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Dedication


This book, as always, is dedicated to my family and friends – but also in this instance, to the generations of Glaswegians who have had to bring their families up in adversity but yet still managed to smile and laugh.




Glasgow Belongs To Me.


Introduction


For the guts of thirty years, I had jobs that involved me singing the praises of Glasgow, particular communities within Glasgow and the broader Glasgow conurbation in the West of Scotland. I loved this task as I was completely passionate about the city of my birth. I always felt I had a good story to tell but to leaven the occasional dry passage about business growth rates, economic regeneration prospects or university spin-outs, I’d throw in the odd humorous one-liner.





Over the years I was increasingly requested to accept invitations where the entire purpose of the speaking engagement was to make the audience laugh and I was sufficiently a big show-off to accept. I had to learn the trade of causing joviality the hard way; learning by doing (heuristic learning, they call it these days). Anyway, I came to realise that funny stories told well were insufficient; you had to understand your audience. That's why during one week I received a standing ovation on the Wednesday night in the Crowne Plaza Hotel on the banks of the River Clyde but died on my arse two nights later in Trades House in Glassford Street in the city centre. Pretty much the same patter, but!





Over the years I learned to customise my contribution and to do so, had to amass loads of jokes and stories that I could bring into play on the night to follow the preferences and tone of the audience. That said, I was never drawn to the blue joke and seldom swore for emphasis - at least while I was on my feet.





Jokes or gags work best when the punch line is unexpected. Sure, delivery is all-important but to guarantee a belly laugh, nostalgia plays its part. Telling jokes about Glasgow or Glaswegians to a Glasgow audience - whether comprised of a mixed audience, sports fans, plumbers or their more refined brothers in posh Trades House - isn't among the most difficult of tasks when the audience recognises a characteristic or personality trait they've come to experience in their city.





In this compendium of jokes and stories about the great city of Glasgow and its citizens, I've been content merely to bung them down in print as they came to mind. No indexing, no chapters, no artificially grouped humour. Funny is funny. I hope that readers will be as surprised by the topic addressed by the next joke as by its punch line, that these jokes and stories will bring a smile to the face of every reader and that not a few of them will have you gasping for breath in laughter.





This book is designed to bring back memories to those who once called Glasgow home and to remind those who need reminding that Glasgow humour stands comparison with anything that’s out there.





The jokes have been culled from a lifetime of joke-telling and were it possible to give credit to those who first coined some of these gems, I would comply enthusiastically and if anyone wishes to claim provenance over a story or a joke, just let me know at author@ronculley.com and I’ll make sure it’s acknowledged in the next edition. However, good jokes and stories have many parents. And, by the way, the author insists that none of these jokes are old…although one or two might be viewed as 'classics'.





Many of my friends have to be thanked for telling me jokes which I'm happy to pass on but one in particular, the ex-European politician and humourist Bill Miller, should be celebrated for the super-human devotion he has shown over the years to entertaining his friends by providing them with jokes and stories.





So if you have an after-dinner speech to write or just want a good laugh, here's a collection of side-splitting jokes and stories about Glasgow on which the author has drawn over the years.





Enjoy.





Ron Culley




Jokes


Pollok


I grew up in Pollok… but we grew up in the van culture (everything was available only from vans). Because although they’d built the tenements, they hadn’t built the shops or the schools or the surgeries and so we had to travel to Govan to play football, to watch football, to swim, to shop-lift…


***


Govan


I well remember Govan. What a great place Govan was …


I had my first kiss there… my first romantic encounter… my first curry… my first alcoholic drink…my first fight… my first visit to casuality…. my first arrest….


What a night that was!


***


Teaching


My wife, Jean’s a Primary School Teacher and the stories she brings home are unbelievable.


She told me recently about a wee 7 year old boy from Govan whose father got a promotion and sent him to Hutcheson Grammar. On his first day, wee Jimmy put his hand up and asked if he could go to the toilet.





His teacher responded that the word toilet was unacceptable terminology at Hutchison Grammar… and that the correct word was lavatory.


"Now, Jimmy, said the teacher, let's start again. What is it you want?"





Jimmy's reply was unequivocal "Please Miss, a jobby!"


