Dialect Task
Character finding their feet in an unfamiliar city using ‘stream-of-consciousness’ technique.
Bernadette Horton

Neet. There’s nar moon oot. Canny place, Portsmouth. Canny place me ma said. Reet. I’ve nar hoose, nar dosh, nar job! And I’m doon sooth! Give me the north anyday. The Tyne. The auld shipbuilder’s yards. Me ma talkin’ to Mrs Andrews owa the garden fence. Alan Shearer when he played for the Toon. Sir Bobby. Toon Army! Haddaway man. Long time ago. Tired. Wait for daybreak. Gotta sleep man. Too cald for sleep. sleep? Sleep.
Portsmouth harbour. I’ll find the foreman gadgie who’ll gi’ us a job. Hungry. Need some scran first, me. There’s gotta be a café somewhere. This gaff looks alright. Go in. Fit in. Will the bonny lass at the coonter understand us?  Why aye man ‘ave you seen these prices? I’m gannin’ doon the Tesco. The lass sees I’m broke. “Calm doon pet, al mek thee a cuppa” she says. Only she doesn’t say it like that, cos she’s not Geordie. Tea’s hot, not cald. Not Tesco tea. She’s gorgeous. Laughing at me? Laughing cos I’m from the north? Me da said they laugh cos their hands are soft and lemony, and they’ve never seen a hard day’s work like he has. 
The pit. Me da was hewn from the black rock itself. Hard man. Tough man. Coal man. Not a southern shandy. Not me da. Drink me cuppa. Grab me bag. Get oot. Must see the foreman gadgie. Look at them boats! on blue waater. Where? where’s the office? Look around. Is it awa in the corner? Green hut? Red hut? All the world’s a hut! The airs hard. hard hurting me face, man. Gulp. breathe. clean air. & there’s the office. Knock the door? Don’t knock the door? I knock the door. “Yeah” not “Come in” or “Enter”. I thought it mebbe ‘enter’ cos it’s the sooth like. posh. Gotta change me voice. Can I? No more northern voice. not here.
 “H-e-l-l-o  c-a-n  I  t-a-l-k  t-o  t-h-e  f-o-r-e-m-a-n  l-i-k-e?  I said ‘like’. Damn! Northern. He looks at me. Up and doon. “ Howay man! You look like a proper workyticket, long way from Newcastle, like me, man. Lookin’ for a job?” he says smilin’.  “Why aye” I say, relaxin’ at last. Gaffer’s a Geordie. Blood brothers.
