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Crappy Flowers 
Lyrics: Chris Sammon / Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: Happy Hour - The Housemartins 

 

I bought crappy flowers again 

I know you won't be happy, said I'd be back at 10 

But they're crappy, wilted with brown leaves 

But what did I expect from a garage, at half past three? 

  

A drunken mishap, crawling through the cat-flap 

Can't get in 'cos me door key's lost 

If you wake I lose, ‘cos I reek of booze   

Stomp down stairs… boy, do you look cross 

  

Not a good place to be - best believe it 

I've never heard such language 

But it's always chuffin’ happ’nin’ to me 

Best believe it, oh no 

Still I bought you crappy flowers again - oh no, oh no-no-no 

  

Had another neet art with me mates 

Even though the last time, you started throwing plates 

And they tell me, that I should be a man 

But it's harder than it looks, now you’ve moved on to frying pans 

  

So I sneak in through the kitchen, and I lie down on the sofa 

Need the loo - I've had too much to sup 

Then in one eureka moment, comes a flash of inspiration 

Nip to t’Tesco before you wek up 

  

Not a good place to be - best believe it 

You’re ranting and you’re raving 

But it's always bloomin’ happening to me 

Best believe it, oh no 

Still I bought you crappy flowers again - oh no, oh no-no-no 

  

Not a good place to be - best believe it 

Now I’m sleeping in the box-room 

And it's always bloomin’ happening to me 

Best believe it, oh no 

Shouldn’ta bothered with the flowers again 

Best believe it, best believe it 

Crappy flowers again 

 

 

This album was originally recorded in 2016 by the line-up of myself, Björn, Alan #2 and 

Andy, but we re-recorded the whole thing in 2019, as we knew we could do it better, 

especially if it was mixed and mastered by the mighty Joel Howe, who has now been in the 

mixing chair for every album since The Tarn Machine. And what a difference it made!  

 



As we were considering the ideas for the as-of-yet untitled Album No. 7, our comrade, 

Professor Chris Sammon, had got another song for us, in the form of Crappy Flowers. It was 

sent to me as a Facebook message on 20
th

 November 2015. As soon as I saw the lyrics, I 

knew, just like the Prof.’s She’s From Dodworth on the previous album, it was going to end 

up as the album’s opening song, as it steered me in the direction of a particular album cover, 

The Housemartins' classic London 0 - Hull 4.  

 

For those of you not in the know, the title London 0 - Hull 4, although in the format of a 

sports result, referred to Paul Heaton’s assertion that The Housemartins were only the fourth 

best band in Hull, but that Hull had four great bands, whereas London had none. The three 

other bands in question were ‘Red Guitars’, ‘Everything But The Girl’ and ‘The Gargoyles’ 

(the latter of which formerly featured Housemartins Hugh Whitaker and Ted Key).  

 

I mentioned earlier in the book that we knew Hugh from when he joined forces with our 

friend Mike O’Brien, in the glam-comedy band Pocketful O’ Nowt. Back in the mid 1980s, 

Mike was better known as Mike Montez, the lead singer of The Velvetones, most likely the 

fifth best band in Hull.  

 

As Hugh had drummed on a few of our tracks in the past, it seemed fitting to ensure that he 

remained on his drum-kit in the background of our pastiche of the Housemartins’ original 

cover artwork. Coincidentally, the photo of myself that is Photoshopped into Paul Heaton’s 

place, was taken by Amanda at the Harefest show in 2014, where we recorded the live album, 

It’ll Be Reight.  

 

Professor Chris, had this to say about the song: 

“As always, there's an element of ‘right place, right time’ for inspiration to strike. I’m in a 

scratch band with a couple of work colleagues called ‘Three Profs No Piano’, and 

unfortunately we're even worse than our band name suggests. We’d been practicing after 

work for our annual 30 minute gig during SHUfest [The Prof. works at Sheffield Hallam 

University].  

 

On the set list, was The Housemartins classic, ‘Happy Hour’, which was going round in my 

head, as I popped into Silkstone garage (that purveyor of overpriced fuel, but excellent Co-op 

pastries). Whilst there, I saw a chap in the queue holding a limp bouquet of lilies… actually, 

a bouquet somewhat overstates the true perspective of the shrubbery in his sweaty mit.  

 

He was explaining to his mate that he was in the dog house over some drunken misdemeanor 

or other, hence his impending purchase. A light-bulb moment ensued and ‘Crappy Flowers’ 

was born. I think most of it was ‘written’ in my head during the five minute drive home. Once 

more, I was chuffed that Scott and the team thought it worthy of inclusion on T’SOUTH 0 - 

TARN 4.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Bag For Life 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: Lust For Life – Iggy Pop 

 

We did the Big Shop yesterday… 

Ar lass bought loads of stuff, all nouvelle cuisine 

And loads of two for one stuff that we dun’t need 

She went crazy on promotions 

Our bank account depleted, as the trolley piled up 

With loads of stuff - chuffing tonnes of stuff 

On top I saw at least four free-range chickens 

But as we started queuing up 

There was shock horror at the check-out 

Forgot the Bag for Life 

Forgot the Bag for Life 

  

I’m not the type who likes surprises 

But she went berserk, wouldn’t let to go 

She had a massive strop and began to moan 

She said “Asda saves us millions in prices, 

But now we’re forced to pay for plastic carriers 

You forgetful chuff - they’re 5 pence a bag” 

I said “5 PENCE A BAG?”  

She said, “Yeah! 5 PENCE A BAG!” 

And then she starting going nuts 

Like World War 3 there at the checkout,  when I… 

  

Forgot the Bag for Life, forgot the Bag for Life 

Forgot the Bag for Life, forgot the Bag for Life 

  

Well I’d had about enough 

Of ar lass whinging in me ear because 

I forgot the Bag for Life, forgot the Bag for Life 

  

Then she pipes up once again 

‘bout the damage I’ve done - now she’s acting all Green 

She might as well be telling me in Chinese 

“The ice-caps will melt into the oceans 

These things will stay in landfill, for a hundred, million years” 

Oh shut up love, I’ve had more than enough 

And why the clucking hell d’ya buy four chickens!?” 

Well I am quite a patient guy 

But I’ve never lost me shit before 

Over a Bag for Life, it’s just a Bag for Life 

A chuffing Bag for Life, it’s just a Bag for Life 

I don’t need the strife, over a Bag for Life 

Forgot the Bag for Life, forgot the Bag for Life 

Bag for Life, Bag for life 

  

  



Bag For Life came from nowhere. I genuinely do not know how it came to be the song it 

became, other than, I saw the opportunity to exploit the phrase within this Iggy Pop classic. It 

was only on closer inspection of the original lyrics, that I realised there was tonnes of 

potential to further exploit them, with the references to “hypnotizing chickens” and “worth a 

million in prizes”. These were suitably Bar-Stewardised, to create the narrative.   

 

The law in the UK changed on 5
th

 October 2015, and large shops were required to charge 5p 

for all single-use carrier bags, in order to reduce litter and environmental impact, and to 

encourage people to re-use them, or bring their own. Unfortunately, like any change in the 

law, it has taken some getting used to, and I think it is safe to say that most of us will have 

been caught out at some point and forgotten to bring the ‘Bag For Life’. 

 

As a lot of our angry songs tend to get the most laughs, it seemed a topical excuse for a 

comedy song, based on a stressful situation. It is very much a ‘First World Problem’ set to 

music. However, it was only when we released the TARN 4 album, that several people 

pointed out to me that, overall, this collection of songs was angrier than Tom Cruise at Alton 

Towers.  

