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Giro    
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original tune: Money - Pink Floyd 

 

Giro! Hip-hooray!  

Lay in bed, there’s no need for work today 

Giro! It's a gas!  

Get thissen to t’pub with tax-payers’ hard earned cash 

Got a car on mobility for the family  

Claim a dodgy back… and get thissen a blue badge 

 

Giro! It’s great!  

I’m alreight mate, got it courtesy of the State 

Giro! Outta sight!  

Dun’t need none-of-that “You’ve got an interview” shite  

I’m in the unworking class, so kiss my ass  

Watchin’ Trisha on me brand new plasma-screen 

 

Giro! What a crime!  

But if the neighbours shop me  

Then it looks like I’m doin’ time 

Giro, so they say… is the root of unfairness today 

But to genuine folk it’s no big joke  

That they’re giving none away   

 

 

After The Bar-Steward Sons of Val Doonican had written and recorded our first 

album of comedy songs, Cpl Kipper’s Barnsley Trades Club Turn, in 2010, our 

original line-up had it’s first big change, when my fellow founder-member, 

Danny Doonican left unexpectedly in early 2011, as we were starting to write 

songs for Kipper’s follow-up. Danny left due to his poor mental health at the 

time, and a particularly bad bout of depression had consumed him, and enough 

was enough.  

 

My initial reaction was to ring and try and talk Danny round, which just really 

annoyed him, showing the ‘dark side’ of him that I was aware of, but had never 

actually witnessed before. It was clear he was serious and so it seemed that, for 

The Bar-Steward Sons, it really was sink or swim time.   

 

With a small handful of shows still lined up, I rang Alan Doonican #1 and asked 

him what he thought we should do, and he simply said “Well, I’m happy to 

carry on, as long as you are”. So that was it. We did. 

 



On 2
nd

 April we played The Market Inn in Elsecar as a duo. And it worked. It 

was certainly lacking the tight harmonies, but I had tried to remedy that by 

purchasing a vocal harmony pedal to replace Danny’s vocals, as Alan was not a 

singer. It wasn’t the same as having a real person to banter with, but it did the 

job. Judging by the audience’s positive reaction, they didn’t seem to notice 

Danny’s absence.  

 

But I did… particularly at the following show the very next day. We had a great 

Friday night in Elsecar, but were brought straight back down to earth when we 

turned up at the charity fundraiser at the Ché Bar in Barnsley. The venue was 

like a cavernous air-craft hanger, and with twenty-strong, truly disinterested 

audience, and a pretty-much inept ‘soundman’, we opened the day’s musical 

festivities. The usual curse of a hometown crowd, four years on and Barnsley 

still didn’t ‘get it’. In the end, I was so fed-up that Alan and I cut the set short. 

We made our excuses and left.   

 

However, Danny’s departure made me more determined to soldier on. Within 

days, I began making a start on writing and recording the follow-up to Cpl. 

Kipper. Alan #1 never participated in the writing process, so it was down to 

Amanda and I to write a new collection of songs, and for me to produce, and 

record them for ‘the difficult second album’. 

 

It was quite deliberate that many of the songs that formed The Dark Side Of The 

Tarn, held a mirror up to things that frustrate and anger people. I still feel that 

the album represents a reflective dark-side to our writing. Subject matter 

included benefit thieves, roadworks, chavs, a certain Canadian popstar, my 

hatred of doing the weekly food shop and road-rage, to name but a few. I 

suppose Amanda and I realised that things that sometimes cause frustration can 

be a source of comedy too.  

 

Giro is the only Bar-Steward Sons song in this book that has never been 

performed live. The reason for this is a simple one: It would be almost 

impossible to play! Pink Floyd’s Money was such an adventurous song to re-

work, but as I had the machinery to record the album on my own at home, I 

could do as many takes as I needed to ‘layer-up’ a band.  

 

Every single instrument on Giro was played by myself. Musically, the song 

starts and ends in 7/4 timing and changes to 4/4 timing in the middle. It was this 

middle instrumental section where I gave the track a Celtic-feel. I really went to 

town with things, knowing that I would never ever be able to perform it to an 

audience, but wanted to leave fans with an aural treat when they put the CD in 

their player that very first time.  

 



Digging The Roads Up   
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original tune: Making Your Mind Up - Bucks Fizz 

 

You’d only just sped it up  

Before you had to slow it darn 

There’s a tonne of traffic  

And it’s tailing back a mile or two frum t’Tarn 

But soon you find when you pass the sign…  

They’re digging the roads up 

 

So then you quickly turn it off  

Before you burn your new clutch art 

You’re running late already  

And it’s just thing to mek you scream and shart 

‘Cos you find that it’s t’Council’s time…  

For digging the roads up 

 

It says ‘Delays expected until the end of June’ 

But when they end in August,  

The new sign says ‘more coming soon’ 

 

But there is just a gret big hole  

And a brokken traffic light 

There’s one fella diggin’  

While the rest are watchin’ him, that’s abart right 

There’s loads of fuss, but there ain’t a rush…  

They’re digging the roads up 

 

And then to mek it worse  

The lazy buggers cun’t care less 

When they’re likely to finish mekkin’ people late  

Is anyone’s best guess 

So now you know where your council tax goes…  

On digging the roads up 

 

You’re sat bumper to bumper,  

On Sunday it’s a farce 

If only there were workmen,  

You’d stick them cones right up their arse! 

 

Eventually they clear it up  

And start to tek the cones away 



And the bloke with the sign lettin’ two at a time out  

Isn’t here today 

The digger’s gone ‘cos they’ve finally done…  

With digging the roads up 

 

But soon they tear it all back up  

Because there’s summat else to do 

You would’ve thought  

That they could’ve done two jobs at once,  

It isn’t hard to do 

Yet more expense, there’s no common sense…  

They’re digging roads up  

 

 

For any of you that have really taken time to look at our lyrics, you will have no 

doubt noticed that I do like a good moan. I love a good rant as much as the next 

person. It’s a very British thing to do. My view of the world from a-top of my 

soap-box, is sometimes quite liberating. And often a bilious venting of the 

spleen can be quite comedic. It’s a formula that has certainly worked for us.   

