
 

(The Traffic Warden enters with white paint on his/her 

uniform) 

 

Warden:  I suppose you think this is funny my uniform being covered in  

white paint? (Pause) Well it's not as funny as when I booked 

that Elon Musk for parking his Tesla where he shouldn't 'ave. 

Proper agitated 'e were. Tried to give me a rocket. (Pause) 

Until I told 'im that 'is didn't work. But, that's another story. I 

bet you really want to know 'ow I came to be looking like this? 

(Pause) 

It's a funny old world, don't you think? I left the 'ouse this 

morning full of the joys of spring. My pad of tickets ready to be 

placed under waiting windscreen wipers. My comebacks all 

prepared for frustrated motorists. I was as 'appy as Jeremy 'unt 

when closing down another organisation he was meant to save. 

Little did I know what was in store for me. 

                                    (Pause) 

It started well enough. Old Mrs Morris, you know the one 

who's always giving us pieces of cake when we pass 'er 'ouse. 

Lonely I think she is. No-one ever visits 'er since 'er 'usband 

passed on. (Pause) What's that? No he isn't dead, just passed on 

with some floozy down east side. Well, anyway, 'er Mini was 

parked outside 'er 'ouse but the back wheel was 'alf-an-inch 

onto the adjacent yellow line. So I booked 'er. She was not 

'appy. Some of the words she used I didn't think a respectable 

woman of 'er age would know. Shows you just can't tell can 

you. Probably why he left 'er. Anyway, I don't think we will be 

getting any more cake for a little while. Best to avoid 'er street 

for a short time to let the dust settle. (Pause) Anyway, as I was 

saying the day started well enough. 

                                    (Pause) 

 I was passing the drapers shop at the top end of 'igh Street, you 

know the one that always has a closing down sale and never 

closes. Yes, that's right. Where you booked the Mayor last year. 

Bonus points you got for that one. Never liked the smarmy git. 

All shoe polish and cheap shoes as my mother was fond of 

saying. (Pause) Anyway, it was in that very no parking area 

that I saw it. (Pause) OK, 'old your 'orses I'm getting to it. 

Lying there it was as bold as brass. Right in front of the no 

parking sign. An elephant. (Pause) Yes, that's right an elephant. 

Well how the 'ell do I know where it came from! Africa, India 

or Finsbury Circus for all I know. (Pause) Well I wasn't 

studying its bloody ears! (Pause) Probably escaped from the 

traveling fair that's pitched down in the Recreation Field I 

expect. Anyway I booked it. (Pause) What do you mean where 



 

did I stick it? Oh, the ticket you mean. Well I stuck it to the top 

of its 'ead. (Pause) I always come prepared. Super glue is best 

as they have a 'ell of a job getting the ticket off. Always leaves 

a smear of paper on the windscreen for years after. (Pause) 

What do you mean dib, dib, dib? This was more dab, dab, dab. 

(Pause) Anyway, at that moment the clown and the strongman 

turned up looking for the elephant.  

 (Pause)  
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Then that Mr. Thomas came along with a bucket and shovel. 

You know who I mean. That nosy old bugger from number 52. 

Always sticks his 'ead out to see who's been booked. Yes that's 

'im. Anyway he comes along shouting "'as he been yet." It took 

me a while to work out he meant the elephant. "Great stuff for 

me roses" he added. (Pause) Anyway, the elephant took 

umbrage at this, slowly raised itself to its feet and shat on the 

floor. Though to be fair a lot also went over the clown's big red 

shoes. Mr. Thomas dashed in with the shovel almost knocking 

the clown over. The elephant swished his trunk over the top of 

his 'ead, sucked up the ticket and brought it down to his mouth. 

"'ey," I said "that's the property of the County Council." But, by 

then he'd swallowed it. The strongman led the elephant away. 

The clown was left crying over his shit covered shoes. Mr. 

Thomas was shoveling as fast as he could and filling his 

bucket. So I quietly slipped away to continue my day. 

