this time, we were now a three piece again. This factor made choosing 

iconic album covers to parody, a little more restrictive, particularly as I found 

all of the album covers by The Police and The Jam, far from inspiring. 

However, one album cover that appealed to me, was the cover of The Jimi 

Hendrix Experience’s second album Axis : Bold as Love, depicting the trio as 

Hindu deities. I knew it would look lovely as a gatefold cover too.   

  

With the artwork decided on, this dictated that a Jimi Hendrix song needed to be 

located somewhere on ‘AVE IT : BOLD AS BRASS. Crosstown Traffic was an 

obvious contender, even though in some respects, the idea for the song isn’t too 

dissimilar to the contents of Born To Get Riled or Digging The Roads Up. The 

bigger issue was that, initially, I just didn’t think my lyrics were funny enough.  

 

On the previous two albums, I had premiered all of the new songs together, 

during solo shows at The Lantern Theatre, in Sheffield. The songs for ‘AVE IT 

were no different, however, this time I did three nights of One Man Show III, in 

Manchester, Walsall and Sheffield.  

 

On the first two nights, the song didn’t get the laughs I had hoped for, and I 

knew that my first attempt at the choruses, were where the problematic lines 

resided:  

 

That chuffin' crosstarn traffic, you know there's never nothin' new  

Crosstarn traffic, Mr Road Rage coming through!  

Crosstarn traffic, all you do is slow me down  

I'm just tryin' to get to t'other side o' t'Tarn  

 

Flamin' crosstarn traffic, is it so hard to think the bugger through?  

Crosstarn traffic, just wanna get home and mek a brew  

Crosstarn traffic, all of this just meks me frown  

Like Michael Douglas, in that scene in ‘Falling Down’. 

 

By the last of the three solo shows, the lyrics had been overhauled significantly. 

I recall removing lines referencing the classic 90s film ‘Falling Down’, because 

it became apparent, that not enough people had seen it! Comedy isn’t an exact 

art. It’s sometimes a case of trial and error.  

 



When I announced the name of the forthcoming album and posted its artwork 

on social media, on New Year’s Day 2017, within an hour, I was sent a private 

message, from Saxon’s Graham Oliver. Graham is one of the biggest Jimi 

Hendrix fans that I know, and on seeing the artwork, he knew where we would 

most likely be going with the album.  

 

Graham said that if we were doing a Hendrix track, he had to play lead guitar 

on it. He told us, and who was I to argue? This was the man with a platinum, 

gold and silver album in his discography. This was the man that was in the 

metal band that inspired the greatest comedy band of all time, the legendary 

Spin al Tap (Harry Shearer went on tour with Saxon, to research the classic 80s 

mockumentary). This was also Graham, our friend, whom it is always a 

pleasure to spend time with. Of course, I said yes.   

 

True to his word, Graham popped round to our house to record his guitar parts, 

on Crosstarn Traffic, on 31
st
 May 2017. He took a few takes, until he was happy 

with what he had done, and also did some extra twiddly bits, so that we could 

use them for Hendrix-esque backwards soloing, to be panned from one speaker 

to the other.   

 

However, what Graham didn’t know, was that I had planned to record two 

tracks that evening. Earlier in the day, I recorded a very basic track, for a cover 

of Saxon’s Wheel’s Of Steel, with the plan to possibly put it out as bonus track 

for people who pre-ordered the album.  

I’d had the pleasure of joining Oliver/Dawson Saxon on stage at Whitwell 

Festival to perform on the same song, in September 2016, which was a load of 

fun.  

 

The only thing was, once Graham had shredded his way through the metal 

classic in one take (“If I hadn’t got that one right first time, it would have been 

a bit bad, wouldn’t it?”), it was now clear that it was worthy of being more than 

a bonus track.  

 

It now meant that we were going to have not one hidden track on the album, but 

two. It gave me chance to live out my rock n roll dreams, being the lead singer 

on a song by one of my favourite metal bands, with their guitarist playing on it. 

There are some perks to being in The Bar-Steward Sons of Val Doonican.  

   

 

 

 

 

 



Flat-Packs 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: The Love Cats - The Cure 

 

I'm no expert DIYer 

I'm giving woodwork a miss 

I see no point in dovetail joints 

Got a million better things to do than this 

I've flicked through the sheets of instructions, in Greek 

For a Billy bookcase, a bed and a sideboard 

All supplied with a tool inside 

And ar lass is stressed, she dun't look impressed 

 

No instructions for me, stick yer Allen Key 

Up your bracket with brass knobs on 

Not got enough springs, they've been left in Beijing  

No I can’t get on with Flat-Packs 

 

It's so horribly, horribly, horribly, horribly tricky 

I'm four nuts short and now me doors protrude 

The diagram makes it look slimmer 

Now I'll never get the bugger to fit 

With the shelves attached, it's a dreadful sight 

But I could try and set my eyes on the Turner Prize 

 

I’m sure you'll agree, it's not for me 

All these years I've not improved 

I could chuck it all in to the nearest bin 

No I can't get on with Flat-Packs 

Yeah, I’m pretty pants at Flat-Packs 

 

I'm not terribly, terribly, terribly, terribly picky 

But I'm sure the drawers should not be upside down 

Me patience is getting much thinner 

‘Cos it's lookin' much worse in 3-D 

After all those jobs, there's more bits and bobs  

Than are out on view, at the B&Q 

 

With hammer in hand it won't look grand 

Me knob's on the wrong way round 

The cupboard's in pieces, me temper increases 

It teks the piss, how it ended up like this!  

 



With hammer & nails, I'm no Chippendale 

I'll just put me tool away 

I'm in need of a screw, but cuppa'll do 

‘Cos I'm sick to death with Flat-Packs 

And I'm reight stressed out with Flat-Packs 

No I just can't do with Flat-Packs 

‘Cos I'm an epic fail with Flat-Packs 

So stick your chuffing flatpacks 

 

And yer Allen Key 

And those twenty-four different types of screw 

‘Course it’s too big for the bloomin’ telly to go in 

I don’t know why you couldn’t have got yer dad to do it 

Wheer’s me hammer? (Thump) Arrgh! Bugger! 

 

 

Flat-Packs was Amanda’s idea, and one that I loved as soon as she suggested it, 

as I used to cover The Cure’s The Love Cats on occasions anyway. There is a 

lot of truth in the lyrics, as anytime I go to attempt any jobs in our house, 

Amanda looks like she is going to cry. I am absolutely rubbish at D.I.Y.   

 

We took a lot of time, agonising over certain word-choices, but in the end, it 

was the combination of the lyrics and the way in which I delivered them, when 

we came to record it, that made it work so convincingly.  

 

Following the success of our teamwork on TARN 4, Björn and I were to produce 

this album too. The big difference this time, was that we invested in the digital 

audio workstation, ‘Logic’, for Björn’s Apple Mac, which helped us to improve 

the quality of the final product, ten-fold.  