 

Now, it would appear that every year around March, Barnsley Metropolitan 

Borough Council (and probably many other local councils around the country) 

appear to use up any money left in their road maintenance budgets, to make 

repairs to certain roads. This is so that there is no ‘under-spend’ before the end 

of the financial year… however, the result is that the public end up in queues of 

traffic.  

 

The irony is that usually, as soon as the elusive road-workers have re-laid the 

road, the water / electricity / broadband providers then come along and dig them 

up again!  

 

In my mind, I think we’re all guilty of being the person in this song at some 

point in our life. According to the original lyric sheet, it was written on 9
th

 

February 2011, which means that it was written the day before I composed and 

recorded A Day In t’Tarn, and before Danny departed. On the album, I 

deliberately positioned this track away from Born To Get Riled as they were 

based on subjects that were similarly frustrating. 

 

You could probably argue that Crosstarn Traffic from ‘AVE IT : BOLD AS 

BRASS is based on a similar theme to Digging The Roads Up, but you don’t 

have to sit in the same car as Amanda when she hits traffic. To say she can get a 

little angry, is an understatement. Björn often car-shares with us, and Amanda 

does 99% of the driving, so he can vouch for this. Our doctors have diagnosed 



us both with PTSD.   

 

At the time of writing the album, there was a 20 mile stretch of the M1 

motorway that was ‘under construction’ and had been for almost two years. In a 

bid to ensure that motorists stuck to the 50mph limit, amongst the lengthy 

sections of hard-shoulder obscured cones, there were signs, allegedly designed 

by a child saying, “My daddy works here”.   

 

After sitting in the UK’s longest car park for several hours, every weekend on 

the way to shows, I felt sorry for the kid in question. During that period, not 

only did his Daddy not work there, neither did his mates. I never saw him, 

anyone who might have known him, or anyone who remotely looked like him, 

working anywhere near one of those stupid chuffing signs. I did once see 

someone in a hi-viz vest, sitting in a hut, having a cup of tea, but after pulling 

into the hard-shoulder and asking him, it turned out it wasn’t his dad, after all. 

  

My guess is that when he left for a week away ‘repairing the motorway’, he was 

in-fact living a double life with a woman in Buxton, where he signed on. I still 

keep a look out for him though, even now… so if the child who wrote those 

signs is reading this: if your daddy limps in one night, that’s really good news. 

It means I’ve found the lazy bugger and driven over his foot! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



You Give Tarn A Bad Name     
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original tune: You Give Love A Bad Name - Bon Jovi 

  

A baseball cap is what you wear  

You think you’ve got style but there’s clearly none there 

Chains of bling, star of CCTV  

You should be in prison but you’re walkin’ free  

 

Woah, with all the drugs that you sell  

Woah, you’ve been on ‘Neighbours From Hell’ 

Electronic’ly tagged with a curfew as well 

 

From Jump to Locke Park, it’s such a shame,  

Chavs give Tarn bad name 

You give them an ASBO and they think it’s fame  

You give Tarn a bad name  

 

You Burberry hoodies, hide your faces away  

To stop you from starring on Crimewatch UK   

Wearing cheap nylon sportswear,  

Just a quick sudden move  

And the whole National Grid could be powered by you 

 

Woah, your DNA’s on police file 

Woah, you've been on Jeremy Kyle 

Your mother’s your sister; you’ve only known for a while 

 

From Pilley to Wuz’bro, it’s such a shame,  

Chavs give Tarn a bad name 

You claim that that pit-bull is perfectly tame  

But you give Tarn a bad name  

 

All through t’borough, it’s such a shame,  

Chavs give Tarn bad name 

Stop acting like Westwood ‘cos he’s just as lame 

You give Tarn a bad name  

 

From Hoyland to Kendray, it’s such a shame,  

Chavs give Tarn a bad name 

You can act like you’ve done nowt,  

But you’re allus to blame 

You give Tarn a bad name 



 

Chav (/ˈtʃæv/ CHAV)  

is a pejorative epithet used in Britain to describe a particular stereotype. The 

word was popularised in the first decade of the 21st century by the British mass 

media to refer to an anti-social youth subculture in the United Kingdom.
 

The Oxford English Dictionary defines chav as an informal British derogatory, 

meaning “an uncultured young lower-class person who displays brash, anti-

social and loutish behaviour and wears real or imitation designer clothes”.  

 

Every town and city up and down the country has their own scourge of ‘chavs’. 

As lovely as Barnsley is, our hometarn is no exception to the rule. Before 

Amanda and I moved into our house together, in 2005, I lived on my own in a 

flat on a council estate in Hoyland. The area where the flats were located was 

known to be the roughest part of the estate, and one of the least desirable areas 

to live in Barnsley. The last police horse to venture into the estate, had its knee-

caps pinched and was placed on four bricks.  

 

The flats on the estate, housed a haven of local drug-dealers, resulting addicts, 

undesirables. The flats were also home to me, the only person on our side of the 

street who was ‘legally’ employed. Adjacent to the flats, was a row of terraced 

houses, that housed a lot of nice young families, and many of their children 

were taught by both Amanda and I at the local primary school, which was a 

two-minute walk away.   

 

Although it was well-known that I lived in the roughest part of the estate, the 

local parents accepted that I was ‘one of them’ and that came with a certain 

level of street-cred that wasn’t awarded to my colleagues.  

 

I distinctly remember one afternoon, as I walked the children up to the local 

swimming pool for their weekly swimming lesson, our new Headteacher 

decided to accompany me. Our Head was quite an unsavoury character, who 

drove a Porsche, and lived in a very well-to-do area several miles away in 

another borough. She was the kind of person who intended to make their mark 

on the school, and made lots of sudden changes on arriving there, including the 

introduction of a very strict uniform policy (the children previously had a no-

uniform policy that had been in place since the school was built in the 1970s).  

 

To put it mildly, she was quite out-of-touch with the actual level of poverty 

within the school’s catchment area, and it was clear that the parents disliked her 

snobbishness.    

 

Rather than walking the long way round next to the busy road, I took my class 

to the leisure centre via the estate, taking a short-cut past the flats. Suddenly, 



taking note of our dilapidated surroundings, the Head turned to me and said, 

“Scott, why on earth are you taking us this God-awful way?” to which I simply 

pointed “This is where I live. That’s my house. And that’s where a lot of these 

kids are from too. Welcome to the estate”. I hoped that it may have opened her 

eyes a little, but some people just can’t be helped.   

