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CAPTAIN JACK SIMMONS. 
, , 

ELLIS (A GUest). 

BRIGADIER CHARLES ,1HOMS9N • 

JOAN THOMS,ON (HiS 'Wi~e) • 

The .Helpers At The Garden patti,: 

GEORGE GORRINGE. 

EISIE GORRINGE (His Wife)., 

MABEL,FORBES. 

'DAVE FORBES' (Her Son) .' 

RES TER S !:MMON S (ott) ......-

SCENE: ENGLAND. 
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Agal'df)n-pa;-ty. in tho even­
ins.: Behind the tro$$Q 
small oountS7 ,hOUB~ 10 Vls,. 
1ble.~ . 

Thlse14e of the treos tberEt 
lea lO.ns table with Sla$S~s 
anti buttet $~ppe%'. A group 
ot helpers pOllaho$.sl$soGS i 
ml£es drlnke: GEORGE and 
ELS:lEGORl1If.tGEi;MABEL and 
DAVE FORBES. 

The·re 18 dance musl0 from fa 
gramophone. " \7e see some 
oouples danCing beyon4 th$ 
tree$.', untiel' faery 1~ ts. 
CAPTAIN JACK SmtONS 1s talk .. 
ing to another GUEST. The, 
O:APTAIN is lean $nd full Of 
b$et.: The. Gt1liSi' is' palo· 
,and thiokset and m.1g~t h011e. 
been oyertux~n8hls llver v/sth 
rioh toad in the lObt 'lew 
yoars., 

,SIfJMONS· (In.,o lou4. voi(uJ.~lass ,in heand) 1.tttr vl1te'B tr'·h~()A .. is 
I . l'I!!EY q -r- ' . ¥EI .II g. v.· . -0 . ""'J 

ltuoitS-."Sn0'S 'never uGen abl~, to have a kid. 
'W$tvo tried 'bu~ ... , ' 

GUEST (stl.R21aa hlps .dr1alS) Is it too l.ete? 

Ell? 

Themusl0 is suddenly tmi~Oh., 
ed up to top v()l~ end WQ' 
henr . BRIGADIi1lRSlMMOI~; ott t· 
ShcutM,t ttltblOOdl dth11J.1, 
!2. wn'~ an a xuptX7 i,. ,1,0' 
owere4~, . . 
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BRIGADIER THOMSON entors and 
. ctr1d.Ef ti'Oross 'the lawn. He 
is a maSSive. flushed bulldOS 
of a man.. . 

THOMSON ·(lig $ba isel1}§!rsJ Just sot thG gramophone fixed up: 

GEORGE (wlth ' £9s.ne,$UfuJ:: nSltostiAe,epJ Goins to de!".oe. Br'lsad'~ 

mOPiSON' (S0'&n&,rr9at AAe.!a> !ate it:l 

SIMMO.NS: 8he~s· o~e:r forty.. .She ,aAmUm·to tortyl (w'ltb 
a8~fafi) 

OUEST (.t.ilW!rM.ner;zqug.l) '011) 1ee~ 

SIMMONS: \7a tv" .b~$n trr~fl8, tor f1, tte, en '1l,ears, or" mo",., 
I thOUght ot sending· .her.~-: (~Q!S,) 

GUEST: What.'? 

SIMMONS: Anothe~ manl 

GUEST (falterins at .him) AnothSr man? 

SIMMOl'lS (ensr&lx) Well, by ,Christ. Jtyou wan~ a k1d you he.\'$ to 
faoe factst*--but she,s too bloOdY'respeotable by 
halfl " (Re!lin the ,ttlC~} She ~ hearty., she 
rides, to houn s and makes a bloo(ij7unulsanoe of . 
herselt hanging round the whips. but she '0 9 po-. 
raced bitoh underneath: 

GUEST (,ISagrl,) Ieee! 

snmoNS (loo}t1OS rogpA atfitl!!i!~. 1~ 9. 19.\10)' v2&Oe) I l3tly. 
dO you t Ink, y ,ora 

GUEST: I Shoul4n 't be surprised. 