 

This was one of the few songs where the vocals were recorded at my house, 

whereas the majority of the rest were done at Björn’s house. He was quite the 

taskmaster, and if he felt that a vocal take could be done better, he would make 

me redo it. Luckily, Flat-Packs got straight past Swedish Quality Control.  

 

Again, the songs that we chose to parody on this album, like the two albums 

that preceded it, were quite adventurous for a three piece band. We used the 

studio as a tool, and it allowed us to make the album a very a multi-layered 

thing. I personally think it is the best that this daft little comedy band has ever 

sounded.   

    

 

 



Pumping Muscles For Michelle 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Pulling Mussels (From A Shell) - Squeeze 

 

Björn had a reight crush on a local lass, they called her Sally Tweedy 

He thought she was a babe 

But she said that he was too weak and weedy 

And as he sat and pondered why, his Swedish meatballs looking limp 

It was then he saw her mate - he'd prove to her he was no wimp 

  

Well he fancied Sally, but he could not compete 

‘Cos she likes blokes fit as hell 

So now he's down the gym, to impress her mate 

He's pumping muscles for Michelle - Pumping muscles for Michelle 

  

Drinking protein shakes and training darn the gym two times a day  

His abs and glutes have seen more action 

Than a hooker in Bombay 

From his torso to his toes, he's-no-Joe Pasqualé, he's King Kong 

All his muscles, except one, are feeling stiff, but not for long 

  

She looked beneath his tank-top, her heart began to beat 

He's a Swede with pecs appeal 

She can't resist a feel, and she's keen ('cos he's been) 

Pumping muscles for Michelle 

  

Now all the single ladies stop and stare below his mantelpiece 

He'll stoke their fire with his poker, now he's got the expertise 

He's got the brawn to brag about 

He's pumped some iron, now he's butch 

They ask him to flex his pecs, but he likes his tank-top way too much 

  

So he's ditched his flat-pack, the six pack's now complete 

He's a Swedish blonde bombshell 

And Sally's sore as hell, ‘cos Björn's keen  

To pump his muscle for Michelle 

  

They're queuing down the alley, they're queuing darn the street 

And he's got birds fit as hell 

Just falling at his feet, but he's discrete 

To pump his muscle for Michelle - Pump his muscle for Michelle 

 

 



The seed for this song was planted at Bearded Theory Festival in 2016, when 

we went to see Squeeze play on the main stage. Our friend, BSL Sign 

Interpreter, Sarah Gatford, joined the band on stage. They were one of only 

three acts who had chosen to make their sets ‘inclusive’ that year (us and Billy 

Bragg being the other two). We went along to cheer Sarah on (as had a bunch of 

other Doonicans fans, who used the familiar chant that is usually reserved for 

Alan, to shout ‘SARAH, SARAH, SARAH’ in between songs, much to Glen 

Tilbrook’s confusion).  

 

The band were great, and it prompted me to find my copy of Squeeze’s Greatest 

Hits for in the car, in the weeks that followed. Sure enough, Amanda came up 

with the goods again, when she suggested the idea for Pumping Muscles For 

Michelle.  

 

We planned the song around Björn, as we had noticed he was certainly a bigger 

lad than he was when he joined the band. This obviously has nothing at all to do 

with the fact that we all, as a band, like to partake of a beverage on an evening. 

In fact, he had recently assured me that “muscle weighs more than fat”, so there 

was no way I was going to make a slur on his good character, or stoop so low as 

to body-shame my younger sibling.  

 

Learning of his romantic involvement at the local gym, it seemed as good an 

opportunity as any, to write a song.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Get Messy 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: Get Lucky - Daft Punk ft. Pharrell Williams 

 

Hitting Tarn as sunlight’s dimming 

And we’re only just beginning 

Acting like God’s gift to women 

And supping ‘til the room is spinning 

  

Drink like rockstars, as we prop up the bar 

Jar after jar, we can't take it too far 

  

We’re quite content in the pub, we’ll sup and sup and we’ll sup 

The bar-staff cannot keep up, "And I’m not drunk, I’m just merry" 

We’re neckin’ real ale on tap, because the lager is crap 

"It’s not a cob, it’s a bap!! And I’m not drunk, I’m just merry" 

  

“Cos I’m not drunk, I’m just merry” x 4 

  

You're gonna feel rough in the morning 

When that hangover comes calling 

And the realisation's dawning 

That at work you'll feel appalling 

  

Pint after pint, work up an appetite 

We’ll down the lot, ‘til we’re left feeling shite 

  

We’re all off darn to the club, we’ll sup and sup and we’ll sup 

We’ll drop the bass like Daft Punk, "But I’m not drunk, I’m just tipsy" 

We’re necking shot after shot, we’ll drink until we’ve forgot 

I can’t remember a lot, "But I’m not drunk, I’m just tipsy" 

  

But I’m not drunk I’m just tipsy x 4 

 

Vocoded: We're up all neet to get… x 4 

  

We're up all neet to get trollied  

We're up all neet to get bladdered 

We're up all neet to get wasted 

We're up all neet to get shit-faced 

  

Oh God, it’s gonna get messy x 4 

  



Wanna kebab... where's the chippy? x 4 

  

You feel like hell, waking up in a cell 

You went too far, peeing on that police-car 

  

The morning isn't so great 

When you have lost all your mates 

They’ll say, “You chuffin’ lightweight” 

But now you're left feeling yucky 

  

Hangover pounding your head 

You look like the walking dead 

You’ve thrown-up your garlic bread 

And now you're left feeling yucky 

  

And now you're left feeling yucky 

And now you're left feeling yucky  

And now you're left feeling yucky 

And now you're left feeling yucky 

  

Your head's a shed, you feel yucky 

Your head's a shed, you feel yucky 

Your head's a shed, you feel yucky 

Your head's a shed, you feel yucky 

  

Oh God, it's gonna get messy.... 

  

  

Obligatory drinking song #12, Get Messy was one of the earlier songs written 

for ‘AVE IT. When I was initially working on ideas for the album cover, there 

was a point where the album was going to be called Daft Folk, but both Björn 

and Alan weren’t too keen on the idea, as the original Daft Punk covers always 

featured the band’s logo and not much else. They were, of course, completely 

right, as there was the issue that the ‘identity’ of the band would be hard to 

place within the artwork.  

 

One thing that we all agreed on, was that the Daft Punk song Get Lucky was a 

great disco-driven ear-worm. We were keen to attempt to parody some more 

modern songs, but we were all generally in agreement that most modern songs 

are utterly rubbish. This was one we all liked, and so I set to work.  

 



The recording of the track involved me purchasing a Boss ‘VO-1 Vocoder’ 

pedal, through which I ran my 1981 Suzuki Omnichord and a microphone, in 

order to recreate the robotic voices in the middle section of the original song.  