 

According to the original lyric sheet, You Give Tarn A Bad Name was written 

on 15
th

 February 2011. In a week where I had already penned Digging The 

Roads Up and A Day In t’Tarn, I must have been even busier than I 

remembered. It was written as a homage to a lot of the people that inhabited the 

flats alongside me, that were generally letting the side down.  

 

I have never forgotten where I came from, and I always thought it was such a 

shame that a few bad-eggs could really knacker things up for everybody else. I 

can honestly say that the majority of that little community may not have had a 

lot of money, but they had a special sort of spirit, that I think made them much 

richer than our Head.    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Arse On Fire    
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original tune: Sex On Fire - Kings Of Leon 

 

It’s 1 o’clock in the morning  

And you’ve been rarnd the Tarn  

And you’ve now got the munchies… you’re hungry 

Like bees around honey, like a moth to a flame 

You stagger off for a curry… no worries 

Your legs work like a Sat Nav and tek you to the K2  

You stumble in lookin’ plastered,  

“I’ll have pork vindaloo”  

They don’t hold back on the chillies,  

They don’t hold back on the spice 

And you wolf it darn quickly… so quickly 

 

Bugger! Your mouth is on fire!  

Woah! Can’t help but perspire!    

 

Now it’s early next morning,  

You could drink a tap dry  

Your mouth’s like Gandhi’s flip-flops,  

But you cannot think why 

And your head it is pounding, and you can’t stop the pain 

You’re feelin’ so dehydrated… so wasted 

But your gut’s feeling jippy, you know it ain’t right  

And then you remember what you ate last night 

And you push back the bed sheets, and you race to the bog  

And you only just make it... you made it 

 

Bugger! Your arse is on fire!  

Woah! Now the temperature’s higher 

 

Yes, your bum’s like a cherry, it’s red and it’s raw  

You daren’t move from the toilet…  

It feels incredibly sore 

‘Cos it seems that it’s hotter on the way out  

Than going in in the first place,  

You have good reason to shout  

The toilet-roll’s on the fridge shelf,  

Yes, you need some relief 

But your Ring of Fire… it beggars belief 

As your Khyber Pass suffers from Gandhi’s Revenge  



It smelt so bad I could taste it… taste it 

 

Bugger! Your arse is on fire!  

Woah! With the flames burning higher! 

  

 

Strange but true: Arse On Fire started as a very different song indeed. It was 

originally written about an ill-fated, foolish prank, that took place on the Leeds 

Festival campsite in the summer of 2000. A friend of mine had his tent set on 

fire, whilst he was in it! Luckily, he escaped unharmed, and we were all able to 

laugh about it afterwards.  

 

The song, Tent On Fire, told the tale of that story (the lyrics still exist 

somewhere in one of my many lyric folders), but on presenting the finished 

lyrics to Amanda, she felt it just wasn’t as funny as it could have been. She 

instantly suggested reworking the Kings of Leon track as Arse On Fire, with the 

idea that it could be about my love of a hot curry. With this idea in mind, the 

song very much wrote itself.  

 

The K2, which is mentioned in the first verse, was a less than salubrious curry 

house in Barnsley, that was extremely popular with drunks leaving the 

nightclub, on Regent Street. It was closed-down a few years after the song was 

written, with many locals citing that the reason for this was due to health 

inspectors finding a high content of bodily fluids in the food!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Doonican’s Dog    
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original tune: Delaney’s Donkey - Val Doonican 

 

Alan’s mother had a terrier and Penny was its name  

She’d take it for a walk to spend a penny up the lane 

He volunteered to walk it to the park in Matlock Bath  

She said okay, but didn’t know it would be such a faff 

He fetched the lead and he hooked it to her collar 

And then his mam said “Don’t forget a bag” 

“A bag?” he said “What on earth do I need that for?”  

And Penny looked at Alan and she gave her tail a wag 

She said “Alan, it’s for pooing in.  

What d’you think you’d do with it?”  

“I’ve been already!” replied Alan to his mum 

“You really can’t be serious, it’s for picking up her business.  

You can’t just leave it dangling from the poor dog’s bum” 

So he set off down with it, strolling into town with it 

Through the gates, past the trees and kids and larks 

The dog it were loving it, couldn’t get enough of it  

The day that Alan took the dog to Matlock Park. 

 

The dog was looking ready,  

Alan quickly thought it through  

He’d get the dog to go inside the bag to do its poo 

But Penny saw it different, in fact she just thought ‘no’  

She was buggered if the bag was the place she was going to go 

Alan clearly must have under-rated it  

He thought he’d train it to get inside the sack 

He thought it, brought it, and then, without apology,  

The dog just buggered off as if it wasn’t coming back 

There was Alan pushing it, shoving it and shushing it,  

Fighting and struggling; he’d almost given up 

Stood there whacking it, shoving it and smacking it  

He might as well have tried to pick the Town Hall up! 

Penny she was eyeing him, openly defying him 

Growling and snarling, she gave a nasty bark 

He stood there reversing it, swearing and a-cursing it  

The day that Alan took the dog to Matlock Park. 

The muscles of the mighty, never known to flinch  

He couldn’t shift the terrier a quarter of an inch 

Alan lay exhausted, hanging round its throat 

With a grip just like a Scotchman on a five pound note 



Other dog walkers crowded round to stare at him  

They couldn’t believe what they’d saw him do but then 

Penny backed into the bag and left a proper whopper  

And Alan gave a cheer  

But quickly changed his mind again 

‘Cos he was left there dragging it,  

Tying up and bagging it  

The bag was so full that he thought it might explode 

It was too big for his pocket,  

But the dog went like a rocket  

And it legged it off contently having dropped its load 

But Alan kept on pulling it, dragging the bag full of it  

He took it home despite the trouble and the strife 

His mam looked mad when she looked down,  

Her face it dropped into a frown 

And said “Alan, why on earth d’you use me Bag For Life!?”  

 

 

Alan #1 had many qualities, some more endearing than others. One of his most 

endearing was that he was quite adept at telling an entertaining story, and often 

we would prompt him to be something of a raconteur on stage, when the time 

was right. This must be an ‘Alan’ thing, as his brother-from-the-same-mother, 

Alan #2, has the same gift. 

