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Pint Fever  
Lyrics: Andy Doonican / Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Night Fever - The Bee Gees 

 

I’ve only got ten pounds, but there’s boozin’ all ararnd 

If there’s summat goin’ darn, it’s beer, and I’ll drink it 

On the way to the club, we’ll be hittin’ ev’ry pub 

All the lasses stop n’ stare, ‘cos we look reight fit 

 

And that sweet Barnsley barmaid,  

She moves through the pub 

Controllin’ me mind and me cash 

When you reach art for me lass, and you pass me me pint 

 

I get pint fever, pint fever,  

And we know how to drink it  

Got that pint fever, pint fever,  

Drunk and I’m gonna show it  

 

Here I am, prayin’ that me lager will last 

Dining on the music so fine,  

The curry’s givin’ me wind 

But this pint is mine!         

 

At our local pub, they also serve some decent grub 

But I’ve only got enough to get drunk til t’mornin’ 

I’ve got fire in me loins, and a pocketful o’ coins 

And I’m bustin’ better moves than Stephen Hawking 

 

And that sweet Barnsley barmaid,  

She moves through the pub 

Controllin’ me mind and me cash 

When you reach art for me lass and you pass me me pint 

 

I get pint fever, pint fever,  

In the mornin’ I’ll be shattered 

But we’ve got pint fever, pint fever,  

And we’re gonna get so bladdered  

(Worse than we’ve ever done before) 

And theer’s ‘ar lass, hopin’ that I’m goin’ to last 

‘Cos I’ve gone and drunk me’sen blind 

And I just wanna sleep ‘cos it’s past me bedtime 

 

I get pint fever, pint fever,  

And we know how to drink it  

Got that pint fever, pint fever 

Drunk and I’m gonna show it  

(Drink like we’ve never drunk before) 

 



 

Within a couple of days of creating the cover-art for Sat’day Neet Fever, Andy Doonican sent 

me the first draft of his latest composition, Pint Fever. We had joked about the fact that The 

Bar-Steward Sons probably didn’t need yet another song about drinking, but I figured that it 

would be the perfect accompaniment to our Bee Gees inspired album artwork. 

 

Andy had this to say about the song: 

 

“I wrote it when I lived in the Kendray ghettos. I like to take the ‘David Bowie’ approach to 

lyric writing: by chopping up lots of words and putting them into a straw hat. Then I wear the 

straw hat for a couple of days, and whatever words are in the hat at the end of it, that’s what 

becomes the song. At the end of a few days I had two words. ‘Pint’ and ‘Fever’.  

 

The thing is, I didn’t quite know when I wrote it, how much fun it was going to be to play live. 

There are some songs that you just know are going to be really good instantly, but Pint Fever 

was one where I didn’t quite expect it to get the reaction that it always seems to get, 

especially if the audience are drunk! 

 

I don’t generally like The Bee Gees, but then again I’m not actually sure that they’re a fan of 

us. However, of all of our music videos, I think it’s the finest. That was quite a night…”  

 

The music video he refers to, was filmed sometime around midnight, after a show at the 

Blues Bar in Harrogate. As far as the video was concerned, I don’t think Andy and Alan #1 

ever shone so much as they did during that 3 minutes and 34 seconds of film footage. With 

the rather drunken audience joining us on stage to do the Pint Fever dance, we donned our 

Sat’day Neet Fever costumes and medallions. With his gigantic Afro wig, Andy completely 

hammed it up as the King of Cool, and Alan’s dad-dancing was nothing short of inspired. 

 

The costumes had originally been bought for the album’s launch, at The Lamproom Theatre, 

in Barnsley, on 2
nd

 February 2013. The Lamproom show was quite a big deal for us at the 

time. I got a phone call from the theatre’s booking manager, who said that she would love to 

book us in to play the theatre. I was sceptical, as I knew that we hadn’t got all that big a 

following in our hometown. I said that it was very nice of her to ask, and that we would be 

delighted to play the theatre. It was at this point that she chose to tell me that the hire of the 

theatre was £600!  

 

You don’t have to be Carol Vorderman to work it out that, at a tenner a ticket, we would have 

needed to ensure that we sold 60 tickets just to be able to break even. Knowing that there was 

a huge risk in doing the show, and it not selling, I suggested that we would do the show, and 

that the theatre, instead of charging us the £600, would receive every penny of the ticket 

money. I suggested that this would be donated to the theatre’s own ‘Friends of The 

Lamproom’ charity, for the upkeep of the theatre. I figured that if she was so keen to book us, 

then she would accept the offer.  

 

I was told that it would have to be decided by the theatre’s committee, so I was rather 

surprised, when about a fortnight later, I got the call. The committee had been a little unsure, 

and I was told that it was hardly a unanimous vote, but they had reached the decision to take 

the ‘risk’.  

 

And then the bloody thing went and sold out!  



 

We were quite shocked to say the least. Not only had the theatre gained £1870 for the 

‘Friends of The Lamproom’, but we had totally underestimated both ourselves, and our 

hometown crowd. The decision was made to make the show the official launch for the new 

album. It was also an opportunity to film the live DVD, Live At The Lamproom, which our 

good friend Martin Thornton documented, using several cameras around the venue. We 

added Pocketful O’ Nowt and Richard Kitson as our support, and invited Graham Oliver to 

join us for a finale, featuring Saxon’s Strong Arm Of The Law, Motörhead’s Ace Of Spades 

and Jump Ararnd.  