***


The Affable Glaikit


But it’s not a great academic establishment where Jean teaches. She deals with the kind of pupils that a good friend of mine, Professor Tom Carbery calls, ‘the affable glaikit’.


She asked the class, “What do you get if you have ten, plus ten, plus seven?” A wee boy said… “Yer burst”.


***


Notes





And in today’s educational system where information technology is ubiquitous, Jean’s school seems to rely merely on the transmission of hand-written notes.


She got a note from the mother of one of her charges the other day… It read “Please excuse wee Sammy … as he had diarrhoea… and it hit the whole family.”


Wee Sammy had to take a note back to his mother after Jean suspended him for peeing in the swimming pool. His mother phoned the school.





“Everybody pees in the swimming pool!”





“Aye”, says Jean… “But not from the top of the diving dale!”


***


Realistic


Jean’s always giving her children homework. One day she asked them to find out the difference between the words … hypothetically and realistically… so wee Johnnie asked his dad.


His dad said, "Well, go ask your mum if she would sleep with the postman for a million pounds.


He went and asked and came back and said, "She says, yes".


"Well", says his dad… "Away to your sister and ask her the same question."


He did and came back and says, “She says yes, too."


And the dad said, "Now go ask your brother the same thing."


He came back and said, "He said yes too!"


And the dad said, "Well… hypothetically we're sitting on three million quid, but realistically we're living with two hookers and a gay guy!


***


Swearing


And some of the parents are something else. One of Jean’s parents had her two kids - a six year old and a five year old upstairs in their bedroom.


"You know somethin’?" says the six year old, "I think it's about time we start swearing."…. The wee five year old agrees.


The six year old says. "When we go downstairs for breakfast I'm going to say ‘Hell’ and you say ‘Arse’."


"The wee five year old agrees.


Their mother walks into the kitchen and asks the six year old what he wants for breakfast. "Hell, Mum….” he says. “I think I'll have some Corn Flakes."





Whack! She knocks him out of his chair ….he tumbles across the kitchen floor, gets up, and runs upstairs crying his eyes out… His mother’s in hot pursuit, skelping his backside at every step. She locks him in his room and shouts… "And you can just stay there till I let you out!"


Then she goes back downstairs, looks at the five year old, and says…. "And what do you want for breakfast?





"I don't know," he says, "But you can bet your arse it’s no’ Corn Flakes!"


***


Healthy


You know, it really is an amazing country we live in. We have a strange attitude towards healthy living.





Only in Glasgow can a pizza get to your house faster than an ambulance……Only in Glasgow do supermarkets make sick people walk all the way to the back of the shop to get their prescriptions …and healthy people can buy cigarettes at the front.


They say we’re healthier now …. But I remember a time when after a wee five a side game in the park we use to drink juice from a lemonade bottle with our pals…


Thon way when you’d put your entire mouth round the top of the bottle …. And you’d be forced to regurgitate the contents back into it… before it was prised from your hands…. only to see your pal drink the same contents… and regurgitate it back into the bottle for the next guy…





But we never got sick!


***


Thrifty


We were healthy… we were poor… but we were thrifty. My neighbour… auld Mr. McInnes, had his house broken into one night when he was down the pub.


He says, “You know I had nothing worth stealing so one of they vandals just done a big keech on my plate of mince”.


He says, “I had to throw half o’ it out.”





Like I say…thrifty!


***


The accused


The polis caught they guys who broke into Mr. McInnes’s house and he and I went up to court and we sat and watched the case before ours being called.


This fellah’s lawyer was doing a great job making a plea in mitigation. He was up before Sheriff McLean and he said to him,


“My Lordship, like you, my client was a war hero…. Like yourself, he fought in North Africa… he fought in France, Italy and in Germany…Like yourself he was wounded in battle and like you ….he was decorated several times.


The Sheriff put down his papers and appeared to be suitably impressed until he asked the lawyer what regiment his client had served with…





He got three months when he had to admit to the Sheriff that it was the 27th Panzers.


***


The Sheriff


Mind you, Sheriff Mclean didn’t have a lot of luck himself. He was at dinner one night ….and he over-indulged….he was sick all down the front of his shirt.


His wife was very angry but believed him when he told her … that one of the young waiters had been sick on him… and had then ran away.


