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Bar-Steward Bop 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original tune: Blitzkrieg Bop - The Ramones 

 

‘EY UP! LET'S GO! ‘EY UP! LET'S GO!  

‘EY UP! LET'S GO! ‘EY UP! LET'S GO!  

 

We’re dressed to kill in tank-tops  

In Chinos and superb locks 

And we’ll liven up the crowd with the Bar-Steward Bop 

Our show is just incendiary  

We’re gonna rock, but gently 

Playing till yer knees go trembly, Bar-Steward Bop 

 

‘Ey up! Let’s go! Put the geetars in the boot now  

Gonna head out to the show,  

So load the car up, ‘cos we’re ready to go 

Chuck the banjos on the back seat, ukuleles under my feet 

Accordion on t’front seat, Bar-Steward Bop 

 

Although the space is confined  

The crowds are losing their minds  

That’s just the way we’re inclined, Bar-Steward Bop 

Our show is just incendiary, we’re gonna rock, but gently 

Playing here instead of Wembley, Bar-Steward Bop 

 

‘EY UP! LET'S GO! ‘EY UP! LET'S GO!  

‘EY UP! LET'S GO! ‘EY UP! LET'S GO!  

 

 

Never one to sit on my laurels, as soon as The Dark Side Of The Tarn was finished, I was 

already working on the follow-up. In those days, we would write the songs, and they would 

be tried and tested on an audience, long before we recorded the studio version.  

  

As a result, the album ‘EY UP! LET’S GO! took a whole year to finish. All of the songs 

contained on it were written and recorded in the period between March 17
th

 2011, the date of 

Danny Doonican’s departure, and March 17
th

 2012, when the album was launched at a sold-

out show at The Band Room in Farndale, North Yorkshire. Built in the 1920s, this tiny wood-

panelled shed, located in one of the most remotest areas of the North Yorkshire moors, had a 

capacity of just 100 people. It is here, that Andy Doonican and I played support for folk-stars, 

Martin & Eliza Carthy.  

 

I chose that date for the launch specifically, as it would be a year to the day that I got 

Danny’s phone call. However, I hadn’t expected Alan #1 to decide to circumnavigate the 

globe over 18 weeks from mid-February until the end of June 2012, during what was declared 

to fans on Facebook as ‘Alan’s World Domination Tour’ (more about these escapades later in 

the book). As a result, we were forced to launch the album as a duo. Luckily, we managed to 

finish the recording of Alan’s parts of the album, just before he departed. 

 

It was St Patrick’s Day, and so I brought a crate of Guinness with me for everyone backstage. 



This happened to be a tiny kitchen, where the six of us (Martin, Eliza, Amanda, Andy, 

Andy’s fiancée Hannah, and myself) were holed-up for the night, when not on stage or 

running merch. I recall having a lovely conversation with Martin about his friendship with 

one of my other guitar-heroes, the late, great Irish bluesman, Rory Gallagher, and watching 

Eliza and her dad plan their setlist prior to the show, discussing what songs they both knew, 

and which ones they would perform solo. All in all, it was a delightful night. Both Martin & 

Eliza were lovely people to work with, and extremely supportive throughout the evening.  

 

As is the case for each of the eight studio albums in this book, the album cover artwork was 

the first thing to be created. This subsequently influenced a few of the song choices. From the 

moment I had pastiched the Ramones’ eponymous debut cover art, I knew that Bar-Steward 

Bop had to be the album’s opener.  

 

It is well documented, in the chronicles of rock history, that all of the members of The 

Ramones took their stage surname, after Paul McCartney. In The Beatles’ early days as ‘The 

Silver Beetles’, Macca would book into hotels in Scotland, when supporting Johnny Gentle, 

under the exotic pseudonym Paul Ramon. With all of us already having the surname 

‘Doonican’, it was a no-brainer that we should follow in their immortal footsteps.  

 

I am a huge fan of art-rockers Sparks, and I always fancied the idea of having a song that you 

could open any show with, similar to the song It’s A Sparks Show, which Sparks’ keyboard 

player, Ron Mael, would open their shows with.  

 

My intention was simply to re-write The Ramones’ Blitzkrieg Bop, with its raucous chant-

along opening, as the song that we could open every Bar-Steward Sons show with. This is 

why it references packing the car and preparing to “rock, but gently” (a nod to the title of Val 

Doonican’s hit 1967 album, which incidentally knocked The Beatles’ Sgt. Pepper off the #1 

slot).  

 

Sadly, Alan #1, much preferred to open shows with the album’s following track, the also up-

beat, No More Heroes, as he could show off his flashy accordion-playing skills. Alan would 

have a tendency to have something of a sulk, if it wasn’t the set opener, and so for a bit of 

peace and quiet, Bar-Steward Bop was usually relegated to the second song in the set. This 

was generally the case, until Alan left the band in October 2014. 

 

For the eagle-eared listeners out there, the “1-2-3-4” count at the beginning of the track, is 

actually a sample of bassist Dee Dee Ramone from The Ramones’ 1977 hit, Rockaway 

Beach.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



No More Heroes 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original tune: No More Heroes - The Stranglers 

 

Whatever happened to Arthur Scargill?  

He fought for the pits ‘gainst Maggie Thatcher  

Whatever happened to dear old Parky,  

Or Billy Casper, or Gerry Taggart?  

Whatever happened to the heroes?  

Whatever happened to the heroes?  

 

Whatever happened to all the heroes?  

They were not zeroes, but they won’t return 

 

Whatever happened to the heroes?  

No more heroes any more. 

 

Whatever happened to Brian Glover,  

Or Charlie Williams? 

And wheere’s Sam Nixon? 

 

Whatever happened to the heroes?  

No more heroes any more. 

 

 

Alan #1 was a big fan of The Stranglers and particularly their keyboardist, Dave Greenfield. 

It was Alan who suggested that we could cover No More Heroes. For a while it became one 

of the covers that we played at shows, and it was certainly still being played with The 

Stranglers’ original lyrics, when we recorded the live album A Neet Art Of Tarn at the Blues 

Bar in Harrogate on 23
rd

 October 2011. However, by the time we returned to the Blues Bar as 

part of our first annual Christmas Knitwear Tour in December 2011, it had been reworked 

with lyrics which included a handful of Barnsley’s ‘heroes’.  

 

It is, essentially a list song, and my listed tributes included former-NUM President Arthur 

Scargill, Barnsley TV talk-show presenter Michael Parkinson, Barnsley TV comedian and 

former-Doncaster Rovers footballer Charlie Williams, Belfast-born Gerry Taggart (who 

played for Barnsley F.C. from 1990-1995), the fictional character of Barry Hines’ novel A 

Kestrel For A Knave, Billy Casper, and a tongue-in-cheek reference to the 3
rd

 place runner-up 

of the 2003 series of Pop Idol, Sam Nixon (who had been dropped by his record company and 

was now presenting children’s television on CBBC along with Pop Idol’s 2
nd

 place runner-up 

of the same year,  Mark Rhodes).   

