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Preface


SCOTLAND’S PARLIAMENT is no longer in its infancy, having been in existence since the 1 July 1999 when it was first convened in a temporary location at the Mound, Edinburgh. Subsequently it moved to its permanent home at the Scottish Parliament Building at Holyrood, with the first debates taking place on 7 September 2004.


During this time it has matured into an established seat of government, taking on the many characteristics of parliaments and governing bodies worldwide. Politicians in Scotland are now just like their counterparts elsewhere, making it high time to poke some fun at our homegrown political machine.


 




Scottish Parliament characters in Naw First Minister


 


 


 


[image: ]


FIRST MINISTER


Nellie Nellis (Referred to as ‘Big Nellie’, plus a multitude of very naughty words used by her political enemies).
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DEPUTY FIRST MINISTER


Murdo McAlpine (Referred to as ‘Alaska’, always seeking advice from Nellie. Is seen by many as a bit of a Uriah Heep).
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BIG NELLIE’S TRUSTY PA


Fraser MacLeod (Known as ‘Razzle Dazzle’ because of his blonde locks). Responsible for speechwriting, political research and strategy.
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SCOTTISH LABOUR LEADER


Brian Duddy (Known as the ‘Dud’).
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SCOTTISH CONSERVATIVE AND UNIONIST PARTY LEADER


Alex Humphrey (Known as ‘Humph’… as in ‘Gets up everybody’s humph’).
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SCOTTISH NATIONAL PARTY LEADER


Neil Forbes (Known as ‘Domestos’, as he is considered by many to be round the bend).
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SCOTTISH GREEN PARTY LEADER


Diana Duncan (Referred to as ‘Neon’, a right tube if ever there was one).
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SCOTTISH LIBERAL DEMOCRAT LEADER


Tom Smith (Known as ‘Thrombosis’, considered a bit of a clot). Someone who has fallen down the political ladder.
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PRESIDING OFFICER


Jeanie Cameron (Known as ‘Genie’, shouts ‘Order, order’, and seems to magically appear when someone opens a bottle).


 


 


[image: ]


CONVENER OF ECONOMY, ENERGY AND TOURISM COMMITTEE


James Nevis (Called ‘Ben’).
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CONVENOR OF FINANCE COMMITTEE


George Woods (Known as ‘Wonga’).
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CONVENOR OF RURAL AFFAIRS, CLIMATE CHANGE AND ENVIRONMENTAL COMMITTEE


Hugh Rae (Known as ‘Hip Hip’).
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‘See that Scottish Parliament Building, it looks like a bingo hall frae the front, a Hong Kong brothel at the back, and it’s got mair deadwood than the stockade at the OK Corral. Furthermore, it produces mair gas than the hale o’ the North Sea.’


BIG NELLIE NELLIS




Introduction


Naw first minister! takes a radically different political path to that of the wonderful BBC series, Yes Minister.


Yes Minister featured the ongoing battle of wits between civil servants and their political masters. Naw First Minister stars Big Nellie Nellis as First Minister, who, fed up with politicians’ machinations, makes it her ambition to ‘sort that lot oot’ at Holyrood, a place where she says people eat and drink too much and do nothing but pick cleverly worded fights in a labyrinth of deceit.


 


[image: ]


Whether at St Andrew’s House, which accommodates part of the Scottish Government, or at Bute House, the First Minister’s official residence, or at the Parliament Building, this self-assured mistress of plain speech doesn’t miss and hit the wall when it comes to laying out her ambitions. She’s not slow to express her contempt for a prescriptive parliament with its apparently piffling rules. Even MSPs infamously renowned as ‘no wallflowers’ are routinely brushed aside by a nicotine-spewn bark of contemptuous, unparliamentarily caustic language several decibels louder than the average person’s, a trait which serves to increase Big Nellie’s formidable status. Pompous, pretentious, flippery, stodgy old-stagers, blowhards and any turbo-charged hecklers are quickly punctured. Individuals having fruity twangs to their voices are particular targets, and now look at Nellie open-mouthed with the fixation of the mildly deranged.


Many established members are thrown aside with this seismic shift, or indeed tossed to the baying mob despite the prompting of party spin-doctors. A number of MSPs who have clearly failed in their attempts to unsettle Big Nellie through tantrums, bust-ups, battles of wits, stooshies and power plays, have caused much media gossip leading to them being deselected by mutinous local associations, given the heave-ho, and whizzed into oblivion.


Opponents have found her cerebral chutzpah and tidal wave of directness of speech unusual in the political field. They find her verve deceptive, especially with her scathing attacks when the diaphanous mists of anger seem to wreathe around her head and she sweeps through opponents like a wrecking ball. Anyone launching a stealth campaign against her, or trying to be king-of-the-castle, is in for a rude awakening for Nellie always seems to win full-blown stairheid rammies.