 

I am sure that it would have turned out so much more tranquil, had I not burnt my anger-

management diary on the first day of writing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Mixed-Up Bins 
Lyrics: Björn Doonicansson / Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: It’s A Sin - Pet Shop Boys 

  

Each Wednesday neet, at half past eight 

I get me’sen in a reight state 

And there’s no room for mistakes 

I’ve sorted paper, card and glass 

The plastic, household waste and grass 

I hate these colourful routines… 

Mixed up, mixed up, mixed up… 

Mixed up bins, mixed up bins 

  

I can’t believe it, but it’s true  

I put out brown, instead of blue 

Can’t stand the brutal bin regime  

And it’s overflowing too… 

  

Mixed up bins…  I have to look right darn our road 

To see who’s managed to decode  

The council’s calendar bestowed 

I saw Old Alfred’s two doors down 

He’s feeling confident with brown 

And he’s never let me down 

‘Til now, ‘til now, with his… 

Mixed up bins - Mixed up bins 

  

A few too many jars last night  

Wok up just not feeling right 

They all end up in the same place  

Tek it please, it’s full of shite! 

IT’S A BIN! TEK ME BIN! 

  

Will the missus forgive me?       

I cocked it up, yeah I blew it 

But this isn’t the third week       

It’s the fourth… I’m in deep shit 

She’ll say that she told me         

And that I never listen 

So I blame it on old Alfred 

And she’ll never know 

‘Cos she was fast asleep in bed 

  

So now I feel like such a clown 

The laughing stock of Barnsley Town 

‘Ar lass won’t let me live it down 

Our brown bin’s left by the roadside 

With all its contents still inside 

Recycling’s over-glorified 

Sod off, sod off, sod off 



With yer bins, all those bins 

 

A rubbish fate, I can’t rewind  

It’s hardly chuffing Mastermind 

If truth be told I feel resigned, to acting like I’m colourblind 

I can’t win, with these bins 

All these mixed up bins, mixed up bins 

  

  

Amanda had been suggesting, no, demanding, that we wrote a song about the subject of ‘bin 

day’ for ages. In fact, his had been going on since around the time we were writing Talk Of 

The Tarn. So after almost two years, and exploring almost every conceivable possibility for a 

song parody that could be written about this literally rubbish topic, it was driving me insane.  

 

However, Amanda was right to keep mentioning it. Over the 11 years the band has been 

together, we have covered a lot of mileage, and other than the M1, of all of the roads in the 

country, we have spent more time on the A38 than possibly any other road. It was on a late 

night drive home via this same road, with Björn sat in the back of the car, that the topic of 

conversation turned to song ideas for the next album.  

 

Not two minutes into the conversation, Amanda piped-up with “I keep saying we need a song 

about bins,” as I face-palmed myself in the front passenger seat. Björn’s face lit-up as he 

decided to take sides with Amanda. We continued to ponder the other ideas, occasionally 

returning to songs about bins, but to no avail. Nevertheless, the seed was planted and it lay 

dormant for a few weeks. 

 

On 27
th

 March 2016, Björn and I played a duo show at The Queen's Head in Burley-In-

Wharfedale. I have three distinct memories of the show. Firstly, when we arrived, the board 

outside the pub proudly announced:  

 

Easter Sunday! 

the bar-steward son of val dunican  (It’s a turn..) 

“Best thing to come out of Barnsley saince the A1 to Sheffield” – Jarvis Cocker.. 

 

From 8pm… 

 

I didn’t quite know where to start with that, to be honest. The teacher in me was desperately 

fighting the urge to correct the multitude of things wrong with the sign, which they had 

obviously based on the Jarvis Cocker quote on our website (“The greatest thing to come out 

of Barnsley, since the A61 to Sheffield”). The fact that the A1 goes through Doncaster, was 

actually the least of their worries.    
 

The phrase “It’s a turn”, was due to the fact that the pub very rarely had live music. Prior to 

us arriving, I was sent a text message from the landlord, asking if we thought he should put 

on a ‘meat-raffle’ after we played, to try and pull the punters in, and keep them there. There 

was no way I was taking second billing to a pile of pork chops, an 8oz braising steak and 

some chipolatas!  

 

This was only the start of it. 

 



The second issue as that there was very little stage space at all, and we were sandwiched 

tightly between the corner of the long bar and the door to the toilet. Any time somebody 

needed to use the public conveniences, Björn would have to lift his banjo neck upwards to let 

them past, like some bizarre Swedish toll gate. It may have been a public convenience, but it 

was hardly a convenience for us. However, swings and roundabouts, we were right next to 

the bar!   

 

We were also facing the main door out of the pub, with the audience some distance away on 

our extreme left and our extreme right, so interaction with the audience was going to be a 

challenge to say the least. 

 

However my third recollection of that night, was that, after we set up our gear, Amanda, 

Björn and I sat down with a pint prior to our stage time. In the background You Were Always 

On My Mind by the Pet Shop Boys came on, and conversation returned to ‘the bins’ debacle. 

It lead Amanda to think of “It’s a bin” instead of “It’s A Sin”, another of their big 80s hits. 

Björn instantly said “Mixed-Up Bins would work,” and with that, the responsibility of writing 

the song was quickly passed across to my Swedish sibling. Thank Christ! 

 

It didn’t take him long. On the 30
th

 March, I was sent the first draft of Mixed-Up Bins. With 

only a couple of words tweaked to ensure it scanned better, this was pretty much how the 

lyrics remained, in the final draft. My only additions, were the creation of the final verse and 

amendments to the opening verse, which originally looked like this: 

 

When I look back to half past eight  

It’s always with a sense of shame 

And there’s no one else I can blame 

I must have still been half asleep 

But then it does take some up-keep  

Them colourful routines  

 

I loved the lyric about Alfred “feeling confident with brown”, and I still think it is one of 

Björn’s stand-out funny lyrics during his time in the band. The boy done good. 

 

When we came to record the track, it was Alan who took the lead, by creating most of the 

music on his keyboard and sequencer. This was sent, via email, as a single backing track, to 

which I added the vocals over the top. I played a 1981 Suzuki Omnichord, which can be 

heard throughout the song, and despite being the main songwriter, Björn chose not to play 

any instruments at all.  

 

 

He has this to say about it:    

“One of the things that the song reveals is that I am actually colourblind, in real life. To be 

clear, it isn’t that I see everything in black and white, but I struggle to identify certain 

colours, especially reds, greens and browns. Two of these are the colours of our recycling 

bins (thank you Barnsley Council). As you can imagine, I put the wrong bin out a lot!”  

 

 

 

 

 



It’s Only Man-Flu 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: It’s Only Natural - Crowded House 

  

The Lemsip’s out, the kettle’s on t’boil 

I feel like I’m shuffling off this mortal coil 

You think I’m a wuss - but I’m pretty worried about it 

My temperature’s hot, the sweating won’t stop 

I feel stuffy, I can’t clear this catarrh 

You can say what you like - it’s got chuff-all to do with me gender 

 

“It’s only man-flu” - that’s what you said when I called for you 

“It’s just a touch of cold… man-up and get your own tissues!” 

  

Cleared all of the Kleenex, in an epic sneezing session 

You couldn’t care less, I can see your expression 

And I know it will get worse - this snot-filled volcano’s erupting 

  

I’ve got aches in me bones, and I’m covered in Vick 

I can’t recall a time that I felt quite so sick 

You know it’s coming out both ends 

But you claim that’s not worse than childbirth 

 

“It's only man flu,” is how I just get fobbed-off by you 

You claim there’s nothing wrong, but men can get cystitis too 

You’re far from tactful, and now you’re turning a blind eye 

Have my next of kin been notified? 