 

In the days of ‘MySpace’ being the place to be on the internet, I got a lovely message from 

Sam via our own page, in early 2011. Sam was originally from Monk Bretton, in Barnsley. 

He had evidently seen the Cpl. Kipper album cover in an article in local newspaper, the 

Barnsley Chronicle (or the Chronic Barnacle as we tend to nickname it in Tarn).  

 

In Sam’s message, he told me that he was delighted that I had included him on the cover, and 

he wished us all the best with what we were doing. It was for this reason that I included him 

in the lyrics for No More Heroes, as I always thought that he seemed to be a nice bloke. This 



is something that has been confirmed by friends of mine who know him. As well as 

presenting TV, I know that he formed ‘Mason’, his own band, who played occasionally in 

Barnsley.   

 

Ironically, after posing the question about where Sam was, he went on to star in ‘Dancing On 

Ice’ later in 2012, win a BAFTA for presenting CBBC’s ‘Level Up’ the following year, and 

star in ‘Celebrity MasterChef’ in 2015. This makes him almost as busy as us Doonicans.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Barnsley Rock City 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original tune: Suffragette City - David Bowie 

 

(‘Ey up!) It ain’t so grim here in t’Tarn, thannus  

(‘Ey up!) Oi Casper, gerroff those goal posts  

(‘Ey up!) We’re art to get off us face 

And a Barnsley lass could really put yer spine art of place 

(‘Ey up!) Me mates are insane  

(‘Ey up!) They all sup John Smiths like drains 

(‘Ey up!) And with their beer-goggles on  

There’s only ten pints diff’rence ‘tween a fox and a dog 

 

It’s the greatest place man, so go and get thissen a ticket  

Go art rarnd Barnsley Rock City 

You’ll ‘ave a reight neet art,  

It’s full of pubs n’ feights n’ wimmen  

You know my Barnsley Rock City 

Is art of sight... it’s not shite 

 

(‘Ey up!) Nah Billy, dun’t be a chuff, gi’ o’er  

(‘Ey up!) A pint of mild is gret stuff, thannus 

(‘Ey up!) Nah watch tha dun’t spill me beer!  

I’m havin’ one before the leets go art  

And then I’m art of ‘ere 

 

In Barnsley Rock City… Hey nan, wheer’s the chip pan?  

In Barnsley Rock City… Quite alright  

In Barnsley City, too fine 

In Barnsley Rock City… Oh my Barnsley Rock City  

Barnsley Rocks! 

 

 

Prior to settling on the Ramones-esque cover for ‘EY UP! LET’S GO!, I had actually been 

toying with a David Bowie-inspired Ziggy Stardust pastiche, entitled The Rise & Fall Of 

Billy Casper And The Budgie From Barnsley. I mocked-up the cover, which featured Dai 

Bradley (who played Billy Casper in Ken Loach’s seminal 1969 film Kes), in Bowie’s place 

on the Ziggy cover, outside the K.WEST furrier’s shop in Heddon Street, London. The shop’s 

sign now read T.ARN, and Billy had the famous kestrel on his arm.  

 

However, in the end, the cover was shelved, as I felt we, as a band, needed to be on the cover 

somewhere. I also wondered if the Ziggy-style artwork suggested it would be a concept 

album, which I know I couldn’t have feasibly sustained.   

 

It was with that initial Bowie album-cover in mind, that Barnsley Rock City was written, as a 

nod to one of my favourite Bowie songs. Billy Casper gets a mention in the second line, in a 

reference to the classic scene from the film, where Brian Glover, as Billy’s P.E. teacher, 

scolds him for climbing on the goalposts, rather than doing his job in the net. 

 

It was around this time, that I met Mike O’Brien, the zany lead-singer of Barnsley’s comedy-



glam rock band Pocketful O’ Nowt. Mike has since become a good friend, but he first came 

crashing into our lives when my open mic had just returned to Thawleys, in Wombwell, 

Barnsley, as Cabaret Doonican. Mike arrived, along with his fellow band mates, and asked if 

they could play. It was a request that I was only too happy to grant, as it had been a quiet 

night.  

 

The quietness was about to end…  

 

On starting their first song, entitled You Are Michael Jackson’s Doctor, the guitarist and 

bassist were totally deadpan, while Mike proceed to climb on chairs and tables, jump about, 

scream, ram the microphone into his open mouth. At the end of the song, he imitated the 

death of the ill-fated pop-star by rolling around on the floor and gasping for air, before 

dropping the mic and lying stationary for a good five seconds. Suddenly, he stood, bolt-

upright, pointing at the landlady, whilst bellowing the lyric, “YOU ARE MICHAEL 

JACKSON’S DOCTOR! WHAT ARE YOU GONNA DO!?”  

 

If truth be told, nobody in the pub quite knew what they had just witnessed. I loved it.  

 

Overnight, Pocketful O’ Nowt became my favourite new band. Mike’s lyrics were clever, 

acerbic, witty, and on occasion, too rude to print. He delivered them with the look of a man 

possessed. Off-stage, Mike is one of the calmest people I know. During the day, he teaches 

children with special educational needs, at a school in Rotherham. But once he hits the stage, 

he’s an unpredictable madman, with a penchant for “showing off”.  

 

Mike and I share a love of 70s glam-rock, particularly Sparks’, Slade and David Bowie, and 

he had the idea to re-record the entire album of The Rise & Fall of Ziggy Stardust & The 

Spiders From Mars with different local bands adding one of the tracks each. I told him that I 

had been working on Barnsley Rock City, and he liked the idea of it, so the track was also 

donated to his project. The Pocketfuls added their take on the track Five Years, which saw 

“David Bowie sat in McDonald’s eating a Crème Egg McFlurry”.    

 

Over the years, Pocketful O’ Nowt and ourselves have collaborated many times, most notably 

on Lost In Chuffing Space: The Musical, which Mike & I wrote along with Amanda and 

Sheffield-based comedy improv’ actor, Stan Skinny. The ‘musical’ featured a handful of both 

bands’ songs, plus a bunch of original songs that were written specifically to forward the far-

from-linear plot.  

 

The basic plot-synopsis was that Alan #1 had just bought an electric accordion which, when 

accidentally plugged into the national grid, tore a hole in the space/time continuum. 

