PARTY POLITICAL BROADCAST

Scene-a television screen

(A disembodied voice announces, " This is a partly political broadcast on behalf of etc." The words, " The Extremely Hon., his Exchequership, James Kalahari the Chancer," are flashed onto the screen and there is a fanfare. The picture is faded and shows James the Chancer kneeling in flowing white robes in York Minster. Incense is being wafted about him, and the Hallelujah Chorus is playing softly in the background.)

          Enter Rrobin May, wearing seven-inch Paisley bow-tie.

Rrobin--


Your Exchequership.


 (No answer). 


Chancer! 


(No answer). 


Jim!! (No answer). 


Hey you!!!

Chancer


Shut up you, I'm trying to remember my lines.

Rrobin 


(whispering)-


We're on!

Chancer


Oh! (Looks at the camera, turns to Rrobin with imperious expression) Yes?

Rrobin


I have a list of criticisms of your recent policy for the coming year.

Chancer


Criticisms? 1 thought we'd done away with that ages ago. Never mind, what do they want?

Rrobin


Well, all letters of commendation from the Bogside Mothers' Union Auto-Cross division aside, 
we've had rumours that you haven't actually done anything.

Chancer


Well, the Bogside Mothers' Union not being among my dearest associates, 1 am quite pleased 
about their commendation, and believe that this shows the unquestionable steadfastness of the 
nation's female motor-cyclists.

Rrobin


Well, there have of course been suggestions of bribery and corruption among the motor-cycling 
mothers. Have you anything to say?