He told her that nevertheless… that the miscreant had been caught and that he intended to give him thirty days in Barlinnie when he appeared at Court the next day.


Right enough ….he was in his Chambers the following morning when his wife called. She said, “You’d better give him 60 days…. he shit in yer breeks as well…


***


New priest


Actually, when I was in my teens, quite a lot of my pals seemed to end up in front of a Sheriff. One of my pals was Big Tam. He was always in trouble with the polis in Glasgow.





One day we spent some time in the Sheriff Court listening to Big Tam’s lawyer failing to convince a Sheriff … that his enthusiasm for housebreaking had only began after he’d become an altar boy …. He claimed that everything was fine until Father Glitter joined the church…


***


Lawyers


Anyway, he got probation… so we went for a pint in a pub across the road …and after a couple of drinks… Big Tam shook his head and said to me…


“You know what I’m going to tell you? All lawyers are arseholes…”


A big six foot six guy next to him turned round and said… “Haw”, he says….”That offends me!”


“Sorry”, says Tam, “Are you a lawyer?


“Naw, he says…. I’m an arsehole!”


***


Cleanliness


Well, we didn’t have a lot growing up in Glasgow… but we were clean…. there was a survey taken in Pollok in 1965 that showed that 80% of the residents had actually enjoyed a warm shower that week.


The other 20% hadn’t been in jail!


***


Euro


They had another survey about the currency. It showed that 40% of the people of Pollok wanted Britain to join the Euro.


The other 60% wanted to retain the Giro.


***


Tommy


Pollok was some place. Big Tam was actually quite pally with some of its most famous residents… in fact he knew Tommy Sheridan when he was white.


***


Abortion


To be honest, I don’t think Big Tam was a wanted child. I mean I know for a fact that his mother went to the doctor and asked him for an abortion… He turned her down on the not unreasonable basis that Tam had just started Primary School.


***


Never too old


Auld Mr. and Mrs. McPhail were sitting in a café.





Mr. McPhail leaned over and asked his wife, “Do you remember the first time we were intimate together over fifty years ago? We went behind the pub where you leaned against the back fence and I tenderly made love to you."


“Yes”, she says, “I remember it well. You’d been having a few whiskies”


“Okay,” he says, “How about taking a stroll around there again and we can do it for old time's sake?”


“Oh Shuggie, you old devil, that sounds like a crazy, but good idea!”





A polis man sitting in the next booth heard their conversation and, having a chuckle to himself, he thinks, I've got to see these two old-timers having sex against a fence. I'll just keep an eye on them so there's no trouble. So he follows them.


The elderly couple walked haltingly along, leaning on each other for support aided by their walking sticks. Finally, they get to the back of the pub and make their way to the fence. As she leans against the fence, the old man moves in. Then suddenly they erupt into the most furious sex that the polisman had ever seen. This goes on for about ten minutes while both are making loud noises and moaning and screaming. Finally, they both collapse, panting on the ground.





Strathclyde's finest is amazed. He thinks he has learned something about life and old age that he didn't know. After about half an hour of lying on the ground recovering, the old couple struggled to their feet and put their clothes back on.





The polisman is still watching and thinks to himself, this is truly amazing. I've got to ask them what their secret is. So, as the couple passes, he says to them,”Excuse me, but that was something else. You must've had a fantastic sex life together. Is there some sort of secret to this?”





Shaking, the old man is barely able to reply, “Fifty years ago that wasn't an electric fence.”


***


Lottery


Mind you, Big Tam’s done very well. He won the lottery.


Him and his wife, Senga hadn’y been getting on very well. …They were out for dinner last week and a big blonde came over and says to Big Tam… “Hello, Tam….good to see you…Tam”


His wife says, “Who’s that?”


Big Tam says, “Alright, I may as well tell you ….that’s my mistress!”


“Right says Senga……”That’s us finished. I want a divorce.”


Tam says. “Alright then…but so long as you remember…that’s the tin lid on the Caribbean cruises, no more Gucci handbags, no more Stobbo Castle… the Lexus goes back…”


Just then… in walks his pal Jimmy …


Senga says “Who’s that wi’ Jimmy?”.


Tam says…“That’s Jimmy and his mistress”.


Senga says…. “She’s no’ as pretty as oors”.