$IUMONS ('R~Q£iM at h1a) Who SA yc~? 

A SHOUT (.9.U) Itts a sputnik!. 

A sputnik. pacstJsover. . 
~omebod, he.s (Saught,slsht 
of 1 t and there is a whoop 
'from behind: "'he trees. 

Th$Y all gaze· u:pw~d$. 

AN01BER SHOUT: . .switoh the 12ghts ou.t 1 

ANOTHER, Lights .~'. 

mOMeON,S;" wlt~tln,lm2lf9s YQ.U:S,) Joan-can you got the 
Sib,s ou 

JOAN (p.1Ssot.t:) Do my beot 1 (~tte2t r&D .ja; . qmeli_noZ • .Jam,. tRRi) 
'l'h& helpers .stand there 
g8~1ng., GEORlE has a tell. 
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~ug. o~ lemonade in bls,hand. 
He and ELSIE 'are robust and 
rad..oheeked, CoCkilGYS" turne4 
-'Gantry tolk., MABEL t1ndhe~ 
eon DAVE both look trailer. 

GEORGE. ,see 1t;, El.a!e? 

EISIE (crst\lns) Nol 

GEORGE: 

!MaBLe 

DAVE: 

,SIMJONS: 

Look I (U~JRg1ntS) 

Wl1e1'$? 

Bl:lmay. oontt you SeQ itt 

live got ttSM~' (110 a_tis :0.2 an arm) 
Hest~'; (no t!r~pW 'Jl,' 11 ] .l. .' 

DAVE; ;See It • .Il'I1n1? 
/ , 

MABEL (&na. mB111ol:6tns. ".0&01',) Oh, 1e&' It' seo~ey. 1tm' t l t"i 

ELSIE (lausb&ns) sO:Elrey,' : 

mOt§ON: 

GEORGEt 

ELSIE: 

THOMSON: 

GEORGE.: 

THOr~ON: 

MABEL: 

NOw. Clltilt ln~ ... * 
Wht1t tho·fall ..... ? . 

It's the Brignd, .. , 

A&quea1 t~om. llehlnd· tJ:l$ 
t,O$$. A laugh.> 

Iesa,. I'm sorrvi Is that, YO'J;, Geo~' 

That's'r1shtS It's only the lemonade' 
,. . 

It's all o~er my blOOdy trouset&.I, . 

Your t'JlfG f l1 wondet what ,.on'·w been up to, 
GEORGE (G6.t1;tJt~rJ,na) Seaht 

THOttSON (OhRCldlMl BottGr'm.take my woy to tbehouae • 

. SI14'MGNS l It movei so tast ,. 
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AnothersquOB.l from 1>e~n.4 
tM tree.a.. 

Xs this the Amer1tan one? 

S~ONS (~hou~lns) Helter' ~lhere's my wife.,: f'or Ohils,-a stlke~ 

BlSIE (tol.U~~1i) Glad ·ttt s not 8 va. eh? 

MABEL: I'llsa1i, 

JOAr~ (ptt) Anybc4y aaGn my htlsbon4' 

'\./\ ELSIE (Oell!'rta! cut to her) He's b,ott,lt1 t.r.a,users.,.wot ..... , .. ·Mr.,B,·· l-. ' '.' Tn'" ". , =7Gin, "fh '., '*r QD .' QInSOft, 

GEORGE (t9~&8,WW.tE1~§ea) You'll CJopS it. mntoi 

30m (Q) He ts, \vha'(;? Ie 'hat !#$ Gon1nse? 

'lbBt·s 1t., Ml's ib0m8QnJ He: sptlt acme lemQna4e 
down hisself ,. 

ELSIE: 

_$' h1ml, tP.huCilf,l&,Qs) 'Uest'4 tbat _ 'He$ter? 

}lESTER (s.f.,) what?· 

30M' ·(au) 1'lle bri6a,d~er t {3 sone Qnd wet his, pants.'._ 

BESTER (~tt:) Oood God. <toea he ,.tru.. 40 that' 

jOAi'l (qft) Apparentlql, 

SIMMONS (~9 arE) That's my wU'e.· 
QUEST:: 

SnAtONS: 

GUEST. 

aD£~ONS: 

HBS'rER ( ~tt) 

JOAN (2t:~) 

Whl0h onf;? . 
ThE) onew1th the brown voiOe. 