    

Looking back at old diaries, it appears that we played The Fishpond in Matlock 

Bath on 16
th
 April 2011 (the day after the notorious Bay City Rollers gig – see 

Friday Neet from ‘EY UP! LET’S GO! for this story), and after quickly 

soundchecking Alan #1 disappeared. This was something of a frequent 

occurrence, as he was always rather work-shy. He would call me ahead of most 

gigs asking “What time do we play the first note?”. He would then often turn 

up, with precision timing, literally minutes after we had finished loading-in any 

heavy speakers and equipment, and rigging all of the PA up. On the occasions 

that he accidentally arrived early, he would usually take his time, going to the 

bar and getting himself a drink, until he saw that the coast was clear.      

 

On this particular night, we were playing close to where Alan had grown up, 

and so we found him in The Princess Victoria, a pub just down the road from 

The Fishpond. As we walked in, Alan was holding court with a bunch of old 

friends that were regulars at his old pub, The Barley Mow, in his days as 

landlord. He had just started to tell his friends about the events that became the 

song Doonican’s Dog. 

 

I wrote the song the next morning, and it was aired publically for the first time 



on 18
th

 June when we launched The Dark Side Of The Tarn at the band’s 5
th

 

Birthday Party show. This was held at the intimate Flying Childers in Stanton-

in-Peak, Derbyshire. It is the only time, to date, where I have parodied a Val 

Doonican song (Delaney’s Donkey). On the album, I chose to mirror Val’s 

performance, by ensuring that the studio recording featured just myself and a 

guitar.  

 

All of the events in the song are completely true, and this was confirmed by 

Alan’s long-suffering partner at the time, who was present when the incident in 

question occurred. Alan had evidently volunteered to walk Penny the Yorkshire 

Terrier to help his mum, who had just returned home after being in hospital 

following a stroke.  

 

As I mentioned earlier, about Alan’s superb skills at avoiding hard work, on this 

particular occasion, employed a ‘Bag For Life’ to avoid having to pick-up 

Penny’s droppings. The other dog-walkers in the park looked horrified, as Alan 

attempted to place the poor dog inside the bag! I suppose, the lines of what is 

accepted as normal, and what Alan would do in any given situation, were 

always going to be somewhat blurred.  

 

Penny was a gorgeous dog. I met her only once, at Alan’s mum’s house in 

Cromford, Derbyshire on 19
th

 June 2011, before we played The Boat Inn in the 

village later that evening. Penny was alleged to be aggressive around strangers, 

but there were no signs of this towards me, whilst we posed for photographs for 

the band’s website.  

 

Sadly, Penny passed away about a year afterwards, but the song remains a 

tribute to her. Alan’s mum got herself another little Yorkshire Terrier, shortly 

after Penny’s passing, and ironically, in the same way that Alan was later to be 

replaced by another Alan, the new terrier was also called Penny!   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



If I Could Punch A Face…    
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original tune: I’m A Believer - Neil Diamond 

 

There’s a fever sweeping ‘cross the country now  

It’s even worse than all the fans of Glee 

He’s on every bloody cover, of every magazine  

Irritating normal folk like me 

 

If I could punch a face… it’d be Justin Bieber’s  

There’s not a trace of doubt in my mind 

He’s a chuff - can’t stand Justin Bieber,  

I hope he gets fever or even hives 

 

He’s only twelve and he wrote his own biography (in crayon)  

His face adorns the shelves of every shop (it’s sickening) 

All the girls go crazy; he’s the prince of pop  

But what will happen when his bollocks drop? 

 

If I could punch a face… it’d be Justin Bieber’s  

There’s not a trace of doubt in my mind 

He’s an arse… I hate Justin Bieber singing “Baby-Oh”,  

Like, a billion times 

 

He’s got a stupid haircut, and his music’s crap 

You couldn’t tire from giving him a slap 

If I could punch a face… it’d be Justin Bieber’s 

There’s not a trace of doubt in my mind 

Switch his music off… destroy ‘Bieber Fever’  

And poke Justin Bieber in the eye  

 

If I could punch a face… it’d be Justin Bieber’s  

Seek medical advice if you’ve got Bieber Fever  

‘Cos it’s worse than clap! 

 

 



If I Could Punch A Face… was written in Amanda’s mum & dad’s living room, 

whilst they were watching the X-Factor one evening: a programme that I 

despise. At this time, I was teaching full-time, during the week, so my Sunday 

nights would be used for marking pupils’ work, assessing progress and then 

planning the next week’s lessons, according to how they had achieved. 

However, with the distraction from the gogglebox in the corner, an idea had 

sprung into my head, and I felt compelled to put my marking down…  

 

The X-Factor’s special guest at the end of the show, was Canada’s latest pop 

sensation. I quickly picked up my ukulele and a pen, and had composed the 

whole song within about twenty minutes. When I showed Amanda my initial 

efforts, she said that it was “too harsh”, particularly the line about “when his 

bollocks drop”. However, when I played the song at the band’s next show, it 

went down a storm. It has been something of a mainstay in our sets ever since.  

 

Contextually, you need to be aware, that this song was written in early 2011, 

just as ‘Biebermania’ was hitting the shores of the UK. At the time, a girl in my 

class called Freya, absolutely idolised the then-teenage Bieber. It was with this 

seven-year old ‘Belieber’ in mind, that I wrote the song.  

 

A ‘clean-edit’ that I used in school, during ukulele music lessons, featured the 

lyric, “he’s got a stupid haircut, and his music’s pants, I wish he was eaten-up 

by killer ants”. The kids loved it. Even Freya, who had inspired it, actually saw 

the funny side.  

