What I had for Breakfast
Narrator:  What a misunderstanding.  Dai and Lil had the biggest argument over him cooking their anniversary breakfast.  He thought his luck was in.  Things will never be the same until he sorts his ears out with a hearing aid, and reality will come back.
Dai:   “I don’t know about you, but I can tell you now, yes now what I had for breakfast.  Just a slap  and no tickle.   I am hard of hearing, and it’s no good for you”. 
Dai looks up the stairs and shouts:
 “What do you want for breakfast?”  
Lil:   “What?”  
Dai:  “How do you want your sausage?” 
Lil:  “Greggs”.  
Dai:  “You what?  Who the hell is Greg?!  Are you having an affair, what’s going on here?”  
Lil:  “OK, don’t worry, go and see butch for a sausage.”
Dai:  “Who the hell is butch?”  
Lil:  “The butcher you twat, and remember....        
Dai:  “Darling, I’m hard of hearing, and I’m trying to make your breakfast”
Lil:  “And don’t forget the black pudding.”
Dai:  “Jesus Christ woman, what’s going on here?”
Lil:  “And don’t forget the toms.”
Dai:  “Who’s Tom?”
Lil:  “And remember to get the eggs from Mrs Jones, as she’s got cockerels running with the hens.”
Lil turns her radio up as her favourite artist has come on – Engelbert Humperdinck, singing “The Last Waltz”, their anniversary song
Dai:  “Shout that down again, did you say cocks?”
Dai looks upstairs, visibly surprised.
Lil:  “Our songs on, Humperdinck.  No, cockerels.  Cos they’re happy hens, and being happy hens, they lay happy eggs.  Tell me darling, why are you talking about sex.  Can’t you hear me you daft deaf bastard?”
Dai:  “What?  Say that again!”
Lil:  “Remember the beans.”
Dai:  “What do you mean?”
Lil:  “And don’t forget the mushrooms.”
Dai:  “Who’s Mush?”
Lil:  “That’s it, I don’t understand you today.  What’s wrong with you, you’ve got sex on your brain.”  
Dai:  “That’s it woman, I’m looking for a divorce, even a cabbage has got a heart!  What’s wrong with you old fart, I thought I was your man for rest of my life, but I won’t be cooking breakfast for you ever again.  It sounds that everything is sex!  You pulled me in until you named all the men. I will write it on paper and then look at it again.  No more breakfast for you again!”
Lil:  “Don’t worry darling, no tickle today!”
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