 

However, as the cameras started to roll (captured in the opening minutes of the DVD), a 

rather uppity usherette from the theatre’s staff, challenged Amanda, who was sat on the front 

row, taking photographs. She tried to tell her that, “Photography was not permitted during 

the show”, but didn’t get too far. From the stage, I pointed out that we were doing the show 

for the theatre, and not making a penny off it, so the audience could take as many photos as 

they wanted.  

 

The usherette skulked back to her seat, in the auditorium’s doorway, where she sat po-faced, 

scowling at us throughout the show. As we started Jump Ararnd, I walked over, with one of 

the venue’s radio mics, took her by the hand, and brought her on to the stage to join us all, 

jumping about like lunatics.  

 

I’m still not sure if she saw the funny side.    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Stalking On Facebook 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Walking On Sunshine - Katrina & The Waves 

 

I don’t know if you love me or hate me, I’m really not sure 

But since you went and found me on Facebook,  

I’ve been locking me doors 

‘Cos every time I go to me inbox  

Your message is found 

With a picture of you in me tank-top  

And your trousers down 

 

You’re stalking on Facebook, oh no 

You’re stalking on Facebook, oh no 

Don’t stalk me on Facebook, oh no 

‘Cos you’re up to no good 

 

You comment on all of my photos and statuses too 

You’re pretending you’re Deirdre from Goldthorpe  

But I know that it’s you 

‘Cos you know what I’ve done, where I’m going,  

What day, at what time 

But now that you’ve poked me  

That’s just where I’m drawing the line 

 

You’re stalking on Facebook, oh no 

You’re stalking on Facebook, oh no 

Don’t stalk me on Facebook, oh no 

‘Cos you’re up to no good 

 

I dun’t feel the love, I’ve had enough 

Stop stalking me and bugger off 

I dun’t feel the love, I’ve had enough 

Stop stalking me and bugger off 

‘Cos I’m on to you, sunshine, wo-woah 

I’m on to you, sunshine, wo-woah 

I’m on to you, sunshine, wo-woah 

And now you’ve been blocked 

 

Some people seem shocked when I tell them, that as well as being the lead-singer in The Bar-

Steward Sons, I am actually a fully-qualified primary school teacher. Amanda and I met at 

the school that we used to work at together. She had been working there since 1995, and I 

started in 2001. Incidentally, I had been a pupil there myself from 1988 to 1990. This song 

was inspired by a certain Headteacher, during a stressful point in both of our careers, which 

ultimately lead to us leaving the profession, for pastures new. 

 

We uncovered significant discrepancies in a colleague’s test marking, that gave the 

impression that the children in his care were more able than they actually were. Sadly, the 

Head chose not to act on our concerns in a pro-active way. Despite loving working in class, 

we felt that we had no choice other than to leave, rather than be scape-goated, due to being 



unable to improve on these inflated grades. We hoped that the truth would be unearthed - 

sooner rather than later, for the sake of the children.   

  

Prior to officially leaving, during our absence, I had spoken to my doctor and the Local 

Education Authority’s occupational therapist, who both suggested that I should pursue things 

that made me feel better. Music has always been my other passion, and so I saw no reason to 

stop playing.  

 

One day, I got a phone-call from a gentleman called Harvey Jubb, who was enquiring about 

whether we could play his wedding. His name for some reason rang a bell, and gut instinct 

told me to turn it down outright. When I googled his name I discovered that he attended the 

same church as our Head and he was the husband of her recently deceased best-friend. 

Needless to say, alarm bells were ringing… it was a bit dodgy to say the least!   

 

It would seem that our Head wanted to prove that I was working elsewhere whilst off-sick 

from my day-job in order to reprimand me. After legal advice from my NUT union 

representative, it seemed that there was little she could do. The council’s own occupational 

therapist had written in his report that he advocated my enjoyment of music as a way to try 

and get me mentally fit to return to work. If truth be told, it was her bullying antics that were 

making me unfit for work.  

 

Nevertheless, it did trouble me greatly. So, during this time I felt forced to remove the band’s 

gig dates from our website and changed my settings to ‘private’ on Facebook. Shortly after 

this, my Facebook page started to get similar requests about when our next show was, or if 

we were available to play. Each time it was from a person who wasn’t a friend, and whose 

Facebook page had been created a matter of hours before. On a third attempt to gain access, 

Mr Jubb even stooped so low as to try and make friends with as many of our friends as 

possible, in order to appear to have lots of ‘mutual friends’.  

 

It was quite unnerving, to think that somebody so desperately wanted to do something so 

calculated and vindictive. For me, this was the main reason I left teaching. It wasn’t the kids. 

The kids were great. It was simply the awful people that we worked with.  

 

One night, we went to Andy Doonican’s for dinner and the conversation turned to our 

stressful situation at work. When I told him about what was going on, he suggested the idea 

for Stalking On Facebook to the tune of Katrina & The Wave’s Walking On Sunshine. On 

returning home that evening, both Amanda and I set to work on penning the song, with these 

two unsavoury, shady characters in mind!  