 

Freya, wherever you are, thank-you.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Barnsley Birds 
(Lyrics: Chris Sammon) 

Original tune: California Girls - The Beach Boys 

 

Well the Gawber Girls on Pitt Street  

Neck their vodka darn in one 

And the Darton Girls never hang ararnd 

Just one kiss and then they’re gone 

The Pogmoor Girls are teasers 

They say they will, but that I doubt 

And the Thurnscoe lasses say they surely would 

But their dads'd knock you art 

 

I wish they could all be like the Barnsley 

I wish they could all be like the Barnsley 

I wish they could all be like the Barnsley Birds 

 

The Brierley Birds have got big houses 

They’ve got a bob or two 

And the Hoyland Girls are a friendly bunch 

‘Cos there’s sod all else to do 

I’ve been all rarnd the borough 

And I’ve seen girls of all types 

But a chat-up from a Darfield lass 

I’m like a rat up a drainpipe 

 

I wish they could all be like the Barnsley 

I wish they could all be like the Barnsley 

I wish they could all be like the Barnsley Birds 

 

Birds, birds, birds, yeah I love the birds… 

(I wish they all could be like the Barnsley Birds) 

 

 

This track was written by our friend, Professor Chris Sammon, who also wrote 

The Bar Of The Old No. 7 and co-wrote She’s From Dodworth.  

 

Professor Chris has a PhD in polymer spectroscopy, and runs a group at 

Sheffield Hallam University, looking at the application of MIR imaging to 

understand sustained release from polymeric microparticles, the applications of 

cross-linked hydrogels as cell scaffolds, monitoring the effects of gamma 

irradiation on pharmaceutical materials, the use of Raman microscopy to 

monitor hair damage and the application of electrospun polymer materials to 



regenerate the intervertebral disc. Sounds very exciting and very, very clever, 

doesn’t it? I would tell you what all of that means, but I have no idea! 

 

However, when our very learned friend isn’t doing all of that, he is also a very 

accomplished singer/songwriter, and the other half of the Barnsley acoustic alt-

folk duo, Wilde Sammon. Chris usually pens erudite songs, laced with wit and 

irony, with more than a passing nod to the folk tradition of storytelling. 

However, occasionally he writes some very funny songs, that are of no use to 

the serious artistes such as himself and his musical partner, Dave Wilde. As a 

result, he has written The Bar-Steward Sons several songs over the past few 

years, and I have been very proud to take them and play them to people.  

 

Barnsley Birds was the first song that the good Dr. Chris (his title when he 

wrote the song) donated to our cause. According to the Professor himself: 

 

“The inspiration for Barnsley Birds initially stems back to my old football 

playing days in the early ‘90s, when I used to turn out for the University of 

Sheffield Medics’ football team, who were predominantly made up of junior 

doctors. In the showers after matches (no, really) we used to sing ‘I wish they 

all would be from South Yorkshire’ to the tune of ‘California Girls’; all very 

blokey. Twenty years later when I discovered The Bar-Steward Sons, I envied 

this bunch, who didn’t take themselves seriously, but were seriously good 

musicians, carving up popular songs and giving them a Barnsley flavour. I 

secretly quite liked the idea of doing some comedy, but didn’t have the balls to 

do it myself. I thought, why not see if I could write something good enough for 

these lads to perform.  

 

Wracking my brains, I recalled the old Beach Boys tune and, once I’d got the 

first line in my head, the rest of the song pretty much wrote itself in about half 

an hour. To complete the circle, I actually wrote it on a Sunday, whilst watching 

football. I didn’t know Scott that well at that time and wasn’t sure how he’d take 

someone writing something for him, I was genuinely nervous when I sent him 

the lyrics. To say I was chuffed when (a) he liked it and (b) he recorded it for 

the hidden track, would be an understatement”.    

 

At this point in the story, it is also worth noting, that after Danny’s departure, 

Alan #1 was not so keen to have a third member, as he preferred the idea of us 

carrying on as a duo. I think the main reason for this, was purely because Alan 

loved the lime-light. The attention of a crowd was something he adored, and 

another member would be something of a distraction from that. Especially, if 

that member happened to be a long-standing friend of over 15 years. 

 

Enter: Andy Doonican. 



 

Barnsley Birds was the last song to be recorded for this album. The 12-part 

vocal harmonies and the main body of the track took almost 3 days to record. It 

was also one of two tracks on The Dark Side Of The Tarn that introduced Andy, 

who had just joined the band as a full-time member. He came round to record 

12-string guitar on Arse On Fire and the bouzouki for this track, on the final 

night, before it was mixed-down. 

 

On receiving the news that Danny was leaving the band, I was in two-minds as 

to whether or not we should call it a day. However, it was Alan that convinced 

me that we should carry on.  

 

I started to try and think who could fill Danny’s vacant position, but looking for 

somebody capable of tight vocal harmonies, was somewhat problematic. The 

solution was to get a ‘temp’ in, to cover the handful of gigs we had lined-up, 

until we could find somebody on a permanent basis. Andy fitted the bill 

perfectly, as a capable guitarist who could follow other musicians with ease, 

however I also knew of his genuine dislike of ‘fancy dress’.  

 

When I approached him about joining for a short while, having seen us perform 

before (Andy was in the audience at our very first show), his instant reaction 

was, “No chuffing way! You’re not getting me in one of those f***ing tank-

tops!”. With a lot of coaxing, Andy relented, and we had to create the now-

obligatory back-story for ‘Andy Doonican’.   

 

So, as the story goes, and as luck would have it… I met Andy Doonican for the 

first time in the Easy Listening section of HMV. I instantly recognised that his 

love of knitwear and hair products was far too much of an uncanny coincidence, 

and we started talking.  

 

It so happened that he had just left his current day job at the time: a full-time 

lion-tamer in the Barnum & Bailey Circus. He had grown tired of the high-

stress environment and decided to hang-up his whip, pick up the guitar, and was 

making a start on learning uke and bass too, with the hope of joining a popular 

beat-combo.  

 

I promptly invited him to a rehearsal and, to our surprise, he was a born natural. 

However, he did admit that, due to deeply embedded chair splinters in his left 

hand, chord-changes were quite sore. Nevertheless, always the ardent 

professional, even back then, Andy took such things in his stride.  

 

As an extraordinary amount of luck would have it, after checking the family 

tree, it later transpired that Andy was another distant half-brother twice removed 



(we suspected from Johnny Mathis’ side of the family, but this couldn’t be 

proven without DNA testing).  

 

Andy played his first show with The Bar-Steward Sons of Val Doonican on 8
th
 

April 2011 at Barnsley Trades Club, a week before our ill-fated show with The 

Bay City Rollers (see the story for Friday Neet for details). The intention was 

that he would be a part-time member, until we found Danny Doonican’s 

replacement. However, within a couple of months he was enjoying the shows 

and stayed, becoming a full-time member of the band.   

