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‘Anyone who knows working class women of a ‘certain age’ will see the pure observatory genius of this stuff! ’
‘Fantastic Les Dawson. Real class comedy, sorely missed. ’
‘GREAT! Thanks for posting! Just goes to show that it doesn’t have to be filth to be funny. ’
‘Nobody can touch this duo for classic British innuendo humour. ’
‘Sheer Class.........English humour at its best! ’
‘This is fantasic. Highly recommended. How did they keep their faces straight?’
The above quotes are just a few of the hundreds made by viewers of the Cissie and Ada sketches on YouTube. Now you can read a selection of the scripts, exactly as they were written by top comedy scriptwriter Terry Ravenscroft (i.e., before some parts were cut because the sketches were overrunning the allotted time and before Les and Roy had added a few ad libs)
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LES DAWSON’S CISSIE AND ADA

 


FOREWORD

 


Les Dawson's Cissie and Ada is a collection of some of the scripts I wrote for Les when I worked as his scriptwriter during the years 1978 to 1983, originally on two series of the BBC's 'The Dawson Watch' and subsequently on three series of 'The Les Dawson Show'. Les was Ada Shufflebottom of course, and Cissie Braithwaite was played by Roy Barraclough, who later went on to star as Alex Gilroy in Coronation Street. 

Les Dawson, British comedy's finest, was a joy to know, in real life exactly the same person you saw on your TV screens. Writing comedy scripts isn't the easiest of occupations , but writing Cissie and Ada was easier than most scriptwriting jobs I undertook because as a boy I grew up amongst women much like Cissie, and especially Ada, hair-curlered Ena Sharples-like harridans who would habitually spend a good part of their day standing on their front doorsteps commenting to each other about the disgusting state of the curtains at number 29 over the road - “She’s had them up since D-Day” - before going on to do a demolition job on the character of the woman at number 14 who was 'no better than she should be' and 'too thick with her lodger for my liking - well I heard her bedsprings going at three-o-clock this morning and her husband's on permanent nights'. As a twelve-year-old I actually heard one such woman say to another, when discussing a neighbour who had been generous with her favours to American GIs during the war, “She had more soldiers than Eisenhower.” Naturally this found its way into one of the Cissie and Ada scripts, years later.

These female characters were based on people Les Dawson knew in real life. To further portray the reality of northern, working-class women, Cissie and Ada would sit with folded arms, occasionally adjusting their bosoms by a hoist of the forearms. This is of course typical of pantomime dame style, an act copied faithfully, as Les would be the first to admit, from Les’s hero Norman Evans, who had made famous his act ‘Over The Garden Wall’.

My abiding memory of Les is of him standing at the BBC Club bar during the hour between dress rehearsal and show time, having already had a couple of double scotches, whilst the show's producer Peter Whitmore looked anxiously on, hoping against hope that Les wouldn't order another. Les ordered another. "Don't you think you've had enough, Les?" said Peter, “We've a show to do remember." Les bade the barman fulfil his order, turned to Peter, and in the voice of a great Shakespeare tragedian actor said: "I can't go on alone." Priceless.

Another story, which demonstrates Les’s razor-sharp wit, occurred shortly after Les had left Yorkshire Television for the BBC. The Beeb’s powers-that-be had come up with a show format for Les, ‘The Dawson Watch’, and in their infinite wisdom had saddled him with four writers fairly new to television scriptwriting. They were Andy Hamilton, Tom Magee-Engelfield, Colin Bostock-Smith and me. After the first show it was apparent that Andy and I were coming up with the sort of material which suited Les whereas, for one reason or another, Tom and Colin weren’t. The following day Peter Whitmore took Les to one side and said, “Oh by the way, Les, I’ve had to let Magee-Englelfied and Bostock-Smith go. Quick as a flash Les said, “Well that’s got rid of four of the buggers.”

A further anecdote typical of Les gave birth on another recording night when, with the audience settled in their seats for the 7.30 start, Les was nowhere to be seen. Search parties were quickly sent out. Les was eventually run to ground in the BBC canteen telling jokes to two cleaning ladies. The P.A. who found Les said, “Les, for God’s sake, there’s an audience of three hundred waiting for the show to start.” Les, without showing the least concern said, “Make that three hundred and two,” turned to the cleaning ladies and said, “Follow me girls.” And they did.

Les is sadly no longer with us, and television repeats of his work are few and far between, so perhaps these Cissie and Ada scripts, which were brought wonderfully to life by Les and Roy, will go a little way towards filling the void he left. I hope you enjoy reading them as much as I enjoyed writing them.

 


Terry Ravenscroft, June 2011.

 


 


THE ART GALLERY

 


AN ART GALLERY. CISSIE AND ADA ARE LOOKING AT A LARGE PAINTING, A LANDSCAPE BY THE FRENCH IMPRESSIONIST CAMILLE PISSARRO. CISSIE IS OBVIOUSLY VERY TAKEN BY THE PAINTING, ADA LESS SO.

 


CISSIE:

Oh yes. Very artistic, isn’t it, Ada. 

 


ADA:

Well if you like trees it is.

 


CISSIE:

French, if I’m not mistaken. (SHE REFERS TO HER BROCHURE) Yes, I was right. It’s a Pissarro.

 


ADA:

They’ll do it anywhere these foreigners. 

 


CISSIE:

Camille Pissarro was a famous Impressionist, Ada.

 


ADA:

What, you mean a sort of French Mike Yarwood?

 


CISSIE:

Honestly Ada, I can’t take you anywhere. You’re pig ignorant, you really are. For your information Impressionists were painters who paint without elaborate finish or detail.

 


ADA:

Well the Co-op Decorators do that. Have you seen the state they left my front room skirting boards in, I’ve seen less streaks on two pounds of belly pork.

 


CISSIE:

If, as I suspect, you are totally uncomprehending in matters of good taste and breeding, Ada, kindly keep your gob shut! 

 


ADA:

Well there’s no need for that, I’m sure.

 


CISSIE; 

Well you’d test the patience of a saint, you really would. I mean you were just the same when I took you to that exhibition of ‘Clothing Through the Ages’ when we went to Rhyl. Showing me up like that! 

 


ADA:

What do you mean, showing you up?

 


CISSIE:

You know very well what I mean. When the guide pointed out those corsets and said they were from William and Mary. And you said ‘Are they as good as Marks and Spencers?’

 


ADA:

Well I’m very sorry I’m sure but some of us haven’t had the benefit of your education, have we. I mean I could only go to school every other day, what with being a twin and only one pair of knickers between us.

 


CISSIE:

But you were both in the school hockey team surely? What did you do then? 

 


ADA:

If it wasn’t my day for the knickers prayed it wasn’t windy. 

 


CISSIE:

Yes well accompanying me round this art gallery will give you the chance to catch up on your education. It can do you nothing but good.

 


ADA:

This isn’t doing my feet any good, they feel like a couple of globe artichokes.

 


CISSIE:

Oh stop complaining will you, we have a lot to get through yet.

 


THEY WALK ON. SUDDENLY ADA SEES A STATUE OF A NAKED GREEK GOD. IT STOPS HER IN HER TRACKS.

 


ADA:

Ooooooh! (SHE QUICKLY COVERS CISSIE’S EYES AND TRIES TO WALK HER PAST THE STATUE)

 


CISSIE:

What the….what do you think you’re playing at, Ada! 

 


ADA:

Just keep walking, Cissie.

 


CISSIE PUSHES ADA’S HANDS AWAY.

 


CISSIE:

Get your hands off me, you daft…. (SHE SEES THE STATUE)…oooh! Oh I say.

 


ADA:

Well I did try to save you from it.

 


CISSIE:

Yes. Thank you Ada, love.

 


ADA:

Disgusting, isn’t it.

 


CISSIE:

Positively scandalous.

 


THEY BOTH CARRY ON LOOKING AT THE STATUE, UTTERLY TRANSFIXED, IN AWE.

 


CISSIE:

I wonder who sculpted it?

 


ADA:

I don’t know, but he wasn’t short of clay.

 


CISSIE:

It could be Moore, I suppose.

 


ADA:

Oh not much more, surely.

 


CISSIE:

I meant Henry Moore, the sculptor! Or on second thoughts it could be Rodin. He did 'The Thinker' you know.

 


ADA:

Well that would give you something to think about, that's for sure.

 


CISSIE:

Honestly Ada, your mind! You’ve got a point though, because he’s certainly a big lad and no mistake.

 


ADA:

I thought he had three legs at first.

 


CISSIE:

I wonder what it’s called? (SHE NOTICES A PLAQUE AND LEANS FORWARD TO READ IT)

 


ADA:

Be careful Cissie, it could poke your eye out.