-rh~, brown~,' 

I teel. wabhe4.out~tQn18htl Don't. ron te~~~? 
I mOM., what the heU 1s 'he~~ to 11ve tor? 

~ huSband t
." the s~o" 

,. 

Tbeyt:re ,!l! the semel. 

fhs 118hts come ~ack on. 
11'001 are all g~21ns u.p •.. 
Thalnus1.C wbine8~aok.'Thq 
all ,l?l~nk.; . DanOing \lea 1n$ 
again. 

You aSked l1fI ,'JhO I wae. bJrt ·nQmet·~Bu.IS.­
,Hem 40 yOUdQ? 

almONa (qhaklnghi js iCpd tn. o.baen:!iweV . HOw do 1CU , 40' , . " 
,. . 'flie esi 'me i ever Beawse in the war. That 
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SIMMONS: 

GUEST.: 

SIMMONS: 

GUEST: 

SIMMONS:· 

GUEST: 

SIMMONS: 

GUEST: 

SIMMONS: 

GUEST: 

SIMMONS: ' 
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was my hour. 1---1 .Why am I l.lelng honest 
with yoU? 

I don tt know. 

I sodlSUS8r in Austria. Ran a paper mill for 
a ohap in England when I shouldn't have. Little 
th1ngs~ When they demobbed me I was rioh. 

R~ally? 
( . 

I was a captain. Major. really. M.G. Got 
'it by shooting ,my mouth off at' the right t,1me. 
Insurance~agent before the war, So I knowij,ow to 
do ~t. I think lt~ impotent. 

What? 

I·"Ve got no olass, that's nl¥ trouble:. Know who 
I am· round here? 

NO? 

The M.F .H. 

The what? 

What's tha~'l 

Are you English'1 

The gramophone blares again ' 
-and. ono e more BRIGADIER THOM­
SON shouts,' oft, 'Turn. that, 
bloodY thing down 1 t, . 

He must have found some new trousers! 

JOAN (sho'ut1psl Is that you, CharleS? 

'IHOABON (otf) , Who else? -
JOAN (01'1') -, 
GUEST: 

SIMMONS: 

GUEST: 

SIMMONSt 

GUEST: 

SIMMONS: 

I heard you' w~ 1; your' tl"ouGers? 

,Mu~io subsides again. 

Yes. 

What? 

You asked 11' I was English. 

Did 17 

Yes. 
You. know t it I had a son,' s' little ()hap with 
blond hair', "I t d be a king---!· 



... 
'. 

• 

EttlSs 

SIMM0l1S:. 

EILlS: ' 

- e -

mtat ;sthet~.F.H? ;' somotbing in bUsinaSEi1 

B$8ter·. -of' the toxhOutllte.,. Why 4on!t.yOll 301ft. 
us? 

X oan"t ride, 
You oan~l\fe a O~. though? 

Oh .• yosl 

SImIONS; 

'ELtLIS; 

·SIMMONS ($9ffaw1!!fiI, " I t"h.OUSht. ,", ou.· .. m.ust bt goodt()r someth~.' . {ave anot.ha: 4rlnk:J. , , 

ELLIS: 

EJ,SIE: . 

ELSIE.~ 

OEORGE: 

Sn~UON,.$: 

GIORGE; 

ELSIEt 

Q,EORGE: 

SlMM01 .. !S: 

Yes .,iot' $ t· . 

E,enlt10.. Qapttlln:' 

BUllo. Nta Go:rrinseS BOW's ltcur .huab~d? 

He.f·S bendins down., 

.HUU.,. O~pt.ln.· 

;that e.bout ~e deal. G'o'orS&? 

tiO. I' couldti't,. I'VG been th1nk~ It OW~'''' 
bu~-wellj·tha t-allway·saaC\1r(JS. 