Meanwhile, from his evil space lair, pop star Justin Bieber, who wanted to monopolise all of 

the world’s music, had sent his henchman, Darth Vader, to retrieve the accordion. This was 

so that the evil Bieber could wield its hidden powers. This unlikely chain of events then 

resulted in the Doonicans being chased through time, having chance meetings with: Professor 

Stephen Hawking’s twin brother, Jimmy Hawking; Princess Leia; Laika, the first dog in 

space; and Hovis Priestley, a Yorkshire club singer that had his act stolen by Elvis Presley, in 

the 50s.  

 

Obviously, the show was as far-fetched and ridiculous as could be expected from its writers. 

At the time, former Housemartins drummer Hugh Whitaker, was drumming for Pocketful O’ 

Nowt, and so Hugh was cast as both Val Doonican, who introduced the show, and as Darth 



Vader. We had Hugh undertake both roles, so that at the climax of the show, when Vader had 

been struck-down during the musical’s final battle, his helmet was removed, and Hugh 

delivered the line, “Scott, I am your father”. 

 

The musical was a true one-off event, and was staged at The Lantern Theatre in Sheffield, 

aptly scheduled for ‘Star Wars Day’ (May the 4
th)

. Pocketful O’ Nowt are always present at 

our now-annual Christmas Rock & Roll Circus show, which takes place in Barnsley each 

December. Every year, we invite the Pocketfuls and four other acts as ‘special guests’ who 

play in the first half of the show, while we play in the second half of the show, with the other 

acts joining us for a song each too.  

 

When we planned the first Christmas Circus, Mike suggested that we should have a series of 

pantomime-sketches that would serve as links between each of the acts. The ‘crap panto’ has 

become a core-part of our Christmas Circus shows, and over the years, Mike, Amanda and I 

have written the scripts, which are given to the cast about a week before the show. To date, 

there has never been a rehearsal, and every year, it doesn’t take long before many of the cast 

ad-lib most of what the audience see on stage.  

 

Mike has always taken the part of the panto-baddie, a part that he always relishes and plays 

so well. In the past six years we have staged Ebenezer, The Day Of The Beanstalk (our 

homage to science horror B-movie Invasion of the Body Snatchers), The Doonicans vs. The 

Prince of Darkness (where Björn sold his soul to The Devil in a Faustian pact), Death In The 

Theatre (a murder mystery, after Phil Collins was shot in the opening scene) and The Silence 

Of The Doonicans (where a disguised Hannibal Lecter got a job as our Tour Caterer, and the 

other acts mysteriously started to go missing). At the time of writing, we are planning the 

sixth Christmas Circus, which will feature the zombie-based panto The Day After The Night 

Before The Dawn Of The Doonicans. 

   

However, I digress. The lyrics to Barnsley Rock City were deliberately delivered in a 

Barnsley accent, and were filled with local dialect phrases. Somebody from t’South once 

asked me what “gi’ o’ ‘er” means in the lyrics. It is actually a shortening of the phrase, “give 

over”, which is often used in conversation in Yorkshire, to indicate annoyance at somebody’s 

actions. The lyric, “dun’t be a chuff, gi’ o’er” simply means “don’t be an idiot, stop it”. 

 

I am more than aware of the fact that geographical liberties were taken with the lyrics… after 

all, everybody knows that Barnsley is not a city, it’s a Tarn! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Hi-Ho Mr Traffic Warden 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White  

Original tune: Hi-Hi Silver Lining - The Attack 

 

You’re everywhere and nowhere, lately, you sneaky prat 

Going darn the local roadsides in your stupid hat 

Sticking tickets on the windscreens, slyer than a rat 

You’re jumping art just like a ninja,  

As soon as I’ve turned me back 

 

And it’s hi-ho Mr Traffic Warden;  

Oh you slimy toad, you got me 

Stick yer ticket where the sun ain’t shining 

‘Cos you’re a sneaky chuff… and it’s obvious 

 

You’re always hiding rarnd the corner,  

Sneaking art nar and then 

Armed with a fixed penalty notice,  

Your notepad and your Argos pen 

Anything I say is pointless,  

You’d only tow me car off instead 

Your hat must have that yellow line on,  

So no bugger parks on your head! 

 

And it’s hi-ho Mr Traffic Warden;  

Oh you slimy toad, you got me 

Stick yer ticket where the sun ain’t shining 

Ooh you cheeky chuff… You think yer marvellous 

 

I was parked on the double yellas,  

And like some renegade, you got me 

I could try and talk you art of it  

But you dun’t give a stuff… you’re quite oblivious 

And it’s hi-ho Mr Traffic Warden;  

Oh you slimy toad, you got me 

Stick yer ticket where the sun ain’t shining 

‘Cos you’re a flamin’ chuff… and it’s obvious 

 

 

And it’s hi-ho Mr Traffic Warden;  

Oh you rotten get, you got me 

I’m off to B&Q to get an angle-grinder 

To tek this wheel-clamp off… it’s just ridiculous 

 

 

According to an old Facebook post, this song was written on 8
th

 October 2011. Amanda and I 

have very different ways of working, but our ‘writing partnership’ works, because similar 

things make both of us laugh. Our sense of humour is what connects all of the songs we have 

written, though. Amanda has a tendency to suggest subjects to write songs about and will 

continue, often tirelessly, to try and find the perfect popular song to fit her idea. In some 



cases this method works really well, and at other times it can be frustrating. Songs such as 

Portaloo, Mixed-Up Bins and All The Dinner Ladies are all examples where Amanda had 

pushed for ages for us to write them, as she knew that there was enough humour in the 

subject matter.   

 

Hi-Ho Mr Traffic Warden had been one of those ideas that Amanda kept returning to, as she 

felt there was mileage in a country & western song about a wild-west style traffic warden. 

She continued to suggest the idea, but the writing of the song itself was finally inspired when 

Amanda was sent on a First Aid refresher course at work to renew her qualified First Aider 

status. One of the other people on the course, was a bloke called Adrian, one of Barnsley 

Council’s traffic enforcement officers. He was a self-confessed ‘jobsworth’ who took great 

delight in catching people out.  

 

Amanda told me about Adrian, that evening, and mentioned the idea of a ‘cowboy song’ 

about a traffic warden. It was as she said the word ‘cowboy’, that my brain connected the 

word ‘cowboy’ with The Lone Ranger and his catchphrase from the old TV show, “Hi-Ho 

Silver… AWAY!”, and this in turn made me think of Jeff Beck’s 1967 hit Hi-Ho Silver Lining 

(originally recorded by The Attack a few days before Beck’s version). This proved to be the 

match we sought.  