 

We filmed the music video live on board a Mississippi-style Riverboat, on the 

Norfolk Broads of all places. We have a very small, but very friendly fanbase in 

Norfolk, which sadly get neglected, as there aren’t enough of them to justify 

travelling about 150 miles to play for them. It just isn’t economically viable. Or 

should I say, it wasn’t…  

 

One evening, I got a Facebook message from a friend called Craig Willis, or 

‘Mad-Dog’ to his mates. He again, suggested that we came to play out in 

Norfolk, and again, I explained that it just wasn’t doable, because of the 

distance-to-fan-ratio. He then threw a genuine spanner in the works, as he sent 

me a photograph of a beautiful Paddle-Steamer on the Broads. “You could do a 

gig on that,” he said. 

 

Clearly, he was mental, I thought. And then the little Devil on my shoulder 

thought, “Yeah Scott, but it’d be great fun”. Mad-Dog, to make matters more 

tempting, then sent me the website of the boat, where I found that it wasn’t 

anywhere near as expensive as I imagined it would have been. I loved the idea. 

It was quirky. It was different. It had ‘Doonicans’ written all over it.  

 

I thanked Mad-Dog, and told him to leave it with me. I then messaged Björn 

and Alan, and like one of the rubbish contestants on ‘Dragon’s Den’, attempted 

to pitch the idea of a gig on a boat on the Norfolk Broads, to the pair of them. 

As you would expect, both of them thought I had gone completely mad, in the 

same way I had initially thought Craig was. Alan needed even more convincing 

than Björn.  

 

“Are you desperate to play Norfolk, or just to do a gig on a boat? If it’s just a 

gig on a boat, why don’t you look at somewhere nearer, like Lincoln or York, so 

we don’t have to do a 300 mile round trip for the privilege… and that’s if 

people would even buy a ticket for it. I can’t see it being all that popular,” said 

Alan, with his best ‘sensible head’ on.  

 

However, it was Björn who then rocked the boat by saying, “Well, put a post on 

Facebook, asking people if they would be interested in a boat gig, and if it is 

popular enough to justify us doing it, then count me in”. 

 

Alan, the band’s ever-sensible elder statesman, was still apprehensive, and was 

still convinced nobody would be fussed. I was already googling the prices of 

boats in York and Lincoln, but in both cases, the price was two or three times as 



much, with significantly less passenger capacity. They were simply not viable 

options. I reported the news back to the lads, and it was, with some persuasion, 

that I managed to get Alan to agree that only if there was enough interest to 

make the boat trip a viable thing, that we would even contemplate doing it.   

 

I put the word out on Facebook, and my feed for the next three hours went 

mental. There was an overwhelming response, to a point that we knew, if every 

one of the people that expressed an interest bought a ticket, we’d have enough 

to fill the boat twice.  

 

It would have been foolish for us not to at least try it. I rang the boat people the 

next day, and the date was provisionally booked (on Amanda’s birthday of all 

days). Using Facebook as a tool, people were given instructions on how to get 

their tickets, which would go on sale at 7pm prompt.  

 

At 6.59pm that evening, I was sat by my laptop, with a pen and piece of paper 

in hand, ready to take the ticket orders on a first-come-first-served basis. Fans 

had been asked to private message me, with the number of tickets they wished 

to have, and I was to reply, in the order they came in, until the messages ran out, 

or in the highly unlikely chance that it sold out.  

 

After all of the initial doubting from my band mates, I too found myself 

wondering if I had truly lost my marbles. Here I was, attempting to take the 

band 150 miles from home, out onto the Norfolk Broads, to play a 90 minute 

show, during a 3 hour boat trip, with up to 100 fans on board. Over the years, 

we have done some ridiculous things, but this, as Björn pointed out, was 

“tekkin’ the piss a bit”.   

 

How wrong we all were. As the clock hit 7pm on the dot, there was a noisy 

ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping- 

ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping- 

ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping- 

ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping- 

ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping- 

ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping-ping 

as over 80 messages hit my Facebook inbox all at once, followed intermittently 

by more coming in behind them.  

 

“What the f**k! I think we may have just brok’ Facebook” 

 

It took about half an hour to process all of the lucky passengers, and then 

significantly longer to send the bad news to those who had been most-likely 

milliseconds behind the others, who hadn’t made the passenger-list. They were 



all placed on the ‘reserves’ list, and saved for future reference. The whole thing 

had technically sold out in less than thirty seconds, even though it took half an 

hour to sort. 

 

When I messaged Björn and Alan to tell them of the news, Alan replied, “I told 

you it’d be a sell-out”. 

 

Gig #790, on the 22
nd

 April 2017, on board the ‘Southern Comfort’ was easily 

one of the most memorable, magical nights I have had in this band. We arrived 

an hour ahead of the passengers, and set-up the PA system on the top deck, with 

an extra speaker added to the deck below.  

 

We had advised our guests that there was a ‘nautical fancy dress theme’, and 

watching them all gathering next to the boat’s mooring, while we 

soundchecked, was a sight to behold. There was a squid sat on a bench next to a 

range of pirates, salty sea-dogs, and a bloke who appeared to be dressed as a 

bright orange thing, that didn’t look too dissimilar to the cartoon character, 

SpongeBob SquarePants. We had no idea what he was, but it certainly looked 

funny.  

 

On completing the soundcheck, our passengers boarded, and the boat set off (we 

only had one late-comer who staggered out of the nearby pub, just as we were 

about to depart without them - they had been warned!). The journey was 

beautiful, and we treated the lucky ticket-holders, to the band’s first airing of 

some of the songs from the new album.  

 

When we came to play Get Messy, Amanda and our friend Hollie Latham 

filmed it via their cameras, and then we played the song a second time, so that 

we could edit it all later. The audience didn’t seem to mind the repetition, as 

they knew they were going to be in the video promo.  

 

We finished our set about half an hour before the sun began to set on the 

Broads. It was a special moment. I headed to the lower deck and got a drink 

from the bar, just as I bumped into Adam Snowden, the orange squarepants 

thing. I had to ask the question… 

 

“Sorry fella, please don’t take this the wrong way, but it’s a nautical fancy 

dress… what the chuffing hell are you?”  

 

“I’m a fish finger” 

 

I nearly choked on my pint.  

 



I Can't Stand Him 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: I’m Still Standing - Elton John 

 

Gary Barlow get on your bike 

Stop trying to pull the wool over the public's eyes  

With that super smug grin, that shines from you 

All that I do is pray you'll pay your taxes  

Along with Starbucks too 

 

For all your millions and your OBE 

Not a single thing you've done, has done a thing for me 

And through the years everything's changed, but you  

And I've no idea how you're still standing  

But I'm gonna blame Lulu 

 

Don't you know that I can't stand him, true to say I never did 

"Back For Good" and "Let It Shine", or any of his other shit 

I can't stand him, after all his crimes 

Ever since he formed Take That in 1989 

I can't stand him, yeah, yeah, yeah 

I can't stand him, yeah, yeah, yeah 

 

There was a glimpse of hope in 1996 

It looked like your pop career had had its chips 

But even Robbie Williams couldn't take you down 

And by the time that you released 'The Circus'  

I hoped for Killer Clowns 

  

Don't you know that I can't stand him, true to say I never did 

"Patience" or "Relight My Fire", or any of that other shit 

I can't stand him, after all these crimes 

And then he went and reformed Take That in 2005 

I can't stand him, yeah, yeah, yeah 

I can't stand him, yeah, yeah, yeah 

  

Don't you know that I can't stand him, true to say I never did 

As a judge on the X-Factor, I always thought he was a tit 

I can't stand him, after all his crimes 

And now he’s left with Mark and Howard, can’t he call it time? 