'LUte hell it lal SElout-e tor e~rly 40atb lJ.y 
boredoml . 

That· $ What. I tell him., He rleeds ~4venture.· 

I ne~4 !poRr$t. 

Mon.ell (0)'$$ by srat~. 'risk. flddl.e., sleight-,of ... · 
h$nd,. 

Drlnk. Qaptain? 

Pleaee •. Mte Forb,GB. Gin \11th Qcloscd bottle 
of ,Martini hal.t a 1GrdSVJstl 

~ey laugh »ollt"~. 

'MABEL (to :m, tt!s) \Jhet· about ,eu? . 
't,·~.l 

ELLIS: 

r~fJ;EL: 

. ElLIS: 

'Yes. please. WhiskY •. 

l-{ea~.? 

W1th a shot or .$odQ, ple~se • 

'lhe musiC bursts tntC6 



SIMMONS' (sipping 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

·SIMMONS: 

I: desf':enlng roar. again; and 
~t on~e. as THO~ ONt s' vC?i(l~ 

, beg,ins, ,f Ttil'n, 'that 'bl--r- f t : 

it subs1Cles ,agaIn., 

his' girl thirstilY' :and lookins 'round) what t'he 
devIl goes' on?: I " ,.'.;; .. - • ' 

I· • • - I • 

I ,'1' 

She"s always gqt 'her head stuo~ ina maohi'ne, i~ke 
a 'men., ' 

" ' 

Shss wonderftil 'on th~ hunting f1eid, Itll say 
thatl Moutht'~ t~o biS, ~hatts the t~ouble: 

, , ' 

" . "They laugh politely~ 
~' , . 

SIMMONS,: Wl~e said ,to her one day. "Your husband, may' be a 
brigadier but I believe that doesn't give you the 
right t'o ,hend out order~ to ~he Master%t shets 
respected Hester e'\1er s1nbe~' ,( To' GEORGE) You 
know" George t rily 'wife 'a ~ragedy ls~ .... r 

. GEORGE (at onoe') Like SOlie Ma:rtin1 in it, captain? 

SIMMONS (blinking) 'What was I saying? ' 

ELSIE (to ELLIS) Are you new here, Mr ....... ? 

ELLIS : 

MABEL (to ;SIMMONS) Is that sputnik Amerfc;fan or RussianIJ , ' 

SIMMONS: 

ELSIE: 

Ame~ican. 

They'll start throwing their weight about now~ 
They've always been a bba~tful lot" ~mericans, 
don't you: think so'? 

.SIMMONS: Well-.. ,..·(hesitating) l 

MABEL (to ELLIS) ,Are you Ameriaan? 

MABEL: 

SIMMONS: 

Me? NO. What made you think. eo? 

I was trying to plaoe' you. You'don't look: 
foreign ye~ you do Ii ' Just like !mario ans 1 
'(2-,milin$) sorry---I'm like :thatl· 

The 'way tha:t bloody thing- was t'raVelllng;. 
And" you Could just see a little trail of Silver 
tire ooming 'ollt of 'its 'arse , .. did you not1cu3 that? 

, ' 

ELSIE (While therIa-tiM) ,Your language, captainl 
• 'J ", 

SIMMONS (blinki:gs) Wmrt' s that?' 
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ELLIS (:t.O SY!!g£lii) WbY ~o~tt. YOU~dopt 'one? 
SDAC!ONS (!OES'l!ns· UR,h'lsfat\$.) on~ vihat? 

JLl.IS: 

ELLIS; 

SIMMONS: 

A Qh114. Weren't 10U snytllG ...... ' 

c;brtst, I!ve got enough to do tll th t~e hUnt.., 
Youtll not belte,e De but it oot3tstho bal~ part 
of' two thOutKlnd .0 yeer. 
Rell.ly? 

'1·'ve got a little, O1.'t1ca1n the 01 ty .... 1nY eni:plOY~GS 
wonder why we 40n t t e%pand.~l could tell thGml 

'ElLIS, Do "Ctt oattth any toxes? 