 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I Fought The Lawn 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White / David Taylor 

Original Tune: I Fought The Law - The Crickets 

 

Ar’ lass med me go and do the garden 

I fought the lawn and the lawn won 

I fought the lawn and the lawn won 

She said “Just have some patience!”, but I’ve got none 

I fought the lawn and the lawn won 

I fought the lawn and the lawn won 

 

So I’m stuck art in the garden and it looks reight bad 

We’ve got mole hills the size of King Kong 

Then I’ve run ovver the wire,  

Now the mower’s dead and gone 

I fought the lawn and the lawn won 

I fought the lawn and the lawn won 

 

So she left me with the strimmer, in the hot sun 

I fought the lawn and the lawn won 

I fought the lawn and the lawn won 

It looks thinner than Yul Brynner, now that I’ve done 

I fought the lawn and the lawn, now we’ve got none 

I fought the lawn and the lawn’s gone 

 

I missed watchin’ t’telly and I’m reight dischuffed 

‘Cos she’ll ‘ave switched Nigella off 

If she’s sat theer watchin' Ground Force  

It’s goin’ to kick-off 

‘Cos I fought the lawn and the lawn won 

I fought the lawn and the lawn won 

‘Cos I fought the lawn and the lawn won 

I fought the lawn… now the lawn’s gone! 

 

 

As a keen gardener, Amanda is always trying to entice me away from a computer screen, to 

spend time helping her in our lovely garden, that she keeps looking resplendent. 

Unfortunately, I do for gardening, what Harold Shipman did for the NHS, and even plastic 

flowers would most likely die on me!  

 

With the best will in the world, I am just rubbish at anything that involves vegetation and 

open spaces. I poured all of my contempt for my misgivings into the lyrics. Amanda did too. 

 

When it came to recording it, we decided to try and emulate some of the punkiness of The 

Clash’s fabulous cover version. It rarely gets an airing in our sets nowadays, as I feel we have 

a wealth of funnier material. However, at the time the Sat’day Neet Fever album came out, it 

was one of our favourite songs to play.  

 

 

 



Viva Skeg-Vegas 
Lyrics: Andy Doonican / Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Viva Las Vegas - Elvis Presley 

 

Bright light Skeggy goin’ art toneet 

I’m gonna set this tarn on fire 

Got a bit o’ money that I’m ready to burn 

So get me a pint now, squire 

‘Cos there’s a thousand loose women  

That are waitin’ art there 

And they’re drinking pints of devil may care 

And I’m just a Doonican letting darn me hair  

In Viva Skeg-Vegas, Viva Skeg-Vegas 

 

How I wish that there were more 

Than twenty-four hours in the day 

‘Cos even if there were twenty-four more 

You know I wouldn’t sleep a minute away 

‘Cos there’s a Butlin’s, a shitty beach and 99’s here 

And a dozen scabby donkey’s that have got diarrhea 

And it’s allus bad if you catch crabs on the pier 

In Viva Skeg-Vegas, Viva Skeg-Vegas 

 

Viva Skeg-Vegas wi’ your illuminations flashin’ 

And yer penny slots a-crashin’ 

All my money darn the drain 

Viva Skeg-Vegas, drinkin’ day into nighttime 

Drinkin’ night into daytime 

If you drink theer once, you’ll never be the same again 

 

I’m goin’ for me stag-do and I’m gonna get stewed 

I’m gonna get art of me mind 

If end up skint then I’ll allus remember 

That we had uzselves a reight good time 

And I’m gonna drink all the beer they’ve got 

‘Cos that’s the only thing that’s gonna hit the spot 

Let me shart art for a pint, just to wash darn ev’ry shot 

In Viva Skeg-Vegas, Viva Skeg-Vegas, Viva Skeg-Vegas,  

Viva, viva Skeg-Vegas 

 

 

Viva Skeg-Vegas is our ode to the Lincolnshire coast’s finest tourist destination. It was one of 

Andy Doonican’s songs, which he emailed to me, whilst he was holidaying in the Mexican 

Ciudades Perdidas. He returned home on 29
th

 July 2012, the day that we played both ‘The 

Aire Do’ festival in Keighley and The Blues Bar in Harrogate. Andy had every intention to 

make it back on time for the first show of the day, but after a hold-up at the airport, he left at 

11am, with no way of making our 12 noon stage-time.  

 

Jet-lagged beyond all possible belief, he still made it to the Blues Bar for the gig that we 

recorded for the live album A Crazy, Crazy Neet At t’Blues. This was the first time we played 



his new song live, with the lyrics exactly how he had written them (listen back to them on 

that live album: they’re rather different!). Over the next week, Amanda and I went to work, 

adding more gags, including the lines about the donkeys and the crabs, to create the version 

that appears on the studio album.   

 

The lyrics were inspired by a couple of stag-nights that Andy had attended: his own in Las 

Vegas, and a friend’s on the east coast. During the latter, he never made it past the first pub, 

due to an ill-fated ‘Beer Pong’ incident. In his own words: “Of all of the things that make up 

my strong points, generally Stag Do’s aren’t one of them!”    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Portaloo 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Waterloo - ABBA 

 

Oh my, the portaloos are absolutely mingin’ 

Oh yeah, but I have had three days of holdin’ it all in  

And I know not pooing is bad for your health 

But it’s better than shitting yourself 

 

Portaloo, the festival food’s med me bum so sore 

Portaloo, I’ve queued up and now I can’t shut the door 

Portaloo, no amount of wet-wipes are gonna do 

Portaloo, like Russian Roulette, I’m not trying you 

Woah woah woah woah portaloo  

There’s no way I’m facing the portaloo  

 

Oh my, I tried to block the smell but it was stronger 

Oh God, there’s no loo-roll, there’s no lights or sanitiser for me hands 

It was dark, I was drunk, now I’m blue 

‘Cos I’ve piddled all over me shoes 

 

Portaloo, no way to predict what you’ve got in store 

Portaloo, what horrible things lurk behind your door? 