 

This song is dedicated to Adrian’s around the world.  Git.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Strung Up Like A Good Un’  
Lyrics: Andy Doonican/Chris Difford/Glenn Tilbrook    

Original tune: Up The Junction - Squeeze 

 

I always knew it would happen  

With me and the girl from Shafton 

Art rarnd Worsbrough Common,  

That neet I ain’t forgotten 

When she dished art her passion,  

She din’t give it in rations 

When I said, “Thar not a lady,”  

She said, “Me dad’ll bray thee” 

 

We moved into a basement,  

She talked abart engagement 

We didn’t ‘ave a telly  

And the bathroom was reight smelly 

We spent our time just suppin’,  

Argued ovver who wa’ cookin’ 

But she got chuffin’ knocked up,  

So it was time I f..... walked away 

 

I got a job on t’market,  

It were indoor selling carpets 

They started me on t’Sat’day,  

So I had me weekly bath on Sunday 

I worked for half an hour,  

And I nicked me bird some flowers 

But she said she’d seen a doctor,  

And almost nowt could stop her 

 

I grafted through the winter,  

I switched from lager to bitter 

I almost saved a tenner,  

Then spent-up on an all-dayer 

And when the time was ready,  

I even nicked a telly 

She weren’t back’ards at comin’ for’ards  

‘Cos she even wanted Sky+ (with HD an’ all!) 

This morning at four twenty,  

Contractions, she had plenty 

Rushed her to the Barnsley General,  

The next few hours were mental 

She came home with a daughter  

And within a year I wondered 

Why she din’t look like her mother  

So who the hell’s the mother? 

 

Now the babby’s two years older,  

Her mother’s pissed off with a soldier 



Nivver knew a lass more bolder;  

Me mates said she’d do me ovver 

Being a dad came and took me  

From t’playgroup to the dole queue  

No more neets art nickin' tellies  

Just chuffin’ loadsa nappies smelling 

 

Alone here in’t kitchen,  

I feel there’s summat missin’ 

The kid’s ginger wi’ an afro,  

And how the hell, I dun’t know! 

The ex wain’t do a DNA test,  

‘Cos Jeremy Kyle he knows best 

And so it’s no assumption,  

I’ve been strung up like a good un’ 

 

 

Some would believe that this song may be a situation where events were changed to protect 

the guilty. What we do know, is that the song stems back to Andy Doonican’s time living in 

the Worsbrough ghettos. 

 

Having joined the ranks of the band as a full-time member by now, Andy made his Bar-

Steward Sons’ song-writing debut on this album with a pair of songs; this being the first one 

that he wrote.  

 

It is only since commencing the writing of this book, that I realised how close to the original 

Squeeze song, Andy’s lyrics were, although they still work incredibly well. However, when I 

recorded my One Man Show Too live album, I changed the word ‘mother’ to ‘father’ in the 

lines, “She came home with a daughter / and within a year I wondered / why she din’t look 

like her mother / so who the hell’s the mother?”, as otherwise, the lyric within the narrative 

contradicts itself. This is something that has niggled me for a while. 

 

The inspiration for Strung Up Like A Good ‘Un is something that Andy chose to keep fairly 

close to his chest. However, I get the feeling that there was just as much venom intended in 

the lyrics, as there was humour. All that he was prepared to disclose to me, when I was 

writing the 1
st
 edition of this book, was that, “It’s a tale of boy meets girl, girl stitches boy 

up, boy has last laugh, in both the song and real life. Fortunately life wasn’t as bad as the 

song!”  

 

Despite the ambiguity of the song’s true back-story, the last time I saw him, Andy was the 

proud owner of a 58” flat-screen HD television, but for reasons unknown, before leaving the 

band in 2016, he choose not to Sky+ The Jeremy Kyle Show. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Friday Neet 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Saturday Night - The Bay City Rollers 

 

F – R – I – I – I – D – A – Y  NEET!  

F – R – I – I – I – D – A – Y  NEET! 

F – R – I – I – I – D – A – Y  NEET! 

F – R – I – I – I – D – A – Y  NEET! 

 

We’re washin’ us hair, and chuckin’ on the Old Spice 

‘Cos it’s Friday neet, Friday neet 

We’re donning us best knitwear and it looks reight nice 

‘Cos it’s Friday neet, Friday neet 

Hi-I-I we’re here to impress  

The ladies love a man who knows how to dress 

 

We’re gonna rock you gently,  

We’re The Bar-Steward Sons 

And it’s Friday neet, Friday neet 

Let Dooni-mania sweep the borough  

We’re number one 

And it’s Friday neet, Friday neet 

Friday neet, F-F-F Friday neet,  

F-F-F Friday neet, F-F-F Friday neet 

 

Gonna get the lads together for a pint or two 

‘Cos it’s Friday neet, Friday neet 

Gonna sing a few songs abart the Tarn for you 

‘Cos it’s Friday neet, Friday neet 

Hi-I-I our knitwear looks reight swell 

And we’ve got immaculate hair as well 

 

 

Friday Neet was written shortly after Danny left the band on 17
th

 March 2011, but never 

made it onto The Dark Side Of The Tarn. At this time, Alan and I were left with a dilemma: 

Should we, or more importantly, could we carry on without Danny Doonican? 

 

We knew at that time, that less than a month after Danny’s departure, on the 15
th

 April, we 

had been booked as the support band for Eric Faulkner’s Bay City Rollers. We didn’t fancy 

our chances taking on the support gig as a duo. Two other pub gigs in between were local 

ones. The first was at The Market Hotel Inn in Elsecar, Barnsley, and the second at a charity 

fundraiser at the Ché Bar in Barnsley.  

 

The first show worked fine as a duo, and I remember returning home, missing the presence of 

Danny to my immediate right. However, knowing that we were still well-received, I figured 

there may have been a hope for the band, if I could find a replacement. The second show, 

however, was horrible! The audience were cold, dismissive and quite uninterested at two 

grown men in tank-tops playing silly songs. In the aftermath, feeling utterly dejected, I 

decided that we would have no choice but to hunt down some other members of the family.  

 



Thank the Lord for the power of the internet and genealogy websites! 

 

The Bay City Rollers gig saw a significant change in the band line-up. There was Alan #1, 

myself and Andy Doonican on electric guitar (he had already played his first two shows with 

us, the previous weekend). Also joining us, were Dave Doonican on mandolin, Paul 

Doonican on drums, Tom Doonican on bass guitar, and Abi Doonican on fiddle.  

 

With a seven-piece line-up, we arrived punctually for the show, which was at Building 21 at 

the Elsecar Heritage Centre. This venue was, and still is, a huge aircraft hangar-like building, 

with acoustics that would fill any soundman with dread. Sadly, some bright-spark at Barnsley 

Council had figured it’d be a great use of the room to rent it out as a live music venue, to 

make more revenue. The gig was nothing short of a nightmare, in more ways than one.  