I can't stand him, yeah, yeah, yeah 

I can't stand him, yeah, yeah, yeah 

I can't stand him, yeah, yeah, yeah 



I can't stand him, yeah, yeah, yeah 

He’s a git! 

  

 

Gary, Gary, Gary. Where do I start? 

 

Something of an irritant, those who believe he has already achieved the status of 

‘National Treasure’. Sorry, but a ‘National Treasure’, as I understand it, needs 

to be something like Fish & Chips in newspaper or a Sunday Roast, the 

Blackpool Tower, or, if we are talking celebrities, someone that has some 

longevity, is loved by all ages, who is dependable:  

 

Trevor McDonald, the late-great Victoria Wood or Caroline Aherne, David 

Attenborough, Jarvis Cocker, Tommy Cooper, Dame Maggie Smith, Billy 

Connolly, Stephen Fry, Keith Richards, or even Val Doonican, himself. These 

people don’t raise one eyebrow, as they drag out every word with a long, thin-

mouthed, sneering Mancunian drawl… 

 

“Weeeeeeelllll, I thouuught thaaaaaaaat youuur auudiiition was 

ooooookaaaaay, buuuut iiiiiit juuuuuust laaaaacked aaaa liiiittle biiiit of 

enthuuusiaaasm”  

 

That may be Gary, but they didn’t inflict Back For Good on the Great British 

public.   

 

I could elaborate further, but I pretty much sum up what I have to say about Mr 

Barlow, in this song.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Morris Dance 
Lyrics: Alan Doonican / Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Safety Dance - Men Without Hats 

 

You can dance if you want to 

Stomp yer clogs, wave a garland high 

You can Right-Hand Star your way to the bar  

And your tankard never will run dry 

At the Olde Cock & Pullet 

Join the Mummers, as they start to mime 

And as your sticks ascend, just shake your bell ends 

Making sure you pull out on time 

You can dance… 

  

Border dance if you want to 

It's tradition, it's not a trend  

It's a rare old place, where a blacked-up face 

Is not there to offend 

Dance with swords, if you want to 

Face a partner who is parallel 

And when you raise your shaft, you won't feel so daft 

‘Cos the lads are raising theirs as well 

  

And Morris Dance, Morris Dance - with accordion or violin 

Morris Dance, Morris Dance - here your hankies don’t go in the bin 

Morris Dance, Morris Dance - for Solstice or Equinox 

Take a chance, you can prance, with your keks tucked into your socks 

Morris Dance, oh yeah, Morris dance  

Come on Morris Dance, Morris Dance 

 

Pace-egg if you want to 

Or wear a hobby-horses head 

Horn-dance like a stag, if that is your bag 

Or dance like a fool instead 

On May Day, if you want to 

You can do it at the village fair 

The size of your pole's a sight to behold 

When erected for the people there 

  

Morris dance, Morris dance - if you're feeling that way inclined 

Morris dance, Morris dance - like it’s 1599 

Morris dance, Morris dance 

Get your baldrics out tonight 



Morris dance, Morris dance 

There’s nothing wrong with men in tights 

Morris Dance, oh yeah, Morris dance  

Come on Morris Dance, Morris Dance... 

  

 

I’m sure you’ll find it very easy to believe, that we had been approached by the 

British Arts Council’s Folk-Arts Committee about penning them a song, to try 

and raise the profile of some of the long-standing folk-dance traditions of the 

British Isles, that were seen to many now as unfashionable. 

 

After decades in decline, the tradition of Morris Dancing, had been long-

associated with men, often bearded and of a certain age, and they wanted us to 

write them something that made Morrissing (is that a verb?) look sexy and 

glamorous. 

 

Well, we couldn’t work miracles, but we had a bloody good try.    

 

Knowing very little about the subject, I had to do a fair bit of research, but 

luckily Alan was able to cast some much-need light on the subject, although it 

was something of a contentious issue in his household to even use the ‘M’ 

word. What I didn’t know, was that as a younger man, owning an accordion, 

Alan was quite the player, so much so, that when he got married to “the present 

Mrs Doonican”, she insisted that it was put into their vows, that he would never 

go astray.  

 

Our organ-twidding brother, had this to say about it: 

“Being an ambassador, for what I believe is the ‘King of Instruments’, one 

attracts the attention of certain special-interest groups. Morris dance teams, 

ladies clog dance teams, barn dance groups and several others, would’ve liked 

to have absorbed me into their number.  

 

I must admit, there were times that I was tempted, and if it wasn't for my 

prenuptial agreement with Mrs Doonican, I might well have gone in that 

direction. Despite having ladies knocking on the door, and pleading with me, I 

have managed to keep my vow. I wrote this song in praise of these folk that keep 

a great tradition alive. A tradition that, sadly, I will only ever be able to enjoy 

as a passionate observer.” 

 

 

 

 

 



Paint 'em Back 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Paint It Black - The Rolling Stones 

 

I saw you from behind, but was taken aback 

When you turned round, I nearly had a heart attack 

I see girls pass me by, but I’m far from aroused 

What makes you do the things you do, with your eyebrows? 

  

Why pluck your eyebrows out and then just draw them back? 

Especially if it’s clear you haven’t got the knack 

They look like they were drawn on by a three year old 

Who’s used a magic marker, wearing a blindfold 

  

And there’s the metro guys, who try to stay ‘on fleek’ 

You need to get art more, you narcissistic freaks 

Why can’t they face the facts, like Burt on Sesame Street 

Instead of sculpting their monobrow with a metric tonne of Veet 

  

Some lasses shave them off and draw them back too high 

I’d tell them to their face, but they’d still look surprised 

Armed with huge tweezers that they got from Marks & Sparks 

Why take ‘em off and draw ‘em back, like Groucho Marx? 

  

That pained expression, that you drew for all to see 

You’d still look narked off if you won the lottery 

I see folks shake their heads and quickly run and hide 

They’re like angry caterpillars in formaldehyde 

  

Don’t wanna to see ‘em painted, painted, painted, painted back 

Black and wide 

You dun’t need ‘em stencilled on, looking cross or surprised 

Don’t want to see ‘em painted, painted, painted, painted back 

   

 

This one was another one of Amanda’s ideas. She really wanted us to do 

something with The Stones’ Paint It Black, because it is such a great song, to 

start with. I think that the song speaks for itself.  