 

Shortly after Andy had permanently joined our ranks, Alan #1 would regularly 

try to make subtle suggestions that, as he was playing a second six-string 

acoustic, he wasn’t “really adding anything to our sound”. This was something 

that continued, pretty-much until Alan left in 2014. 

 

However, on one such occasion, I tried to defend Andy’s position, by 

suggesting that he was also a great multi-instrumentalist. Alan quickly retorted 

that he had seen no evidence to support this, and so I told him that Andy was a 

great banjo and bouzouki player. In truth, Andy had played neither instrument 

in his life! 

 

Andy and I would regularly laugh and joke about Alan making top-secret plans 

to oust him, akin to something in a Wile E. Coyote & Road Runner cartoon. 

However, on me breaking the news that he was now elevated to being the 

band’s Mike Oldfield, Andy didn’t look too happy. At all.  

 

Nevertheless… I had a cunning plan.  

 

I sneakily changed the string gauges on my tenor banjo and bouzouki and tuned 

the strings to D-G-B-E (the top four strings in standard guitar tuning) and got 

Andy to play guitar chord shapes. Until Björn joined as our new tenor banjo 

player in 2014, Alan was none-the-wiser of our deception!   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Born To Get Riled    
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original tune: Born To Be Wild - Steppenwolf 

 

Get your motor runnin’, head out on the highway 

But sometimes road-rage grips me if things get in me way 

You could fit a chuffin’ tank in that gap 

You’ve turned the road into a parkin’ space 

Why don’t you put yer foot darn granddad,  

Or else I’ll get in yer face! 

A flaming’ learner driver, doin’ 30 in the fast lane 

I’m sat behind a tractor and it’s driving me insane 

Hey pal, wheer’d you leave yer white stick?  

How you got a license isn’t clear 

Get off yer bloody mobile phone and get into fifth gear 

 

You can say that I act like a child  

But I was born, born to get riled 

Despite how hard I try, they mek me wanna cry  

Born to get riled 

 

Get your motor runnin’, head out on the highway 

Pedestrians and cyclists, just get art of me way 

I’m not clairvoyant, use yer indicators 

Get off me bumper, you don’t own the road 

How’s your driving?  

Well I’ll tell you when you’ve shifted your heavy load 

 

You can say that I act like a child  

But I was born, born to get riled 

Despite how hard I try, they mek me wanna cry  

Born to get riled 

 

 

On 26
th

 March 2011, the day after my 32
nd

 birthday, Amanda and I went to see 

comedian Dave Spikey, at the Parr Hall in Warrington, Cheshire. We had 

wanted to see him at Sheffield, but the date had clashed with one of our gigs, so 

I chose Warrington, as it meant that we could pay a visit to my gran and 

grandad, who live nearby. 

 

The Parr Hall is a lovely venue, and we have seen loads of great and diverse 

acts there over the years, from The Levellers, to the late, great Frank 

Sidebottom. We also had the good fortune to play it ourselves, when supporting 



the legendary Roy Wood, on 11
th
 December 2015.  

 

On that occasion, we were to perform in front of a sold-out, seated and captive 

crowd of 950 people. We knew that we had a 45 minute set to deliver. I planned 

a 9-song setlist, as we can usually fit that number of songs into that length of set 

comfortably, still allowing for our usual, unplanned banter between songs. It 

may have been down to nerves, but unfortunately for me, we must have played 

the songs a little faster than normal. With 20 minutes left, I realised that we had 

only 3 songs left, so we needed to add another song to the set to fill the time.  

 

It is well documented that I have a real fear of forgetting my lyrics, which is 

why, throughout the years, I have always appeared on stage with a beautifully 

adorned music stand. Some people have criticised this, saying that I should 

learn the words, but I have my own counter-argument for this. If professional 

musicians, such as Michael Stipe from R.E.M. or Paul Heaton of The 

Housemartins & The Beautiful South, can use a music stand for their lyrics, 

then why can’t I? With eight studio albums (to date), and a countless array of 

other non-album songs, cover versions and more besides, I have quite a lot of 

lyrics to store in my little brain. I mean, Bruce Springsteen has an autocue 

monitor on a screen for his epic shows! If truth be told, I actually do know most 

of the words, but if I forget anything, I go to pieces… and that is exactly what 

happened next.  

 

Normally, before a show, I will put the lyrics in my folder into the order of that 

night’s setlist. Often, I tend to have many of the songs that aren’t in the planned 

show, stored behind the planned songs. However, on this occasion, I had placed 

only the songs we were going to perform, in the folder. The rest were removed, 

and left at home in Barnsley.  

 

In something of a panic, I tried to think about which songs that I knew weren’t 

in the set, that I couldn’t possibly mess-up the lyrics to, having played them so 

many times before. Arse On Fire was the first song that came to mind. I turned 

to Björn and Alan #2 to let them know about the diversion. We started the song, 

and all was fine, until we reached the slight pause before the second verse. My 

mind just went completely blank.  

 

I stopped.  

 

Nothing. 

 

What was the next line? 

 

The audience laughed uncomfortably, wondering why I had paused for so long.  



 

“Okay… you know when you go off-piste, and do a song that you hadn’t 

planned to play, that you have played hundreds of times before, and then your 

mind goes totally blank, and you can’t remember the next line? Yeah. That.” 

 

The audience briefly laughed with me, as I appealed to my band mates for the 

next line. Björn was first to step in to my aid, “Your legs work like a Sat-

Nav…” 

 

Great stuff. “Your legs work like a Sat-Nav. They take you to the…”, I stopped 

again. “Hang on, I just sang that bit. That’s in the first verse”. By now, every 

cell in my brain was going into blind-panic, forcing all of the lyrics from my 

head completely.  

 

“Alan?” 

 

Alan, was also unable to recall the next line. However, he didn’t flap. Calm, 

cool and collected, he just turned to the audience and said,  

 

“Well, ladies and gentlemen, this song was all about the effects of a particularly 

potent curry, but as you can see, Scott, the professional that he is, has gone and 

forgotten the next verse. However, it IS on one of our CDs, which are available 

in the foyer and very reasonably priced, and hopefully you’ll be able to find out 

how the story ends, if you purchase one after the show.” 

