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Oh, no, it 
doesn’t!

Oh, yes, it does!  
Time YE went tae 

spec sellers, mate.

readers’ voices!

Fancy me, PC Murdoch, 
pride o’ the polis, sent up 
a beanstalk tae arrest 
a giant. What’s happened 

tae my career?

I’d gie my  
right hand tae be 
Captain Hook and 
feed you tae the 

crocodile, ye auld 
scunner.

It’s 
behind 

you.

Forget Peter Pan,  
I’m Oor Wullie, the wee 
Scots laddie that never 

grows up. And I’ve 
persuaded my pal Amy 

MacDonald tae sing my 
Christmas song.

All I can see 
frae up here is 
a giant fairy 
wi’ a gigantic 

bahoochie.

I enjoyed 
last year’s 

panto 
better, 
Jock.

Are ye  
blind? It’s me, 

Daphne Broon – I’m 
Tinkerbell in my 

wee tutu.

That’s 
because we 
didn’t go, 

Harry.  
Ha-Ha!

I’d say 
that’s mair 

a three-
three.

Captain Hook tied me to the 
mast just because I called 
for a referendum to see if 
Never-Never Land wanted 

independence.

Are you 
saying my bum 

looks big in 
this? What 

dae you think, 
readers?

On the twelfth 
day of Christmas 

Oor Wullie sent to me – 
Twelve half-chewed sweeties,

Eleven polis bunnets,
Ten beano comics,
Nine jeely pieces,

Eight puddocks croaking,
Seven whoopee cushions,

Six broken windaes,
Five rusty buckets,

Four teachers wailing,
Three hours detention,

Two hundred lines,
And an auld pair o’ 

patched up 
dungarees.

With one wave  
of my magic wand I’ll 

turn ane o’ my famous 
dumplings into a coach 

to take you to the 
ball, Cinderella. But 

you must be home  
by midnight. I’m no’ an ugly sister, 

I’m the smart wee sister. 
Dinnae bother, Fairy Godmaw – 

thon Cinderella is a real  
stop-oot. She’ll no’ come 

back and we’ll no’ hae 
ony dumpling for dinner 

tomorrow.

I’m 
Cinderella’s 

fitness coach. 
Her last 

one was a 
pumpkin.

Maggie, when  
you invited me tae appear 

at the Auchenshoogle 
bowl, I thought it was like 
a big American baseball 

stadium – no’ the bowling 
club hall.

Cinders 
has been 

piling 
on the 
pounds.

i thought 
starrin’ in oor 
panto would 

be richt up yer 
alley, kevin.

Well, 
she’s had 
a lot on 
her plate 
recently.

In this Snow White 
costume I can be 

anonymous. Nobody will 
guess I’m Scotland’s 

first minister.

But I insist 
there is no more  

cuts to the beanstalk – 
Scotland wants to keep 

its economy growing 
and there may be a hen 

that lays golden 
eggs at the top 

of it!

Six foot 
seven and 

Wullie casts 
me as a 

dwarf. I’m not 
happy.

That’s 
Nicola 

Sturgeon.

Well, you 
be grumpy 
and I’ll be 

happy.
Hi, Ford. Are 

you Still Game 
for a part in 
oor panto?

Me and the Broons couldnae agree which panto tae put 
on this year so we’ve called this ane ‘Cinderella and 
Peter Pan chase the seven dwarves up the beanstalk’. 
We’ve invited some braw Scottish 
fowk tae join in the fun. Signed, Oor Wullie.
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