 

It is dedicated to idiots everywhere.  

 

 

 



All The Dinner Ladies 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Single Ladies (Put A Ring On It) - Beyoncé  

 

All the dinner ladies  (All the dinner ladies) 

All the dinner ladies  (All the dinner ladies) 

All the dinner ladies  (All the dinner ladies) 

All the dinner ladies  -  Now put your hands up 

  

They’re giving us grub, just served up 

Sausage, mashed-spuds and peas 

The bigger kids are getting first dibs 

There’s bugger-all left for me 

Dun’t mek ‘em cross, ‘cos they’re the boss 

And you’ll only end up in detention 

They’ve been there for years, it’ll end in tears 

They’re meaner than Mohammed Ali 

  

They’ve got gravy, but it’s allus got a skin on it 

They’ve got gravy, but it’s allus got a skin on it 

You mightn’t like it, ‘cos it’s gonna have a skin on it 

They’ve got gravy, but it’s allus got a skin on it 

  

Oh, no, no - No, no, no, no, no, no - No, no, no 

Oh, no, no - No, no, no, no, no, no - No, no, no 

  

They’ve got gravy, but it’s allus got a skin on it 

They’ve got gravy, but it’s allus got a skin on it 

You mightn’t like it, ‘cos it’s gonna have a skin on it 

They’ve got gravy, but it’s allus got a skin on it 

  

Serving rock hard chips, can’t get to grips 

With cauliflower cheese or stir-fry 

But dun’t act up, they’ll mess you up 

After giving you the evil eye 

Stop chatting, just eat! Stay in your seat! 

You better be paying attention! 

It’ll only get worse, if you 'aven’t ‘ad yer firsts 

You can kiss yer afters goodbye 

Bringing custard, but it’s allus got a skin on it 

Bringing custard, but it’s allus got a skin on it 

You may like it, but it’s gonna have a skin on it 

Bringing custard, but it’s allus got a skin on it 



  

Oh, no, no - No, no, no, no, no, no - No, no, no 

Oh, no, no - No, no, no, no, no, no - No, no, no 

  

Take your trays and go and scrape ‘em in the bin, poppet 

Take your trays and go and scrape ‘em in the bin, poppet 

And if you spill, they’ll keep you in, until they can mop it 

Take your trays and go and scrape ‘em in the bin, poppet 

 

Out you go, go, go, go, go, go, go, go, go, go 

Out you go, go, go, go, go, go, go, go, go, go 

Out you go, go, go, go, go, go, go, go, go, go 

Out you go, go, go, go, go, go, go, go, go, go 

  

They’ll blow the whistle and it’s allus got a string on it 

They’ll blow the whistle and it’s allus got a string on it 

When the bell goes it’s allus got a ring on it 

They’ll blow the whistle and it’s allus got a string on it 

  

If it’s spitting, then they’re gonna get you in for it 

If it’s spitting, then they’re gonna get you in for it 

If you act silly in the classroom, then you’re in for it 

If it’s spitting, then they’re gonna get you in for it 

 Oh no no 

 

 

For ages, we had been aware that a lot of our song choices were from a 

particular era of popular music, namely from the 1960s to 1980s. Rarely did we 

venture into the 90s and beyond. This was a deliberate attempt to bring things 

up to date, to make things both modern and old-school at the same time.  

 

Yet again, the song was Amanda’s idea, and at first, the title, “All the dinner 

ladies”, just sounded too silly to even be considered as a song, although 

Amanda rightly pointed out that Crazy Crazy Golf had set the bar for ‘silly 

songs’. She did have a point.  

 

It remained on a post-it note, on the piano, for ages, until one night in the car, 

returning from a show, Amanda mentioned the idea to Björn. She then came out 

with the line, “They’ve got gravy but it’s allus got a skin on it,” and suddenly 

the whole thing clicked.  

 

From our time working in primary education, we’d both had a lot of first-hand 

dealings with dinner ladies, and what an unusual breed of people they are. Some 



of the dinner ladies at the school that we worked at, were dinner ladies at the 

same school when I was a kid! Those that did, hadn’t changed a bit in the 

intervening years.   

 

Other than the last verse, which was a deliberate nod to Peter Kay’s much-

quoted, observational comedy routine, on the same subject, the lyrics were all 

based on first hand recollections of our dinnertimes in school.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Every Time She Tries...  
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: Every Little Thing She Does Is Magic - The Police 

 

I ain't got the guts to tell her 

That there's one vital statistic, that she lacks 

And as she starts moving nearer 

I just lose my nerve, as she reverses back 

 

Every time she tries to park, it's tragic 

Every time, I try to be polite 

She's really in her stride when moving forwards 

But when she's moving backwards, she's just poor... 

 

I don't have to tell the story 

It is clear spatial awareness is amiss 

She claims the reason she's still struggling  

Is I lied about how long 8 inches is  

 

Every time she tries to park's traumatic 

You could say her twelve point turn was slow 

Even when there is no sign of traffic 

She's had as many hits as Status Quo 

 

There's every chance, she'd mess it up 

A hundred times a day 

And though I sound a sexist prat 

Her reverse park's a cliché 

To relieve the fears that grip me 

Now our poor car's past its prime 

Got her a colouring book for Christmas 

To practise staying in the lines 

 

Every time she tries to park, it's tragic 

She's moving in and out, it takes so long 

Pretty much just like the Pope's a Catholic 

You can guarantee, she'll get wrong 

  

And when she loses her rag, it get's drastic 

Her reverse into a space, should be condemned 

But she has got a gift like Uri Gellar 

There's not a single metal she can't bend 



 

Every time she tries to park  

Every time she tries to park 

Every time she tries to park 

It’s tragic 

 

 

For the 11 years (and counting) that the band has been together, Amanda has 

done 99% of the driving, to and from the gigs. She is the designated driver, and 

I am the designated drunk.  

 

I finally passed my driving test in early 2005, but then drove only about two 

times in the nine years and a half years between passing and late 2014. It was 

only when Amanda was going through chemo, that I had to have refresher 

lessons, and got insured to drive the car, in order to help her get back and to 

from the hospital, with her holding on to the edge of her seat, like it was a 

white-knuckle ride.  

 

Amanda likes driving and I can honestly say that I don’t. I get no pleasure out 

of it. And when I am driving, Amanda gets no pleasure out of it either. The 

thing is, she is a good driver, but one thing she really struggles with, is reversing 

the car, which is about the only thing I am actually any good at! One of Björn’s 

favourite past-times when we are car-sharing, is to take photos of Amanda’s 

attempts at parking, and posting them to Facebook, much to her dismay. 