What the spellbound listeners, hanging onto her every word, assume to be off-the-cuff remarks are, in a small number of cases, the result of Nellie’s tooled-up preparation, designed to give a memorable sound bite. This can sometimes be creative in the primal Caledonian unpleasantness-inflicting department, hitting below the belt. Her true overall genius can however be heard in some absolute belter of a bolt-from-the-blue inspired phrase, delivered with stone cold unshakeable certainty. She’s certainly a self-assured extrovert with a razor-sharp mind, an unquenchable optimist, and with a talent for pricking pomposity while very, very occasionally delivering a line in self-deprecation. This lady enjoys being a serial winner and is a law unto herself.


When the harassed Presiding Officer in the debating chamber shouts, ‘Orrrder!’, the command is immediately ignored by the First Minister with Big Nellie steadfastly continuing to hammer home her points, her voice only changing in volume and speed.


Politicians are normally selective about appearing on television and radio programmes where they can be interrogated by interviewers keen to make their mark on unsuspecting victims. In Nellie’s case broadcasters are now most reluctant to lock verbal horns, fearing her robust style of communication and general demeanour. She has proved impervious to all their interrogation techniques. Nellie’s steely gaze, forever backed up by a unique intellect and wisdom achieved from life’s school of hard knocks, would certainly frighten most. There were scuttlebutt rumours that some of her family were into organised crime in Glasgow; therefore it was only logical Nellie chose the disorganised criminal scene of the Scottish Parliament.


But no one should envy the scale of the challenge facing Nellie in this most testing of jobs, especially sorting out the hellish merry-go-round of committee meetings much favoured by MSPs, dodging responsibility while scratching around for controversies with which to feed their party leaders’ egos. However, as Nellie thinks in the most simplistic of terms, and is usually able to quickly analyse any situation, it is not so easy for her opponents.


The basic problem for the other parties, now riven by backbench in-fighting, is that there is scant prospect of removing her with a vote of no confidence as her poll ratings in Scotland have risen to astronomical heights, and she has enough feral instinct to scent the breeze and kill off any aspiring challenge.


It was necessary for Nellie, as First Minister, to have a deputy. Having seen the new First Minister in action, the party leaders insisted that an established, well-respected MSP be appointed. He lasted almost three months before his ever increasing blood pressure triggered a heart attack. Next up for this key role was a recognised apparatchik of the Scottish political scene, someone who had been in politics all of his adult life. He made it past three months before her hair-trigger temper caused a nervous breakdown. Finally, Murdo McAlpine, a soft-spoken Highlander was persuaded to take on the post. Certainly it was no dream ticket. However, McAlpine sensibly opted for a low profile, apparently deciding just to go along with Nellie’s proposals and opinions.


Big Nellie’s leadership and roguish glamour has attracted enormous popular and critical acclaim well beyond Scotland. Many of her manifesto proposals have been seen not just as innovative, but visionary. Indeed, her international appeal now commands respect and deference. She has been voted Scotland’s top celebrity, the best export since macaroon bars and, with her image and quotes continually appearing on news and social media throughout the globe, tourism has significantly increased.


The philosopher, Isaiah Berlin, once said that the art of great leadership should be founded on personal instinct, flair and judgement. Big Nellie’s got them in spades!
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‘At the annual Scottish Parliament ceilidh ah saw aw they MSPs dancin’ the Barn Dance… sidestep, sidestep; back sidestep, sidestep; wan step back, wan step forward, then go roon an’ roon… typical!’


BIG NELLIE NELLIS


 


 




CHAPTER ONE


In the beginning was the word


… and for Big Nellie Nellis the word was ‘cockup’.


IT WAS ON a dreich night in February when she bought a fish supper on her way home from her job as senior supervisor in a clothing factory in Glasgow. The fish supper was, as usual, tasty. Tony always sold excellent fish, encased in rich, mouth-watering batter. But as Nellie devoured her meal at her Maryhill flat, she also read the contents of the old newspaper in which the delicious food was wrapped. It was The Guardian, not a paper she would normally take, and it was an article on the Scottish Parliament Building in Edinburgh that caught her eye:


The Fraser Report, an inquiry into the way in which the £431 million building was procured, is due to be published. Having listened to 43 days of evidence and shifted his way through some million or more words, Lord Fraser is likely to declare, although in more measured terms than this, that the greatest building project in recent Scottish history has been a cockup, and on an epic scale.


Nellie exploded.


‘Four hunner and thirty wan million pounds! It certainly is a cockup. And ah can’t even get Glasgow Council tae fix ma windae. They wid be better in a village hall, fur they MSPs are aw eejits. Politicians jist gae me the boke. Useless! Ah could do a better job wi ma arms tied behind ma back. Disnae matter which party you vote for, aw you get are politicians. If ah wis in that Scottish Parliament, ah wid fair go ma dinger.’


Nellie tidied away the remnants of her supper, opened the windows to get rid of the smell, and gave her flat a spot of dusting, and it was at that moment in time Big Nellie Nellis decided on her new career. To save Scotland from its politicians, and to stop them wasting her smackaroonies!


