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How to Make a Nooz Tart 

 

Characters 

Bob  Straight guy – trying to make announcements 

Biff  Funny guy – interrupts Bob and gets it wrong 

 

Props (for Biff) 

Cricketing pads, bat, helmet 

Cooking apron, chef’s hat, bowl, spoon 

Washing raincoat and wellies, washing-up bowl full of suds, scrubbing brush, large tile 

 

Biff can interrupt any part of the service where the leader is talking, such as the welcome, notices or after a song or 

prayers. The final interruption comes at the start of the sermon and leads into talking about our God of second 

chances, (and third, and fourth …) 

Swap Bob’s words for whatever the service leader would be saying at that point. 
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How to Make a Nooz Tart 

Part 1 

Bob: Good morning everyone. It’s great to see you here, especially if you are a visitor, or here for the first time. 

Do come and join us for a cup of tea or coffee after the serv … 

[Biff enters from the back, running down the aisle in full cricket gear] 

Biff: Sorry, sorry, I’ll be there in a minute! 

 Phew. Sorry about that. Had a bit of trouble with my pads – they don’t half chafe, you know. 

Bob: What … what …? 

Biff: [Doing sporty poses] I know, impressive isn’t it? 

I’d have been here sooner, but I was running late – run – get it? 

Bob: But … but …? 

Biff: So, when do we start? I’m all ready. 

Gonna bowl a Googly at the Sticky Wicket and get my Fine Leg [shows leg] to Silly Mid Off. 

Bob: What ever are you talking about?  

Biff: Cricket! I’m ready to play cricket, just like you said. 

Bob: I never said we were going to play cricket. 

Biff: Yes you did. You said that today we were doing [emphasising separate words] a Fresh  Big  Inning. And I got 

my bat specially laundered and starched, and I ironed my pads and … 

Bob: [interrupting] No, no, no! Not a Big Inning. Nothing to do with cricket. Go and get changed and stop being so 

silly. 

Biff: [embarrassed] Oh. Sorry. 

[sidles off] 
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How to Make a Nooz Tart 

Part 2 

Bob: Thank you, please take a seat. And now it’s time for … 

[Biff enters, with mixing bowl and spoon, dressed in cooking gear] 

Biff: Hello, me again. Sorry about the mix up with the cricket. I’ve got it right now. Pudding, yes? 

Bob: Pudding? 

Biff: Yes, pudding. I got the recipe from Mary Berry’s new book, ‘Cooking for Complete Idiots’. 

Bob: Sounds about right. 

Biff: The only problem is getting the Nooz. 

Bob: The what? 

Biff: The Nooz. I’m using a Bakewell Tart recipe, but Bakewells are out of season right now, so I’m swapping the 

Bakewell for the Nooz. It’s gonna be delicious! Do you want custard with it? 

Bob: Oh, yes please. Custard would be lovely … hang on. What are you talking about? What’s a Nooz? 

Biff: Well, eerrm, I’m not quite sure. I think it’s like a giant purple glow-in-the-dark bananana, but with bigger 

stripes. I expect they’ll have some at Tesco. Then I can make a lovely Nooz Tart, just like you said. 

Bob: A Nooz Tart? No, no, no. That’s not what I said at all. 

Be off with you and take your silly cooking with you. 

Biff: [embarrassed] Oh. Sorry. 

[sidles off – Audience Ahh] 
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Part 3 

Bob: … this is the word of the Lord. Thanks be to God. Now today’s reading is all about … 

[Biff enters, with washing-up bowl, scrubbing brush and a large tile, wearing raincoat and wellies] 

Biff: [interrupting] Don’t mind me. 

Bob: [attempting to ignore Biff] Today’s reading is … 

Biff: I’ll just get on with this quietly. 

Bob: Today’s reading … 

Biff: Just scrubbing on this tile. Not getting in anybody’s way. Not disturbing anyone. That’s me. 

Bob: Today’s … 

Biff: Don’t let me stop you. I’m just getting on with what you told me to do. 

Bob: OK. I know I’m going to regret this, but what are you doing? 

Biff: I’m scrubbing a tile. 

Bob: Why? 

Biff: Well, I was going to shin up onto the roof to get a slate. 

But then I thought the Health and Safety bods wouldn’t like it, so I found this spare tile out the back. 

And it’s dead grubby, just like you wanted, so I’m giving it a good scrub. That IS what you said. 

Bob: Why would I want a dirty roof tile? First it was cricket, then a pudding and now this – what are you doing? 

Biff: But … but … but, you SAID! 

Bob: What did I said? I mean, say? 

Biff: You said you wanted a clean slate. So I’m cleaning it. 

Bob: No, no, no. It’s a picture. 

Biff: No, it isn’t. It’s a tile. 

Bob: I mean ‘clean slate’ is a picture. It’s an expression, a metaphor, an allusion, an allegory of human life and the 

quintessentially quixotic character of consequence. 

Biff: [gormless blank stare] 

Bob: I didn’t want an actual slate. 

Biff: But … but … but I scrubbed it. And I got all wet. There’s water in my wellies. [Audience Ahhh] 

[looking dejected] And you didn’t want my pudding either. [Audience Ahhh] 

Or my cricket. [Audience Ahhh] I’m very sad. [Audience Ahhh] I’m sadder than that. [Audience Ahhhhhhh] 

Bob: You just keep getting it wrong. It wasn’t a Fresh Big Inning. It was a Fresh Beginning. A New Start, not a Nooz 

Tart (although that does sound quite tasty). And having a Clean Slate means wiping out everything and 

starting again. It’s like rubbing out all your mistakes and starting afresh at Square One. 

Biff: [excited] Square One! Square One! 

Bob: Yes, Square One. I think you’ve got it! You finally understand! 

Biff: Oh yes. Square One. [exiting while talking to self] That’s easy. It’s 1 squared. 1 times by itself. Yes. So that’s 1 

x 1. And that’s … ummmn … about 246, I think, or is it 642, or it might be 17.8, hmmn, it’s a tricky one … 