 

With some songs, I know what inspired them, or where the idea came to us 

from. This one was weird, as the title popped straight into my head, just as I was 

walking on to the stage at Holmfirth Picturedrome, when we supported Rockney 

legends, Chas & Dave, for a fourth time, on 11
th

 November 2016. It was an odd 

time to think of it, as our intro’ tape was playing and I was negotiating the stage 

steps in the darkness when it happened, but, hey, who am I to argue?   

 

The actual song was written on my phone notebook, in the early hours of the 

morning, while Amanda was asleep, next to me in bed. I was amazed that she 

didn’t take offence at the lyrics, which she took incredibly well. The line about 

lying about how long 8 inches is, probably got me off the hook. The things I do, 

when suffering for my art.   

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wokkin' The Dog 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: Walking The Dog - Rufus Thomas 

 

North Korea, have no fear 

Your Supreme Leader has a great idea 

They're all scared, none get spared 

On the menu, all breeds prepared 

 

Wokkin' the dog  

They're just a wokkin' the dog  

Well, there's a hundred ways to cook 'em  

North Koreans love to wok the dog  

 

Don't be surprised, don't drop your fork 

If the waiter says it tastes like pork  

Hairs stand on end, ‘cos that ain't swine 

I heard it out the back, a small whimpering whine 

 

Wokkin' the dog  

They're just a wokkin' the dog  

Well, there's a hundred ways to cook 'em  

North Koreans love to wok the dog  

 

They have poodle, served with noodles 

Or King Charles Spaniel stew 

There's quite a queue for Shih-tzu Vindaloo 

Don't have Chihuahua, there's not much to go round 

But you can feed the People's Army, with an Irish Wolf Hound  

  

Wokkin' the dog  

They're just a wokkin' the dog  

Well, there's a hundred ways to cook 'em  

North Koreans love to wok the dog  

Well, there's a hundred ways to cook 'em  

North Koreans love to wok the dog  

Well, there's a hundred ways to cook 'em  

North Koreans love to wok the dog  

 

On 15
th

 August 2015, I saw a headline in a newspaper about the Supreme 

Leader of the Democratic People’s Republic of Korea, Kim Jong-un (or Kim 

Young ‘un as we call him in Tarn), labelling dog meat a ‘superfood’.  

 



It was all pretty brutal and barbaric stuff, and this song was certainly not trying 

to endorse the actions promoted by a bloke with the worst hair-cut since Donald 

Trump and Boris Johnson rose to power.    

 

The joke here isn’t about the mistreatment of animals that the Western world 

deems domestic pets. It is a song that pokes fun, rightly or wrongly at their 

clearly unhinged leader.  

 

Since writing this song, it would seem that his focus has changed somewhat, 

and it isn’t just the canine-world that is at risk!   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Bono's No Woman To Me 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: She’s Always A Woman - Billy Joel 

 

He can win an award, without being a girl 

And he’ll ruin your faith in what’s good in this world 

He’s got twenty-two Grammys, honorary degrees 

And he can act like a wazzock, but Bono’s no woman to me 

  

He has fought for world peace, he has met with Obama 

And he could free Tibet, from the back of a llama 

And he could save the planet, for you and for me 

But forget all that Glamour, ‘cos Bono’s no woman to me 

  

So, he puts it on his shelf 

Next to his Brit Awards 

‘Cos he thinks that that’s fine 

Oh, and he never gives up 

And he never gives in 

And he never declines 

  

He’s had number one albums and mansion-sized homes 

But I’m still pretty sure, he’s got both chromosomes 

So how was he chosen, as a nominee? 

Unless science has failed us, then Bono’s no woman to me 

  

So, he puts it on his shelf 

By his platinum discs 

For ‘The Unforgettable Fire’ 

Oh, and he never gives up 

And he never gives in 

Though his music’s still dire 

  

Were the judges all blind, had they been over-ruled? 

Could they not spot his tackle, was it too miniscule? 

So rip up the rule book, ‘cos I guarantee 

If his next souvenir is ‘Playmate of the Year’ 

Then Bono’s no woman to me 

 

 

Alan #2 had already made his feelings known towards the Emerald Isle’s 

biggest gob-shite since Geldof, but Bono, just like Bieber, continued to be a gift 

that kept on giving.  



 

On November 2
nd

 2016, Bono was announced as ‘Woman Of The Year’ by 

Glamour Magazine, because of the U2 singer’s campaigning for women’s 

rights. Naturally, social media went into uproar. Due to our previous stance in 

Bono Bloody Bono, many of our Facebook fans and friends tagged me into the 

story, as it appeared on Facebook. I subsequently wrote the song on the 3
rd

, and 

by the 4
th
 November, I had also recorded and uploaded the first draft of Bono’s 

No Woman To Me, with just myself on piano and vocals.  

 

When we came to record the album version, the original pianos were retained, 

but I re-recorded the vocals, Alan added some beautiful accordion, and I set 

Björn the task of adding a string quartet. It is a sparse arrangement, as is Billy 

Joel’s original track, but one of my proudest vocal performances.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Pub DJ 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Björn Doonicansson / Amanda White 

 Original Tune: Rock DJ - Robbie Williams  

 

“Good evening ladies! My name’s DJ Love-Length. Come and see me, if you’ve 

got any requests” 

 

‘Ar lass dragged me here, said I could have a beer 

A little bit of buffet, then we would disappear 

But me heart just sank, when I saw your van 

Can we go, love? (No we can’t!) 

‘Uptown Funk’, a bit o’ Daft Punk 

‘Brown Eyed Girl’ and ‘Love Shack’ 

‘Don’t Stop Believing’ and ‘I Gotta Feeling’ 

There’s just no end to this crap 

  

How are you still in business? God you’re tekkin’ the biscuit 

Playing all I despise 

I can’t tell what you’re saying 

But know that if you play the ‘Macarena’, I will gouge out your eyes 

  

You’re just another Pub DJ, playing ‘Summer of 69’ 

When you gonna stop, DJ? ‘Cos I’d rather drink turpentine 

  

“That was ‘Oops Upside Your Head’ by The Gap Band, and she’s put on a 

good spread… ladies and gentlemen, the buffet is open” 

 

More Dick Van Dyk, than Paul Van Dyk 

Announcing the buffet, as you mumble down the mic 

The ‘Cha-Cha Slide’,’ Sweet Child O’ Mine’ 

And Gazza and Lindisfarne’s ‘Fog On The Tyne’ 

You just sup, but the grans are up 

Dancing like their doing Zumba 

And I’ll more than frown and you’ll get knocked down 

If you try playing Chumbawumba 

  

Don't play The Smiths to appease me, every song you play's cheesy 

Please stop dropping the beat 

I just need a breather, from your six foot speakers 

And the Village People stuck on repeat 

  

You're just a reight bad Pub DJ, with a tonne of naff, flashing lights 

And ‘cool’ is what you’re not, DJ, about as smooth as Vanilla Ice 



So why don’t you just stop, DJ? Your awful playlists are just non-stop 

Get out and see some bands, DJ, playing instruments not laptops 

  

The ‘Megamix’ from Grease, it’s a breach of the peace 

And you know that it’s wrong 

Like Lionel Richie, I’m easy, but if you're playin' that… I’m gone! 