(Pause)  

I bet you thought the clown threw a bucket of paint over me 

didn't you? So cliché. No, you'll have to wait for that. (Pause) 

Now, as I was saying I quietly slipped away. It was getting near 

lunchtime so I 'eaded down Lilliput Lane towards that greasy 

spoon café, you know the one where they serve the best bacon 

baps in town. The Bluebell I think it's called. Anyway, as I was 

walking Mr. Thomas brushed past carrying a full bucket and a 

filthy shovel. God! The stench was appalling and almost put me 

off the idea of lunch. (Pause) Anyway, in the café I was 

surprised to see Old Mrs Morris talking to the waitress. They 

both turned to look at me as I stood in the doorway. If I 'adn't 

known better, I would 'ave thought that they weren't pleased to 

see me. 

(Pause)   
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As I ordered my usual bacon bap, I could have sworn I heard 

Mrs Morris mumble "pig". (Pause) I thought yes dear, I know 

bacon comes from a pig. But as she is getting old and forgetful, 

I said nothing. After eating my bap with a splat of tomato 

ketchup. Red for bacon, brown for sausage as my Dad used to 

say. God rest his soul, if the old bugger ever 'ad one. Best 

warden in town 'e were. Even booked the Chief Constable. 

Filled up all the spaces in 'is Ian Allen Those I Have Ticketed 

book. The only one in the country to have done it. Deserved a 

medal 'e did. Would 'ave 'ad one as well if 'e 'adn't upset too 

many people. (Pause) Anyway, as I was saying, after I finished 

my bap I bought a corn-beef pasty to eat later. (Pause) What's 

that? No, I 'aven't eaten it yet. Look it's still 'ere under me ‘at. 

‘andy  method that not only keeps the pasty warm but, in the 

cold weather, keeps the old noggin warm as well.  

(Pause)    

Anyway, I left the café and started walking along Station Road. 

(Pause) It was just outside Old News, the paper shop, that I 

caught 'im, that ginger 'aired boy who looks like a poor man's 

Ed Sheeran, 'e were jacking-up. I told 'im that 'e couldn't do it 

there as it was a restricted area. 'e said he had a flat and 'ad to 

change his tyre. Bugger tried to give me some sob story about 

'aving to get to the chemist before they closed to fetch 'is wife's 

medicine. I told 'im he was parked illegally. 'e said 'e wasn't 

parked but was carrying out repairs. I told 'im straight that 

unless 'e could carry them out when moving, 'e was parked. I 

tore a ticket out of my book and stuck it beneath 'is wipers. 

Never did like that Cross Me song anyways. Well I knew them 

gingers 'ad tempers but I was shocked at some of the things 'e 

called me. If me phone 'adn't been out of charge I'd 'ave 

videoed him and posted it on Tik-Tok. Or sent it to that bald 

'eaded comedian who used to be a doctor. £250 quid I could 

'ave got for that. Even more if they 'ad thought it really was Ed 

Sheeran. 

(Pause)  

Anyway, about ten minutes later I was at the bottom of 

Saunders Way, you know that narrow bit of road just before 

Grounger's Garage. That's it. Where you nicked that footballer 

who was 'aving it off with that actress. Well they should 'ave 

'ad more sense. In a bit of a lather you said they were. She got 

kicked off of 'er soap after that. (Pause) Anyway, you got it. 

That place, it's one way if you recall. As the actress said to the 

footballer! (Pause) Anyway, as I was saying, these three cars 

were stopped with their engines off one after the other in the 

middle of the road. The drivers were standing in front of the 

first car in a 'uddle. You can't stop 'ere I told 'em. They all 

pointed at some old geezer lying on the road in front of them. 



 

He 'ad on one of them Stop Oil t-shirts. I don't care if 'e is glued 

to the tarmac, I told them, either drive over 'im or I'll book you 

all for illegal parking. At that the old man started shaking and 

pissing 'imself. I could see P.C. Arnott, you know that young 

do-gooder who can't tie 'is own shoelaces yet, coming to see 

what the bother was, so I quickly stuck the three tickets on the 

cars and headed off in the other direction. (Pause) Well the 

shouts that followed me! We all 'ave a living to make and 

targets to meet. Some people really need to learn 'ow to behave.      

(Pause)   
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Well, that's the knock off siren. I'd better get changed. (Pause) 

What's that? What about the paint? (Pause) I tell you what, I'll 

let you know all about it in the morning in the canteen. You can 

buy me egg and chips! (Pause) Got to dash, me partner's taking 

me to B&Q to buy some more paint. Who says romance is 

dead! (Pause) See you in the morning. 
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