Portaloo, I wish that yer contents were out of view 

Portaloo, thought it was a fart, but I followed through 

Woah woah woah woah portaloo  

There’s no way I’m facing the portaloo  

 

I hope this horrible feeling goes off 

‘Cos I’m desperate and I’m touching cloth 

 

Portaloo, I’ve been defeated, you won the war 

Portaloo, what dirty get’s done one on the floor 

Portaloo, the smell inside here, it’s like Chester Zoo 

Portaloo, having to squat for a Number 2 

Woah woah woah woah portaloo  

Finally facing the portaloo  

Woah woah woah woah portaloo  

I’m never embracing the portaloo 

 

 

Over the years, we have played and attended a lot of music festivals. At some, it is something 

of a rare thing if you find a nice, clean portaloo. This song was written in sympathy with 

anyone who has had to deal with a particularly bad one.  

 

After being traumatised by the rather unsanitary experience of opening a portaloo door, at 

one unnamed festival, which I will refer to in this polite company as ‘The Viking Helmet 

Incident’, the idea for this song was born. It is a moment that will haunt me, and my burnt 

retinas for the rest of my life. Amanda had been repeatedly suggesting the title for this song 

for inclusion whilst we were writing the songs on ‘EY UP! LET’S GO!. Bizarrely her idea 



was shelved, as I didn’t think there was enough humour to drive a whole song. How wrong I 

was.  

 

Portaloo was one of the first songs written for Sat’day Neet Fever, and it was in our set-list 

for all of our summer festival shows of 2012, becoming an instant fan-favourite. At our first 

visit to Beautiful Days festival in Devon, it was the first song that Simon Friend from The 

Levellers ever heard us play. He still claims that it is his favourite Bar-Steward Sons’ song. 

 

In 2014, we played the very first (and rather refined) Underneath The Stars Festival, the 

music festival organised by Barnsley folk-starlet, Kate Rusby and her family. We opened our 

set with Portaloo. We should have realised that the punters at a festival which had a venison 

burger stall, would probably be a little shocked by the coarseness of our rather literal toilet-

humour. A few walked out straight away, but luckily, by and large, we seemed to get away 

with it.  

 

It was a good job we persevered, because in 2017 we were finally invited back, and played to 

the biggest crowd of the day. The audience were fabulous. Manchester comedian, Jason 

Manford, who was in the crowd, clearly approved, as he tweeted “Loved The Bar-Steward 

Sons of Val Doonican. Great fun”. When we got to Portaloo this time around, the laughter 

almost took the roof off the tent. What a difference 3 years makes.     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Jehovah’s To Call 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Hammer To Fall - Queen 

 

Here we stand in the hall,  

Pretending we’re not there at all 

They ring the bell, look for a light,  

But no bugger’s opening up tonight 

They don’t waste no time at all;  

Foot in t’door, as you answer their call 

They’ll come to you, as to us all,  

We’re just waiting for the Jehovah’s to call 

 

From morning light, through every day 

A bunch of people could be calling your way 

Maybe the postie, or Avon lady,  

The window-cleaner or the bloke from next door 

They’ll knock you up, just to explain 

And hope their magazines will cover it all 

With their message to proclaim 

You know it’s time for the Jehovah’s to call 

 

They really dun’t like knock-knock jokes  

‘Cos they claim that it’s The Truth 

So dun’t slam your door when they come calling,  

Just invite ‘em for a brew 

‘Cos I’ll tell thee nar, they wain’t know what to do! 

 

They can bray reight loud ‘til their hands are sore 

What the bloody hell they doin’ it for? 

With half a chance, they’ll leave The Watchtower 

Like Larry Grayson, I’ll be shutting that door 

What’re we behind the sofa for? 

We’re on the inside, they’re behind the front door 

You’ve just got time to say your prayers 

While you’re waiting for the Jehovah’s to call 

 

 

 

Sometimes we find inspiration in the most bizarre places. On 20
th

 September 2012, Amanda 

and I went to the Parkway Cinema, in Barnsley, to see Hungarian Rhapsody, the motion 

picture big-screen outing of the concert-film of Queen Live in Budapest.  

 

The Parkway has formerly been The Empire, Gaumont, and when I was a child, the Odeon. It 

has been there since God was a lad. Currently there are plans for a large multiplex cinema, 

with loads of screens, which I predict may finally sound the death knell on one of Barnsley’s 

finest and oldest establishments. This beautiful old art-deco cinema, was where I saw Star 

Wars (when it was re-released in 1997 – I’m not that old!), and so many other classic films. 

 

As a huge fan of Queen, the one-night-only screening of Hungarian Rhapsody was a very 



exciting affair, more so because instead of running the film’s soundtrack through the 

cinema’s surround sound system, the owners of the cinema played it through a huge band PA. 

They even added lights and smoke machines too! It was rather strange to see the cinema 

audience clapping and singing along with Freddie Mercury, to the likes of Radio Ga-Ga, like 

they were actually at the stadium rock show from the 1986 Magic Tour.  