 


CISSIE:

(READS OFF THE PLAQUE) It’s called ‘Waiting’.

 


ADA:

Yes and he’d be waiting a hell of a long time if he was mine. Hey, can you keep a secret, Cissie?

 


CISSIE:

Well of course I can.

 


ADA:

That’s the first grown-up one I’ve ever seen.

 


CISSIE:

Oh come on Ada, you don’t expect me to believe that, surely. What about your Bert, you must have seen him undressed? 

 


ADA:

Not once, Cissie. The whole time we’ve been married. No he’s always got undressed in the dark. He says it’s because when his mother was carrying him it was during the war and she was frightened by a searchlight operator.

 


CISSIE: 

Well now that you’ve seen one, what do you think?

 


ADA:

I think I’m going to go back to the vicar who married us and ask for a rebate on my marriage licence.

 


THEY WALK ON.

 


****************

 


MAKING ECONOMIES

 

 


ADA'S KITCHEN. ADA IS DOING THE IRONING. THERE IS A TAP ON THE DOOR AND CISSIE COMES IN CARRYING A FRYING PAN. 

 


CISSIE:

It's only me Ada, love.

 


ADA:

Oh it's you Cissie. I was just ironing my smalls.

 


CISSIE:

I was wondering if you could help me out, only they've turned my electric off while they're putting my new cooker in. It's Italian you know, to match my Dilusso fitted units. Rather apt when you come to think of it because Leonard and I are into Italian cuisine. Veal Napolitano, that sort of thing. I cook several at once and pop them in the freezer.

 


ADA:

Fancy.

 


CISSIE:

Last night we had a frozen risotto.

 


ADA:

Ours used to do that regular until Bert lagged the pipes. He made a lovely job of it with the stuffing from an old duvet and a pair of leg warmers.

 


CISSIE:

I didn't realise your Bert was into do-it-yourself?

 


ADA:

Well the council won't do anything will they. Won't lift a finger that lot. I'm fed up with complaining about that hole in our bedroom ceiling, it snowed last night and me and Bert woke up in a drift. 

 


CISSIE:

Oh I wouldn't be putting up with that.

 


ADA:

It's scandalous, Cissie. Bert spent most of the morning digging out the jerry. Then he had to grit round the bed before I got out because you know what I'm like on snow, with my legs. So you're having a new cooker fitted? Electric is it?

 


CISSIE:

Yes, I've always sworn by electric. I've always found it more economical.

 


ADA:

Well it can't be dearer than gas because I just can't keep up with my gas bills. That oven of mine uses more gas than a Zeppelin. You want to see them dials going round on my meter, it looks like the tote on Derby Day. Do you know what my bill was for the last quarter? Seventy three pounds.

 


CISSIE:

Yes but then there are appliances on your gas bill aren't there.

 


ADA:

No, Bert got his truss off the National Health.

 


CISSIE:

You see it bumps up you're bill if you're paying for things like gas fires and such. And of course they do make a standing charge.

 


ADA:

They can make a cavalry charge if they like, I'm not paying it. I've used nothing like that much gas, I've cut right down. Me and Bert have even started bathing together to save on hot water.

 


CISSIE:

Oh I say, that's a bit risqué.

 


ADA:

It's damn risky. It's the last time I let him loose with a loofah I can tell you. I make him use a flannel now.

 


CISSIE:

Well there's nothing wrong with that I suppose, as long as you keep him away from the erogenous zones.

 


ADA:

Well we're not keen on holidays abroad. Anyway what can I do for you chuck?

 


CISSIE:

I was wondering if I could use your cooker to finish off this dish I'm making for Leonard's tea. Coq au vin. Have you ever tried coq au vin?

 


ADA:

No but I once let a Italian put his hand up my jumper on the back seat of his Fiat. 

 


CISSIE:

Honestly Ada, you really are pig ignorant. Coq au vin is French for chicken in wine. And I'd like to finish it off on your cooker if you don't mind.

 


ADA:

Well you can if you want but I don't think you'll have much joy.

 


CISSIE:

Well I am used to the convenience of electric of course, but I can work miracles on a gas cooker.

 


ADA:

You'll need to, they've cut my gas off.

 


CISSIE:

Oh Ada, love. When did this happen?

 


ADA:

Yesterday. I was just about to bake a pie for Bert with the rhubarb he's grown in the back garden.

 


CISSIE:

My Leonard's rhubarb is quite something this year. He puts manure on it.

 


ADA:

Bert prefers custard on his.

 


CISSIE:

So how are you managing to cook if they've cut your gas off? I suppose you and Bert could have a gazpacho.

 


ADA:

Yes but you can't live on love alone, so I thought I'd do kippers.

 


CISSIE:

And how are you proposing to heat them up?

 


TWO KIPPERS POP UP OUT OF THE TOASTER.

 


ADA:

Where there's a will there's a way.

 


CISSIE:

Well if you want my opinion your mind should be on more important things than feeding your Bert. You should be thinking about how you're going to get yourself out of this financial crisis you've managed to get yourself in.

 


ADA:

Well don't think I don't try to economise, Cissie. I mean I haven't been near a butcher's shop for weeks. The last time we saw red meat in this house was when we were watching the racing on the telly and Lester Piggott used the whip. I've tried everything. I even bake the canary's seeds so they're harder for it to crack. Do you know something Cissie, I can't even afford a new piece of sandpaper for the bottom of the canary's cage, and you know how they get.

 


CISSIE:

Well have you tried to budget?

 


ADA:

Yes, I've even had a wallpaper scraper on it but there's just no shifting it, it's stuck solid. 

 


CISSIE:

Well we can't have you without gas, that's for sure. (PRODUCES HER PURSE, OPENS IT) So I'll lend you the money. Seventy three pounds wasn't it?

 


ADA:

Oh I couldn't, Cissie.

 


CISSIE:

Don't be so daft, what are friends for. You can let me have it back when you're on your feet. Here you are. (HANDS ADA THE MONEY)

 


ADA:

Bless you, Cissie.

 


CISSIE:

And mind you keep it away from your Bert. Have you got a safe place to keep it, away from his clutching hands?

 


ADA:

Yes. (SHE PICKS UP THE KNICKERS SHE HAS BEEN IRONING AND PUTS THE MONEY IN THEM)

 


CISSIE:

You call that a safe place from Bert?

 


ADA:

It will be when I've put them on.

 


***************

 


CHRISTMAS

 

ADA'S LIVING ROOM. THE AFTERMATH OF A PARTY. CISSIE AND ADA, WEARING PARTY HATS, ARE TIDYING UP.

 


ADA:

That's the trouble with having a Christmas party isn't it Cissie, all the tidying up after.

 


CISSIE:

What say we take a break then?

 


ADA: 

Well just for a few minutes, because I really must find Bert's teeth, he'll be lost without them, the last time he lost them he could only suck rusks until they turned up and there was no living with him.

 


THEY SIT DOWN ON THE SETTEE.

 


CISSIE:

Well I must say you did yourself proud tonight Ada, love. Everyone seemed to enjoy themselves at any rate. And the food was excellent, I couldn't fault it. 

 


ADA:

Thank you, Cissie.

 


CISSIE:

I thought your vol-au-vents really stuck out.

 


ADA: 

Yes it's this new bra. It both lifts and separates - after a bit of a struggle.

 


CISSIE:

It's marvellous what technology can do nowadays, isn't it. You know they do say that the modern bra is based on the cantilever.

 


ADA: 

I could have done with a tyre lever.

 


CISSIE:

I don't suppose there's any drink left?

 


ADA:

Only that home-made sherry that Bert made.

 


CISSIE:

Ah, the golden nectar of old Jerez.

 


ADA: 

No he brewed it in a bucket. Would you like a drop?

 


CISSIE:

Well I wouldn't say no because I've always been partial to a drop of sherry. Such a refined drink I've always thought. Yet at the same time there's something about it that gives it an almost aphrodisiac quality.

 


ADA: 

Yes it gives me the wind as well. (SHE GETS THE BOTTLE OF SHERRY) You're lucky, it's nearly empty. It's a wonder there's any left at all what with Bert's relatives. Did you see the drunken louts, they'll drink anything that's in a bottle, one of them finished up on double body deodorants.

 


CISSIE:

Yes, from what I saw of them their manners left a lot to be desired.

 


ADA: 

I was ashamed, Cissie. Ashamed. Did you see then round my running buffet? They were like a shoal of piranha fish. Anybody would think they'd never seen food before. And did you see his cousin Mavis going at my home-made mutton pate? She scraped half the willow pattern off the plate, I've got two Japanese lovers now stood in mid-air and no bridge.