 

We were told to arrive at the venue for 4pm in order to soundcheck. When we arrived, Eric 

Faulkner hadn’t, and as the support band, we knew that we would have to wait until he had 

soundchecked, before we could. At around 4.30pm, Eric casually turned up and his ‘band’ 

arrived sometime after. The ‘band’ comprised of two session musicians, a rather 

accomplished session drummer and bass player. It became apparent during soundcheck, that 

neither had met Eric or indeed played with him before in their lives! The soundcheck was 

clearly a rehearsal for the show. Unfortunately, this left our merry band watching them from 

the sidelines, until 6.50pm. The doors were scheduled to be opened to the public at 7pm! 

 

As the band left the stage, completely ignoring us as they passed, we were ushered quickly by 

a pair of clearly unhappy sound-guys to grab our instruments to line-check, assemble and 

mic-up a separate full drumkit and all the rest of our gear within a ten-minute window. With 

the even grumpier door staff eagerly waiting to open the doors to a small flock of tartan-clad 

fans, we were rushed through the most rudimentary of line-checks to ensure the sound-desk 

was at least getting a signal from each of us. We then had to hurriedly depart the stage and 

hope for the best.  

 

The venue had a capacity of 900. As the doors were opened, around 80 middle-aged ladies, 

some wearing tartan scarves, raced in and took their places at the barrier at the front. No other 

audience turned up.  

 

At 7.30pm the all-new Doonican line-up hit the stage, and we opened with Friday Neet, 

which Amanda and I had re-written intentionally with this gig in mind. The Bay City Rollers’ 

original Saturday Night had been recorded and released in 1973, but never charted in the UK 

(despite reaching #1 in America in 1975). I figured that with the song’s lack of success in the 

UK, and having checked online sources to see if it had been added to previous setlists, that it 

would be unlikely that Mr Faulkner would be performing it, anyway.   

 

Amanda found great humour in taking the liberty of adding a triple letter ‘I’ in the spelling 

out of Friday in order to make it scan like the original.   

 

Either way, it got a great response, despite the audience being unable to decipher any of the 

lyrics, as the sound mix was quite simply atrocious! They must have thought that we were 

playing a straight cover. Eric Faulkner must have too, because as he walked on stage he 

looked pretty narked-off. Shortly after, when someone screamed for Saturday Night, he had a 

minor-strop and refused to honour the request on the grounds that “some other band have 

played it already”.  



 

As he stood there on the stage, in his tartan-edged silky dressing gown, I realised we had 

clearly not left a good impression with the former 70s popstar. I picked up my guitar case and 

announced to the rest of the band that we were off to the pub next door. Leaving Eric to play 

to 80 ladies who were reliving their teenage years, we walked into the Market Hotel Inn, 

grabbed a few pints and opened our instrument cases.  

 

The music session that followed in the pub that night was about a hundred times more fun 

than the waiting around. It was also more fun than playing to an audience that had not been 

able to ascertain any of the comedy in our songs, due to our onstage sound being so 

cacophonous and indecipherable.  

 

As I stood there on the stage that night, I knew in my mind that a seven-piece line up had 

been a really bad idea on my behalf. Although all of the musicians on the stage were 

accomplished on their individual instruments, it just didn’t gel. There was only our current 

‘temp’, Andy Doonican, who seemed to be a possible contender to stay and step into the 

space that Danny once occupied. He did this within a month or so of that show.  

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



(You Gotta) Fight For Your Pint (In Barnsley) 
Lyrics: Andy Doonican / Scott Doonican   

Original Tune: (You Gotta) Fight For Your Right (To Party!) - Beastie Boys 

 

It’s Friday night, you’re with your mates  

And you’re off ararnd t’Tarn 

You head into t’Wetherspoons  

‘Cos you know that it’s your round 

The bar is chocker-block, so it’s gunna tek a bit 

And they’re queuing seven deep  

Even though the ale is pretty shit. 

 

YOU GOTTA FIGHT FOR YOUR PINT IN BARNSLEY! 

 

You reach into your pocket and you say no way 

You’ve spent fifty quid already,  

So how the hell ‘you gonna pay? 

The DJ drops a beat,  

And your mate says, “What's that noise!?” 

You say, “Lad they’re rockin’ gently,  

It’s the Bar-Steward Boys!” 

 

YOU GOTTA FIGHT FOR YOUR PINT IN BARNSLEY! 

 

You’ve been waiting thirty minutes  

And you’re working up a thirst 

You try to catch the barman’s eye  

But he’s chatting up the birds 

“Nar then, I’ll have four Stellas and a WKD  

Mek it blue for t’lady” 

“Yer kidding lad, I'm 32… I’ve just got ID’d!” (Busted) 

 

YOU GOTTA FIGHT FOR YOUR PINT IN BARNSLEY!  

 

 

This was the second of Andy Doonican’s writing contributions for the album. The lyrics for 

Fight For Yer Pint were sent to me via email. The first draft of the lyrics that Andy composed 

were much closer to the Beastie Boys’ original, but I thought that the tag-line in his chorus 

was a brilliant idea. It suggested to me, that the song could be re-drafted about the amount of 

time it takes to get served at any of the busy town centre pubs in Barnsley, on a Friday or 

Saturday night. As a result of this revelation, the song turned-out significantly different to 

Andy’s initial draft, but it is a testament to his original idea, that it has been a mainstay in our 

live sets since.  

 

Andy had this to say about it: 

“I seem to remember that song coming together relatively easily. It was one of those weird 

flashes of inspiration that doesn’t happen that often, where the song basically wrote itself in 

about ten minutes. I know I was listening to The Beastie Boys quite a lot when I wrote it, 

because it was around the time that I was living in the Bolton-On-Dearne ghettos.”  

 



The studio recording of the song features myself on lead vocals, a few different soprano, 

concert and tenor ukuleles, piano and melodica, with Andy Doonican playing a baritone 

ukulele and joining in on the chorus chants. I am guessing that Alan had either gone on 

holiday, or we just figured the track didn’t need accordion.  

 

When we play this track live, be it at a festival or a pub, it is always dedicated to the bar-staff.  