***


Inquisition


Senga and Big Tam actually met at the dancin’. It was love at first sight. They went home… made mad passionate love all weekend….Big Tam moved in with her but after two weeks… the moaning started…the inquisition started….


“What’s yer naaaame….”?


***


Dirty


However, they got it together but Big Tam complained to me that she kept a right dirty house… Tam told me he got up one night to do a pee in the sink and it was full of dishes.


***


Practical





Big Tam wasn’t a very caring person – but he was very practical…One night, Senga took an epileptic fit in the bath… so Big Tam just threw in the dirty washing.


***


Acrimony


The marriage ended in acrimony last year…. They were in bed naked and Senga says to Big Tam, “What would you like to do most with my body?


Apparently “Identify it” wasn’t the answer she was looking for…


***


Politics


But they stuck together. After a while at the tools, Big Tam got involved with the Labour party and after a while he became the full time officer for the union. It was politics, politics, politics. This took him away from home a lot and Senga decided that their love life was suffering so she went to a tattooist and got a tattoo of Gordon Brown tattooed on her inner left thigh and a tattoo of Tony Blair tattooed on her inner right thigh.





One night Big Tam came home and there was Big Senga… laid stark naked on the bed…. She nodded to her legs and said… “Do you notice anything different?”


Big Tam looked at her left thigh and said… “Well I don’t recognise him”


Then he stared at her right thigh…


And he said “Well, I don’t recognise him ….





But the one in the middle’s Nick Clegg”.


***


Shopping


But Tam’s not that bright either… He was shopping recently and he says to the shop assistant…


"Excuse me, what aisle are the Irish sausages in?"


The shop assistant says, "Are you Irish?"


Big Tam says, "Aye I am. But if I’d asked for Italian sausage, would you ask me if I was Italian? If I’d asked for a kosher hot dog would you ask me if I was Jewish?


The assistant says, "probably no’ ”


The guy says, "Well then…why did you ask me if I'm Irish just because I asked for Irish sausages?"





He says… "You're in Halfords.


***


Millionaire


Big Tam was on ‘Who Wants To Be A Millionaire’ and he was up to half a million pounds. The lights go down & Chris Tarrant asks him the big question:


"Take your time, Tam… but for a million pounds, who was the Great Train Robber? Was it:


a) Ronnie Barker


b) Ronnie Corbett


c) Ronnie Biggs


d) Ronnie O'Sullivan”





Big Tam says "I'll take the money"


Chris Tarrant says…”Remember you still have your three life-lines.


Big Tam says "I’ll take the money"


"You don't want to call a friend or go 50/50..?"


"No…Final answer, I'll take the money"


Chris says, "Well, before you go, you'll want to know the right answer"


Big Tam says "No, yer alright. I know the right answer.


"What, says Chris, are you mad..?"





Tam says…“I might be mad, but I'm no’ a grass"!


***


Thailand


Big Tam got on a bus one morning and he found himself sitting opposite an absolutely stunning girl from Thailand…she was wearing a low cut dress and a wee short skirt…


He kept thinking to himself, ‘Please don't get an erection…please don't get an erection’…


But she did!


***


Dentist


Tam went for his annual checkup yesterday. He told me that everything seemed to be going fine until he got an index finger stuck up his backside!





I says, “Tam, I’ve told you this before. Ye’ll need to change your dentist…”


***


The good deed


But Big Tam was a helpful big guy. Not long ago he bought a bucket and a gallon of paint at B&Q. He then stopped by the pet shop and picked up a couple of chickens and a goose…. But he had a hell of a time working out how to carry all of this stuff home.


He was standing there and an old lady came up and told him she was lost. She said, "Can you tell me how to get to Copland Road?”


Big Tam says, “Well, as a matter of fact, that’s very close to my house. I’d walk you home but I canny carry all this stuff."


So the old lady says, "Why don't you put the can of paint in the bucket. Carry the bucket in one hand, put a chicken under each arm and carry the goose in your other hand?"


"That’s a great idea”, says Tam, and they proceed to walk back to Copland Road.


On the way there he says, "C’mon and we’ll take a short cut and go down this alley. We'll be there in nae time."