 

It was as Brian May played the opening chords to Hammer To Fall, that Amanda started 

laughing out loud, as she often does when she has one of those inspirational moments. She 

whispered into my ear the title of this song. It was another one that more or less wrote itself! 

 

As an atheist, I have always tried to steer clear from songs about religion, because I really 

don’t have an issue in people having faith in anything, particularly if it makes them feel 

better. The only real difference, in my mind, between me and any of my friends who have 

any kind of faith, is that I grew out of having imaginary friends when I was 11. However, I 

think it is fair to say that, over time, Jehovah’s Witnesses have been the target of more 

comedians than maybe any other religion.  

 

We do have regular calls from our local Witnesses, and when they knock at our door I am 

usually very understanding of their mission to spread the word, and will happily chat to them 

for a while, before politely declining their invitation. I am never rude, and never slam the 

door, because, if it takes seconds to be nice to someone and make their day better, then why 

be a dick? If our beliefs are the only thing that make us different, then it isn’t hard not to be 

horrible to your fellow man.  

 

I am more than aware that this song, written in the first-person from the point of view of 

somebody a lot less tolerant than me, can be deemed rather derogatory, particularly if you are 

a Jehovah’s Witness, but I suppose, in comedy, there are many taboos that can still be made 

fun of.  

 

On two occasions, I have played this song and a couple of Jehovah’s Witnesses have been 

present. Luckily, they too saw the funny side, as I am pretty sure they can relate to the 

rejection they have faced, in the same way that I can relate to why they don’t celebrate 

Halloween. I can’t imagine that they would appreciate any festival where random people 

knock on their door. 

         

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Eaten Alive 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Stayin’ Alive - The Bee Gees 

 

Well you can tell by the way I can hardly walk 

I’ve been bitten theer, no time to talk 

I’ve got prickly heat and I’m feeling warm 

I’ve been dined on by a chuffin’ swarm 

I’m not alright, I’m not okay 

A tube of cream wain’t save the day 

At least you can start to understand 

Why I’m looking like the Elephant Man 

 

Whenever I’m on holiday, in the night  

I’m allus getting eaten alive, eaten alive 

Feel the buggers biting me  

In places that they shouldn’t be 

Been eaten alive, eaten alive 

 

Ah, ah, ah, ah, eaten alive, eaten alive 

Ah, ah, ah, ah, eaten alive 

 

I’ve been bitten so low, that my voice is high 

And if it swells much more, I’m gonna cry 

Me plums are the size of the south of France 

I’ve got no ants in me pants, but I’ve got to dance 

They itch like mad, I’m reight pigged off 

They even hurt when I try to cough 

I asked the doctor t’other day 

“Can you leave the swelling, but tek the pain away?” 

 

Whenever I’m on holiday, in the night  

I’m allus getting eaten alive, eaten alive 

Feel the buggers biting me  

In places that they shouldn’t be 

Eaten alive, eaten alive 

Ah, ah, ah, ah, eaten alive, eaten alive 

Ah, ah, ah, ah, eaten alive  

 

(Odd looks from the people on the dance-floor) 

 

The swelling’s going nowhere,  

Somebody help me, somebody help me 

The mossies think I’m dinner,  

Somebody help me, somebody help me 

I’ve been eaten alive  

 

Won’t be repelled, won’t let me be 

I try to hide but they still find me 

I’ve sprayed the room, I’ve sprayed me skin 



I’ve got a net ararnd me keks but they still get in  

 

Whenever I’m on holiday, in the night  

I’m allus getting eaten alive, eaten alive 

Feel the buggers biting me  

In places that they shouldn’t be 

Eaten alive, eaten alive 

 

Ah, ah, ah, ah, eaten alive, eaten alive 

Ah, ah, ah, ah, eaten alive  

 

 

As I've been writing these sleeve notes, I have been taking a listen back to the studio versions 

of the songs, to jog my memory. However, doing this also reminded me how bloody hard it 

was to record the vocals to Eaten Alive. Believe it or not, this wasn't pitch-shifted or fixed 

with studio trickery.  

 

All of the vocals (including the extremely high harmonies) were all done, as you hear it, in 

my best falsetto. The long high note, around the 2min 38sec mark, took a few attempts to get 

enough air in my lungs to hit and sustain it. This is probably why the song rarely gets 

included in our live shows.  

 

Coincidentally, Alan’s spoken line, “Odd looks from the people on the dance-floor” took 64 

takes to get right (yes, I counted)! Sometimes I’m just a glutton for punishment. 

 

The song was based on the fact that I am just one of those unfortunate people who always 

gets bitten, when on holiday abroad. I am also particularly allergic to spider bites. This 

always results in parts of me swelling up to elephantine proportions!   

 

This song was written to partner Andy’s album opener, Pint Fever, as another Bee Gees 

classic.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



‘elp! 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: Help! - The Beatles 

 

‘elp! I need somebody 

‘elp! Christ, send me anybody 

‘elp! you know I need someone  

‘elp! 