So, a determined Nellie duly went about the business of getting herself elected to the Scottish Government, eventually standing on a most interesting, if not to say ambitious, manifesto. And the voters in her constituency just loved her poster slogan and mantra: ‘Big Nellie: the very man tae sort them oot!’


Crowds flocked to her campaign meetings to hear her unique brand of rhetoric.


‘Ladies and gentlemen, chronically weak administrations in the Parliament have consigned generations tae wither away in auld schools, tae live their days trapped within the borders of huge, violent, grim housing estates with rubbish-strewn strips of dark streets, and used syringes glistening in the light from a few broken lampposts. Then us folks die years afore we should. Oor Scottish psyche leads us to expect life to be disappointing and unsatisfactory. Life should no’ be endured, but be pleasurable. We should all have fun!


‘We should spend Scotland’s money on essentials, not on funny auld constructions like that Parliament Building or ideological follies. We require a 21st century enlightenment for this country’s people. That’s why ah’m here, tae fix everythin’ fur ye!’


The press just loved it. That and Big Nellie’s election manifesto:




	

£500 pounds winter fuel allowance for everyone over 65.





	

Subsidised holidays in Scotland for all Council Tax payers.





	

Free transport on ferries, buses and trains for everyone over 60 who is not working.





	

All wheelie bins to be collected weekly.





	

Pot holes filled in within 24 hours.





	

Sir Andy Murray to be appointed Sports Minister.





	

The tax on whisky to be cut by ten per cent and all adults to receive a bottle of Glenmorangie at Hogmanay.





	

Free haggis to be supplied for Burns Night.





	

Scotland’s National Anthem to be changed to ‘I’m Gonna Be (Five Hundred Miles)’ by the Proclaimers.





	

Improve the calibre of MSPs by insisting that all candidates should hold at least a Scottish National Qualifications Certificate in drawing.





	

All MSPs must actually have worked prior to standing for Parliament.





	

All MSPs must do something useful for once. They must devote one day each week to the ongoing maintenance and cleaning of the Parliament Building in order to save the annual two million pounds maintenance costs.





	

Voting should represent the wide breadth of ages in Scotland: sixteen-year-olds should get a vote; experience should be recognised by giving two votes from 40 years of age; wisdom, experience and age should be recognised by giving three votes to those of 60 and over.





	

Voting should be compulsory.





	

Fracking should take place under the Scottish Parliament Building to capture the vast amount of gas accumulated from the corridors of power above.








The high profile campaign which followed caused considerable consternation among her fellow candidates. Nellie’s sometimes plain-spoken, sparky and outrageous statements were derided by the media but loved by the Scottish public at large.
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And come the election it proved to be an absolute skoosh for Big Nellie.


When she arrived at the Scottish Parliament Nellie found that no political party had achieved a majority in this boiler room of power. All the major parties bickered as to who should get the top job of First Minister, and finally an ostrich-like decision was made. It was decided it should go to this new, neutral, MSP, Nellie Nellis, of the AGSTLO (Ah’m Gonnae Sort This Lot Oot) party, someone below the radar, and a newcomer they all thought could be manipulated. What a mistake! They should have listened to the Holyrood chatterati and cherry-picked a safe pair of hands. Now they were left tying themselves in knots over their hasty appointment. It was political speed dating at its worst with Nellie now at the centre of the political spectrum.


* * *


The dull May day with its seamless grey clouds pressed down on Edinburgh.


The assembled press corps filed into the First Minister’s official residence of Bute House at 6 Charlotte Square, zoom lenses and hand-held woolly-grey covered mikes at the ready. They were there to listen to Scotland’s new leader, and hopefully to eat freshly cut sandwiches washed down with copious amounts of beer, wine, and perhaps some of her single malt.


They dutifully shuffled through the narrow entrance into a small lobby, and turning right, made their way, single file, up the winding staircase to the drawing room with its continental glass chandelier and full-length portrait of the 3rd Earl of Bute, the first Scottish-born British Prime Minister.


With its limited space the drawing room only just managed to accommodate the invited hacks.


Bute House, looking directly onto Charlotte Square, was at one time owned by the 4th Marquess of Bute, but in 1966 was conveyed to the National Trust for Scotland. It then became the grace-and-favour residence of the Secretary of State for Scotland who remained there until Scottish devolution in 1999. It is here that the weekly meeting of the Scottish Government’s Cabinet is held, together with ministerial receptions and press conferences.


At the scheduled time of 11.00am the First Minister appeared from her living accommodation, caught in the silvery strobe of camera flashes, every eye following her movement. A rotund, buxom woman of perpetual middle-age and formidable appearance with a big baw-face that appeared freshly scrubbed, accentuated with bright red lipstick generously applied to seemingly ever moving lips. The First Minister was high-rumped, with long legs which looked as though they could stretch into different time zones, and bosoms requiring their own postcodes, while an occasional bark betrayed her inability to give up a 20-a-day habit.
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