 

I’m shaking like a shitting dog - but you’re bolder than brass 

And all that I say, just falls on deaf ears again 

And while I’m aggrieved - you just dun’t believe 

 

You say, “It’s man-flu, 

And there is every chance that you’ll pull through 

It's not bubonic plague 

No, there’s bugger-all that’s wrong with you” 

It’s quite substantial - but you say it’s not a crisis 

I can’t be rational - when I’m dying of noro-virus 

  

 

Let’s establish the facts…  

 

Contrary to anything that any woman will have you believe, Man-Flu is a crippling and 

debilitating disorder, indiscriminately striking down male members of the human species, 

without warning. It is a serious and potentially life threatening illness, which will no doubt 

soon be added to the World Health Organisation’s list of Reportable Diseases. Man-Flu is a 

distinct disease in its own right, and should not be mis-diagnosed as a mere common cold. 

 

Medical professionals now also widely recognise that self-diagnosis by the sufferer is the best 

means of identification, as the symptoms of Man-Flu are far more severe than the simple 



common cold, which predominantly targets XX chromosome holders. If Man-Flu is kind 

enough not to kill the infected party, it will definitely leave him weak, sick, hurting 

everywhere and in dire need of TLC. 

 

Since my days as a primary school teacher, I have, touch wood, always had a good immune 

system. This is probably due to working with children and therefore constantly being 

surrounded by every germ known to man, with the exceptions of possibly tuberculosis and 

beriberi. As a result, I very rarely get ill… but when I do, I do it monumentally. We’re talking 

Oscar-nominated illness, albeit short-lived Oscar-nominated illness, because sympathy, in our 

household, runs out after 24 hours. You basically have to get well quick, or die trying!  

 

It’s Only Man-Flu was written following the Christmas period of 2016, where I ended up 

with a the aforementioned disorder, because, despite the fact that my immune system is pretty 

good, germs do tend to go for me when I am at my most relaxed. As you may have gathered, 

I’m something of a workaholic, so one of the few weeks of the year, when I am not up to my 

eyeballs in admin, e-mails, social media, gigging, travelling and other band related stuff, is 

the week from Christmas to New Year. It is pretty much guaranteed, that as soon as I stop, I 

am bound to get something ‘orrible (usually for no more than 23 hours, 59 minutes and 59 

seconds, obviously).  

 

Nevertheless, Amanda and I wrote this together, and, in fairness, most of the ‘symptoms’ 

were things both of us were guilty of.  

 

Back in the band’s early days, one of the songs Danny Doonican and I used to play, was a 

cover of Crowded House’s It’s Only Natural. In fact, I recently discovered a recording of our 

very first rehearsal, which took place on the 15
th 

May 2006. It appears that the track in 

question was there from the very beginning. It will have been in our setlist for the very first 

Doonicans show, and I know it stayed in our shows until Danny left, as the song never 

sounded the same without the close vocal harmonies, after he departed.  

 

In this re-working of the track, I recorded both of the vocal harmonies, and it’s one of the 

only reasons that Man-Flu doesn’t get much of an airing at live shows, as I feel that my 

vocal-harmony pedal just doesn’t do it credit. In terms of studio production, this is one of my 

favourite tracks on T’SOUTH 0 - TARN 4, as Björn’s attention to detail, particularly the drum 

track, which he painstakingly re-created, was bordering on the same level of OCD that I 

normally suffer from. 

 

In fact, it is at this point that I should also divulge that, on all previous studio albums, it was 

myself who took the roles of creating the cover artwork, producing, recording, mixing and 

mastering. TARN 4 was the first time that I finally ‘let go of the reins’. All of the albums from 

Cpl. Kipper to The Tarn Machine were recorded at home on my trusty Zoom MRS-1608 

multi-track recorder, but with Björn now in the band, I was persuaded to embrace ‘modern 

technology’.  

 

It was decided that we would co-produce the album together, using both the Zoom recorder 

(on which I would record my parts at home), and Björn’s Apple Mac, (to where all of my 

tracks were e-mailed and assembled alongside Björn’s, using ‘Garage Band’). When Björn 

and I had finished, Alan came in for a marathon 12 hour session to record all of his parts on 

7
th

 May, and Andy came for 3 hours, the following evening, to add his contributions.  

 



On the 9
th

, the pair of us started to mix it, starting in the morning at 9am and finishing by 

10.30pm that same day. I mastered it on the 10
th

.  It was a very different way of working and, 

despite any of my initial frustrations, it was a move that I am glad we made. It was, up until 

that point, the best we had ever sounded.     

 

Returning to the subject of the lyrics, I have come under fire for one line in the song in 

particular, by members of the fairer sex. However, I still believe that my argument stands-up 

for itself: child birth is all done and dusted in a few hours… it’s a known fact that Man-Flu 

can last for weeks. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Crazy Crazy Golf 
Lyrics: Alan Doonican #2 / Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Crazy Crazy Nights - Kiss 

  

  

The pros all act, as if I’ve got the plague 

But balls to them, won’t give them time of day 

No need for a driver, it’s not pitch and putt 

Just give me loose change to the man in the hut 

No need for a caddy, I do it me sen 

Its okay fo’ t’lasses to play with the men 

 

Cos it's crazy, crazy, crazy, crazy golf 

Yes it's crazy, crazy, crazy, crazy golf 

 

I’m never going to end up in the rough 

Dun’t need daft keks or a gret big bag of clubs 

I'm out of that tunnel and onto the green 

Ricocheting abart like a pinball machine 

I’m dodging that windmill, producing the goods 

Me ball’s been in more holes, than Tiger Woods 

 

Cos it’s crazy, crazy, crazy, crazy golf 

Yes it’s crazy, crazy, crazy, crazy golf 

 

Snobby pros try and tell me, that I don't belong 

But they're only jealous, their games take so long! 

I’m already finished and within the pub’s walls 

While they're still getting rained on and dropping their balls 

 

Cos it's crazy, crazy, crazy, crazy golf 

Yes  it's crazy, crazy, crazy, crazy golf 

Cos it's crazy, crazy, crazy, crazy golf 

Yes  it's crazy, crazy, crazy, crazy golf 

  

  

Crazy Crazy Golf was the brainchild of Alan, who wrote it on the tram on the way to work, 

on the morning of 1
st
 December 2015. The first draft was e-mailed to me, before he hit the 

office. That evening, Amanda and I tweaked the lyrics ever so slightly, to include the line 

about Tiger Woods (although the original lyric had an equally great innuendo about “no 

better feeling than filling the hole”).    

 

The story behind the song, like most of Alan’s finest works, was based on fact. He had this to 

say about it… 

 

“A colleague and friend of mine, Arnold, banged his head on an exposed beam, whilst 

appearing in an episode of ‘Escape To The Country’ and it severely affected his eyesight. We 

would occasionally visit the nearby golf club, if our usual busy work schedule had anything 

of a lull.    

 



However, since the accident, Arnold now struggled to look at his golf ball and then refocus 

on the distance. As a result, he lost his place in the club team and was ostracized by the club 

committee. He happened across our local crazy golf course and got the bug. Overnight, his 

life changed. He overcame his set back and last year, played in the UK championships at the 

Adventure Golf Complex, on the seafront in Hastings. This song is his overnight success 

story.  

