TIMES PAST
The tinsel has long ago been taken down and packed away for another year and the season of pantomime is well and truly over.  Let me share with you a reading from one of the churches in the area over the Christmas season.

The choir director selected the 6-year-old little boy with the sweetest face for the opening scene of the Christmas play. "Now, all you have to do, when you hear me say to the choir '…and the angel lit the candle', is come on stage and light all the candles."  "I can do it, I can do it!" the little boy said, excitedly.  Rehearsals came and went, and finally the big night arrived.  The choir was ready; the stage was beautifully decorated with dozens of unlit candles all around, and awaited the moment when the cute littlest angel would make his entrance.  The director gave the downbeat, the orchestra began to play, and the choir swept into the introductory lines, ending with an expectant "…and the angel lit the candle".  Everyone looked stage right for the entrance.  No little boy.

The director gave the downbeat again and more loudly said, "…and the angel lit the candle".

Again all eyes looked stage right.  No little boy.

The director, beginning to sweat, motioned with great, sweeping gestures, and this time the choir thundered into the line.  So loud were they that the curtains belled slightly from the sound! "…AND THE ANGEL LIT THE CANDLE"
And into the silence which followed came a clear, boy-soprano voice floating piercingly from stage right "…and the cat peed on the matches!"
Along similar lines is a story related by Bob Melvin in his memoirs, telling about the concerts of yesteryear which used to be held in the Public Hall.  Jean Bremner - who many of the older folk in the area will remember as the infant teacher in the school for nigh on fifty years - according to Bob, wad sing duets wi Tom Morrison fae Inverurie.  I myne they war singin the 'Crookit Bawbee,' Fin Tom gaed ae verse, "Gyang hame lassie, gyang hame tae yir teethless auld midder, yer bald heided uncle, and bandy legit bridder."  Jean couldna continue for laughin'.
For those unacquainted with the song here are a couple of verses:

"Ye ken na the laddie that gied ye the penny,

Ye ken na the laddie wha's true been to thee;

But I ken the lassie that wears the auld plaidie,

The lassie that keepit my crookit bawbee."
"An ye are the laddie that gave me the penny,
The laddie I'll lo'e till the day that I dee;

Ye may cleed me wi satin, an mak me a lady,

An I will gang wi ye to bonnie Glen Shee