The old lady looks up and says … "Haud oan, she says….I’m a lonely auld widow without a man to defend me. How do I know that when we get in that alley… you’ll no’ hold me up against the wall, pull up my skirt, and have your way with me?"


Big Tam says, "C’mon Hen…!” He says… “I'm standing’ here carrying a bucket … a gallon of paint … two chickens and a goose. How in the name of God could I hold you up against the wall and do that?"


She says, "Put the goose under the bucket, the paint on the tap o’ it…. and I'll haud the chickens”.


***


Prepositions


I was invited back recently to say a few words to the pupils of my old school in Pollok – Craigbank Secondary. I have to say that I wasn’t impressed by the grammar of the youngsters I met.


I said the aforementioned few words in the classroom and asked if they had any questions. One asked. “Whereabouts in Pollok did you come from?”


Rather smugly, I must confess, I said…


“One of the streets where we didn’t finish our sentences in prepositions.”


Without missing a beat he said, “Okay…. whereabouts in Pollok did you come from… ya big keech”


***


Arse


I was actually sharing the podium that day with Scotland’s then First Minister, Jack McConnell who was also addressing the pupils.


It was evident that Jack had been working out in the gym. He’d clearly lost some weight. He told me that some of his constituents had noticed this.





Rather proudly, he said, “Only the other day I was passing a couple of women and I heard one of them say…. “That’s my MSP, Jack McConnell ….what an arse!”


***


Blantyre


I bumped into Big Tam recently. He was still into politics. He told me that he’d been reading the Published Diary of Salmond Rushdie. It wasn’t very good.


‘Monday night…stayed in. Tuesday night …stayed in. Wednesday night…. Met Jack McConnell… …wished I’d stayed in.’





But Jack just doesn’t get good press. I went over to see him in his constituency in Motherwell a while back. I went there via Blantyre ….and immediately realised why David Livingstone had buggered off to Africa.


***


TB


I read an article in the papers saying that in Blantyre half the women had VD and half of them had TB… so in the evenings all the boys walked about the streets looking for women with a cough.


***


Football


Aye, football was our lives then. Morning, noon and night. Playing football on the streets. We had a great wee goalie… Wee Billy Robertson.


He was always one of those crabbit players. Always moaning about the team selection. Fortunately he was also as thick as mince. We used to give him the team sheet with the words ‘Turn Over’ written on both sides. That kept him occupied ‘till we got changed.





To be fair, he could actually have gone far in the game but he came to prominence just when the scent of Wintergreen was on the way out of the dressing room and the Beckham era loomed ….new lovely scented oils and lotions were coming in to the modern game…





He suffered terrible injuries one night when he misread the directions on a roll-on deodorant where it said “Push up bottom”.


***


Scrappy


But back to Pollok…Even the local businesses there were a bit suspect. There was a story doing the rounds in Pollok – I’m sure it was apocryphal – that one day a local businessman died and went to heaven. He was met at the Pearly Gates by St Peter.


He said, “Name?”


“Shuggie McGubbligan”.


“Profession?”


“Scrappy”…


St Peter checked the list and said… “Your name‘s not here. Hold on for five minutes and I’ll check with Jesus.”


When he got back the gates were gone!


***


Knickers


Mary came from Edinburgh…and Cathy came from Glasgow and one night the two girl friends met for a chat.


“Oh,” said Edinburgh Mary, “I was at a really great party last night. Ten minutes hadn’t passed and my knickers were over the lampshade.”


Glasgow Cathy was shocked.





“Knickers? At a party?”


***


Picked up


They were walking down the street in Pollok one night when two boys tried to pick them up.


One guy shouted to Cathy…. “Come ower here hen … and I’ll give ye something you’ve never had before”.





Cathy says, “Watch out, Mary. That wan’s got Leprosy!”


***


Doon the watter


And I well remember goin’ doon the watter for the Fair. Rothesay was our family’s favoured destination. I returned there only recently and nothing’s changed. There was a sign in the Bed and Breakfast we used… signed by the Landlady. It said, “If you have occasion to use the chamber pot during the night, please do not place it back under the bed as the steam rusts the springs.”


***


Commonwealth Games


And isn’t it great that Glasgow has been awarded the 2014 Commonwealth Games? We just have to be very careful about those athletes that take forbidden substances in order to win.