 

I’ll drink to that…  

 

CHEERS!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I Predict A Riot  
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original Tune: I Predict A Riot - Kaiser Chiefs 

 

Watching the policemen go lairy  

It’s not very pretty I tell thee 

Walking through t‘Tarn is quite scary  

It's not very sensible either 

And now chavs are looting the pound shops  

At the market they’ve stole all the pork chops 

And Kipper’s chucking buns at the cop-shop…  

He’s not very sensible 

 

I predict a riot, I predict a riot, I predict a riot, I predict a riot 

 

There were birds feighting with their stilettos  

Over things they had robbed from Netto 

You would have thought  

That they’d have gone darn to’ t’Tescos 

Yes, it looked like a scene from the ghetto 

Their looting had been pretty thorough  

There were no 10 pence beans in the borough 

And there’ll be panic buying tomorrow…  

It’s really quite typical 

 

I predict a riot, I predict a riot, I predict a riot, I predict a riot 

 

And if there’s any stuff left in t’Tarn,  

Yer gonna hafta nail it darn, I predict a riot  

 

Watching the looters go lairy,  

They’re not pretty clever I tell thee 

And in Greggs they’ve nicked all of the pasties…  

It’s really quite criminal  

 

 
Riots… Not usually at the top of the list of subjects for a comedy parody, but occasionally the 

national news gives you inspiration to write something topical. There is always a danger with 

this, as songs that we have written about topical news stories, are often only relevant for a 

short period of time. They then just become a historical, albeit comedic, documenting of the 

events in question. (A Day In t’Tarn and Bono’s No Woman To Me are also prime examples 

where this has happened.) 

 

Nevertheless, between Saturday 6
th

 August and Thursday 11
th

 August 2011, thousands of 

people rioted in several London boroughs and in cities and towns across England. The 

resulting chaos generated looting, arson, and mass deployment of police. Five people also 

died. 

 

Disturbances began on 6
th

 August, after a protest in Tottenham, following the death of a local 

man, Mark Duggan, who was shot dead by police on 4
th

 August. Several violent clashes with 



police ensued, along with the destruction of police vehicles, a double-decker bus, and many 

civilian homes and businesses, thus rapidly gaining attention from the media.  

 

From Monday 8
th

 until Wednesday 10
th

 August, other cities in England including 

Birmingham, Bristol, Lincoln, Manchester and Salford along with several towns, saw what 

was described by the media as “copycat violence”. 

 

On the evening of Tuesday 9
th

 August, whilst the television news reported scenes of 

Manchester’s Miss Selfridge store being burnt down by copycat rioters, and people looting 

JJB Sports and Argos, I sat in disbelief. Like any right-minded person, I was horrified and 

disturbed by what I was seeing. It was, frankly, ridiculous that people were using this awful 

event as an excuse for mindless violence.   

 

However, I also had to question the general lack of ambition of some of the looters. If you 

were to loot a shop, why Argos, of all places? I was picturing three thick-built, hoody-

wearing looters, grabbing any one of the nondescript, identical brown cardboard boxes that 

Argos send down the conveyor belt, and another smaller looter chasing around behind them 

with a catalogue saying, “710/3069? That’s an oil-filled radiator! Put it back, bruv. That is 

shit!” 

 

As these images filled my head, I wondered if the copycat rioting would make it over the 

Pennines and into Barnsley itself, and if so, how it would manifest itself. It seemed a 

ludicrous enough idea, and so I picked up my pen, already knowing the exact song that would 

form the soundtrack to my satire. The Kaiser Chief’s 2004 hit was promptly re-written, and 

alongside Barnsley’s many rogues featured in the lyrics, Kipper Jackson made a return, with 

his cream buns too.  

 

I spent the next day recording the track on my own, complete with sound-bites from Prime-

Minister David Cameron’s speech to the nation that were excerpted from the television news. 

As it was a topical song, I shared it via Facebook to fans, the very same day. It was the first 

song to be released ahead of the album, which wouldn’t be finished for another 8 months.   

 

Due to its historical nature, it rarely gets played in our live shows. Is it wrong of me to 

secretly hope for a riot in Barnsley, so that it can be re-introduced into the set again? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sat’day Neet’s Alreight For Feightin’ 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Bernie Taupin 

Original Tune: Saturday Night’s Alright For Fighting - Elton John 

 

I’m looking flash, ‘cos we’re art on t’lash  

Mother tell me when the lads get here 

It’s quarter past seven and I’m off to get leathered  

Gonna get a belly full o’ beer 

We’re gonna get drunker than a barrel full of monkeys 

And the Tarn’s gonna know we’re theer 

All the lasses look like brutes in their furry Ugg boots 

And their legs going up to their ears 

 

Dun’t give us none of your aggravation 

Cos we’ve had it with your discipline 

Sat’day neet’s alreight for feightin’, so gerra a little action in 

I’m getting abart as oiled as a diesel train 

So get thissen another snake bite 

‘Cos Sat’day neet’s the neet I like 

Yeah Sat’day neet’s alreight, alreight, alreight  

 

Well it’s looking pretty packed in t’Tarn toneet 

And I'm looking for a lass who’ll see me reight 

I could use a little muscle to get what I need 

I may sink a pint or two and shart art “She’s with me!” 

A couple of the things that I really like 

Are little bit o’ totty and a nice smooth pint  

I’m a Bar-Steward hero of the drinking class 

And me best mate’s getting’ darn another lager glass 

 

Dun't give us none of your aggravation 

We’ve had it with your discipline 

Sat’day neet’s alreight for feightin’, so gerra a little action in 

I’m getting abart as oiled as a diesel train 

So get thissen another snake bite 

‘Cos Sat’day neet’s the neet I like 

Yeah Sat’day neet’s alreight, alreight, alreight  

 

 

Back in the early days of the band, one of the first songs that Danny and I learned was the 

raucous Elton John classic Saturday Night’s Alright For Fighting. It’s a real barn-stormer of 

a song, and we used to love playing it live. 

 

I was looking for another song to finish ‘EY UP! LET’S GO!, and I figured that the song we 

had played so many times before, could get the Doonican treatment. Once written, there 

wasn’t a huge discrepancy in the lyrics (hence Bernie Taupin still being credited as one of the 

lyricists). There were just a few subtle tweaks and a handful of Barnsley-isms thrown in, for 

good measure.  

 

People regularly ask what my favourite song that we have written is, and the answer to that 



changes regularly, but if you were to ask which my least favourite is, this track would 

probably top the bill most days. If truth be told, I don’t think it was one of my greater efforts. 

With the benefit of hindsight, I feel my lyrics were lazy and not as funny as they could have 

been. This is one of the main reasons why the song hasn’t been played live in years. 