 

I chose not to tell the full story in the lyrics, as unfortunately, it wasn’t a complete fairytale 

ending. Sadly, Aled Jones was forced to resign from ‘Escape To The Country’ with immediate 

effect, as it was the third ‘beam-related hospitalisation’ of the series.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Get ‘em Art Of The Pub 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: Girls Just Want To Have Fun – Cyndi Lauper 

  

I went art to the pub last night 

And I looked around and thought, 

You know there’s summat not right 

There was a time when you could come here and sup 

But now I just get wound-up - It can’t be me, no enough is enough… 

  

They race up and down round the bar 

I can’t be diplomatic, ‘cos they’ve took it too far 

Your mam n dad may think that you’re number one 

But kids should not be in pubs - get yer kids reight art of here 

  

That’s all I really want, in the pub 

When me working day is done 

I dun’t need kids all ovver the pub 

No kids, get ‘em art of the pub 

  

Kids… don’t want ‘em – get ‘em art of the pub… 

Don’t want ‘em – get ‘em art of here 

  

It could be winter, wind-chill minus four 

But they’re running in and out and they’re op’nin’ the door 

Me foods gone frozen, and I’m gonna kick-off 

Feral kids have no place in pubs 

  

Get yer kids reight art of here 

That’s all we really want – in the pub 

  

When the working day is done 

We dun’t need kids all ovver the pub 

No kids, get ‘em art of the pub 

  

Kids… don’t want ‘em – get art of the pub… 

Don’t want ‘em – get ‘em art of here 

  

They scream and tantrum, their volume’s not sparse 

They dun’t want an iPad, just a boot up the arse 

Bars dun’t need ball-pools, just good booze and grub 

No kids, have no place in pubs, get yer kids reight art of here 

  

That’s all we really want – to get drunk 

When uz working day is done 

We dun’t need kids all ovver the pub 

No kids, get ‘em art of the pub 

  

Kids… don’t want ‘em – get art of the pub… 

Don’t want ‘em – get ‘em art of here 



  

…That Wacky Warehouse just needs blowing-up 

No kids, have no place in pubs 

No kids, have no place in pubs 

  

  

I read an article in the newspaper that ‘The Good Pub Guide 2016’ claimed that the main 

complaint from pub regulars, was badly behaved, unruly children shouting, screaming and 

running around, spoiling pub visits. It became the inspiration for another angry song.  

 

After so many years in education, I found working with kids was something that was very 

rewarding. The majority of children in my care were well-behaved and knew their 

boundaries. However, I think it is safe to say that 99.999% of teachers, who are forced to take 

their summer break during the school holidays, are glad to see the back of kids the minute the 

bell goes for the summer.  

 

Much to my former boss’ disapproval, my regular routine on the last day of the summer term, 

every year, was to blast Alice Cooper’s School’s Out from my classroom hi-fi, the moment 

the darling little cherubs had vacated the room, to drive their parents mental for the next six 

weeks. She never had any taste in music.   

 

When I first showed the lyrics to Get ‘em Art Of The Pub to Amanda, Alan and Björn, they 

all knew that it could be disastrous if performed in the wrong place, although, as I pointed 

out, we were never likely to play children’s parties, anyway.  

For the record, the choir of kids on the studio recording, are all me, multi-tracked in my best 

falsetto, singing slightly off-key. On hearing it for the first time, Björn genuinely didn’t 

believe me, until hearing the individual tracks in isolation. 

 

I introduce this song in the same way most nights:  

 

“This song, is controversial. It is one of the few songs in our set, that often will split a room 

right down the middle. We don’t expect anybody to pick what side they are on, but if anybody 

is offended by its content… I genuinely couldn’t give a shit.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Walking In Man-Piss 
Lyrics: Alan Doonican #2 / Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: Walking In Memphis - Marc Cohn 

  

Hit Tarn in me new suede shoes, blue with Cuban heels 

Supped pints, until nature called 

The time had come to brek the seal  

W.C. was handy, but when I walked in it beggared belief  

There must’ve been a blockage 

The urinal had overflowed and leaked 

  

So I was walking in man piss 

Wished I was walking ten feet off of the floor 

Walking in man piss, and it was too bad to ignore 

  

Had a neet art in Sheffield - I went to see Mötley Crüe 

Took my place near the front of the stage 

To get a real good view 

The security laughed, suddenly 

So I turned my back on the show 

But a suspect yellow pint, had suddenly took flight 

And drenched me from head to toe 

  

Yes I was covered in man piss 

It was dripping down me face and onto me shoes  

Soaked through with man piss - and there was nothing I could do… 

  

I was stood there chuffing fuming                                         

And my rage it filled the air                                                        

‘cos my blue suede shoes, that were brand new                 

They hadn't got a prayer                                                    

Now they were soaked with man piss                                  

  

I went to see the doctor - as my feet had both turned blue 

I'd been scrubbing at them for weeks and weeks 

And didn’t know what to do 

He said, “Son, it’s a chemical reaction  

Must be the dye leaked from your shoes 

But that would need ammonia - can you give me any clues?” 

Yes I’ve been walking in man piss 

I know it sounds like a pretty weird thing to do 

But I’ve been walking in man piss 

And it has knackered me blue suede shoes? 

They were ruined by man piss 

They used to be a deep blue, but now they're pale grey 

Faded by man piss 

Now I can’t even shift them on eBay 

  

Had to bin my new suede shoes, the very next day 

Walked round lookin’ sad and blue, in the middle of the pouring rain 



Walked round lookin’ sad and blue, in the middle of the pouring rain 

  

  

Probably one of Alan’s finest compositions, this song made me laugh out loud, the moment I 

read the lyrics. I didn’t even have to ask what the original song was, it was just that good.  

 

Alan had this to say about it: 

 

“I was a massive Elvis fan as a teenager. So much so, that for my sixteenth birthday, I asked 

for a pair of blue suede shoes. I loved them and spent hours gyrating in front of a full length 

mirror. I can probably attribute my loose hips to this now.  

 

Unfortunately, the shoes got ruined and I wrote this song as a lament to them, back in the 

day. I had completely forgotten about it, until we did a gig in York, in a less-than-salubrious 

venue, sub-headlining with another comedy band from over the Pennines. The plumbing in 

the public conveniences there, was shambolic to say the least, so much so that I ended up 

walking on tip-toes, to try and keep my feet dry. It brought this song flooding back.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Signing 12 ‘Til 5 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Working 9 To 5 - Dolly Parton  

  

Stumble out of bed, for tonight’s transmission 

I’m the late-night star on yer television 

I flex my wrist to try to come to life  

Forget Babestation and all that humpin’ 

Watch my nimble fingers start talking 

While folks watch me, on their screens, from 12 til 5  

  

Signing 12 til 5, working for the Hard of Hearing 

I work Signzone live, in the corner I’m appearing  

And you’ll see me there, getting into all the action 

But you’ll be so damn tired, you won’t get no satisfaction 

  

Signing 12 til 5, I compete with teleshopping  

Cos there’s nowt else on, there’s no need for channel hopping 

Don’t want to turn me on, ‘cos I look so animated 

But it’s me on t’BBC, or summat that’s X-rated 

  

As people dream, I’m feeling shattered   

But the deaf sit up to watch me, they’re knackered 

They’re not vampires, or blinded by the light 

It’s not fair, in fact it’s shitty 

I’m signing CeeBeebies and Holby City 

Gonna need Pro-Plus to make it through the night 

  

Signing 12 til 5, these folk are deaf, they’re not nocturnal 

Feeling sleep deprived, while I stand translating verbal 

I’m there on their screens, in the early hours of t’morning  

They all think I’m screaming, but really I’m just yawning 

  

12 til 5, it’s the way I make my livin'  

I’m just gettin' by, I’m not talking, I’m just jigging  

Try to keep in time, but when my energy’s diminished 

During Mastermind - I’ve started as they’ve finished 

  

12 til 5, and without a word of warning 

I could go off piste, much more fun that just conforming 

‘Cos this job ain’t glam, and the hours are quite a hassle 

But like a BSL Chris Packham, I’ll sneak in the word ‘vajazzle’ 

  

  

Like many songs, the title for this track lived on a post-it note on my piano for a long, long 

time before it was written. The original idea was that it would be a song about the antics of 

American pop-gurner, Miley Cyrus, entitled Twerking 9 til 5, but it didn’t seem a strong 

enough gag to carry a whole song.  