 

When I was art rarnd Tarn at neet last Saturday 

I never thought that I’d be needing ‘elp in anyway 

My poor old liver cried from the pain that it endured 

I got so blind, I were art o’ me mind,  

And I fell darn on the floor 

 

‘elp me if you can, ‘cos I’ve fallen darn 

But the drunks art on the street just walked ararnd 

Just ‘elp me get my feet back on the ground 

Won’t you please, please ‘elp me 

 

And how the Tarn has changed in oh so many ways 

I was helped by some pensioners  

Who’d been on Songs of Praise 

They said we’re street pastors,  

We’ll pray for where you’re sore 

They helped me up, and give me watter to sup 

And they ‘elped me off of the floor 

 

They’ll ‘elp you if they can, when you’re face darn 

In a puddle of your own sick, when you’re in t’Tarn 

They may look like the audience members on Countdown 

But in Jesus’ name will help thee 

 

When I went art last neet I saw ‘em yet again 

They gave some flip-flops to a lass who was in pain 

Her high-heeled shoes had left her feet in agony 

She couldn’t walk, but they sat and talked  

About God’s guarantee 

 

That He’ll ‘elp you if He can when you fall darn 

Or even if you’ve gone berserk and had ten rounds 

Bringing prayers and watter to the drunks in Tarn 

And they’ll lend a hand to ‘elp thee, ‘elp thee, ‘elp thee  

 

 

This song was inspired by a Facebook revelation from our friend, Sally Lomas. She had been 

for a night out with friends in Barnsley and, when reporting their escapades via her Facebook 

status, mentioned a group of people who I had not been previously aware of… the Barnsley 

Street Pastors.  

 



The Barnsley Street Pastors are not an ill-named Manic Street Preachers tribute band, but are, 

according to their website,  a team of Christians “who engage with people on the streets to 

care for them, listen to them and help them. They patrol in teams of men and women, usually 

from 10pm to 4am on a Friday and Saturday night, to care for, listen to and help people who 

are out on the streets.” 

 

I am an atheist, but one that believes people are more than entitled to believe in what they 

want, especially if they have the ability to do kind deeds. I have joked about these selfless 

people being a bunch of little old men and little old ladies who, instead of going out on 

Sat’day neet getting bladdered, help drunks to get home. They do this by giving them water 

to sober them up, saying prayers and helping with basic first aid. They also supply ladies with 

pink flip-flops to replace stilettos. In reality, despite the light-hearted nature of the song, I 

have all the time in the world for anybody who goes out of their way to help others.  

 

Full credit to them, for braving a Barnsley neet out, whilst helping the many worse for wear 

punters, staggering around the streets. I have since found out that many large towns and cities 

have their own Street Pastors, and regardless of anybody’s religious beliefs, the world has got 

to be a better place for that.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Fight For The Tea Rooms 
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: Eye Of The Tiger - Survivor 

 

Lining up, out on the street 

It teks some time to mek advances 

Queued some distance  

Christ I’m three streets away 

Just a bloke with a throat that’s bone dry 

Waste the day; nothing moves fast 

I’ve got a passion for Earl Grey 

Don’t lose your grip as the cream teas go past 

You must fight for a table inside 

 

It’s the queue for the Tea Rooms, it’s the thrill of the fight 

Linin’ up for espressos, buns and trifles 

And you’re waitin’ for Betty’s, you could wait until night 

Whilst she’s rakin’ it in with the queue… for the Tea Rooms 

 

Face to face, they beckon you in 

You tell the waiter you’re hungry 

Look darn the menu and you notice the price 

How the hell does this business survive? 

 

It’s the queue for the Tea Rooms, it’s the thrill of the fight 

Linin’ up for espressos, buns and trifles 

And you’re waitin’ for Betty’s, you could wait until night 

Whilst she’s rakin’ it in with the queue… for the Tea Rooms 

 

The anger’s rising up, you could blow your top 

A tenner spent on a cuppa 

You’ve gone the distance, now you’re calling the shots 

No posh nosh, I’ve a will to imbibe 

 

“I want four pints of Stella and a plate of pork pies 

I want fish and chips with mushy peas and gravy 

And I dun’t want yer bun tray and yer doilies are shite 

Stick it right up yer arse, with the queue… for your tea rooms”  

 

 

Amanda and I wrote The Fight For The Tea Rooms on the 6
th 

May 2012, in The Slug & 

Lettuce in Harrogate, about two hours before we went up the hill to play The Blues Bar. 

During our many visits to Harrogate, we noticed this curious phenomenon, and couldn’t get 

our heads around the ridiculously long queues of predominantly middle-class people waiting 

to get a table at Betty’s Tearooms. This establishment is merely two doors up from The Blues 

Bar, which also serves as a fabulous café bar in the daytime.  

 

I would much sooner pay £2 for good coffee and a friendly face, in a pub that hosts great live 

music seven days a week, than have to queue for two hours, in the rain, to be served a 

chocofrappoAlPacino for the cost of a villa in Marbella!   



 

Luckily, the locals at The Blues Bar are with me on this. 

 

We visited the Blues Bar a lot between 2010 and 2017, and in that time, the locals there have 

witnessed the many carnations of the band. Pretty much all of us have played it in the last 7 

years… Danny, Alan #1, Andy, Björn (who played his very first show there), and Alan #2.  

 

It was at the Blues Bar that we developed our ability for marathon-sized 3-hour shows, as 

most acts that play are expected to play from 9pm until midnight. It is worth noting, that 

bands are allowed to take as many breaks as they wish during this time, but we took it as a 

challenge to do the whole show without any stoppage time. It was also at the Blues Bar, that 

the now obligatory Jump Ararnd crowd-surf was born (see the story for Jump Ararnd for 

more on this).      