 

Nevertheless, it was fun to record. Alan #1’s piano work (which is quite subtle in the final 

mix) is some of his snazziest. I had a load of fun adding the extended guitar solos, which we 

could never recreate when the song was performed live.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Avon Calling  
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original Tune: London Calling - The Clash 

 

Avon calling to the houses in t’Tarn  

I’ll post you a catalogue and then come back ararnd 

Avon calling to all of you girls  

We’ve got lippy and blusher and stuff for hair curls 

Avon calling, now lads dun’t mek a fuss…  

‘Cos they even sell a rub-on-cream to firm-up her bust 

Avon calling, turn your passion full-swing  

‘Cos we’ve even got lingerie to hide bingo-wings 

 

Our new range is coming - get your order straight in  

‘Cos we really can do what it says on the tin 

Your neck may be sagging but our stuff it’s not dear  

‘Cos Avon is calling and I… always deliver 

 

Avon calling so come have a look  

‘tween the grand gorgeous pages of the glossy good book 

Avon calling with make-up galore  

And essential oils that you’ll never need  

To target your pores 

Avon calling, well I dun’t wanna shart,  

But they’ve got chicken-fillets for when you’re goin’ art 

Avon calling, we’ve got great tweezers there,  

That’ll pluck out your eyebrows or your rogue pubic hair 

 

Our new range is coming - get your order straight in  

‘Cos we really can do what it says on the tin 

Free bags with each purchase.  

You’ll be glad you shopped here  

‘Cos Avon is calling so you...  

Won’t look like a dog’s dinner  

 

Avon calling, we’ve got new lotions just in  

That’ll fight off dark hairs growing art of your chin 

Avon calling with cosmetics so cheap  

But you must be an onion, if beauty’s skin deep 

Our new range is coming, get your order straight in  

‘Cos we really can do what it says on the tin 

Fighting wrinkles, stretch-marks and old saggy skin 

Avon is calling so you… never look like Joan Rivers 

 

 

This was another one of Amanda’s ideas that I turned into a finished song. In the same way 

as she had continued to suggest we needed a song about traffic wardens, she also thought 

there was mileage in a song about Avon Ladies. The Clash’s London Calling was the obvious 

contender for the parody, from the second she mentioned it.  

 



Over the years, Amanda and I have developed something of a formula for writing our 

comedy songs. We often start by making a list of all of the things that are funny about a 

subject first, in order to crowbar as many gags in as possible.  

 

Having never really looked at an Avon catalogue in any great detail, I figured that I would 

have to do my research. That night, I went to bed with the Avon catalogue that Amanda had 

been perusing, earlier in the day. I started to make a list of all of the things that were in there, 

with the intention of getting as many of them into the lyrics as possible. As a result, Avon 

Calling is, quintessentially, a list song. 

 

On the studio recording, I played most of the instruments, with Andy Doonican adding that 

brilliantly huge reverberous electric guitar which helped to bring the track to life. Alan #1 

added the accordion that you can hear over the drum break in the middle of the song, which 

sounds unusual, as I reversed it. 

 

The song was written on 10
th

 October 2011, and became a fan-favourite, when the album 

came out. When we play it live, women are usually the ones who find it funny, whilst their 

fellas tend to look baffled.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Jump Ararnd  
Lyrics: Scott Doonican  

Original Tune: Jump Around - House Of Pain 

 

Listen up, listen in, we’re ‘bart to begin  

Well I came to sing, bugger me, what a sin  

But dun’t git yer backs up, if we turn t’sarnd up  

That’s how we roll, till the whole room just cracks up  

Get up, stand up, come on, chuck yer hands up  

When the crowd are reelin’, we mek ‘em hit the ceilin’ 

I dun’t wear a string vest, ‘not like I’m a hunk,  

But I’ll eat a pork pie and then I’ll tek the crust home 

Think it, thunk it, we ha’n’t gorra drum-kit  

We’ve got more beats than seeds in a pumpkin 

Dun’t be shocked, sure ‘nuff we wain’t stop,  

‘Cos we’ve got more hits than New Kids On t’Block 

 

We came to get darn, we came to get darn 

So get art ‘yer seats ‘n jump ararnd 

Jump ararnd, jump ararnd, jump ararnd  

Jump up, jump up and get darn. 

 

Just serve me a pint of Acorn on draught  

I’m nowt like a brush, ‘cos I’ve nivver bin daft 

Well, word to yer mother, I’m ‘ere wi’ me brothers 

And I’ve got more rhymes than a cart-load of others 

But just like a Bar-Steward Son I’ve returned 

For anyone rocking but gently’s concerned 

We rewrite lyrics for you to have fun  

So if you’ve come to see us, hope you have some 

Me rappin’ dun’t scan, when I run art of breath  

We wear tank-tops, so we dun’t catch us death 

Yes we dress to kill, us hair it looks brill  

We’re t’Bar-Steward Sons and we aim to thrill 

 

We came to get darn, we came to get darn 

So get art ‘yer seats ‘n jump ararnd 

Jump ararnd, jump ararnd, jump ararnd  

Jump up, jump up and get darn. 

We’re the cream o’ t’crop, we rise to t’top 

But we ain’t the kinda stuff  

They stick on Top Of The Pops 

But y’know we work greater than Mr Motivator 

As a personal trainer for Mr Johnny Vegas 

But we ain’t going out, like no daft chuffs  

You know we’ve got style, you know we’re the right stuff  

We go art rarnd tarn, sup the pints darn  

Fill up yer heead, until you wek up  

Like t’Dawn of the Deead    

We’re coming to get ya, coming to get ya  



Spittin’ art lyrics… Westwood, we’ve bet ya! 

 

We came to get darn, we came to get darn 

So get art ‘yer seats ‘n jump ararnd 

Jump ararnd, jump ararnd, jump ararnd  

Jump up, jump up and get darn. 

 

 

On the 19
th

 June 2011, Alan and I played for the first time, at The Boat Inn, at Cromford, 

Derbyshire. We played our regular two and a half hour set, and as we finished our second 

encore, we realised we were out of songs with no other rehearsed material left. The audience 

were rather insistant that we play at least one more.   

 

Thinking on my feet, I remembered that I knew the words to the classic House Of Pain track, 

from my days with a former band. Knowing that it was “just one long E- chord jam”, I told 

Alan the key we were in, and burst straight into it, working the crowd into a real frenzy, in a 

way I know that I had never done previously. As soon as we got off stage, we reflected on 

what had just happened and figured that the song had been the perfect end to the set. For 

obvious reasons, I spent the afternoon of the following day, writing my own Bar-Stewardised 

rendition of the lyrics.  

 

At the shows that followed this, the song continued to make waves as a set-closer, 

particularly at The Blues Bar, in Harrogate. This lovely little boozer, played a very important 

part in the escalation of Jump Ararnd as The Bar-Steward Sons’ choice of finale, for live 

shows where we knew an audience was ‘with us’. At the end of a blindingly good Harrogate 

show, on 12
th

 February 2012, in a split-second moment of madness, I decided that the most 

ridiculous thing for the singer in a comedy-folk band to do, would be to attempt to crowd-surf 

to the bar to get a beer. Just as I was picked off the floor, I realised how likely it was that it 

could end badly. Luckily for me, our amazing audience just went with it, and the rest as we 

say, is history.  