 


CISSIE:

Wasn't her first husband that nice Higgins lad?

 


ADA: 

Arthur.

 


CISSIE:

That's him. Too good for her, I'm sure. I can't think what he ever saw in her.

 


ADA: 

Bert says he only married her because he's a fisherman and he thought she had worms. Shameless hussy she is. I mean I wouldn't have minded if she'd kept her children in check but she just lets them run riot. I could have strangled that little Jason of hers. Did you see what he was trying to do to our cat with that young doctor's outfit?

 


CISSIE:

I hope that the young rapscallion didn't harm it.

 


ADA: 

I wouldn’t know, it's still on the roof with its legs crossed. I mean they've no right giving children presents like that. 

 


CISSIE:

My word it isn't like it was in our day, is it. All I ever got in my Christmas stocking was a whip and top and an orange.

 


ADA:

And glad of it.

 


CISSIE:

And our Ralph, even when he was in long trousers he only had a dinky.

 


ADA: 

Well they can't all be lucky.

 


CISSIE:

Even so he used to get hours of enjoyment playing with it up in his bedroom. 

 


ADA:

Fancy.

 


CISSIE:

Yes he played with it so much that eventually all the paint chipped off it through it banging against the skirting boards. 

 


ADA:

What?

 


CISSIE:

And speaking of Christmas presents what did you get for Bert this year?

 


ADA: 

Well he asked me for something useful so I got him a bottle-opener.

 


CISSIE:

Well that should certainly be useful, I've never known a man drink so much as your Bert.

 


ADA: 

Cissie there's that many beer bottles in our backyard it's put two hundred pounds on the value of the property.

 


CISSIE:

I can believe it. And what did he get you?

 


ADA: 

Well I asked him for a pair of leg warmers. Because you know how I suffer with my legs in the cold weather. I just can't seem to keep them warm. They've been the same ever since I had that affair with that assistant manager from Iceland. You wouldn't believe how I suffer, and I've tried everything. The only thing that worked was when I lagged them with two black dustbin bags, but it got Bert too excited. That reminds me, I haven't found his teeth yet.

 


CISSIE:

Well when did he last have them?

 


ADA:

He had them in bed last night, definitely, because I'd just settled under the duvet with the hot water bottle on my rheumatism when he snuggled right up to me, kissed me on the back of the neck and began to bite me.

 


CISSIE:

Bite you?

 


ADA: 

All over, Cissie.

 


CISSIE:

Oh I say! How erotic. And did you respond?

 


ADA: 

Well you know me Cissie, I can take it or leave it. Nowadays I'd just as soon cuddle up with a Mills and Boon to tell you the truth. But suddenly....I began to feel hot all over.

 


CISSIE:

He'd awaken your desires, had he?

 


ADA: 

No he'd bitten through the hot water bottle.

 


***************

 


HOLIDAYS

 

 


A TRAVEL AGENCY. CISSIE AND ADA WALK IN. CISSIE NOTICES THAT THERE IS NOBODY AT THE COUNTER SO THEY SIT DOWN TO WAIT.

 


CISSIE:

There doesn't appear to be anyone here, Ada love.

 


ADA:

Perhaps they've gone on their holidays.

 


CISSIE:

Well while we're waiting it will give us the chance to decide where we want to go this year.

 


ADA:

Well anywhere as long as it isn't Greece, I didn't like that Rhodes place last year.

 


CISSIE:

I told you, you should have gone to Athens, you'd have liked it there, it's lovely, they have an acropolis there.

 


ADA:

They had one in Rhodes, I was never off it.

 


CISSIE:

Oh you're pig ignorant Ada, you really are. The Acropolis is an old ruin!

 


ADA:

Well this one had a crack in it and a loose board.

 


CISSIE:

I quite fancy Italy, myself.

 


ADA:

Me too, a coach tour would be nice.

 


CISSIE:

How about the Dolomites?

 


ADA:

Well if they start to play me up I can always sit on a rubber ring. I quite fancy Blackpool too, to tell you the truth.

 


CISSIE:

Oh I find it so uncouth, Blackpool.

 


ADA:

Yes, nice isn't it. Me and Bert had our honeymoon there, you know. It's the place where I finally became a woman - that first night at the Seaview guest house.

 


CISSIE:

And tell me Ada-girl talk here - when you went on your honeymoon, were you virgo intacta?

 


ADA:

No, just bed and breakfast.

 


CISSIE:

I mean that prior to your honeymoon you and Bert hadn't done it?

 


ADA:

Cissie. I’ve never heard such filthy talk from you. Muck mucky muck muck.

 


CISSIE:

Nonsense Ada, it’s only human nature.

 


ADA:

I suppose so. Can you keep a secret, Cissie? Bert didn't know how to do it.

 


CISSIE:

Really? I must say I find that very hard to believe, knowing your Bert as I do.

 


ADA:

May God strike me dead, Cissie. He hadn't got a clue. My mother told me to lie back and think of England. I'd time to think of England, Scotland, Ireland, Algeria.....

 


CISSIE:

Oh you poor dear.

 


ADA:

And I did everything in my power to tempt him, everything in my power Cissie.

 


CISSIE:

Did you wear a sexy night-gown?

 


ADA:

Yes, one I got it from Silky Billy's on the market, off the bargain rail.

 


CISSIE:

Was it see-through?

 


ADA:

Oh yes. Yes you could see my vest and liberty bodice through it as plain as day. Anyway I went to the doctor to see if he could suggest anything and he told me to try taking Bert past the Tower a few times.

 


CISSIE:

Auto suggestion.

 


ADA:

No we drove past in a landau. And I walked him past it several times.

 


CISSIE:

And did he.... rise to the occasion, as it were?

 


ADA:

Well I'll put it this way, I think he must have been looking at the Central Pier, not the tower. 

 


CISSIE:

Well I don't know about us going to Blackpool for your holiday I would have thought you would want to steer well clear the place after an experience like that.

 


ADA:

That's why I want to go, I'm hoping he'll leave me alone again.

 


CISSIE:

And where does Bert want to go?

 


ADA:

Well he did once mention that he'd always wanted to return to the place where he spent the war.

 


CISSIE:

What, the glasshouse at Colchester?

 


ADA:

No, I mean before he stole that tank. Normandy.

 


CISSIE:

Now that's not such a bad idea, because my Leonard would like that. He saw action at Normandy, you know. That was where he almost got the VC.

 


ADA:

Well that's the chance you take when you go with foreign women. The hussies!

 


CISSIE:

I think we'll settle for Normandy then. Now how shall we travel there, on the cross-channel ferry or shall we fly?

 


ADA:

Oh the ferry, because it cost us an extra thirty quid the only time me and Bert ever flew.

 


CISSIE:

Thirty pounds? Why was that?

 


ADA:

Well you know that little paper bag they give you?

 


CISSIE: 

Yes.

 


ADA:

Well Bert asked the stewardess what it was for. And she told him it was to be sick in.

 


CISSIE:

So why did that cost you another thirty pounds?

 


ADA:

Well he had to drink three bottles of whisky before he felt sick.

 


***************

 



 

SEANCE

 

 


 


ADA'S LIVING ROOM. CISSIE AND ADA ARE SEATED AT A TABLE. ADA IS LOOKING MORE THAN A LITTLE APPREHENSIVE ABOUT THINGS WHILST CISSIE IS MUCH MORE COMFORTABLE.

 


CISSIE:

So it's your mother you'd like to contact then, is it Ada?

 


ADA:

Yes, if that witch friend of yours ever gets here. She said she'd be here for eight.

 


CISSIE:

Well it's only just turned. And she isn't a witch, she's a medium is Mrs Scattergood, she has occult powers. You ought to think yourself lucky she's agreed to do a seance for you because mediums like Mrs Scattergood are few and far between.

 


ADA:

Sort of medium rare, is she. (LAUGHS. CISSIE GIVES HER A REPROVING LOOK) Sorry Cissie love, it's just that I'm a bit nervous about it.

 


CISSIE:

Well that is understandable I suppose. After all this will be the first time you've ever tried to contact the dead, won't it.

 


ADA:

Apart from when I try to get Bert up for work. Tell me chuck, when you contact the dead....do you hear their voice?

 


CISSIE:

No. No the communication from the astral body comes through the medium, Mrs Scattergood.

 


ADA:

Fancy. How?

 


CISSIE:

Well mostly through her ouija.

 


ADA:

Through her ouija? I don’t like the sound of that.

 


CISSIE:

Well she does pull a face sometimes.

 


ADA:

Perhaps it’s painful?

 


CISSIE: 

Then she goes into a trance.

 


ADA:

I'm not surprised, I'd be in more than a trance if an astral body started talking through my ouija. 