 

Along with a song that has never been recorded in the studio (Rock The Blues Bar), this song 

was specifically writen for the good people of Harrogate.  

 

Cheers guys! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Lady In Greggs  
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: The Lady In Red - Chris de Burgh 

 

I’ve nivver seen your baps  

Look as lovely as they did tonight 

They looked tasty, wholemeal and white 

I’ve nivver known a lass  

Who really knew the way to a man’s heart 

A gorgeous muffin and a good lookin’ tart 

And I have never seen quite a dressing 

As the stuff you’re packing into that baguette 

You’ve got me in a sweat 
 

The Lady in Greggs, she meks pasties for me, through the week 

And when she meks sausage rolls, I forget how to speak  

She’s really got technique 

And I can’t resist her steak bakes on the side 

I’ll nivver forget the super snap that she supplied 
 

Nivver had a BLT taste as gorgeous as it did tonight 

Tonsils tingling with savo’ry delight, and smokey bacon 

I’ve nivver seen a chocolate éclair  

With such a creamy inside 

And then I turn to you and smile  

‘Cos it teks me breath away 

And I’ve nivver had such a feeling 

The feeling that I’m well and truly stuffed,  

But I’m satisfied 
 

The Lady in Greggs, she meks pasties for me, through the week 

And with muffins so moist, my knees just go weak 

They really are unique 

And I am so sure, her goods they won’t turn stale 

I’ll nivver forget the gorgeous grub she’d got on sale 

 

 

The Lady In Greggs has probably become our most well-known and also our most-requested 

song. Over time, it has become The Bar-Steward Sons’ answer to Don’t Look Back In Anger, 

and it was most definitely Amanda’s idea.  

 

On the 28
th

 August 2012, Andy and I played at The Fitzwilliam Arms in Elsecar, Barnsley, as 

part of a day of live music. We were due to play a rare wedding gig a couple of days later, 

and so decided to brush-up on a few cheesy covers for the couple’s special day, by rehearsing 

them live at the gig (how very professional of us!). One of the cover versions was Chris de 

Burgh’s biggest hit, which, at the time, we played in the style of McFly’s Five Colours In 

Her Hair.  

 

As we started Lady In Red, Amanda, who was sat near the front of the audience, started to 

laugh out loud. It put me off my stride, enough to stop the song and ask what it was that was 

so funny. Amongst the laugher, she said three simple words: “Lady In Greggs!” 



 

The audience, Andy and myself fell about laughing, knowing exactly what Amanda had in 

mind.  

 

The song wrote itself.  

 

When it was recorded, I tried to emulate the 80s cheesiness of the original song. Alan #1 

didn’t feature on the track, but Andy added acoustic guitar to the mix. When it is performed 

live, it is very much a 12-string guitar power ballad (nowadays with Björn on fiddle and Alan 

#2 on accordion). 

 

Since it was written, it is very rare that it doesn’t make it into a live show, and I am guessing 

that I must have sung The Lady In Greggs over 800 times to date. We even sent it to Greggs 

themselves, offering it to them as part of a marketing campaign, for their brand. However 

they declined our advances.   

 

As its popularity amongst our fans has grown, we have had some fairly gob-smacking 

occasions at festivals, where we have been able to let the audience take over on vocals. I 

would imagine that Noel Gallagher has days where he is sick to death of his own festival 

anthems, but I owe a lot to this little song, and I am proud of both the lyrics and Amanda for 

coming up with it.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



(Alan Lost His Wig On) Route 66  
Lyrics: Scott Doonican / Amanda White 

Original Tune: (Get Your Kicks On) Route 66 - Nat King Cole Trio 

 

When Alan went to conquer the US  

He took the highway, which was meant to be the best  

But lost his wig on route sixty-six.  

In a campervan, he set off from Frisco Bay  

More than two thousand miles all the way.  

He lost his wig on Route Sixty-Six.  

 

Well he stopped off in Jackson, to get him some action 

No need for hairspray… some bugger pinched his toupee 

So he spent the next fortneet looking art for his thatch 

He wandered so wigless, looking for a witness 

Who may have seen the rug-rustling smugglers… 

It’s a crime, only a lowlife could commit 

And without it, Alan wasn’t looking so hip 

They pinched his wig on Route Sixty-Six.  

 

He then asked the police if they’d found his hairpiece  

But they couldn’t release the names of the hair thieves 

The Chief said to Alan, “We’ll get the force on the case 

From Vegas to Reno, we’ll ask if they’ve seen owt 

We’ll check every rest room from San Bernadino” 

And with that, the wig hunt was underway 

There were SWAT teams and patrol cars all the way 

Tracking darn his wig on Route Sixty-Six 

 

The cops stopped a trucker, who wasn’t a looker 

But when they looked nearer, it all became clearer 

He was bald as a duck egg  

And was wearing Alan’s rug on top 

Trying to cross the border, he was really out of order 

They slammed on the cuffs and took him off to prison 

And with that, the wig-hunt was at an end 

Alan reunited with his long lost friend 

They found his wig on Route Sixty-Six 

 

 

This song is also based on a true story. Alan #1 and his better-half at the time, Kay, embarked 

on their Around The World trip in February 2012, leaving me and Andy to undertake the 

shows between then and the end of June as a duo.  

