Chancer


Well, hmm, oh, no.

Rrobin


Mothers have not been bribed?

Chancer 


(aside)Stick to the script man. 


(into camera). Well, hmm, ah, no.

Rrobin


Well any prospect of the squeeze ending?

Chancer


Well, as Lord Nurd said in the Lords (looks about frantically).


 (Aside).

                         Where's me - script!


(Openly). Well, of course this squeeze is of course our method of repairing the irreparable damage 
done by thirteen years of Tory misrule




(Hallelujah Chorus builds to a crescendo.) and as for those cads who by their 
crass neglect and sheer apathy have not done their bit to carry on the fight to bring our heads out 
of the clouds into the green and pleasant land beyond, they have greatly weakened the effect of 
the policy, and because of their attitude the squeeze will be continued indefinitely and my salary 
will rise by thirty per cent.


(There is a short pause while the Hallelujah Chorus ends and the Pomp and Circumstance March is 
played.)

Rrobin


And the state of the pound?

Chancer


Well, you can't expect me to know anything about that. After all, I'm only the Chancer. You'd better 
ask Harold. He knows all about that kind of thing. In fact, he wrote this script. But there are no 
foundations in the rumour ......


(A flake of plaster falls from the roof and lands on his head. There are assorted ominous creakings 
and rumblings from below.)

Chancer


     As I was saying there are no foundations ......


(Turn and runs. His robe is torn off revealing a white tee-shirt, bearing the slogan, " 1 like £.s.d.'' 
Pile of rubble descends from roof, blotting out picture.)












Anon.