 

The inspiration for Amanda and I to return to the idea, came from an event mentioned earlier 



in the book, which took place at Bearded Theory Festival 2015, when we launched The Tarn 

Machine. Here we were joined on stage by British Sign Language Interpreter, Sarah Gatford, 

who signed our lyrics to make the show inclusive for deaf festival-goers.  

 

On returning home, I remember noticing that BSL Interpreters (or ‘Terps’, as they call 

themselves in the trade), would often appear in the bottom corner of the telly screen, in the 

early hours of the morning. This lead me to ponder how deaf viewers felt about having to stay 

up so late to enjoy the TV, and then, putting the shoe on the other foot, how the BSL Terps 

managed to have the stamina to do their job so late at night. It was a silly idea, as obviously 

most of their work is pre-recorded, but a silly idea that turned into a song.  

 

On finishing it, I sent the lyrics to Sarah, to see if she felt there was anything that could be 

construed as offensive. She loved it. So much so that, when we launched T’SOUTH 0 - TARN 

4 at Bearded Theory in 2016, Sarah rejoined the band to perform the song on stage. The final 

line was deliberately written with her in mind, after we learned the sign-language for 

‘vajazzle’ from performing She’s From Dodworth the year before. It gave us an excuse to 

have her sign it again.  

 

How very childish of us.   

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



All Abart The Plates 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tunes: Rehab - Amy Winehouse / All About That Bass - Meghan Trainor  

  

You may think it’s just a First World Problem, but I’d say no, no, no 

You’ve got no idea, but lend me an ear, and I’ll tell my tale of woe 

I’ll recollect a time, and though I’m pretty far from fine 

I recall a certain kitchen nightmare, that happened not so long ago… 

  

Unsuspecting, one weekend, I went for pub-grub with a friend 

The waiter asked me for my order 

I asked “What would you recommend?” 

And as he brought the sirloin steak, I couldn’t help but double-take… 

  

They brought me steak on a breadboard 

And I said, “What the chuff is that!?” 

Were they smokin’ crack? It’s just chuffing slack 

A plate is where it’s at 

I’d waited some time, but yet they somehow thought that’s fine 

There’s no way I’m eating off a plank of wood 

So I med him tek it back 

  

What’s wrong with good old-fashioned plates? 

Well you can do one with yer slates 

You must think that I’ve gone funny 

‘Cos what you bought to t’table’s a piss-take 

You may have thought that that would pass 

But you can shove that slate back up on your rooftop 

  

If you’re bringing me bread in a flat-cap 

Then I’ll say, “whoa, whoa, whoa!” 

If you mess your keks at the thought of Pyrex 

Then your food’s just got to go 

I ha’n't got the time, for gourmet chefs who think that’s fine 

So go and get your finest China, or I’m guaranteed to go 

  

The waiter said, “Our food’s revered” 

I thought, pal, “You’ve no idea” 

But I'm not one to lose me patience 

Over simple things, like food and beer 

I thought, “A curry’s a no-brainer”  

Til he brought it all out in a trainer 

  

It’s time to send your chef to rehab  

Because no crockery’s just rude 

I think he’s a fart, if he claims that that’s art 

Jackson Pollock’s to your food            

Don’t you think it’s time, to finally stop this pantomime? 

Let’s get rid of baskets, slates and breadboards 

Because it’s time for them to go 



  

It’s all abart the plates, not slates or breadboards 

It’s all abart the plates, not slates or breadboards 

It’s all abart the plates, not slates or breadboards 

It’s all abart the plates, ‘bout the plates 

  

  

One afternoon, Amanda and I went to a pub, not too far from our home, for a pint and some 

food. We had frequented the pub many times before, but when our food arrived, it turned out 

that the pub’s regular chef had left, and his replacement had decided to follow the latest fad 

of replacing plates with a far from adequate substitute.  

 

My chicken tikka masala came in a small, metal bowl, with the accompanying rice in a 

separate bowl, both placed atop a wooden breadboard. There was no feasible way of 

savouring the food that had been placed in front of me, as instead of being able to eat it in a 

normal way, it was compartmentalised on the plank of wood. It was no longer food, it was 

now the Response Round from ‘The Krypton Factor’.  

 

In sheer disgust, I photographed the chef’s ‘art’, and posted it to Facebook, along with a 

suitably sarcastic review. Needless to say, we never returned. It was this Facebook comment 

that prompted a friend of ours to add me to a group called ‘Plates Not Slates’, where 

members would post photographs of similar kitchen nightmares, in a crusade against serving 

culinary delights, on pieces of roof slate, or drinks in jam jars. 

 

The horror stories contained within the virtual walls of the group, were enough for Amanda 

and I to realise that there was mileage in a song about this frankly stupid trend.  

 

All of the things mentioned in the song, are genuine ways in which morons in the catering 

trade have attempted to showcase their wares. The original Amy Winehouse track had lots of 

potential for us to use it as the vehicle, as it was very wordy, giving us chance to get 

particularly bilious towards the perpetrators. A last minute decision was made to add an a 

cappella vocal outro to the tune of the Meghan Trainor’s 2014 ear-worm All About That Bass, 

which, like places that ‘play with your food’, I cannot stand.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Talk Reight You Idiot 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Alan Doonican #2 / Björn Doonicansson / Andy Doonican 

Original Tune: Walk Like An Egyptian - The Bangles 

  

All the chavvy youths of today 

Can’t understand what they’re on about 

They all speak quick, say they’re ‘sick’ 

What do they mean? I can’t figure out 

It’s a bizarre slang... what's YOLO? 

You say that you’re only living once 

Try telling that to Sean Bean 

He'll prove you wrong, from the ambulance 

You’re a chump, go and pull your pants up 

(way up, way up, waaaay uuup)…     

And talk reight, you idiot 

  

You’re acting like you’re from ‘Da Hood’ 

But you’re about as hard as balsa wood 

You lol and lol, as you’re trolling 

Cameron and Paul Hollywood 

You add “and ting” to everything 

Do ‘ya think that you’re Jamaic-i-an? 

The truth is that you come frum t’Tarn 

You’re whiter than Michael Jackson 

You’re a chump, go and pull your pants up 

(way up, way up, waaaay uuup)…     

And talk reight, you idiot 

  

You say you're going to the ‘Mall’ 

It's Morrisons, you're not Eminem 

Get all your gear from Primarni 

To hang like Kim Kardashian 

You Snap-Chat from the changing room 

To yer bestie, chillin’ in her crib 

Asking "Does my bum look big in this?" 