 


CISSIE:

But sometimes she doesn't bother with the ouija method at all and simply calls up the spirits by asking them if there's anybody there. That's usually followed by an eerie silence.

 


ADA:

I have the same trouble when I ring the gas board. And what else can she do?

 


CISSIE:

Well I believe she's quite expert at levitation.

 


ADA:

We always get the plumber in when ours is blocked, but if she reasonable I'll try her the next time it happens, what’s her number?

 


CISSIE:

Honestly Ada you're pig ignorant, you really are. Don't you know anything about mind over matter?

 


ADA:

No but Bert does. He uses it to control our sex life.

 


CISSIE:

Control your sex life? How do you mean?

 


ADA:

If he's in the mind, my feelings don't matter. It's true Cissie, he doesn't give a damn about how I feel about it. He comes home from that pub at chucking out time and there's no stopping him. It's like trying to hang onto a beer barrel with legs. Every night's the same with him. You want to see my side of the bed, there's no nap left on my flannelette sheets.

 


CISSIE:

Perhaps you should try separate beds?

 


ADA:

No fear, he might use his as a springboard. I mean I wouldn't mind Cissie but sometimes he hasn't even got the decency to wake me up, there's many the time I've woken up halfway through.

 


CISSIE:

Yes well that is of course the advantage of being married to a gentleman like my Leonard. You see if I don't feel in the mood Leonard respects my feelings and exercises control over his libido.

 


ADA:

Yes but we haven't got a dog and Bert wouldn't take it for a walk even if we had one.

 


CISSIE:

No, you misunderstand me chuck. Your libido is your sexual drive. The ideal situation is when your partner's needs and your needs are in tandem.

 


ADA:

Well if he thinks he's doing it to me on a bike he's got another think coming. Not one with a pump anyway.

 


CISSIE:

Well perhaps your mother can give you some advice if Mrs Scattergood manages to contact her, because if anybody knew how to handle a man your mother did.

 


ADA:

She did that, Cissie. I remember her once taking my father's Sunday dinner to the pub, roast brisket and mash and two veg with bread pudding for afters. He was so surprised he missed the double twenty.

 


CISSIE:

And what did he do?

 


ADA:

He went for the bull.

 


CISSIE:

Anyway you still haven't told me why you want to contact your mother?

 


ADA:

Well it's to do with when she went Cissie, when she passed over.

 


CISSIE:

When she joined the choir invisible.

 


ADA:

No she was never in the Salvation Army. I'll never forget her going, Cissie. She lay there on her deathbed and I'd just put the best sheets on because the doctor was coming and she said to me: “Ada, I've never asked for much, but with the insurance money I'd like you to get a nice stone.”

 


CISSIE:

And did you?

 


ADA:

(POLISHES THE STONE IN HER RING) Yes and I've worn it ever since, in her memory, ever since she took her last ride. It was Bert who took her, you know, on her last ride. 

 


CISSIE:

Bert? I didn't know Bert ever drove a hearse.

 


ADA:

No, we couldn't afford a hearse but he'd just got this job as a milkman with Express Dairies so he took her on his float. It took us four hours to get to the church.

 


CISSIE:

Four hours? But it's only about a mile away from your house.

 


ADA:

I know but Bert had to keep stopping to deliver the milk.

 


CISSIE:

I believe she took her last breath under mysterious circumstances, didn't she? Wasn't she asphyxiated?

 


ADA:

No we had he buried.

 


CISSIE:

I mean that she choked.

 


ADA:

Yes, on a slice of her home-made Bakewell tart. I'll never forgive myself, Cissie.

 


CISSIE:

You mustn't blame yourself, it wasn't you fault Ada.

 


ADA:

It was Cissie. Me and Bert had gone to her house for tea. And there was this one piece of Bakewell tart left, and you know what a lovely Bakewell tart my mother made, so naturally both me and Bert had our eyes on it. But I insisted my mother had it and it must have gone down the wrong pipe....she turned black Cissie, I can see her now, Frank Bruno isn't that black.....then she went, just like that.

 


CISSIE:

Yes I can see now why you want to contact her. It's so you can apologise to her for insisting she had the last piece of Bakewell tart, isn't it.

 


ADA:

No, I want her to give me the recipe.

 


***************

 


AT THE DOCTOR’S

 

DOCTOR'S WAITING ROOM. CISSIE IS WAITING HER TURN. ADA COMES IN. CISSIE IS PLEASED OF THE COMPANY.

 


CISSIE:

Oh Hello Ada love, sit yourself down next to me. What brings you to the Doctor's?

 


ADA:

I keep having these funny turns Cissie, these dizzy do's.

 


CISSIE:

Oh I don't like the sound of that.

 


ADA:

And I keep getting these hot flushes.

 


CISSIE:

Oh I say! And what do you think might be causing them?

 


ADA:

Well I am at a funny age, Cissie. I mean I am approaching the change.

 


CISSIE:

You? Approaching the change? 

 


ADA:

Yes.

 


CISSIE:

From which direction?

 


ADA:

What do you mean?

 


CISSIE:

Well I thought your battery would have run out years ago.

 


ADA:

Oh no. No, my family has always retained its fertility a lot longer than most. Yes, we've always been very fertile, our Bertha fell pregnant when she was fifty-nine and she swears she only walked past a sausage factory. Anyway to be on the safe side I thought it would be best if the doctor gave me a check-up, what with Bert re-discovering his sex drive.

 


CISSIE:

So Bert's re-discovered his sex drive has he?

 


ADA:

I've a job to keep up with him if the truth be told Cissie. We'd have gone right through the bedroom wall last night if I hadn't taken the castors off the bed. He was like an animal.

 


CISSIE:

I wonder what's brought that on?

 


ADA:

Well I did mention it to the doctor the last time I was here and he seems to think that it's the side effects from the hormones in the pills he gave Bert for his gout.

 


CISSIE:

So it appears that as long as Bert is taking those pills for his gout he'll carry on the same way then?

 


ADA:

It looks like it, yes.

 


CISSIE:

Oh you poor dear. And what are you doing about it.

 


ADA:

Stamping on his foot.

 


CISSIE:

Well let's just hope you don't fall pregnant again my girl, you won't be wanting another at your age.

 


ADA:

Oh God forbid, Cissie. I mean I went though agony with my last, our Ernest, through agony Cissie. You want to see my stretch marks, when I'm stripped off I look like fourteen stones of Danish blue. I carried him for eleven months you know.

 


CISSIE:

Well there is one thing to be said in favour of carrying over your time, you do tend to give birth more quickly.

 


ADA:

I didn't, I was in labour longer than Atlee. And I didn't have a normal birth when it finally came, either.

 


CISSIE:

You didn't have a Caesarean did you?

 


ADA:

No but I was once very friendly with a Spaniard. Pedro.

 


CISSIE:

So it sounds like you had complications giving birth to your Ernest?

 


ADA:

I'll say. One of them was that they put me in the wrong ward when I got there, they put me in the ward where they treated disorders of the bowels.

 


CISSIE:

Well I assume you soon told them that you should have been in the maternity ward.

 


ADA:

Yes but not before they'd given me an enema.

 


CISSIE:

So when did you go?

 


ADA:

About two minutes after they'd given it me, and I only just made it to the lavvy in time, thank God there wasn't a queue.

 


CISSIE:

I mean when did you go to the maternity ward?

 


ADA:

The following day. That was worse if anything. I can't begin to tell you what I went through in that maternity ward Cissie, terrible it was, I had more gas and air than a barrage balloon. And the midwife was hopeless, I was in labour for thirty six hours before she realised I still had my tights on.

 


CISSIE:

Oh you poor dear.

 


ADA:

Then finally my water broke. One of the nurses said she hadn't seen anything like it since she saw 'The Dam Busters' at the pictures.

 


CISSIE:

Still it was all worth it wasn't it, because when it was finally all over you had a lovely baby boy to show for it.

 


ADA:

Ten pounds, four ounces and five stitches. I'm very small made you know.

 


CISSIE:

Me too, I had six with my youngest. Then I suppose Bert came to visit you?

 


ADA:

Yes. When he held the baby he said it had a cleft chin.

 


CISSIE:

Your Ernest hasn't got a cleft chin.

 


ADA:

I know, Bert had him upside down.

 


CISSIE:

The wastrel would be drunk I suppose, from wetting the baby's head.

 


ADA:

No, when he came he didn't even know I'd had a baby.

 


CISSIE:

It would be quite a surprise for him then.

 


ADA:

It was, he thought I'd only gone in hospital to have my appendicts out.