SIMtlONS (1.~D,1M iaharp~l.,t.o .GEflBGD.) lShat? 

GEORGE; 

ELLIS: 

HABELt 

. ' 

He oays do l<>U cntChany. toxaS? 

0111 (ungomto~,ab~) Fttty. b~aoe a .yeor., sayl 

Fifty braOI? 

That's ri·eht. they 411W$ytf meas~e them 1n braces' 

Thoy all laUgh. with the' eX-­
\1eptlon otSIMMONS. 

GEORGE (~O.,..~~) A ,hundred, 1t means. 
• : r ~ 

ElLIS: As 1l)a,ny aa a hundre4? 

.sDJMONS (Yi~!ins,"ru.s ti •. a'b,Q\11j,) . 1'; •. · .. 11. ~t. It-$ fld.ttt'10.'U1,· t.·. SPO.~.' .. "1't 1tt 
~lil s Ji!l~'6 'oF the. w~l(\ .... too man,.roBds~.1 

MABEL: 

DAVE: 

r\iy boy says he reokonS 10ll don't catoh anythlntcl­

All rtsht.·aU risht$ 

SIMMQ~lS (l1ith fll)nenC?u,£l sla,n~f1j, ~~.DAXB) Ycurboy don" use bis 
·ey!ea.i 

" 

WiBEL (to ~nn6lRAH. w,&t,1\,t;\ n1n1c qt, :mIP.,IE) .. MY.-' boy reOkOM .. h~ 
&.oo!s more than you catCh,. and all you do '~ 
d~1~e ~Gm en to Ouzt 9h1Ckenal . 

1 • 

GEORGEt ssahl 

Sl11MONS: 1111 8.J'0l1n.dts.d.Gmned.d:lffiO.··.u1~f Mrs ForbO$.lttc 
8. built-up 8Jloa. the old rural. Englondtil 40a4. 
thor.e was: a iIQaI dey when .,0\1 ¢·oUld hUnt Cit East 
Ha.tn, bOl'1a'Ve it or notl 

MABEL '-!1011~'J4} How don't QOlnQ to me w$th YOu;, ,014 ~l(Qusos.1 

GEORGE (pO"M-A~L. Wlthae~Ue) t.t'f~ boen at tile S11l, hG'Ycl1't 
rcu,. ma e 
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MABEL ,burlesque) Liston to thatS You know I don tt 11k0 
. . the stutfS 

ELSIE "no IELtI~) Do 10\1 know the Brlsadier"s wife, Mr El11a? 

ELLIS t yes. I mat her thiS morn1ns. she asked me 
to stay "or the garden-porty. 

GEORGE (Witb d!21itii::~e mljt.~"lnt~l'~S;l;) Do you live l'ound hel'e, 

ELLIS: No. l':"e been 11v1ns abroad. 

Oh, I aee~ 

ELSIE (to Qlt0BGj.) NOQ61 I (To}!LLIS) He was bo1'n like it'S 

A o~esh. ott. The muSiO . 
ate»s., Pandemonium behind 
the treed. 

SIMMONS (~Sh1!J8 .ott:) Thntts Hesters ae al.W6ys gets drunk 
. a5 out th1stims 1 

ELSIE (!mietl:t" .8G ther wlltoh,lMMONS d1sa~e!t) You're teliins 
mel .~he shows it In 1ie~ ·ace. too. (,O.ELL:&§) 

. ELI<fIS: 

ELSIE: 

ELLIS: 

GEORGE: 

r4&1Et: 

EVer seen. her. Mr Ellia? .. 

She's got one Of thO$8 flushed oanplexlQnB It you 
knOW what I meon. 
Oh. yesS 

I 40n • t suppose this sentlcm.on wan te t.o heer all 
our lacel gossip. 

Don.'t1ou be so sure, mateS (~~lth .8, W1nk) Eb. 
Mr ElliS? 

ELLIS (w1tl\. tlSml1G.) I 11ke a bit of gossip. 

ot oourse, yoa. dol . Itts naturall . (To ELS1;§) 
I liked 1 tWhen he said two thou.sand a Y4!s",. 
d:1dn t t .1OU? I thought I \")oUldn t tmind e lick 
oft that. ~ihere the deVil does he get it? 