 

As a way of making their trip interactive, in order to engage with fans via the medium of 

social media, I set Alan a photo challenge, which he accepted. He agreed to take his Dooni-

wear with him, in order to take photographs, as part of a ‘visual tour-diary’ that we updated 

regularly, via Facebook and the band’s website.  

 

The trip would see them travelling from England to India, from there to Vietnam, then on to 



Thailand. They would then take in the beauty of Australia and New Zealand, before hiring a 

campervan in San Francisco and crossing the USA, along the famous Route 66 towards New 

York, before coming home. 

 

One dinner-time, whilst working in school, I got an email from Kay, who had arrived in 

Jackson Hole in Wyoming. She announced the tragic news that Alan’s wig was nowhere to 

be seen. She was aware that Alan would need this important item of stage wear the day after 

their arrival back in the UK. She wanted to ensure that I would be able to replace it on time.  

 

Given the fact that Alan’s wig was instantly recognisable (due to him never looking after it) 

in its tatty sorry state, I knew that a replacement wasn’t even an option, as it would never 

look like the original. I went to work...   

 

That evening, I searched, via the internet, for the telephone number for the Police Department 

in Jackson Hole, and called them. I was welcomed by a lovely lady, by the name of Betty, on 

the Jackson Hole Police Department switchboard. The conversation went something like this: 

 

“Hello, Jackson Hole Police Department, Betty speaking. Can I help you?”  

 

“Er… yes, well, er, maybe” 

“What seems to be the problem, sir?” 

 

“I’m looking for a wig” 

 

“A what?” 

 

“A wig” 

 

“You mean, like a toupee?” 

 

“Yes” 

 

“Is it lost?” 

 

“I believe so” 

 

“Where are you calling from, sir?” 

 

“Barnsley, in England” 

 

“And you are looking for a toupee?” 

 

“Yes” 

 

“Er… okay, let me take some details…” 

 

I then proceeded to explain the concept of The Bar-Steward Sons of Val Doonican as a band 

(try explaining that to any American who never saw The Val Doonican Music Show on 

telly!) and about the missing wig.  

 



She found it and my accent all very “quaint” and said she would “pass all the details on to 

The Chief”. Within four hours I had received an email from Todd Smith, the Chief of Police 

at Jackson Hole (google him, he really exists!)… 

 

Scott, 

I am not aware of the Police Department recovering a lost wig, but I will spread the 

information to all of our patrol officers and squad cars to watch out for one being turned into 

us in the future. 

 

Respectfully, 

Todd Smith 

Chief of Police  

Jackson Hole Wyoming 

 

It would appear that even when 4,540 miles from home, Alan could still cause mayhem! 

 

Several days later, I received a second email from Kay, updating on the latest happenings 

from their new location. They were now 1900 miles further down the highway, in Bellefonte, 

Pennsylvania, where Alan was now somehow back in possession of his rogue wig!  

 

As ludicrous as this tale sounds, The Chief of Police in Bellefonte, Shawn P. Weaver, 

presented Alan with his wig in the centre of the town, and the story made the Channel 16 

News. We are led to believe that it had been stolen by a Mexican Trucker, who had picked it 

up from a restroom in Jackson Hole, where Alan put it down whilst using the restroom, and 

had attempted to illegally cross the border in it!  

 

However, just in case you think this is nonsense, here’s the photo of Chief Weaver handing 

Alan back the wig alongside the reporter from Channel 16! 

   

 
 

 



Queasy  
Lyrics: Scott Doonican 

Original Tune: Easy - The Commodores 

 

It’s really not funny, you know I can’t stand the pain 

I had a rough neet on the Cointreau 

I supped the Stella and t’Guinness darn like a drain 

Should’ve left that pint of Pernod 

 

That’s why I’m queasy  

Queasy on Sunday morning 

I’m feelin’ queasy 

Queasy on Sunday morning 

 

Why on Earth did I polish-off all of that garlic bread 

I woke up wi’ me face darn in t’toilet 

No Alka-Seltzer’s gonna fix my throbbing head 

It’s like a barrelful of brokken biscuits           

 

That’s why I’m queasy  

Queasy on Sunday morning 

I’m feelin’ queasy 

Queasy on Sunday morning 

 

Can’t face owt that’s fried, oooh me insides 

I wanna be left alone until I feel alright 

I need a big cup o’ tea, yeah that’ll do me 

 

That’s why I’m queasy  

Queasy on Sunday morning 

I’m feelin’ queasy 

Queasy on Sunday morning 

 

 

It was starting to become fairly obvious that we had a fair share of drinking songs in our 

repertoire, but other than Arse On Fire that deals with the aftermath of a night out, we didn’t 

have a definitive hangover song. Amanda had the idea for the tune that we could write it to.  

 

When recording the song, I played the piano, rather than Alan #1, and the song ended with 

the sound of an alka-seltzer tablet plinking into a glass and fizzing away to nothing, over the 

space of a minute or so. I thought this would allow a lengthy enough time before the hidden 

track, Campervan Of Love commences (but a later error on newer editions of the album’s 

artwork, meant that Queasy became the hidden track, ruining the dissolving tablet’s 

effectiveness).  

 

I do like a drink, as many of you reading this will know, and I can honestly say that I have 

suffered from every one of the symptoms in this song. I have also been guilty of taking part 

in the causes of the aforementioned symptoms.  

 

For the record, a pint of Pernod isn’t big or clever. Neither is the morning after one.  