She’s dissin’ you, ‘cos she said it did 

All the stupid kids high on ket 

What happened to smoking cigarettes? 

And they exclaim, “I’m bare vexed... 

Don't ask me bruv, or I'll shank you next!” 

You’re a chump, go and pull your pants up 

(way up, way up, waaaay uuup)…     

And talk reight, you idiot 

  

  

Talk Reight You Idiot was the only time that all members of the second four-piece line-up of 

The Bar-Steward Sons contributed collectively to complete a song. It was the last song to be 

written and it was tough working it through to the final draft, but we got there in the end. 

   

We were approaching the end of the writing process for TARN 4, which had a self-imposed 



deadline, which mirrored the deadline for The Tarn Machine, the year before. After 

Amanda’s illness (with breast cancer in 2014), I had scheduled the first show back, after our 

four month hiatus, to be a solo show at The Lantern Theatre, in Sheffield. Prior to this, I had 

only ever done pub shows, so this was a big deal for me to hire a theatre and do a three hour 

show all on my own. It made it even more special, that it sold out, as I had a load of our 

brand-new unheard material to showcase.  

 

The show had been entitled One Man Show, in homage to my comedy-folk hero, Mike 

Harding’s 1976 classic double-album of the same name. It was recorded for my own One 

Man Show album, the cover of which also pastiched Mike’s. During this show I performed all 

of the songs we had been writing for The Tarn Machine.  

 

On previous albums, we had usually been gigging the songs long before we recorded the 

studio versions, but by doing this with The Tarn Machine, that routine was broken. It was 

found to work better because the audience were hearing a collection of brand-new songs, all 

together, for the first time. It was a great way of knowing what worked well.  

 

In the very same way, the deadline for TARN 4 coincided with the week before One Man 

Show Too, so that I could learn all of the new songs and try them out in front of an audience, 

for the first time. Like we had done with The Tarn Machine, I really wanted this album to 

feature at least one song from every member of the band.  

 

It was Andy Doonican who sent the initial idea for the song that became Talk Reight You 

Idiot. I really liked the idea for the song, which focused on young people and the way they 

spoke. Andy placed lots of modern street slang into the original lyrics, which was great in 

principle, but the language needed some explanation, to make it accessible to a wider 

audience.  

 

After an hour of searching google for answers, I was still totally none the wiser to what some 

of the slang words meant. I even asked Björn, being 18 years my junior, and he hadn’t got a 

chuffing clue, either! 

 

After a fair bit of head-scratching, the rest of us collectively contributed towards a version of 

the song that captured both Andy’s original vision, and gags about youth culture, that were 

now also accessible to a more mature audience.  

 

By the time we got round to writing and recording T’SOUTH 0 - TARN 4, the trio of myself, 

Björn and Alan had been doing 99% of the shows as a three-piece band. We had done so 

many shows as a trio now, that we had become a very tight unit. We knew the songs, and 

knew them well. 

 

Andy played just four shows with the band in 2016, which meant that, he wasn’t as familiar 

with the newer material. Although we didn’t know it at the time, his final show was at the 

band’s 10
th

 Birthday Bash, which took place on 17
th

 June, to coincide with the anniversary of 

The Bar-Steward Sons of Val Doonican’s first ever gig.  

 

We had, on several occasions, been approached by festivals and venues to play, and our 

website clearly portrayed us as a quartet. As a result, quite a few festival organisers and 

venue owners felt that they weren’t getting “the full band” as advertised, and this was 

becoming a little awkward.  



Andy and I had been the closest of friends, long before he joined the band, but it was for this 

very reason that I genuinely didn’t know how to approach him about the situation. Things had 

just changed. That’s life. We had grown up. Andy was now a married man, with two children 

and a busy job, and balancing all of that kind of thing with The Bar-Steward Sons’ usual busy 

gig schedule, was never going to be easy. I wouldn’t have expected him to either.  

 

With all of his other commitments, we just hadn’t seen anything of Andy socially for such a 

long time, that finding an appropriate moment to address ‘the elephant in the room’, sadly 

never happened.  

 

You hear of other bands who have members departing their ranks after hissy-fits, tantrums, 

fights and fall-outs, but we have never been like ‘other bands’. There was never any harsh 

words or bitter resentment, but rightly or wrongly, I never called Andy to discuss his future in 

the band.  

 

His music is something he has always loved, and playing had been one of his many hobbies 

for as long as we have known each other. We’ve shared the stage so many times, both before 

the band existed, and while he was amongst our number, and we both achieved more than 

either of us thought possible.  

 

In the end, the situation wasn’t able function like it should in a working-band. It was really 

sad, but that is just how it was. In January 2017, I bit the bullet and updated the band’s 

website, which now showed the band as a trio again.  

 

In retrospect, it’s a pity we didn’t have that talk, but I’d like to think that, regardless of what 

happened, we have all moved on without confrontation or bitterness. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Shave Tonight 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Save Tonight - Eagle-Eye Cherry 

  

Your vintage clothes look like curtains 

Wearing sunglasses in candlelight 

Checkered shirt and an oak-casked wine 

You think it’s cool to smoke a pipe 

  

On your bike, with huge headphones 

And your woolly hat, when it’s summery 

Tek your beard and your waxed moustache 

And put us out of our misery 

 

Shave tonight and fight the Hipster trend 

You’re a numpty and that beard should be condemned 

Shave tonight, don’t look so nonchalant 

In a cereal café, eating artisan croissants 

 

Listening to Arcade Fire 

Carry a manbag ‘cos it’s on LP 

Got a record player from Urban Outfitters 

And now you act all bourgeoisie 

  

Big bowties and bespoke tweed 

You consume gadgets and flaxseed 

“Got the latest iphone, don’t you know 

Because 4G is far too slow” 

  

Shave tonight, then ditch the skinny jeans 

You love organic, but what the hell’s a soya bean? 

Shave tonight, don’t instagram or blog 

You’re so retro, that your iPad’s analogue 

 

I hear a noise, from your CD Walkman 

An obscure hit from Kazakhstan 

You say, “You’ve prob’ly haven’t heard of it” 

Well I’m pretty glad ‘cos it sounds shit 

  

Shave tonight, before the break of day 

‘Cos you look like, you’re Tom Hanks in ‘Castaway’ 

Shave tonight, get sponsored by Gillette 

One last listen, to Kid A on cassette 

  

Shave tonight, it’s not the old Wild West 

You’re so unique, that you look like all the rest 

Shave tonight, that beard is out of hand 

Don’t be hipster, just go join an indie band 

Go join an indie band… 

Shave tonight… 



  

Shave Tonight owes a lot to two separate people… Eagle Eye Cherry, and our friend Tom 

Large.  Tom is the tall bearded chap, who has joined us on stage as The Devil, at many a-

festival, when we perform The Devil Went Darn To Barnsley.  

 

Before we had met, way back when it had been released, Amanda had played the cassette 

version of Eagle Eye Cherry’s Desireless album to death. She loved his big 1997 hit, Save 

Tonight, from the same album, and when I later bought her a CD copy of the album, she 

wanted to find a way of creating a suitable parody, purely because she liked the original song 

so much.  

 

The most obvious play on words was Shave Tonight, and it came at a time when the whole 

‘hipster’ movement was hitting the headlines across the country. My first awareness of a 

resurgence in hipster culture, was via the news. There had been a story in the newspaper 

about a pair of ‘hipster’ brothers, who had established their own ‘cereal café’ in Tower 

Hamlets, in London. They were charging £3.20 for a bowl of cereal, in their trendy bid to be 

‘different’. We like to write about subjects that are topical, and so a song about hipsters, like 

a song about plates rather than slates, was perfectly apt.  