DAVE: \~'ell, thOy say money bree48 money. don't they? 

ELSIE: All thrown down the drain on, a lot at blasted 
fozeal 

MABEL: Fifty braCE!. a year, I ~o.n'~ think! 1 NCikon 
all they want 1s a niCe rl· e en ,saturdays l 

nAVE (t,O ELLiS) Yo'll been sway long" Mr' El.11s? 

ELtI,S: A ter~ year~. yea. 
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DAVE (pleasantly) Mis's ~tht3 old,.o ountry? 

ELLIS: A"bit. 

DAVE: 

EISIE: 

ELLIS! 

MABELl . 

ELSIE:. 

I wouldn't 'mind getting ~way tor goodi 
. , .. 

Yoti ought to ,hear" the ·Br~gad:i.er.'S wife, 'leading 
'oft When she t s, o~t on,a hunt~--·tcut ',em d!3-hnt 
out t em dahnl' shescresms. 

cut 'down what? 

The foxes.: (Wi th perplexity) 
nie e really. 

She'fa: ever .so 

,She 'a a bitch 1 

GEORGE (half .. laUghinS ) sssshl . 

ELSIE: 

MABEL:', 

GEORGE: 

. " 
I tell you when' 'she's good,_ Mr Ellis ...... 1n an 
emergenoy. sh~ always rallies round. if you 

· know what I mean. 

She was .something in the war.. They say she was 
the only woman that went1n the submarines tt 

They gs"O's ner'medalS enough, anyhowl 

. , 
A shout from behind the 
tre as :. 'YoU • d bet tar take 
her' home, . capta~!' 

CAPTAIN SIMMONS dashes in 
again. 

SIMMONS (to ELLIS) Well. good night, old ohapl , ·(TheYI shake 
handS) I enjoyed our frankd1 souss~on! ... 

ELLIS: 

SIMMONS: 

ELLIS: 

SIMlIIONS :. 

. 'Is your wife: all right? 

Oh, yeal ,She started a beagle hunt ... --the usual 
th1ngl Tripped over the w1re~! She ohaess hares. 

HareS'? 

Well. good night t 'IvIrS Gorringel' George and 
DaVe, Mrs ForbeS---you. did very nicely, thank 
youl 

They all say good night 
f!n,d the CAPTAIN hqrr1es 
off again. 

GEORGE (to ELLIS) The Brigadier's an lri.teres:tlng man,. too. 
He ;'s beell (jalled a rook of justice. and I d()n tt 
think it's far from :the truth, either. He 

'sits at the looal lBessions. (To MABEL) Do 
you. know, he did all that wood panelling in 
the house over there?' 

MABEL.: Did he reaily? 



• ~! 

, 

., 

EISIE. 

GEORGE: 

1IABEL (t~ ,EhktS) 
,ELLIS's. 

BLSlE:: 

ELLIS: 

ELSIE; 

MABEL: 

GEORGE: 

DAVE:· 

MABEL: 

GEORGE: 
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Itfs more .than .p'hs,ta dc-, ..... she don·'· even teed 
the poor ~evl1' 

.. , t . 
stl11 t she S fl GoOd worker. ltd like to see 
anybody elaeruns term like she did s1ns1e­
hen~ed. . (:!sa1n!o ELL,S) :the Brigadier does 
embroideries L ioc.. You 'va. never seon enytb.lns 
11kG f etni ' .. flElY tOke anytJl1ns. up to· thre~y~ars 
sometlmes.: I reokon every at 10k of turn! ture ·In 
thot house 1s oovered With hl$ work., 

~t"B funl17 tor a men. ien't It? 

Ye~. 

what PSr1s do. you. live in. Mr Ellis-.... very ''fAr 
aVla" 

No. SOuth Or Franco;,., W~are the sun sh1n~. 

Oh. that t~ nlc~ J 1 wish we' a: get m~re of it 
here.l . 