Legend.  

I could have hugged him, as his quip got a huge laugh, and during the incident, 

we clawed back enough time to finish our 45 minutes unscathed.  

 

As we finished our set, to a warm roomful of applause from the Warrington 

crowd, I carried my guitar off stage. As I returned back to the stage to collect 

my music stand, Alan walked past me carrying his accordion into the wings. He 

said, “Now it’s early next morning, you could drink a tap dry”. Bugger. 

 

It may have been coincidence, but we had a great night’s merch sales.   

  

But, I digress… back to Dave Spikey’s Parr Hall gig. After the show, Amanda 

and I drove back over the Pennines via the M62. Unfortunately, we were 

delayed by road-works, queuing traffic, a huge diversion near Huddersfield, and 

then a very slow-moving driver in a Fiat 500.  

 

Unsurprisingly, Amanda’s infamous road-rage kicked in, just as Steppenwolf’s 

most famous hit came on the car radio. As many of our better songs usually are, 

Born To Get Riled was Amanda’s idea, and the frustration of our ill-fated drive 



home was soon to be no more. We actually wrote the lyrics together, as we sat 

in the horrendous traffic jam, with me sat in the passenger seat, entering our 

lyrics into the notepad on my mobile phone.  

 

The song was finished by the time we arrived back in Barnsley. It was recorded 

a couple of days later, with me playing all of the instruments that you hear on 

the album. Ironically, 99.999% of the  time, I also know the words to it, too.    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I Shopped At Asda    
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original tune: I Shot The Sherriff - Bob Marley & The Wailers 

 

I shopped at Asda and it nearly put ten years on me 

When I do the Big Shop it’s always a catastrophe 

 

It’s Friday neet, and I’m doin’ the Big Shop…  

Got that trolley wit’ dodgy wheels 

It’s tekkin' me places I dun’t wanna go 

Don’t need Lillettes or Vagisil 

At the deli counter, got a ticket there…  

It was number fifty five 

It was like a meat and cheese-based lottery…  

No bugger’s getting out alive! 

 

I shopped at Asda, ‘cos I needed some snap for me tea  

You always spend a fortune  

‘Cos there’s loads on ‘buy-one-get-one-free’ 

 

I couldn’t move for all the obstacles,  

That were blockin’ every lane 

Can’t get to t’shelves for t’staff restacking them 

It’s enough to drive a bloke insane 

Kids running wild in the confection’ry…  

It meks me wanna shout 

They’re screaming “Mam! Why can’t I have no sweets?” 

What they really want’s a bloody clout. 

 

I shopped at Asda and I got me quid stuck in t’trolley 

I only went for t’paper, but bought a Blu-Ray DVD  

 

All of a sudden, t’final aisle’s in sight…  

I’m almost home and free 

Head for t’counter, but my path is blocked  

By a chuff on shop mobility 

The checkout girl looked bored and looked through me 

She said “D’you want a Bag For Life?” 

I said “I’ve got one here already love”...  

And got a reight clout off me wife 

 

I shopped at Asda, but I did not take me mam with me 

Me mam shops at Iceland  



‘Cos that’s where mums are meant to be 

 

Frustration came my way one day,  

At the self-service check-out 

Unexpected item in the bagging area,  

Before I’d started scanning owt 

The barcode scanner said my Toblerone  

Was a plasma-screen TV 

I looked around, but no one could be found,  

It wasn’t looking good for me 

One spotty kid was running fourteen tills,  

It took ages to sort the farce 

He said “Do you need a hand with your packing sir?” 

I said “You can pack self-service up yer arse!” 

 

I don’t like Sainsbury’s, no no! Or t’Netto  

I don’t like Waitrose, oh no! Or t’Tescos! 

I hate Morrisons, I do! And t’Co-Op 

I can think of a few more reasons to shop elsewhere  

I can’t stand shopping, no no! I hate it!  

But I’ve solved that problem... I send the missus 

She prefers Lidl, she does! Or sometimes Aldi 

She buys in bulk there... that’s much more handy 

I can’t stand shopping! 

 

 

This song is somewhat autobiographical. I really do hate shopping! When 

Amanda and I moved in together, we solved this problem, as she agreed to do 

the weekly ‘Big Shop’, if I would cook (something I love to do) and do the 

hovering/dusting etc.  

 

She’d have most people believe that I don’t do the latter as often as she would 

like, but I make a mean lamb pasanda, which in my mind, more than makes up 

for it! 

 

Now strap yourselves in kids, because I am going to have a rant…  

 

We now live in interesting times. I don’t see myself as particularly old, but 

when I was a lad, the shops were shut on a Sunday. Nowadays we have some 

shops, such as our local Tesco Superstore, McDonald’s and even a Greggs in 

Barnsley that all open 24-hours a day. This would be fine, but ‘back in the day’, 

prior to a shop opening, the staff would have time to replenish stock on empty 

shelves.  



 

Unfortunately, now, if you go into most of these 24-hour supermarkets, any 

time after 7pm, getting from one end of an aisle to another, without 

encountering an obstacle course with the same magnitude as the ‘Krypton 

Factor’, is impossible. It is like running the chuffing gauntlet, especially seeing 

as I seem to be a human magnet for the one trolley that has knackered wheels! 

Back in the 80s, we would have televised this kind of nonsense on ‘It’s A 

Knock-Out’. 

 

Also, by that time in the evening, they reduce most stores to a skeleton staff. 

This would be fine, if they at least had one till in operation, but often, they have 

somebody restocking shelves close to where the ‘self-service’ tills are. The 

introduction of the self-service till, is in my humble opinion, the single-most 

excruciatingly annoying concept ever to be invented. It would be the first thing 

that I would put into ‘Room 101’, if I ever had the opportunity to meet Frank 

Skinner.  

 

How can one person, in charge of 14 self-service tills, possibly be any faster 

than having one person and a conveyor-belt, when there are so many things that 

can go wrong? Firstly, there is the “Unexpected item in the bagging area” 

voice, that can be triggered by a fly landing on your four-pack of beer. You can 

spend ages, lifting your items and replacing them on the scale, in a bid to ensure 

that the ‘Voice of the Till God’ is appeased.  