  

“Can the owner of the Clio, registration BE11 END, move it, you’re blocking 

the fire exit!” 

 

But still you carry on, DJ, while little kids on the dancefloor slide 

It’s gone a bit Pete Tong, DJ, why on earth are you amplified? 

You're just an awful Pub DJ, making lasses round handbags jive 

Have a few nights off, DJ, because we'd rather keep music live 

 

 
It was Björn who came up with idea for Pub DJ and he made a start on the 

lyrics to the first verse, which he sent me on 28
th

 December 2016. From that 

initial spark of inspiration, it took until the 16
th
 March before I had written the 

rest of it. It had gone through revision after revision, until it was packed with 

references to terrible song choices and the unnecessary actions of Pub DJs.  

 

When we had finished recording the track, it seemed to lack something, so 

Björn and myself wrote the spoken sections for in between the verses, and, as 

the song was his idea, Björn got to play the part of the cringe-worthy, but 

brilliantly named, ‘DJ Love-Length’.  

 

In 2016, we decided as a band, that we weren’t going to play any more wedding 

gigs. Although the money was always good, the gigs themselves just never 

really worked. The guests would always be catching up with some Great Aunty 

Freda, whom they’d not seen in 30 years, or kids would be sliding across the 

dance-floor on their knees. None of these things were particularly conducive to 

putting on a good musical comedy show.   

 

Another reason we were fed-up of doing wedding shows, was that at 99.999% 

of the ones we had done, no matter how early we turned up, it was guaranteed 

that the DJ had managed to arrive before us, set up all of his gear across the 

prime place for the band to set up in, in order to be seen, and then would just 

take over. They really are an odd breed of entertainer, that I just cannot fathom, 

and sadly, most of the ones we have met, are just like DJ Love-Length.  

 

Björn is also rather outspoken on the subject: 



“We've all been there. You’ve been dragged to a wedding by your other half, or 

your parents. You don’t really know the people getting married, but apparently 

your mum’s cousin’s sister once bumped into the bride in Poundland, so here 

you are.  

 

Normally on these occasions, I go under two conditions:  

 

1. I’m not driving - if I have to sit through this wedding, I’m having a drink at 

the do afterwards 

 

2. The buffet had better be good!  

 

So you’re sat in the Working Men’s Club; the floor is sticky, the table is sticky, 

and the seat is also sticky. The yellowing wallpaper still faintly smells of 

cigarette smoke, and there are kids going bat-shit everywhere.  

 

Just when you think it can’t get any worse, Keith, 54, from Royston, starts 

blasting Aqua’s ‘Barbie Girl’ at 9 billion decibels. He’s got old lights from 

circa 1974, a smoke machine that is either amazing, or actually is on fire, and 

he’s been eyeing up your cousin and the buffet, in equal amounts since 7pm.  

 

Keith is the DJ.  

 

I hate him.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Cockwombling Song 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: Remember You’re A Womble - The Wombles 

 

When life isn't fine, or you've had a bad day 

Or you're feeling quite dejected, or you're filled with dismay 

Once you hear these words of wisdom, you'll be feeling okay... 

Remember, remember, remember, remember 

Remember, remember, remember (member-member) 

  

Kanye West is a Cockwomble (Kanye West is a Cockwomble) 

Kanye West is a Cockwomble (Kanye West is a Cockwomble) 

Kanye West is a Cockwomble (Kanye West is a Cockwomble) 

Kanye West is a Cockwomble (Kanye West is a Cockwomble) 

Just remember-member-member what an absolute Cockwomble he is 

  

When things have got you down and you’re far from okay 

And you need an instant pick me up, then all I can say 

Is at least you’re not a racist, with an awful toupee 

Remember, remember, remember, remember 

Remember, remember, remember (member-member) 

  

Donald Trump is a Cockwomble (Trump is a Cockwomble) 

Donald Trump is a Cockwomble (Trump is a Cockwomble) 

Donald Trump is a Cockwomble (Trump is a Cockwomble) 

Donald Trump is a Cockwomble (Trump is a Cockwomble) 

Just remember-member-member what an absolute Cockwomble he is 

  

When you listen to the radio and it all sounds the same 

There’s a hundred million wannabes, all hunting for fame 

But there’s really just one bloke, that’s truly to blame 

Remember, remember, remember, remember 

Remember, remember, remember (member-member) 

  

Simon Cowell is a Cockwomble (Cowell is a Cockwomble) 

Simon Cowell is a Cockwomble (Cowell is a Cockwomble) 

Simon Cowell is a Cockwomble (Cowell is a Cockwomble) 

Simon Cowell is a Cockwomble (Cowell is a Cockwomble) 

Just remember-member-member what an absolute Cockwomble he is 

Gordon Ramsey’s a Cockwomble (Ramsey’s a Cockwomble!) 

Michael Gove is a Cockwomble (Gove is a Cockwomble!) 

Geldof’s a Cockwomble (Geldof’s a Cockwomble!) 

Jeremy Kyle is a Cockwomble (Kyle is a Cockwomble) 



Just remember-member-member there’s a hundred more Cockwombles… 

 

Jeremy Clarkson’s a Cockwomble (Clarkson’s a Cockwomble!) 

Katie Price is a Cockwomble (Jordan’s a Cockwomble) 

Piers Morgan’s a Cockwomble (Morgan’s a Cockwomble) 

And Katie Hopkins is an arsehole (Hopkins is an arsehole) 

Just remember-member-member  

There’s a thousand more Cockwombles out there 

 

 

Since it was written, Cockwomble has become the festival favourite that I hoped 

it would be, because of the call-and-response, singalong chorus. It was actually 

inspired by a status that our friend, Dan Donnelly (singer-songwriter and now 

the guitarist of indie-rockers, The Wonder Stuff), posted on Facebook, about 

Kanye West, on the 18
th

 Feb 2016:  

 

So Kanye West is begging Mark Zuckerberg for money on Twitter to “get his 

ideas out to the world”. He’s taken the pledge-campaign to the next level! But 

would he not be more inclined to hand it over via Facebook?   

 

What Dan was referring to, was the news from three days earlier, that, via 

Twitter, rapper Kanye West claimed that he was $53m in debt, and called on 

Facebook founder, Mark Zuckerberg to “invest $1bn into Kanye West ideas … 

after realizing he is the greatest living artist and greatest artist of all time”. 

Kanye continued with a bizarre series of Tweets throughout the night and into 

the following morning:  

 

“Mark Zuckerberg I know it’s your bday but can you please call me by 2mrw … 

You love hip hop, you love my art… I am your favorite artist but you watch me 

barely breathe and still play my album in your house … World, please tweet, 

FaceTime, Facebook, instagram, whatever you gotta do to get Mark to support 

me … I’m this generation’s Disney … I want to bring dope shit to the world … I 

don’t have enough resources to create what I really can.” 