 

With his big beard, we would regularly jibe Tom about being a hipster. He denied 

vehemently, even to a point that he had a t-shirt printed with the slogan, “I’m not a chuffin’ 

hipster!” emblazoned on the front, which he would wear when attending our shows.  

My fondest recollection of Shave Tonight, was when we played an intimate show in Pebbles 

Tavern, in Watchet, during the weekend of Watchet Music Festival. We played a short 

‘busking’ set (although we were amplified) in the bar, and in attendance was Tom, along with 

our good friends, The Sweetchunks Band, from Southampton.  

 

The Sweetchunks are a steam-punk styled comedy band, and all of their members, Stu, Ash 

and Mike our proud beard wearers. They too have employed the help of Tom Large, as he has 

also appeared on stage with them as their butler, ‘Caruthers’. They’re some of the nicest folk 

we have met and had the pleasure of working with over the years that I’ve been doing this. 

They also have a rather mischievous streak, that you cannot help but love.   

 

With The Sweetchunks due to play the same stage, later in the afternoon, they had come 

down to join in the fun. On commencing Shave Tonight, Stu, Ash and Tom stood an 

intimidating 30 centimeters away from the three of us, with Tom towering over us. While 

trying to soldier on, without cracking up laughing, we managed to ignore them until the 

chorus. On singing the words “Shave Tonight”, the three of them bellowed at the top of their 

voices “NOOOO!”, much to amusement of the entire audience.  

 

To make matters worse, once they had got that first big laugh, there was no way they were 

going to pack it in so easily. For the entire duration of the song, every time we chorused 

“Shave Tonight” we were heckled by our shouty, bearded counter-parts, yelling “NOOOO!” 

straight into our faces. How we got to the end of the song, I will never know.   

 

Final Score: T’SOUTH 3 - TARN 0 

 

  

 

 



Festival Heroes 
Lyrics: Alan Doonican #2 / Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: Holding Out For A Hero - Bonnie Tyler 

  

From May until September, across our lovely land 

There’s loads of folk, who hit the road, with tents or campervans 

The festival’s a Mecca for the likes of you and me 

But there are folk, it’s not a joke, who take things to extremes… 

  

You know, the weirdoes; you know the festival weirdoes 

Give them all a wide birth 

It doesn’t take that, to spot a real twat 

Starting with the lad dressed as a Smurf 

So many weirdoes 

Like the hippies in kaftans, wanting to free Tibet 

Or the posh-bird called Grace, who wants to embrace 

All the folk in the dance-tent on ket… dance-tent on ket 

  

Then there’s those who buy their tickets, but dun't go to see a band 

Who spend their weekend sat in chairs 

Outside a clapped-out transit van 

That seventh can of Stella, isn’t helping her Tourette's  

They’re the neighbours from hell, who share a brain cell 

The sort you can't forget... 

 

This lot aren’t weirdoes, they’re just festival bell-ends  

And their time is mis-spent 

They use all of the night, to talk absolute shite 

When they should be asleep in a tent 

They're chuffing morons  

They spend most of the evening talking bollocks, but then 

He goes to his car, gets an acoustic guitar 

And plays Wonderwall, badly, again... again and again  

  

The hipsters taking selfies, fashion-conscious, self-obsessed 

Wait for the band’s hit single, but then talk through all the rest 

The pillocks on their camping chairs, in the mosh-pit what a farce 

Dun’t stand-in-front-of-me-with-your-flag, 

Or that pole goes up yer arse 

Give me torpedoes; give me a sawn-off machine-gun 

And I’d sort them I know 

I’d start with the lad filming on his i-Pad 

Is it so hard to just watch the show? 

Or all the zeroes, who can never be happy, 

They were just born to moan 

‘Bout the state of the ground, the line-up, the sound 

The weather, or charging their phone 

Why not just stay at home? 

  

To all those folk, I sing this song, as I count to ten and breathe 



You think you’re so original, shouting Alan! Alan! Steve! 

Just remember, often, this thing’s run by volunteers 

And they all work bloody hard, so raise yer glasses and say CHEERS! 

 

‘Cos they're the heroes, they're the festival heroes 

And you know that I'm right 

They're doing their best, to make a success 

So we all have a chuffin’ good time 

Yeah they're the heroes, they're the festival heroes 

Making things run okay 

Planning months in advance, so we all get the chance 

To come here for beautiful days 

For such beautiful days 

  

  

Festival Heroes took quite some time to complete, but the first verse was sent to me, by Alan, 

on the final morning at Bearded Theory Festival, in May 2015, the day that we launched The 

Tarn Machine. This made it the first song that we had finished writing, ready for recording on 

TARN 4. We unleashed it, for the first time, at Beautiful Days 2015. We dedicated it to our 

friends John Bownas and his wife Sara at The Band-Stand, The Levellers and the organisers 

of the festival.   

 

The song was developed, as it bounced to and fro over the following months, via e-mail, 

between Alan and myself. We tried to include as many of the different kinds of people we 

had witnessed at different festivals. We wanted to ensure that seasoned festival-goers would 

recognise all of the different generic villains, but also to project the underlying theme, that 

the people behind the scenes making the magic work, were worthy of everyone’s celebration.   

  

Alan had this to say about it: 

“I woke up on the second morning of Bearded Theory Festival, after another night disturbed 

by a group sat outside a rusty Ford Transit, chain-drinking Stella. Every time I went back to 

the van, they were there. There was a lady in the party who, for no apparent reason, would 

periodically shout out random phrases, throughout the night.  

 

I found this a less than endearing quality and as I sat in bed that morning, ‘Festival Heroes’ 

began to take shape. It took some hours of mixing with lovely festival people, real Festival 

Heroes, and a few Old Rosie’s, for me to calm down enough for the latter verses to arrive.” 

 

The lyric, “[They] wait for the band’s hit single, but then talk through all the rest,” was a 

direct attack on one of my own personal pet hates… people who talk loudly through live 

music. As a comedy band, the emphasis on really listening to the lyrics is essential in order to 

understand our act. However, my dislike of this behaviour extends way beyond our own 

shows. Over the years, I have made it something of a personal mission to try and fight this 

frankly idiotic past-time, at every turn. It has lost me and the band some friends, but also 

gained us plenty of the right kind of friends, too.  

 

The thing is, as far as I am concerned, I just think it is really disrespectful to the rest of an 

audience, who have paid their money to hear the act, and also to the performers on the stage, 

who have spent ages rehearsing, writing and pouring their heart into their craft. Some people 

would disagree with this as a concept, but there are two kinds of people in this world: those 



that agree with me on this subject, and those who are wrong.  

 

Beyond the song’s deliberate comedic intentions, if you do recognise yourself as any one of 

the song’s villains, you probably need to take a long, hard look at yourself.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Don’t Watch This Shit At Home 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: I’ll Sail This Ship Alone - The Beautiful South 

  

Forget ‘Made In Chelsea’, just switch off your TV 

Then I’d say, “Get thissen to t’pub, dun’t sit at home”  

And if you have the choice, don’t sit and watch ‘The Voice’ 

That’s not the kind of mindless cack I would condone 

 

You’re sat there watching Gogglebox 

While they’re sat there watching too 

Forget the TV license 

‘Cos there’s so much more to do, anyway now 

  

I don’t want to see ‘Extreme Fishing with Robson Green’ 

Why can’t he sail his ship to Ecuador? 

