
" And tonight's star prize is . . . . . " All the Morbids joined in the oos and aahs, even Glen who was promptly rewarded with another toe ender from Grandad. 


Rex looked at his card. 3d. in arrears? Impossible! What about the time 1 had given him an Australian penny in the change? That was at least a penny 
Clatter! Crash!  The sound of broken glass from the

kitchen. Little Rex had been taking a drink of water and had knocked down one of the tumblers Grandad always brought back with him on  Saturday. Little Rex was always up to something. During the week he

had been belted by his old man for teaching the budgie to swear when a visitor was in. Not that teaching the budgie to swear was something strange in the Morbid household, but when the visitor's the parish priest, well ......


So that's collecting over for another week. I was out of the door before finding out if the next contestant could tell Michael who was buried in Abraham Lincoln's grave.


On now to Mr Voggue. I wonder if he's still blaming his attacks of diarrhoea on the wogs, coming into this country, bringing it with them?

                                                                                                                                    Joe Handy, VI. Year.

                                                                                UNCONSCIOUS HUMOUR


It is fascinating how many people either cannot speak understandable English or fail to express themselves properly. One of the most obvious places to encounter the public's malapropisms and unconscious humour is in a shop. Recently in a well-known pet store the three following incidents illustrated this clearly.


When she heard the cry of " Next, please," one lady came forward and said,

                 " Eh wis wantin' ane o' thae toy budgies, ken?"

                  Upon being shown a plastic perch-bird, she said,


 " Eh, that's affa' bonnie but will ma budgie think it's real?" 


 Immediately came the somewhat rude retort,


 "Well, I'm not a budgie so I can't really tell you!"


 The next customer, a man, was obviously not very sure what sort of food to give his dog.


He ventured to ask,


 " Have ye got ony doag mate?"


 " Yes, we have cooked meat or cow flesh," replied the assistant.


 " Och eh, that's fine," he said. " That'll dae."


The next Saturday a little girl marched up to the counter and said,


" Do you have any mouth food?"


" Mouth food?" came the puzzled reply.


" Yeth," she said " for mithe."


I can vouch for the authenticity of these incidents, because each Saturday I observe the continuous battle of words between the staff of the shop, with whom my sympathy lies, and the trying Dundee public-from my goldfish bowl on the shelf.










Pauline Ferrie, IV. Year.