 


***************

 



 

PRISON VISITORS

 

 


CISSIE AND ADA ARE IN A BARE ANTE-ROOM WAITING TO VISIT ADA'S HUSBAND BERT, WHO IS IN PRISON. CISSIE TAKES IN HER SURROUNDINGS AND SNIFFS WITH DISAPPROVAL.

 


CISSIE:

So this is what the inside of a prison looks like, only I've always wondered.

 


ADA:

Well thanks to my Bert you know now.

 


CISSIE:

Strangeways.

 


ADA:

Yes Bert has very strange ways, you won't believe some of the things he's tried to make me do in that bed, Cissie.

 


CISSIE:

Utterly depressing in here isn't it. However four walls do not a prison make.

 


ADA:

They made a prison for me when the knob came off our lavatory door. I shouted myself hoarse. You should have seen my tonsils, they looked like I'd been gargling with the Harpic. By the way Cissie, thanks for coming with me, to visit Bert.

 


CISSIE:

Against my better judgement I can assure you, my lady. I shudder to think what my Leonard would think if he knew where I was. He thinks I've gone to Debenhams pricing something for the bathroom. I'm toying with the idea of a bidet.

 


ADA:

Perhaps Bert will let you use his bucket.

 


CISSIE:

Tell me, how is the reprobate coping with being incarcerated?

 


ADA:

Well you can hardly tell except for a slight limp.

 


CISSIE:

I hope he isn't getting too depressed.

 


ADA:

No I think he's quite taken to it actually. I believe he's very friendly with the Prison Governor.

 


CISSIE:

What gives you that idea?

 


ADA:

Well they've given him his own cell, in solitary.

 


CISSIE:

They've put him in solitary because he's been misbehaving himself, you fool! They'll have put him on bread and water.

 


ADA:

It'll be a home from home for him then.

 


CISSIE:

Well at least when you see him you'll be able to bring him succour.

 


ADA:

Yes I've bought him a bag of Mint Imperials. And some stomach medicine, I thought I'd better.

 


CISSIE:

Stomach medicine?

 


ADA:

Yes, when he wrote to me he said he was having a lot of trouble with the screws. And he asked me to bring him a cake with a hacksaw in it as well.

 


CISSIE:

Ada you haven't....!

 


ADA:

Yes, I bought this. (SHE DIPS IN HER SHOPPING BAG AND PRODUCES A FOOT LONG SPONGE CAKE WITH A HACKSAW HANDLE STICKING OUT OF ONE END)

 


CISSIE:

Well I can't see you getting that past the guards, it's quite obvious what it is!

 


ADA:

Yes you're right, and it would be a shame to let them abdicate it, wouldn't it. (SHE BREAKS OFF A PIECE OF THE CAKE AND HANDS IT TO CISSIE) Here, try a piece, it's Mary Baker Vienna sponge with three eggs in it.

 


CISSIE:(TAKES A BITE) 

Hmm, very tasty. Tell me Ada, you never gave me the whole story, just how did Bert manage to land himself in this fix?

 


ADA:

Pure bad luck, Cissie. I mean I know Bert's a bit of a tearaway but he's mostly managed to keep himself on the right side of the law. What happened was just a momentary lapse.

 


CISSIE:

Why what did he do?

 


ADA:

Stole seventeen cars. He was picked out in an identity parade. I think the starting handle gave him away.

 


CISSIE:

Ada in no way can stealing seventeen cars be described as a momentary lapse. But tell me about the details of the court case, judicial proceedings have always been an interest of mine what with Leonard being a J.P.

 


ADA:

Oh really?

 


CISSIE:

Oh yes, we never miss Crown Court on the telly. And we're both aficionados of Rumpole of course.

 


ADA:

I know, I've heard your bedsprings going.

 


CISSIE:

I assume that before Bert appeared he asked for legal aid?

 


ADA:

No he had a pint of lager. He said he needed it before he faced the judge. But you should have seen him in that dock, Cissie. He was magnificent. He stood there, gripping the mahogany rail, drew himself up to his full height and positively thundered at the judge: 'I am innocent m'lud, and furthermore I do not recognise this court'. The judge said: 'Why not?' Bert said: 'You've had it decorated since I was last here'.

 


CISSIE:

I bet that caused some amusement in the Assizes. I say I bet a titter ran round the court when he said that.

 


ADA:

No, there wasn't anyone from the corset shop in sight.

 


CISSIE:

So what happened then?

 


ADA:

Well Bert restated his innocence and asked for twelve other cases to be taken into consideration. Then he made an impassioned plea for clemency and the judge gave him six months. Bert was ever so grateful. He went down on his bended knees and said: 'Thank you Your Worship, bless you for being so lenient with me'. And the judge said: 'Not at all, if you'd kept your trap shut I was going to let you off'.

 


***************

 


AT THE SEASIDE

 

 


THE BEACH. CISSIE AND ADA ARE RELAXING IN DECKCHAIRS, SHOES OFF, DRESSES TUCKED INTO THEIR KNICKERS. CISSIE IS RUBBING IN SUN OIL. 

 


CISSIE:

A good idea of yours this, Ada, a week at the seaside away from our menfolk. It'll be a nice break for us. I mean we've only been here a couple of hours and already I'm in the mood to let myself go.

 


ADA:

Yes I think I shall have to loosen my corsets, too.

 


CISSIE:

(NOTICES SOMETHING NEARBY) Oh look, Ada, there's the donkeys see.

 


ADA:

Hey, shall we have a go on one, Cissie?

 


CISSIE:

No we shall not have a go on one! Perish the thought. I remember the last time you went on a donkey. You rode it right into the sea!

 


ADA:

I took a sudden fancy to a paddle.

 


CISSIE:

On a donkey?

 


ADA:

Well I thought it would be all right with it being called Nelson.

 


CISSIE:

Well it wasn't all right was it. When the tide came in and trapped you on that sandbank. I could have died when you took your knickers and started waving them about. 

 


ADA:

Well I wanted to attract somebody's attention.

 


CISSIE:

Well you certainly did that. Especially when the breeze got up.

 


ADA:

What? You don't mean....? God love us, Cissie, you couldn't see my.....could you? 

 


CISSIE:

Well of course you could you fool, why do you think all those men were cheering? 

 


ADA:

Fancy. (SMILES) Men cheering at me. (SHE GETS UP)

 


CISSIE:

Where are you going?

 


ADA:

For another donkey ride.

 


CISSIE:

Oh no you are not lady, sit down!

 


ADA:

Well perhaps I better hadn't, because I'm trying to forget all about Bert and donkey's always remind me of him.

 


CISSIE:

They remind you of Bert?

 


ADA:

When he's going to work.

 


CISSIE:

Oh, you mean the slow reluctant plod with the head hanging down.

 


ADA:

No I mean he walks for fifty yards then turns back.

 


CISSIE:

Incidentally, how will he manage on his own, your Bert? I mean he can't cook can he.

 


ADA:

The world’s worst. He could burn water. So I've left him a big pan of ash with two big tins of Fray Bentos corned beef in it. He'll eat that. Well he will once he realises there's nothing else for him. And if he doesn't like it he can lump it. Or he can eat some of the vegetables he's growing in the back garden. 

 


CISSIE:

I didn't realise Bert had started growing vegetables?

 


ADA:

Oh yes, he's grown some lovely tomatoes.

 


CISSIE:

Does he have growbags?

 


ADA:

Only since his hernia. Well you need something roomy when you're wearing a truss.

 


CISSIE:

There's one thing for certain, my Leonard will be well catered for while he's on his own.

 


ADA:

Oh?

 


CISSIE:

No matter what his gastronomic desires, we have it in the freezer.

 


ADA:

Well whatever turns you on, but don't the baskets leave marks on your bottom?

 


CISSIE:

Ada you really are coarse. You've got a mind like a cess-pool, you really have. 

 


ADA:

Well I can't help it if you're narrow-minded.

 


CISSIE:

Me? Narrow-minded?

 


ADA:

Well you are. You always have been, you've put up with chicken drumsticks for years because you don't like asking for breast. You've always been the same, ever since.....(SHE SEES SOMETHING IN THE DISTANCE)...ooooh!

 


CISSIE:

What's the matter?

 


ADA:

(POINTS) That girl there! Naked as the day she was born. Look at her prancing about, the young hussy!

 


CISSIE:

Now who's being narrow-minded.

 


ADA:

Well there's a time and a place for everything.

 


CISSIE:

But this is the time and the place Ada, they allow nude sunbathing on this beach, didn't you know? 

 


ADA:

Never!

 


CISSIE:

Oh yes, they're quite permissive here now. Two years ago you had to wear a bikini at the very least. Last year you could go topless. And this year you're allowed to be totally naked.

 


ADA GETS UP AND STARTS PACKING UP.