 

Then you have to wait an ice-age for the poor sales assistant, who looks like 

they have run a marathon, to finally come across to authorise that you look 25 

years old. If they can be arsed. And as soon as they run off to deal with the 

elderly lady at the next self-service till, who is trying to scan a cucumber 

without a bar-code on the infra-red scanner, you realise that they haven’t 

removed the security tag from the DVD you placed in your bag.  

 

And then there’s the bags, themselves! You have to get authorisation to validate 

that you have actually only used one carrier bag. It is bloody stupid.   

 

In recent months, they have erected a Lidl near our home, so Amanda tends to 

go there now for the Big Shop. There’s sod-all li’dl at it… everything that 

comes in bulk there is chuffing massive!   

 

    

 

 

 

 



Shine On You Crazy Bar-Steward   
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original tune: Shine On You Crazy Diamond - Pink Floyd 

  

Remember when it was fun, we were Bar-Steward Sons 

Shine on you crazy Bar-Steward 

But your sudden goodbye tore a hole in the sky 

Shine on you crazy Bar-Steward 

You were caught in the cross fire  

Of knit-wear and good times  

And it brought you right down to your knees 

I thought you were kidding, you had to be joking,  

Now don’t be a stranger,  

You long-lost half-brother of mine! 

 

And then you didn’t want to hang around  

On the dark side of town 

Shine on you crazy Bar-Steward 

Brave face every night, but exposed in stage lights 

Shine on you crazy Bar-Steward 

Well you hung up your tank-top with random precision  

Be careful you don’t want to freeze 

You washed off the greasepaint, you made your decision,  

And turned off the showman,  

Just as it was our turn to shine! 

 

Nobody knows where you are... how near or how far 

Shine on you crazy Bar-Steward 

It doesn’t feel like it should…  

Two out of three ain’t as good 

Shine on you crazy Bar-Steward 

And we’ll bask in the shadow of yesterday’s triumph  

And exhale that icy cold breeze 

No-one’s a winner… we all end as losers  

Last orders are here,  

Take your glass to the bar ‘cos it’s time 

 

 

 

On the evening of St Patrick’s Day 2011, I was just about to walk out the front 

door of our home, to head to the pub, when the phone rang. It was Danny 

Doonican, who proceeded to tell me that he had to leave the band, after almost 

five years working together.  



 

It came as something of a shock, as there had been no indication that he was 

unhappy with how things were going with the band. It was just a bolt out of the 

blue, but I’m guessing that the unforgiving illness that is bi-polar disorder, 

doesn’t give you a warning when it’s going to pull the rug out from under you.  

 

I knew of Danny’s bouts of depression, but had never ever seen it manifest 

itself, as on the surface, a more jovial bloke you would struggle to meet. What 

was going on behind the closed doors of his own mind, obviously was a totally 

different thing, and I wasn’t prepared to put him through any more of a struggle, 

if he wasn’t in a good place.  

 

As he talked, he described going on stage at recent shows, like putting on 

greasepaint, as if he was a clown. He told me he was putting on a brave face for 

the crowd, but was in bits inside. It was truly saddening to hear, and I offered to 

be there if he needed somebody to talk to. I think, in retrospect, that if being in 

the band was what he said was causing it, I would have been the last person he 

would have wanted to talk to. I was too close for comfort.  

 

Danny was very matter-of-fact about the whole thing, and said that it was 

nothing personal, but said, “I need to do it to get me head straight”. I have to 

admit, the conversation on the phone that night, felt like when somebody 

breaks-off a relationship, using the immortal phrase “It’s not you, it’s me”. 

Nevertheless, I knew that Danny meant what he was saying.  

 

There have been many things reported about Danny’s departure in the past, a lot 

of which was documented in the ‘story’ that Danny wished fans to be told. He 

devised his own back-story to effectively ‘write himself out’ of the narrative, 

like it was some sort of soap opera, something that has happened when new 

members joined or left the band since. The ‘story’ that was delivered to fans via 

social media was a picture of a postcard sent from Danny, addressed to me.  

 

It read: 

 

“Ey up,  

Sorry to be the bearer of bad news, but I’ve found out my birth certificate is a 

fake and I’m really the son of a sheet-metal worker from Sheff! I’m taking 

refuge here in sunny Marbella. Wish you the best of luck as you carry on the 

search for more of the ‘aul fella’s offspring… there could be a few.  

Lots of love 

Danny D”  

 

The content of the postcard was actually composed by Danny, who sent it to me 



in an email a few days after the phone call, but it was written in my neatest 

handwriting, and a postage stamp, featuring the cover-art from Pink Floyd’s 

Wish You Were Here was deliberately placed in the corner, with a Marbella 

postmark. When The Dark Side of the Tarn was completed, the postcard 

adorned its inside cover, as a tribute to Danny’s farewell.       

 

Shine On You Crazy Bar-Steward was the probably the hardest song to write for 

Dark Side, and it was written on 18
th

 March 2011, the morning after I got 

Danny’s phone call. I chose Shine On You Crazy Diamond deliberately for its 

poignancy, drawing parallels with the infamous story relating to the founding-

member of Pink Floyd, Syd Barrett. Syd too, had left his former-band mates, by 

the time they came to write the album Wish You Were Here, due to his poor 

mental health. Barrett visited Abbey Road Studios on 5
th

 June 1975, as the band 

were recording the album, and was barely recognisable to them.  

 

Ironically, despite playing his last band show at The Beggar & Gentleman in 

Hoyland, Barnsley on 29
th
 January 2011, before announcing he was leaving, a 

much-happier Danny Doonican (or so it appeared) returned to play one final 

show at the after show party of Wath Folk Festival, starting at midnight on 1
st
 

May 2011.  

 

On that late night/early morning slot, Danny performed a new song, Too Much 

Grub Will Kill You, for the first and only time. The song was very nearly 

included as the closing track on The Dark Side Of The Tarn, before this song 

was written.  

 

Danny was a genuine pleasure to work with that night, very much as he had 

been throughout his time in the band. It was a long time before we talked again, 

after that night, but years later, when we did, Danny certainly seemed to be in a 

much better place. I really hope he is.  

 

Thank you for the music, Danny.   

 

Shine on you crazy Bar-Steward. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 


