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Odds and Sods was first performed by Strathclyde Theatre Group at the Ramshorn Theatre, Glasgow as a Rehearsed Reading on Tuesday 24th March 2009 with the following cast:
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It premiered at the Ramshorn Theatre on Monday 12th October 2009 featuring the same cast with one exception; the part of Jordon was played by Christopher McKiddie.

Characters
Sandy 40s Proprietor of Sandy's Bookies
Frank 40s Taxi driver and 
Janice 30s Counter Assistant
Shug 50s Widower and hopeless gambler
Milton 30s Constantly on the make, thinks he has a gambling addiction
Jordon 30s Inveterate gambler, was once in a semi-successful boy band
Shelagh 20s An occasional punter, when she has the money. Frank's on/off girlfriend
Setting
Sandy's Bookies, a run-down betting shop in a small town somewhere on the west coast of Scotland.
Act One Scene One
We are in an independent bookmakers shop. The proprietor’s resistance to change is obvious from the scruffy, run down look of the place. This is a smalltime operation with a lower case ‘s’. A TV shows horse racing. Racing guides and form adorn the walls. The shop is in full swing. There are several punters in watching the climax of a World Cup penalty shootout.
Frank, Milton, Jordon and Shug are gathered around the television in a semi-circle.
Janice, a jolly looking woman in her 30s is behind the counter looking on while Sandy, the
proprietor, counts money.
Shug: Stick it away son!
Milton: He'll do it. Penalty expert this man. Never missed in 15 attempts.
Jordon: Come on Roberto!
Frank: Miss! Miss ya helmet!
They collectively hold their breaths as the kick gets taken.
Frank: Yeeees!
Shug, Jordon and Milton sink their heads.
Sandy: Oooh and it’s disaster for Shug as he spunks yet another fiver down the swannee...
Jordon: Ah never mind Shug mate. No been havin' the luck lately eh? *
Shug: Christ, Lately?
Frank: I'll take a selection of your finest greenbacks Sandy. Frankie boy fancies a special fish supper...
Sandy: Nae bother Frank. I cannae grudge you your win. Not when I've got Shug here paying out like a burst puggy. Pay the man Janice.
Janice: Right Sandy. Here you are Frank. Don't spend it all in the one place.
Frank: How no’?
Janice: You're just no' meant to Frank. It's just something folk say.
Frank: Well here's something else folk say; "Shut it Janice ya mad bint and gies ma money." I'm going to ride this wee streak of good fortune and stick another line on. You got a pen? One that works for a change?
Janice: Aye we've got the good pens in now Frank.
Sandy: Aye I've got new suppliers...
Janice hands Frank a pen.
Frank: It says "Ladbrokes" on this...
Sandy: Aye like I said; new suppliers. Didnae say they knew about it. (To Shug) So Shug,where's my next ten quid coming from? Horses, dugs, Wimbledon? I do enjoy your wee self destructive streaks. It comes with every full moon, no, every incapacity cheque.
Shug: If I didn't spend it in here what would I spend it on?
Sandy: I dunno, living with incapacity?
Shug: You go on and laugh it up Sandy.
Sandy: Oh I will Shug. You've been setting all kinds of records in here lately. Let’s go through your performance yesterday shall we?
Milton gestures to Jordon, indicating he wants a word.
Milton: Here Jordon, I couldnae get a loan of your motor this afternoon?
Jordon: You canne mate naw. It's in the garage. What you needing it for anyway?
Milton: Seeing my lawyer today.
Jordon: You're no' still on this are you?
Milton: What do you mean "on this"? I've got a serious medical condition. My brief says I've got a very promising case. 
Jordon: Milton, you've read a couple of things in the Record about gambling addiction. You've bypassed the medical professional and gone straight to a lawyer who advertises on the community board at Tescos. You’re a common or garden mug like the rest of us. There's fuck all wrong with you.
Milton: You want to bet on that?
Jordon: You’re fooling naebody pal.
Milton: I'm ill I'm telling ye. Sandy's been taking ma money aff me for too long, taking advantage of my sickness. I'm taking on the big boys here! Some folk might call me a hero!
Jordon: Aye but most folk would call you a plum. Nae offense mate.
Milton: None taken. How’s the music career anyway? Any hits since '98? Naw? Didnae think so. Tell me, have you paid aff your robot butler, or did you just pawn him for bingo money?
Jordon: Aye Milton, you're right enough. My modest success in the music world disnae look much stacked against your life of unbridled triumph. But don't you worry about me. I've got irons in the fire. I'll soon be right back on top. You'll no be so full of your smart talk then. 
Back to Sandy and Shug. Frank stands listening to the exchange.
Sandy: ...Then it's greyhounds, we're off to Perry Bar and five quid at three to one on Flat Top. Shug puts him on to win. It comes in second. Oooooh, so close. Off to Haydock after that and a cheeky wee twenty on Spotter's Lad. Falls. What happened then Shug?
Shug: Horse was shot.
Sandy: Shame they didn't shoot you Shug cos then you wouldn't have taken your so called banker. British lad at Wimbledon. He'll not beat the number six seed eh, Shug? Twenty-five lovely notes on the big Russian. British boy thumps him three sets to love. Never fear Shug thinks he'll have a bet on the World Cup. Seven corners in the game between France and Romania. No-score draw. Barely a shot on goal all game, far less a corner kick.
Frank: God's sake Shug. You know the rules. When it's going well you walk away. When it's going badly you walk away.
Sandy: Two more horse races. Two more ten spots down the drain. Another go at the dugs. Another fiver down the swanney. Germany versus Brazil, Ballack to score first and the Germans to win 2-1.
Shug: He did score first!