 


CISSIE:

What are you doing?

 


ADA:

I'm clearing off before they make it compulsory.

 


***************

 



 

AWAY DAY

 

 


A RAILWAY CARRIAGE. CISSIE IS SEATED, READING A WOMENS’ MAGAZINE. ADA COMES DOWN THE GANGWAY CARRYING PACKETS OF SANDWICHES AND CARTONS OF COFFEE. SHE SITS DOWN NEXT TO CISSIE.

 


CISSIE:

You took your time, what kept you?

 


ADA: 

I bumped into May Scattergood and her fancy man.

 


CISSIE:

Yes well that one's only as good as she should be.

 


ADA:

Just.

 


CISSIE:

So they're on an away day to London too, are they?

 


ADA: 

More like an have it away day if I know her. The brazen hussy.

 


CISSIE:

Yes, and her husband dead for less than a month.

 


ADA: I went to the funeral. She couldn't get him in the ground fast enough. It's the first time I've ever seen a coffin arrive in an E-type Jaguar. (HANDS CISSIE A PACKET OF SANDWICHES) Here you are, there was a queue at the buffet and they'd nearly run out of everything so I couldn't get you what you asked for.

 


CISSIE:

Did you take pot luck?

 


ADA: 

No it was engaged, there was a queue for that as well.

 


CISSIE:

And they say this is the age of the train.

 


ADA: 

This one must be about ninety three.

 


CISSIE:

That Jimmy Savile has a lot to answer for, hasn't he. What's that thing he said on that TV commercial - 'Let the train take the strain'?

 


ADA:

It's not the only thing that's taking the strain, these new corsets I got from Madame Hetty's are killing me. I think I'll take them off in the superloo before we go to the theatre.

 


CISSIE:

Ah, the theatre! I'm really looking forward to tonight.

 


ADA:

Me too. It'll bring back memories, because I was an actress myself once.

 


CISSIE:

You?

 


ADA: 

Oh yes, when I was a girl, I was with the Collyhurst Strolling Players.

 


CISSIE:

I didn't know you'd had experience on the boards.

 


ADA: 

Yes but only once because I got splinters in my bottom and Bert complained it made his knees sore.

 


CISSIE:

(REMEMBERS) That's if we can get tickets for the theatre! I mean thanks to you we haven't got any, have we. I don't know why I ever agreed to let you send off for them after what happened the last time.

 


ADA: 

What do you mean?

 


CISSIE:

When you sent off for tickets for Les Miserables and we ended up with two seats for the Festival of Erotica.

 


ADA: 

Well I thought it would be like the Festival of Britain. You know, with a Dome of Discovery.

 


CISSIE:

Well I discovered a few things I can tell you!

 


ADA: 

And me. I'd never seen an ostrich in black leather before.

 


CISSIE:

Then against my better judgement I agreed to let you send off for tickets again. I still don't believe what you did. I mean you actually had the tickets in your hands, Ada. Two tickets for my favourite musical, The Sound of Music. Two of the very best seats in the orchestra stalls. And you sent them back with a note saying 'If I'm paying ten pounds for a ticket I'm damned if I'm sitting with the band'.

 


ADA: 

Anybody can make a mistake, Cissie.

 


CISSIE:

So now we shall have to try to get tickets for something else, because that's fully booked. I wouldn't mind seeing Cats myself, what do you think?

 


ADA:

No thank you, I see enough of cats at home. I could choke that one next door. You want to see the way it's affected the soil in Bert's potato patch. It's took all the chrome off his fork.

 


CISSIE:

Are you sure it isn't that new kitten of yours that's to blame?

 


ADA: 

No, our kitten's no trouble at all now it's stopped leaving messages on the lino.

 


CISSIE:

Did you have it spayed?

 


ADA: 

No Bert used a shovel.

 


CISSIE:

You see you wouldn't have any trouble with cats if you kept a dog like Leonard and I.

 


ADA:

Oh yes, you've got a pooch now haven't you.

 


CISSIE:

Prince is hardly a pooch, Ada. He's a pedigree Afghan hound. Actually we've got big hopes for Prince, there's already some other Afghan owners have requested his services as a stud.

 


ADA: 

Fancy.

 


CISSIE:

And Leonard and I are thinking of showing him.

 


ADA: 

Why, doesn't it know how to? I'll stand by with a bucket of water.

 


CISSIE:

Really Ada, you are the limit! You've got sex on the brain.

 


ADA: 

Oh I wouldn't say that.

 


CISSIE:

Well I would! You think of nothing else. I remember when you filled in your passport application form. Against 'Sex' you put 'Once a night and twice on Sundays'.

 


ADA: 

Well I didn't want to show off.

 


CISSIE:

I don't know why I associate with you, I really don't, much less accompany you to the London theatre. Particularly after that episode when we went to the ballet at Sadler's Wells.

 


ADA: 

Oh it was beautiful, Swan Lake, wasn't it.

 


CISSIE:

Well I don't know how you'd know that I'm sure, you spent the entire evening gazing at the bulge in the leading man's tights.

 


ADA: 

Well you must admit it was pretty impressive Cissie, I mean he was a big lad.

 


CISSIE:

For your information Ada what you were so enthralled by was his codpiece.

 


ADA: 

His what?

 


CISSIE:

It was his codpiece.

 


ADA:

Well if it was it was the biggest fish finger I've ever clapped eyes on.

 


 


****

If you enjoyed reading Les Dawson’s Cissie & Ada would you mind doing me a favour? If you are a member of facebook, recommend it to your facebook friends, if you have a Twitter account, tweet your opinion of it, or if you have neither simply tell anyone in your email address book who you think might like it. Failing that your next door neighbour will do. 

Thanks for this

Terry Ravenscroft.

****

 

Also by Terry Ravenscroft and available on Amazon Kindle

 

ZEPHYR ZODIAC


 

Dolly was rinsing the tea cups in the sink when Don came in, quite agitated.

“There’s a young couple sat in our car, Doll!”

“A young couple?”

“Teenagers by the look of them. Sitting there as large as life.”

“In our car? Are you sure, Don?”

“Come and have a look if you don’t believe me.”

Don took Dolly’s hand and led her to the front door. When they looked, the young couple were still in the car. Dolly took in the scene and turned to Don.

“What do you think they’re doing there?”

“I’ve no idea.”

“They look very young.”

“Not to mention scruffy. I sincerely hope they don’t soil the leopard skin seats.”

“Perhaps they’ll go if we just ignore them.”

“They look pretty settled to me. Oh no! Well if that isn’t the limit.”

“What’s the matter?”

“He’s lit up a cigarette.” 

“We can’t allow that Don, smoking in our car.”

“We most certainly can not, Doll.”

“That won’t do the leopard skin seats any good at all. I mean sitting in our car is one thing, but....”

They made their way down the drive and stopped at the car. The occupants were oblivious to them. Don tapped on the window, businesslike. The boy would down the window. 

“Excuse me but just what do you think you’re doing in our motor car?” said Don.

“We’re living in it.”


 

Zephyr Zodiac will be published early in 2012.

****

 


I’M IN HEAVEN

 


I pinched myself. I felt it. So it couldn’t be a dream. But if it wasn’t, if I really was in Piccadilly Gardens, how have I got here? I couldn’t have sleepwalked all the way from the hospital, it was over two miles, through city streets. Had leaving patients in corridors due to a bed shortage moved up a level? Had one of the nursing staff dumped me here until I wake up? I wouldn’t put it past them - only yesterday a down-and-out who’d collapsed in the street had been left outside in a wheelchair for want of a bed and only prompt action by a security man had stopped the bin men taking him.

Before I could think of another test of my consciousness - I was still far from convinced, despite pinching myself, that I wasn’t dreaming - a tall man carrying a brief-case and a clipboard approached me. He was aged about thirty-five and dressed in casual but expensive-looking clothes. His long, thin, pleasant -looking face smiled down at me as he indicated the place on the bench beside me.

“Mind if I join you?”

I was still too wrapped up in wondering just what on earth was going on to answer. He sat down next to me nevertheless.

“Allow me to introduce myself,” he said. “I’m The Archangel Phil. Your mentor. I’ll be meeting with you from time to time until you’re nicely settled in.” He opened a packet of cigarettes and offered me one. “I believe you indulge in these things?”

My mouth fell open. Slack-jawed I looked from the man to the cigarette packet and back. He indicated the clipboard. “My information is correct? You do like a smoke?” He took a cigarette from the packet and pushed it into my hand.

My mouth opened and shut silently a couple of times. Words eventually came out. “Can you tell me what’s going on here? I mean why am I in the middle of Piccadilly Gardens?”

“You aren’t. You’re in heaven.”

“What?” 