Only last week a Glasgow sprinter was caught…. He’d tied sausages to his legs and got two Doberman Pincers to chase him….





He got banned for using performance enhancing dugs.


***


Latin


But I love Scotland, I really do. The hairs on the back of my neck still stand up when I see that Saltire flapping in the breeze…


I still get goose bumps when I hear the Hampden Roar. And I still get a lump in my throat … when I see that old Latin motto that adorns the Scottish coat of arms…


The one that’s sewn on to the badge on the chest of our Scottish football strip…. Nemo me impune lacessit – which translated means…





‘Mathematically we can still qualify’.


***


Vampires


When you enter George Square and walk across its proletarian red carpet and view the majesty of the City Chambers … you just know that this is a city with a glorious past…so glorious, according to Brad Pitt, it could pass for Philadelphia on a good day. Although apparently the real reason he recently filmed a movie here was that vampire extras had to be pale, disorientated and bloodthirsty. Glaswegians fitted the bill perfectly.





They saved a fortune on makeup


***


Condom


A Scottish Soldier, in full dress uniform, marches into a pharmacy. Very carefully he opens his sporran and pulls out a neatly folded cotton bandana, unfolds it to reveal a smaller silk handkerchief which he also unfolds - to reveal a condom.


The condom has a number of patches on it. The chemist holds it up and eyes it critically.


“How much to repair it?” the Scot asks the chemist.


“Six pence,” says the chemist.


“How much for a new one?”


“Ten pence,” says the chemist.


The Scot painstakingly folds the condom into the silk square handkerchief and the cotton bandana, replaces it carefully in his sporran, and marches out of the door, shoulders back and kilt swinging.


A moment or two later the chemist hears a great shout go up outside, followed by an even greater roar.


The Scottish soldier marches back into the chemists and with a big grin, addresses the proprietor.


"The regiment has taken a vote," he says,





"We'll have a new one."


***


Wine tasting


At a wine merchant the regular taster died and the director started looking for a new one to hire.


A drunkard with a ragged, dirty look came to apply for the position.


The director of the factory wondered how to send him away so they gave him a glass to drink.


He tried it and said, "It's a Muscat , three years old, grown on a north slope, matured in steel containers". Low grade but acceptable.”


"That's correct", said the boss.





Another glass….


"It's a Cabernet, eight years old, a south-western slope, oak barrels, matured at eight degrees. Requires three more years for finest results."


"Correct."





A third glass…


"It's a Pinot Blanc champagne, high grade and exclusive" calmly said the drunk.


The director was astonished. He winked at his secretary to suggest something.





She left the room, and came back in with a glass of urine.





The alcoholic tried it.


"It's a blonde, 26 years old, three months pregnant and if you don't give me a job, I'll name the father."


***


Only in Scotland


Only in Scotland… do people order double cheeseburgers, large fries and a diet coke.


Only in Scotland… do banks leave both doors open and chain the pens to the counters.


Only in Scotland… do we leave cars worth thousands of pounds on the drive and lock our rubbish and our cheap lawn mower in the garage.


Only in Scotland… do we use answering machines to screen calls and then have call waiting so we won't miss a call from someone we didn't want to talk to in the first place.


***


When we were young


Oh, when we were kids. According to today's regulators and bureaucrats, those of us who were kids in the 50's, 60's, 70's and early 80's probably shouldn't have survived, because……





Our baby cots were covered with brightly coloured lead-based paint which was promptly chewed and licked.





We had no childproof lids on medicine bottles, or latches on doors or cabinets and it was fine to play with pans.





As weans, we would ride in cars with no seat belts or air bags. Riding in the passenger seat was a treat.





We drank water from the garden hose and not from a bottle - it tasted the same.





We ate dripping sandwiches, bread and butter pudding and drank fizzy juice with sugar in it, but we were never overweight because we were always outside playing.





We shared one drink with four friends, from one bottle or can and no one actually died from this.





We would spend hours building bogies out of scraps and then went top speed down the hill, only to find out we forgot the brakes. After running into jaggy nettles a few times, we learned to solve the problem.





We would leave home in the morning and play all day, as long as we were back before it got dark. No one was able to reach us all day and no one minded.
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