Sandy: Aye an own goal Shug. Which as you well know, disane pay out. Over to the puggy after that. That thing swallowed up about twenty brick.
Frank: Aye all right Sandy, Shug lost a few quid. There’s no need to get such a big kick out of it.
Sandy: This is where you're wrong Frank. I wasn't happy about that at all.
Frank: Really?
Sandy: Really. Cos that machine is owned by New Coin Automatics. I only get a percentage of what gets pumped in there. I get all of your dough over this counter. But Shug wasn't finished there. Another banker at Wimbledon he thinks. Bad light to stop play on Number One court. They played on until Nadal finally served the game out at 10.53pm. The latest finish in Wimbledon history. Shame you didn't have that on. I was paying 20-1 on that. Shug I'm just surprised to see your face in here the day.
Shug: I'm not embarrassed. I had a few bad breaks. That's aw.
Sandy: Oh I didn't think you'd be embarrassed. I just thought you'd have no money left.
Shug: I've got money left Sandy. Might not have a can of beans in the cupboard but I've got a bankroll for this afternoon.
Sandy: Oh aye?
Shug digs into his pocket and slowly lifts up into the air his bankroll - a one-pound coin.
Sandy: One pound? A pound? Is that it? Ha ha ha ha. That's your 'wee bankroll'? Shut up shop Janice. Shug's gonnie ruin me with his high stakes gambling.
Janice: Awright. Everybody oot we're closing early! Sandy's ruined he says. Had to happen one day. Get yer jakits. Frank come on, let's be having you.
Janice comes out from behind the counter and pushes a bemused Frank towards the door.
Sandy: Naw, no really Janice ya mad bint.
Janice immediately backs down.
Janice: Stay where ye are folks. Everybody settle doon.
Sandy: Shug I don't know if I can handle your kind of action. I might need to get authorisation from some kind of higher authority. Janice can I accept this high stakes bet from Shug?
Janice: Aye Sandy, I think we can handle a one pound bet. I know you were worried there a minute ago, when you were on about shutting up shop, but personally I'd take it.
Sandy: Is my patter lost on you hen? I know we can handle…I was just…(he turns away from Janice) you're in luck Shug, looks like we can accept your wager. Your entrance into The Executive Game has been approved. I just hope the papers don’t get wind that I’m entertaining High Rollers. The next flight over from Monaco will be heaving.
Shug: Less of the smart alec remarks, just take my betting slip.
Sandy: What's it gonnie be? What you spunking your saucepan lid on? Portugal to field a team of cats? Rodger Federer to play with both hands tied behind his back? Tony McCoy to actually turn into a horse and ride himself to Grand National glory? What's it to be?
Shug: An accumulator.
Sandy: Oooooooooooh! Ha ha ha. An accumulator?
Shug: A sevenfold accumulator.
Sandy: Sevenfold?
Shug: Sevenfold.
Sandy: The easiest gold sovereign I've ever made. Send it.
Shug: I widnae be so smug.
Sandy: I think I can afford to be smug. You need tae win every one of they bets to ever see this pound ever again.
Shug: I know how an accumulator works.
Sandy: You do aye. You've been losing for as long as I've been making book. You know the arse end of the horse just as well as I know the front.
There is a little stand-off between the two men that is broken when...
Milton: Sandy, you need to let me borrow your motor.
Milton holds his hand out, gesturing in a ‘Give me the keys’ motion.
Sandy: You? You're barred fae here.
Milton: Barred? Me? For what?
Sandy: Oh I don't know, maybe because you think you can pish away money in here and then hold me responsible. Think I'm not onto you?
Milton turns to Jordon.
Milton: Oh ya wee Judas ye. Couldnae keep it shut could ye?
Jordon: Had to let the man know about your "sickness" Milton. I mean you're meant to be a gambling addict eh? It’s Sandy has to call the ambulance if you actually ever win a bet and take a fit.
Sandy: Aye and you can wrap it as well. You encourage him wi' this pish.
Milton: Aye well sod the pair of yeas. Its true enough. I'm seeing my solicitor and I'm taking this place down. I've got all my legal papers and that right here...
Milton holds up a Lidl bag. On seeing this Sandy reaches down and holds up his own Lidl bag
Sandy: I see we have the same briefcase there Petrocelli. Course, I used mine for my pieces but each to their own eh?
Milton: So that's a no then?
Sandy: Eh? A no to what?
Milton: Getting a loan of your motor!
Sandy: Let me see. Should I or shouldn't I lend M ilton my car? It's a toughie I grant you. On the one hand I've know ye aw my life. We go back years. On the other, you're talking about suing me for taking your bets. Oh aye and I've always thought you were a prick. I'm thinking naw.
Milton: Awright, maybe I've been a bit hasty. Can we not talk about this? Like men? Mibbe sort a wee "out of court settlement". Come on next door for a pint eh?
Sandy: Oh this I've got to hear. Fine, I'll take a pint off you but I warn you now. You will not see penny one.
Milton: You can get the drinks in though eh? Least you can do.
Sandy: This you negotiating is it? Nae bother; I'll play along. Fuck right off. *
Milton: Just a pint and a wee chaser maybe...
Sandy: Here's my counter offer. Duck egg.
Sandy and Milton begin to exit for the pub. 
Milton: Just a pint then.
Sandy: Naw!
Milton: A half!
Sandy: Naw!
They exit. Frank and Shug begin to look in Sandy’s bag.
Frank: Did he say he had pieces in here?
Janice: Here you two. Don't even think about it.
Shug: Oh there's a bar of Dairy Milk in here...
Janice looks over sheepishly before tearing into the bag with the other two.
Janice: Tuck in boys, looks like a big dog just made off wi' Sandy's lunch eh?
LIGHTS DOWN