“Heaven.”

 


Amazon Readers Review -

 


This is the best book I have read in years! The subject matter is dealt with in such a humorous manner but this is a real page turner! I have read all of Mr Ravenscroft’s books and in my opinion this is THE BEST! Hilarious, sad, fascinating and a scintillating plot to boot! A must read! Very funny. - Martin K Davies

 


Buy at –

 


UK 

http://amzn.to/pgsOtz

 


US 

http://amzn.to/qgyVw1

****

 

JAMES BLOND – STOCKPORT IS TOO MUCH

 


He took the cool glass and looked straight into the eyes of the object of his affection. “Please, all my lovers call me James.” 

Pisa Vass returned his look, unblinkingly. “But I have never been your lover, Mr Blond.”

She turned from him as if to walk away, but before she could he caught her lightly by the shoulders and applied just enough pressure to persuade her to turn to face him. “A state of affairs I am now going to take the greatest pleasure in rectifying,” he said, permitting his hands to slide down her arms to encircle her slender waist. He nodded towards the bedroom. “Come, my lovely Pisa Vass.”

“No.” She pushed him away, not at all violently, but firmly enough to make it clear she meant what she said. 

Blond was surprised to say the least. He raised a puzzled eyebrow. “No?” 

“I can't.”

His brow furrowed. “Can't? What do you mean, you can't?”

“I'm having my period.”

“Having your period?”

“Yes. Sorry.”

He was completely baffled. “But....I mean you can’t be….the girls I meet are never having their period.”

“Well I'm having mine,” said Pisa, simply.

Blond simply couldn’t credit it; for he was speaking the gospel truth. Just like the James Bond of book and film fame not once in his entire career had he encountered a girl who happened to be having her period when he came a calling; that sort of thing just didn’t happen to famous secret agents.

The girl smiled pleasantly. “I could manage a hand job?”

 


Amazon Reader’s Review:-

I'd come across Terry Ravenscroft quite recently via an author peer review site, and was delighted to discover how many amusing books he had written. This one lives up to the standard of the others I've seen, and keeps carefully just on the tasteful side of crude - I don't like crudity, sick humour or 'smut' but Terry somehow manages to avoid these things while still dealing with the fundamentals of human existence. And James Blond's spoof credentials don't stop him from reminding us sometimes of the original, which highlights Ravenscroft's skill in humorous writing. There are even aliens! – Janey Fisher

Buy at –

 


UK

http://amzn.to/nyEt1U

 


USA

http://amzn.to/ogheUs

****

 

CAPTAIN’S DAY

The problems posed by having a transvestite on the course were as nothing however once Philip had gone through the operation that transformed him into, if not a whole woman, then minus a set of male genitalia a whole woman. For it was then that Philip Hill, now Phyllis Hill, sought to play in the ladies’ competitions, rather than the men's. Not surprisingly the Sunnymere ladies’ section would not even contemplate the proposition. As far as they were concerned Phyllis Hill was still very much a man. That he was a man now minus a penis and testicles, in addition to being the proud owner, thanks to hormone treatment, of a pair of small but blossoming breasts, didn’t even enter into the argument. The way the ladies saw it was that although Philip Hill may very well no longer have male genitalia he certainly still had the same muscular six feet two inch frame that he’d had before, as well as the two strong arms of the plasterer’s mate he had been (and still was) for the last fifteen years, and therefore had an unfair advantage when it came to propelling a golf ball round the course, especially off the ladies’ tees.

In an effort to reach some sort of compromise Phyllis had offered to play in the ladies’ competitions but off the men's tees, but to no avail. The ladies would not allow her to play in their competitions full stop, and that was the end of the matter. The club chairman George Grover had pointed out to the ladies’ committee, as delicately as he could, that Phyllis now had a vagina and bigger breasts than his wife, in fact bigger breasts than quite a number of the lady members, but the ladies had been adamant in their rejection of the new member without a member.

Amazon Readers review:-

This is a very funny book. It will be enjoyed by golfers and non golfers alike. In fact if Captains day was like this in real life, lots more would take up the game. Refreshingly non pc with events that only the author could ever think of. Great fun and I doubt you have ever read anything like it before. – Cornishblue.

Buy at –

 


UK

http://amzn.to/n43cwq

 


USA

http://amzn.to/n8RUpO

 


****

 

INFLATABLE HUGH

 


“There seems to have been a long gap between the date of my brother’s death and his funeral,” observed Pugh.

“There was a rather unusual burial request,” explained Oldknow. “Certain difficulties had to be overcome in carrying it out.”

“An unusual burial request?”

“He wanted to be buried in a vagina.”

“In Virginia?” Pugh raised his eyebrows. “What’s so unusual about that?” He knew that Aneurin had connections in the southern states of America, and whilst he could see why it might be a bit awkward, not to say inconvenient, burying someone in America who had met his end in Ramsbottom, Lancashire, he could see nothing particularly unusual about it.

The solicitor leaned back in his seat slightly and peered at Pugh over his spectacles. “Not Virginia, Mr Pugh. A vagina.”

Pugh wasn’t sure he’d heard correctly. “My brother wanted to be buried in a woman’s minge?”

Oldknow winced at the crude language of the former Minister for Culture. “I’m afraid so. Not a real one of course. A coffin designed to look like one. He left strict instructions as to its design and construction. He was particularly insistent it should have lots of black pubic hair. ‘Like a bush’ was his most graphic way of describing it. And real hair. It cost a small fortune.

Pugh didn’t at all like the idea of a small fortune being frittered away from his inheritance by the purchase of a coffin that looked like a vagina with real hair. However he was intrigued as to why anyone would want to make such a request in the first place. He asked the solicitor.

Oldknow shrugged. “People get buried in all manner of things nowadays; indeed there are specialist coffin suppliers who cater for the most bizarre of tastes. I once heard of someone being buried in a Red Arrows jet coffin. Another in a motor-bike sidecar, alongside her motor-cyclist husband who had met his demise a year earlier. In your brother Aneurin’s case, from what I’ve been told – although I didn’t delve too deeply I must admit - he believed very much in the rejuvenating powers of the vagina.”

“Rejuvenating powers?” Pugh was surprised to say the least. “He’s not expecting it to bring him back to life, is he?”

 


Amazon Reader’s Review:-

 


"Apparently your brother maintained the belief that having sex with an inflatable rubber woman was almost as beneficial in creating a feeling of well-being as the real thing. This being the case he viewed his operation more like a public service than a moneymaking operation. Which isn't to say he didn't make substantial profits from the sales ..." 
Pugh's heart beat faster. Substantial profits. What a wonderful coming together of words. 

With the above opening paragraph of Inflatable Hugh I was hooked. Terry Ravenscroft's tongue in cheek writing had me laughing out loud from beginning to end. From the wily to the ingenuous, from the morally indignant Vigilantes Against Sex Toys to the crafty machinations of politicians, all are depicted with subtle insight into character. In recommending this as a `great' read I could only paraphrase the author's own writing: What a delightful coming together of words! - RUE

 


Buy now at – 

 


UK

http://amzn.to/p6OfPu

 


USA

http://amzn.to/n4zD8C

 


****

FOOTBALL CRAZY

Superintendent Screwer fixed Sergeant Hawks with a beady eye. When would they ever learn? “Where there is football, Sergeant, there is football hooliganism. Having been previously stationed at Leeds I know that for a fact; and I know all about the cancer in our society that football hooliganism has become.”

“With respect sir, what few supporters the Town still have are nothing like Leeds United supporters.”

Screwer glared at him. If Hawks had been the office door the paint would have blistered. 

“Respect?” he screamed. “Respect, Sergeant Hawks? You aren't showing me any frigging respect! If you were you wouldn't be arguing with me, you would be making plans to adequately police Frogley Town's opening game of the season!”

Hawks bit his lip. Retirement and that cottage in the Lakes suddenly seemed much farther away. “Yes sir.”

Screwer drew in his horns a little. “Football supporters are the same the world over, Sergeant. Animals. Nothing more, nothing less. Take my word for it, just because the fans of Frogley Town have yet to reveal their true colours doesn't mean to say that one day they aren't going to.”

“No sir.”

The horns shot back out again as if spring-loaded. “Well just let them! They will not find the Frogley Police Force wanting. Not while my name is Herman Screwer they won't. We'll be ready for them, Sergeant. Ready to whip then into line; ready to break them; ready to smash the brainless bastards into submission!” He suddenly smashed his right fist into his left hand. The splat of the bone of his knuckles colliding with the flesh of his palm made Hawks wince. “Crowd control, that's the name of the game. What are we like for tear gas?” 