 

I was just about to start typing to comment on Dan's post that, “Kanye West is a 

Cockwomble” when Mike Batt's fiddle-led intro popped straight into my head. 

With the light-bulb still glowing above my bonce, I decided to delete my 

original comment and merely added, “After previously getting stuck into Bieber, 

Bono and One Direction, I can’t help but feel there is a song in this”.  

 

Then I then grabbed a pen.  

 



The initial lyrics took about five minutes, though later, Alan wisely suggested I 

should branch-out and include Trump, Cowell and several other ‘panto 

baddies’. The last verse could have been 100 times as long, but I was pleased be 

able to have a pop at Gove and Hopkins as they are such truly awful characters, 

that they don't even deserve their own songs. Again, it was a song that Amanda 

wasn’t keen on, when I first showed it to her, but from its first live performance, 

it was obvious it was a keeper.  

 

It should, coincidentally, have been on the previous album, but we decided to 

hold it back for ‘AVE IT. When we recorded it, Björn and Alan did a sterling job 

on the fiddle & accordion parts. There were also more than 30 vocal harmony 

tracks, to give it that huge Mike Batt ‘Womble sound’, not including the multi-

tracked response vocals, which were made from a mixture of the three of us, 

and the audiences from One Man Show Too and One Man Show III, recorded at 

The Lantern Theatre, in Sheffield. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Ornithologist Waltz 
Lyrics: Alan Doonican / Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: The Sparrow - The Ramblers 

  

I met her on Facebook, in April 

Because I'm incredibly shy 

I saw her photos and her videos 

She’s up for it and so am I 

We met down the pub, it was Quiz Night 

She whipped out her clipboard and pen 

She said, “I love birds”, I was lost for words 

I couldn't believe what she said then… 

 

You've got a handsome Cock Robin (Nice Cock!) 

I've got a pair of Great Tits (Great Tits!) 

Her down the road, she's got nothing but Thrush 

But her Twitter gets plenty of hits (lots of hits) 

‘Cos we like to twitch in the garden (the garden) 

Seeing what birds we can bag (we can bag) 

Some folk go pale, when they see a Wagtail  

But I'm on the hunt for a Shag 

 

She said if I go round one morning 

She'd happily show me her Chuff  

A new one to me, but I just had to see 

I went often... once wasn't enough 

I promised to show her my Red Shank  

If she would help me tempt it out 

So we waited a while, then he came out in style 

When she saw it, she let out a shout! 

 

You've got a handsome Cock Robin (Nice Cock!) 

I've got a pair of Great Tits (Great Tits!) 

Her down the road, she's got nothing but Thrush 

But her Twitter gets plenty of hits (lots of hits) 

‘Cos we like to twitch in the garden (the garden) 

Seeing what birds we can bag (we can bag) 

Some folk go pale, when they see a Wagtail  

But I'm on the hunt for a Shag 

Now romance, it started to blossom 

As winter turned slowly to spring 

We found lots to do, waiting for the Cuckoo 

And the Lark, in the morning, to sing 



I told her I’d seen a Brown Booby 

Though we still didn’t spot that Cuckoo 

But my Dickcissel pic, would take something to lick 

But then she got a Great Cockatoo 

 

(She said) You've got a handsome Cock Robin (Nice Cock!) 

I've got a pair of Great Tits (Great Tits!) 

Her down the road she's got nothing but Thrush 

But her Twitter gets plenty of hits (lots of hits) 

‘Cos we like to Twitch in the garden (the garden) 

Seeing what birds we can bag (we can bag) 

Now Spring has sprung, the Summer has come 

And I finally got my first Shag! 

 

When starting to write the songs for the album, I was worried (as I always am), 

that we would not be able to come up with enough songs to fill it. However, 

once we got on a roll, there were songs a-plenty, and my initial concerns were 

quashed.  

 

Behind the scenes, during this time, Alan was having something of a panic. 

With previous Dooni-hits like Walking In Manpiss, Since You’ve Been Ron and 

Silent Farter under his belt, he was worried that he had lost his “songwriting 

mojo”. Of course, this was nothing but a crisis of confidence, that was booted 

into the back of the net, the moment he composed The Ornithologist Waltz on 

10
th
 March 2017. 

 

It had very minimal input from myself, just a few lines were swapped around 

and the wording tweaked slightly, to put the gags in prime positions, but it was 

very much Alan’s idea.  

 

Our bird-watching brother, had this to say about it: 

 

“I was struck by the lack of romance, subtlety, and nuance in modern day chart 

music. Watching MTV, one evening, with my mother-in-law, I didn't know 

where to look (I don't know why she watches it so much really!). The whole 

debacle got me thinking about the golden age of the romantic ballad and what 

an updated homage to that era might sound like. A conversation with someone 

at the pub quiz, was a complete inspiration. The rest as they say is history.” 

 

On the 9
th
 October 2017, this book was still in the process of being proof-read 

by Amanda and I. We took a few hours off from the arduous task of reading it 

all to check for errors (I’m sure that the eagle-eyed amongst you may have still 



found some!), by doing some retail therapy, at the nearby Meadowhall 

Shopping Centre, in Sheffield. Whilst in WH Smith, I was browsing the 

magazines from the music press shelves, when I saw that ‘AVE IT : BOLD AS 

BRASS had been reviewed in the national press. I genuinely could not believe 

that ‘R n R Magazine’ had this to say about us: 

 
If you’re not familiar with these Yorkshire puddings, their shtick is to take hit songs and 

furnish them with deftly daft lyrics about life in Barnsley, all while sporting luminous 

knitwear and Val Doonican wigs. Like all recorded comedy, the contents have been hit and 

miss – funny, yes, but not at a level of accomplishment that would make you want to listen 

repeatedly. That has changed, most emphatically, on what is far-and-away their best release 

thus far. 

 

The Doonicans have given their lampoonery a Hendrix theme. Opener ‘Crosstarn Traffic’ is 

okay, but things really take off with ‘Flat Packs’ – a reinterpretation of The Cure’s ‘Love 

Cats’, which bristles with proper belly-laugh moments. ‘Pumping Muscles (For Michelle)’, 

the plaintive tale of a body builder, and an utterly genius ‘Get Messy’ to the tune of Daft 

Punk’s ‘Get Lucky’. From there it’s a LOL-a-minute through a variety of perfect pastiches… 

they even rope in Barnsley legend, Graham Oliver (Saxon) on guitar for the Hendrix take.  

If there’s any justice, the Doonicans deserve to be all over your Saturday night telly.  

 

John Atkin’s glowing 5-star review of our latest offering, underlines just why 

we do this… to make people smile. He certainly made me grin from ear to ear, 

when I read those words. I hope we get to do that for many years to come, 

because there’s no better feeling than being a Doonican.  
 