 

The crowd-surf spectacle continued to happen exclusively at the Blues Bar shows throughout 

2012, each time getting more ridiculous. By the time we recorded the live album, A Crazy, 

Crazy Neet At t’Blues, on 29
th

 July, I was attempting to bring three beers back over the 

crowd. This was just as Andy also set off over the same crowd, passing me with his guitar 

strapped to him and still plugged in! On another occasion we finally managed to dare a 

terrified Alan #1, to ‘go over the top’. This was much to the crowd’s delight and to Alan’s 

dismay.  

 

It was only when we were booked for Beautiful Days Festival (a 15,000 capacity music 

festival organised by The Levellers, at Escot Park, Devon) on 18
th

 August 2012, that I 

decided to take the crowd surf ‘party-piece’ to a bigger audience.  

 

The film footage, that was captured of a busy bandstand crowd going utterly ape-shit with me 

going over the top of them, was circulated via the internet. All of a sudden, we were getting 

noticed by other festivals and our fan-base numbers shot-up overnight. Even The Levellers’ 

own Simon Friend was jumping ararnd at the side of the stage, with a can of Jamaican Red 

Stripe firmly clasped in hand! We were promptly booked again, for the following year.  

 

The Jump Ararnd phenomenon, helped us to move on to playing further festivals, marking 



another major turning point for the band. It continued to evolve. In 2016, at both Bearded 

Theory and Watchet Music Festivals, the ‘beer run’ was performed by me travelling to get 

the drinks, over the crowd, in an inflatable dinghy. 

 

In 2013, I attempted (and later successfully managed) to independently crowd-fund our first 

vinyl greatest hits album. The 12” LP Bestest Bits campaign took from April until Dec of that 

year, but a real highlight was being able to re-record Jump Ararnd for the compilation, 

alongside some very special guests.  

 

By the power of Facebook, I was able to somehow convince Eliza Carthy, Maartin Allcock 

(Fairport Convention/Jethro Tull), my childhood hero Mike Harding, The Housemartins’ 

drummer Hugh Whitaker and Saxon guitarist Graham Oliver, to accompany us. The results 

were a dream come true!  

 

With me on acoustic guitar and vocals, Alan on accordion, Andy on 12-string, Eliza taking up 

fiddle duties, Maart on bass, Mike on tenor banjo and blues harp, Hugh on drums and 

Graham on lead guitar, we had the most amazing Bar-Steward Big Band! The track that we 

recorded together is still used, each night on stage, as the backing track for Jump Ararnd at 

live shows, minus the vocal track.  

 

The track was even re-mixed eight further times, by friends and fans of the band, after I 

allowed them to have access to the original component tracks, to manipulate them how 

they wished. The result was the Jump Ararnd: Mixed-Up, Mashed-Up & Jumped Ararnd 

mini-album. This included a prog-tastic version of the song from Maartin, who later 

produced the new version of The Devil Went Darn To Barnsley and several Christmas 

singles. 

  

This unlikely Bar-Steward Big Band recorded their parts remotely, with many of the 

musicians never meeting. Alan, Hugh, Graham and myself were recorded by our friend Brett 

Jackson, at Studio 24, in Barnsley. Maartin and Mike recorded in their own home studios (in 

Wales and North Yorkshire, respectively). Andy’s parts were recorded at my house. Finally, 

on the last day, Eliza recorded her parts at the Scarborough campus of the University of Hull, 

on October 10th, after I used my charm, to blag some studio time there, for free. The final 

mix was released to the public a week later! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



B.I.S.T.O.  
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White / Kay Fitzpatrick  

Original Tune: D.I.S.C.O. - Ottowan 

 

I like it spicy and hot… I like it thick but runny  

I like it in big warm jugs... with all the fat spooned off 

I like it moist and meaty… I like it at simmering point 

The juices exude from it… I like it with fagots 

 

You need B.I.S.T.O. 

 

It is B (Bloomin’ tasty)   

It is I (In yer cupboard) 

Go and S (Shove the kettle on)  

And then T (Tip the watter in)  

And then O-O-OOOOOHHHH   

It is B (Brill with mixed grill) 

It is I (In yer meat pie)   

Not for S (Southern fairies) 

What's for Tea (Tastebuds tingle)   

It tastes O-O-OOOOOHHHH 

 

Come dunk your meatballs… Smother your sausage 

Ahhhh Bisto… Ahhhhhh! 

 

 

With Alan #1 preparing to take an around the world trip, he came to record all of his parts for 

‘EY UP! LET’S GO! in a single evening, just before his departure. This 11
th

 hour approach 

was still pretty normal for our method of recording studio albums, with Alan arriving at the 

end, to add his contributions.  

 

Needless to say, Alan only had time to perform on six of the album’s twelve tracks, before he 

jetted off. The last of these was the hidden track. I had already recorded the chorus vocals and 

main backing track for this, prior to his arrival.  

 

B.I.S.T.O. was another one of Amanda’s ideas, but I thought it needed to feature a Barry 

White-esque vocal from Alan, to give it the humour it deserved. This is something I could 

never have done myself.  

 

That evening, before we began to record the other tracks, I explained what I had in mind, to 

Amanda and Kay (Alan’s long-suffering partner at the time). I asked if they could write some 

innuendo-based lines, that Alan could utter into the mic. 

 

So whilst Alan and I went to work recording his accordion tracks, downstairs, a proud-and-

grinning Amanda and Kay compiled, what I could only describe as, a “list of filth”. Even 

after considerable editing, it was still rather risqué. I still have the original list of phrases in 

one of my lyric folders. Most of it is unprintable.  

 

I asked Alan to deliver the edited filth as best as possible in “a sexy voice”. I then had to sit 

at the recording desk, literally a metre away from Alan, for the next twenty minutes. I was 



shaking, no… rocking, silently with laughter, so as not to allow it to pick up on the 

microphone, as Alan gave his performance. In my opinion, it was one of the highlights of his 

eight and a half years with the band. 

 

As he struggled with the timing, Alan’s parts were cut and pasted into the correct places in 

the song, in post-production. For this reason, he only ever performed the song live, on a 

couple of occasions.  

 

The song stayed dormant for a long, long time, until a couple of years after Alan #2 joined 

the band. I suggested that we resurrected the song, with him taking Alan’s lines. He was only 

too happy to have a go at it, and the song has returned to our live shows, almost five years 

after it was originally written.  

   

 

 

 

 

 

 