Amazon Reader’s Review:-

 


Apart from being very very funny, Football Crazy is unique. For me it's a marvellous mixture of Tom Sharpe and Ripping Yarns with its larger-than-life characters that come alive in your head as the story unfolds and the world of football superstars meets the rich tycoon who's going to bring the return of long-awaited success. Except we're talking Frogley Town and a meat-pie millionaire. Oh - and Superintendent Screwer who would see civil unrest in an impatient bus queue. As is the way with the best caricatures, we've sort of met the main characters before. We know elements of Donny Donnelly, Joe Price and Superintendent Screwer do actually exist in the real world; we can't quite place who and where but we recognise them when we see them. I really do recommend this book, it's a cracking story and, football fan or not, it will bring a smile to your face. It's crying out to be made into a one-off TV special. - Anthony J McCrorie

 


Buy at –
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http://amzn.to/ni68NM

 


USA

http://amzn.to/nZjGt3
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DEAR AIR 2000

 



17 Lingland Rd 

New Mills


Cheshire

 


19th March 2006

 


Air UK Ltd 

Stansted Airport

Essex

 


Dear Air UK

 


I recently travelled with your airline, and what an exciting experience it was! It was the very first time that I have ever flown, but you can rest assured I will be flying with Air UK on many more occasions in the future if my first experience was anything to go by. 

 


Everything about the flight was excellent - although I believe Air 2000 could give

you a run for your money as far as the in-flight catering goes with their truly mouth-watering lasagne - but what excited me the most was the sight of your stewardesses. How lovely they looked in their smart Air UK uniforms!

 


And this gets me to the point of my letter. Is it possible to buy an Air UK stewardess uniform? I’m sure that if my wife owned one and she wore it at the appropriate time it would be all that was needed to but a bit of spice back into

our sex life. I look forward eagerly to your reply.

 


Yours sincerely

 


T Ravenscroft (Mr)

 


Air UK’s reply follows

 


Amazon Reader’s Review:-

 


I thoroughly enjoyed reading this book, couldn’t put it down. Mad-cap humour at its best. My only criticism is that it was too short, I got through it in a day. Going off now to see what else this guy has written that I might enjoy. Highly recommended. - ketch29

 


Buy at –

 


UK

http://amzn.to/qiVnp2

 


USA

http://amzn.to/oPotuz

 


****

DEAR COCA-COLA

 


The Jacob's Bakery Ltd

Liverpool

Dear Jacob's Bakery

 

I am writing to you in my official capacity as secretary of the New Mills Invalids Club. This year marks the 25th anniversary of the club, and we mean to celebrate the occasion in some style, whilst at the same time giving club funds a much needed boost. To achieve this we intend to manufacture and sell to the general public a chocolate biscuit. We are confident that we have the expertise to accomplish this as four of our members used to work for the local sweet and confectionery factory - in fact it was because they worked at the local sweet and confectionery factory that they became invalids, having caught various parts of their anatomy in the machinery, but that's another matter.

 

Here is where you come in. I have long been a fan of your Jacob's Club biscuits, as have many of my fellow members, and to this end we would like to 'cash in' on your esteemed name by calling our biscuit a 'Jacob's Club Foot' biscuit. This would at once inform the public that it is a quality product, and also that it supports invalids. Can I have you permission, please?

 

Yours sincerely

 

T Ravenscroft (Mr)

 

Jacob's reply follows

 

Amazon Reader’s Review:-

 

Do not read this book whilst holding a cold drink, a hot partner or anything squeezable. The genius of this man's writing is a beautiful thing to read, dry, sharply observed and above all cheap as chips on kindle downloads. As funny as ‘Dear Air 2000’ but without the lasagne although you will never be able to look at Bisto gravy granules in quite the same way ever again. Whatever you do download this and help keep Terry Ravenscroft in Oxfam trousers and 2 bottles of white wine. – Lee Sylvester.

 

Buy at –

UK

 

http://amzn.to/qFFPRm

 

US

 

http://amzn.to/p7o9qF

 

****

STAIRLIFT TO HEAVEN

 


.......You have to take your opportunities for a bit of fun when and wherever you find them so when I noticed a man of about my age approaching in the opposite direction I picked up the Zimmer Frame, twirled it round my head a couple of times, and heaved it into the distance. It had not long since been announced that Britain had been granted the 2012 Olympic Games, and with it the Paralympics, and it was probably this, and the thought I’d just had about cripples taking up their bed and walking, that put the idea into my head. 

After I’d gone to recover the Zimmer Frame and started to walk back with it the man had stopped and now looked on, puzzled. I turned to him and said, a little self-critically: “Not bad.”

His face was a picture of inquisitiveness. “What on earth are you doing?”

“Training for the Paralympics.”

“Pardon?”

“Throwing the Zimmer Frame," I explained. .”It's a new event. Apparently the host country can pick an entirely new event and Britain has chosen Throwing the Zimmer Frame. It just nudged out the Hop, Hop and Hop for the one-legged I believe." 

I returned with the Zimmer to the spot from which I'd thrown it. Two twirls round my head and I launched it again. This time it went about five yards farther. 

"Quite an improvement," the man observed, approvingly. 

"Yes, must be close to my PB that one," I said, pleased with myself. “That’s Personal Best,” I explained.

"Yes I know, I’m a fan of athletics,” he said. He thought about it for a moment. “Can anyone enter?" 

I shrugged as though I didn’t really know. "Well I suppose.” I qualified this. “You need a Zimmer Frame of course." I had a thought. “It’s possible you could get a grant; you might be able to get funding for one if you show you any promise. I’m sure I’ve heard of pole-vaulters getting grants for fibre glass poles.”

I retrieved the Zimmer and made to throw it again. 

"Can I have a go?" asked the man. 

I handed him the Zimmer Frame. He drew his arm back and threw it as hard as he could. It landed a good ten yards farther than my last effort. 

"You're a natural," I said. 

“Wasn’t bad was it,” said the man, pleased. “For a first stab at it.”

First stab at it! I had him hooked. I commenced to reel him in. "I tell you what,” I said. “Why don't you get a Zimmer Frame of your own and join me? Apparently there'll be an individual competition and a pairs, one of you throws the Zimmer and the other one throws it back, sort of piggy in the middle but without the piggy, plus a team event, the four man lob - I think that involves passing on the Zimmer to the next thrower like a baton, but we'd need another two for that. I train every morning at ten.".....

 The story continues

Amazon Reader’s Review:-

Another exceptional read from Terry Ravenscroft. I could not put this book down, had me laughing out loud and receiving some odd looks! I have also read Dear Coca Cola and Dear Air 2000 and couldn't stop laughing....Mrs Mulzy

 


Buy now at –

 


UK

http://amzn.to/pDPB2L 

 


USA

http://amzn.to/r42GTS 

 


****

THE RAZZAMATAZZ FUN EBOOK

 

The Razzamatazz Fun Ebook is a collection of sketches, stories, parodies, humorous newspaper and magazine advertisements, quizzes, games, new book announcements, job applications, travel brochures, restaurant menus, cookbooks, theme park ads, wedding lists, you name it you’ll probably find it inside. Plus an extensive comic encyclopaedia. An example:-

 

ABBA Immensely successful Swedish pop group whose name is made up from the initial letters of their Christian names, Agnetha, Bjorn, Benny and Anna-frid. A later Swedish pop group who used the same idea and whose Christian names were Tomas, Wilhelmina, Arnie, Trudi and Stefan were not nearly so popular. 

 

 


Within the many pages of The Razzamatazz Fun EBook, the first eBook of its kind, you’ll discover what it’s like to travel with UneasyJet; answer the question Are you capable of bestiality?; read about the latest blockbusters from Northern Books (they’re grand!); enjoy a game of Lad’s Night Out, peruse the menu at top Indian restaurant A Passage to India, (and bottom restaurant A Back Passage to India) and read your horoscope with Your Stars by Delma. An example: -

 


Aries  MAY 22 – JUNE 22 With the Moon in Pisces, the Sun in Aquarius, Jupiter in Neptune and your husband in bed with the au pair, it could be a tricky week for the fairer sex. However those born under the sign of Aries are nothing if not optimistic, and with Jupiter being in Leo, Pluto being in Cancer, your bank balance being in the red, your jewellery being in hock, and you being in the shit, you really won’t have the time to worry about it’. 

 


All this and much, much more.

 


****

Amazon Reader’s Review:-

 


This man is a comedy genius! Possibly one of the funniest books I've ever read, it's a collection of sketches, observations and short stories that will have you laughing from start to finish, especially if you have a warped sense of humour like me.... Biker Girl.

 


Buy at –

 


UK 

http://amzn.to/sKM89i

 


US

http://amzn.to/rSuyMB
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