And I’m, I’m gonna swear, and I don’t even care 

Because, what’s the chuffing point in ‘Geordie Shore’? 

  

Don’t watch that shit at home 

The Apprentice and the X-Factor 

Don’t watch that shit at home 

Unless Cowell’s fired under a tractor 

If you think, that that’s okay, it’s not okay 

Don’t watch that shit at home 

  

Why, why even bother, with Celebrity Big Brother 

‘Cos it’s full of Z-list folk, that no-one knows 

Is it Slash or Henry Rollins? No it’s always Gemma Collins 

How can they pay that chuffing goon to sit and moan? 

 

I’d sooner have Donald Trump’s comb-over 

And be forced to watch Strictly 

Instead of watching, Joey Essex 

On every channel on TV…he’s a numpty! 

  

Don’t watch that shit at home 

TOWIE is wall-to-wall trollops 

Don’t watch that shit at home 

Feeding celebrities kangaroo bollocks 

If you think, that that’s okay, it’s not okay 

Don’t watch that shit at home 

  

I’d sooner be like Deborah Meaden… 

I’m going to be out 

  

  

Music star, Sheryl Crow, famously said “What everybody used to call a freak show, well now 

we call it Reality TV”. It’s a persistent format, which has been with us now since the early 

2000s, and doesn’t seem to have any intention of leaving us.  



 

Like many of the other topical subjects on this album, Amanda had wanted us to attempt a 

song about the wall-to-wall ‘Reality TV’ shows, that were now filling most TV channels’ 

programming. You could flick from one channel to the next, and be transported from the Big 

Brother house, to the goings on at The Kardashian’s house (whoever the chuff they are!). Or 

you could turn over, to find a secret millionaire, meeting the working classes on an estate in 

Moss Side, to ascertain who was most worthy of their token donation (whilst also 

shamelessly plugging their multi-million pound company to the nation).   

 

Before starting to write Don’t Watch This Shit At Home, Amanda and I made a list of all of 

the UK’s reality TV shows that we could think of. We also listed all of the so-called 

‘celebrities’ who were coming back into the limelight from yesteryear, as a result of going 

into an Australian jungle, to eat a concoction of dingo’s dongers and huntsman spider legs, 

for the Great British public’s delectation. 

 

However, to make matters worse, beyond the appetite for former-stars making their return to 

the nation’s screens, Reality TV was also making new celebrities of its own, with Joey Essex, 

Gemma Collins and Rylan Clark being just a few of the previous unknowns, being passed off 

as A-listers. I think that it speaks volumes, that since this song was written, former 

Apprentice mogul, Donald Trump, was elected to the position of Cockwomble-In-Chief and 

put in charge of the button that could have wiped out the planet.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Silent Farter 
Lyrics: Alan Doonican #2 

Original Tune: Firestarter - The Prodigy 

  

Scott: And that was Blowing In The Wind by Bob Dylan. You’re listening to Doonican FM, 

brightening your day since 2006, and now, it’s time for your letters. We have a moving letter, 

from a brave young man, let’s call him ‘Alan’, and here’s his story… 

 

Alan: I know it’s been said before, but it’s not easy when you’re different. I’ve been keeping 

something quiet for a long time… well out of the public sphere. There’s a whiff of 

impropriety, a scent of a scandal, and I can’t hide from it any longer. I’ve had a mask to hide 

behind. In fact, I think the time for masking the issue is over.  

 

In the last couple of years, I know there have been some rumours going around about me. I 

think it’s time I put the record straight.  I want to take this opportunity, to clear the air. Over 

the years I have caused disharmony, and have been the recipient of some very harsh 

comments. Harsh words, not all justified. I seem to be the butt of the joke. I often feel like I 

am at the bottom of the pile.  

 

I am what I am, and what I am is completely natural. I’m not ashamed of who I am, or what I 

am, and I think some people may be wrestling with these issues, just like me. Indeed, I have 

spent time with many people, in mosh-pits, and at bars, and I know I’m not alone.  

 

In some circles, we are made to feel less-than-perfect. We’re ostracised, vilified, singled out 

as ones to blame, whether we are or not. I’m not willing to put up with it any longer. I’m not 

willing to be a second class citizen, and neither should you be. That’s why I’ve chosen this 

tune. This is my tune. This is your tune. This is our tune. I just hope that it helps somebody 

struggling to accept themselves, just like I used to. Not anymore. Be proud. Let it go…       

 

Methane eminator 

Trouser fumigator 

Secret botty burper 

Nasal persecutor 

I'm a silent farter 

Sneaky silent farter 

You're a silent farter 

Sneaky silent farter 

I'm a silent farter 

Sneaky silent farter 

  

He who smelt it, dealt it 

Fragrance of a cesspit 

Surreptitious tooter 

Atmosphere polluter 

I'm a silent farter 

Sneaky silent farter 

You're a silent farter 

Sneaky silent farter 

  

Naturally furtive 



Stink-bomb detonator 

Socially explosive 

Noxious fume emitter  

I'm a silent farter 

Sneaky silent farter 

You're a silent farter 

Sneaky silent farter 

I'm a silent farter 

Sneaky silent farter 

 

 

Björn and I were well into the recording of our parts for TARN 4 by the time Alan e-mailed 

me this hidden gem, on 14
th

 March 2016. It didn’t give me a lot of time to source all of the 

samples we would need to re-create the sound of The Prodigy’s first #1 single, but we do like 

a challenge in the Doonicans camp.  

 

Alan had initially sent me a Facebook message, suggesting the idea for re-working 

Firestarter as a song about farting and walking away. As you would imagine, I instantly 

thought it was going to be far too puerile to do. And then he sent me the lyrics.  

 

I knew straight away, that it was not only the album’s hidden track, but that Alan had to be 

the person to perform it, which he did. And boy did he do it!  

 

On the day that he came to record all of his parts on TARN 4, towards the end of the 

marathon session, we set up the mic for us to track his vocals. By this time, we had 

assembled the backing track, which Alan had been sent, ahead of the session, to familarise 

himself with the structure.  

 

He nailed the vocal in just two takes, which would have been just one take, had he not 

accidentally stumbled over the final verse. After us dropping him straight back in at the point 

of error, he completed the whole thing, in less than five minutes. It was a good job too, as 

Björn and I were in stitches, with our hands in our mouths, desperately trying to ensure our 

muffled laughter, didn’t end up being picked up my the microphone. It was a masterclass 

performance!    

 

When the album was released, Silent Farter was a real hit with fans, and soon we were 

getting message after message, asking when Alan would be performing it live. We saved that 

moment, for the band’s 10
th

 Birthday show, in front of 150 people, at a sold-out Barnsley 

Rock & Blues Venue.  

 

Our good friend, Jenny Fuller, who knits many of Björn’s and Alan’s tank-tops, had been 

hard at work, and had made a tank-top replica of Keith Flint’s stars & stripes jumper, from 

the Firestarter video. This ensured that Alan would look the part, once he had added a bright 

red Mohawk too. The audience loved it, and we filmed Alan’s solo live performance from 

enough angles, to create the song’s music video, from its live debut.   

 

This is what Alan himself has to say about the song: 

“I was on stage after a large portion of pie and peas. I’d been a complete gentleman, for a 

rather painful hour, but the discomfort was really quite distracting. I moved as far away from 

the rest of the band as I could, and I let go. The relief was instant, but the guilt, like the smell, 



lingered. This song was inspired by the battle I had with my conscience.” 

 