It· s lucky wedtdn't get Q ~dtVnpo~ 'ton~h1i. 
'lite; torec'astsa1d storms,so I thought (~&!a 
anotb&r, wipk @t..p~&Lm) wet'd 6e~ It ~1oe~, 

Itta ·on the wsy. 4on t tY0l1 ·worr,. · It lsn t t 
of,ten thoae boyS are wrong. 

I heard a :ru.m.ble as I came o~r .. 

It was ycur stomach, motel 

Bl1mey. ,-outre. go1ng baok. aren't yo~~ . 

W~ll. I"VEt never lived thr'ough a worst storm, 
I .oan ~ell you !.bat much. I re·member us two 
hu4dl.ln f in the scullG'lT, e~Yh~w. eh. Mabel? 

MAB~ (tg,GEO.): You w~s underground. mate, so <.it 414n't bothor 
you, 

ELSIE ft.2 ,E,L,L~) ~. WQ~ 1n the "mines. 
.. 

GEORGE (MS.P .toE,Ycis,) I-,m not sorry 1 saw up aAllUk. 

ELSIE: 

GItORGE: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

Still, I c10n t teee as it's much. ~etter on the 
railwaYG,_ 

0; , "', 

If' you C,anseo n future in it 3ust tell me: 
• < 

It·s Cle~n. for·sstert.·, Not like paints. 

I 4.on't s~e1t'sao olean! I shifted a 
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oartload at ooaldust this morning end 414n t1; 
notice it. anyhow: 

?Jell, you got your o,ter, didn't 10U, mate? 
1'0 my mind, ,70U looked ~ s1tthQrse 1n the mouth. 

I'm not welkins into anything bllndtold end that's 
a tllOtl 

MA~EL (19 iLL.s.> V..y Dave mixee pa~nts all dar. 
401.118' h1m MY good" 

DAVE (aA~oo!ltAA&OS lJmt) All right. 011 rightl 

JOAN: 

EttIS: Love to •. 

JOAN: I Gxpedt1011 want to get eVitiy1 

ELLIS: 

ElSIE: Hets been hav1ns a natter with uo, l~$ Thomson., 
you kn.ow what 1.--

," 

JOAN (9att'ss.,Jaer~o:r.t) Well, let me lead the way. Itm atraid 
., '\ . "I,' 8 1n a bit. 'iJfa messl 

ELSIE: 

DAVE: 

ELSIEl 

GEORGE: 

She leadS ELLIS out. 
ELSIBstsndS there look1t1S 
abaShed and mort1tle4. 

~ell. 1 ilGv,:rI. ahe mattes lOU teel 1bfti, big, 
don't sh~' (m trthAa1i:"U~t.1911··",lihetllQUI!iJ 
You 014 '0 OW • you ..... fOl' two p1ns 14 slve ,"OU 
6 piece of mr mindt 

She 'a better not t~ any of her lip on me, el.se 
tharetll be troub1e~' . 

,She docs lt GQ suddenl'. -'lie St8"S ott niCe. 
theneU of a sudden she turasl 

I tala you before, you've got to wetoh youI' step 
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\'1 th them people I ~She' s not one ot us. you 
know. 

The BRIGADIERoome$ in With 
~ net" trousers on. . TheY' bright-, 

en. 

" 

YOll,CGtt olear up nO\v'l No more mttsl0 ... ~ .. henk 
God: , 

1\tABEL: yOtli't'trousors dty yet. B~lSe41e~' 

TH~\sON ~9l\S~ls6ins) .steaming in the kitohenS· Wher$ ts EUts? 

ELSIE: Who? 

The, foreign ohap. ' 
. : " 

Ob., __ !our w,1tetook bltntn toi!ee the house,_ 
Dr1g6d~erl· , ., l-

I seal f.1eU. we can ole~r 1tP:~ I nell~nll 
en3oYJ;nent out ot these thingS •• ,. (2azi;a. I 

touni) 

ELSIE: 

THOZdSON: 

GEORGE: Ne~er nU.nd,t Brigadier. Have 8 drop of whiskY. 

'l'ROtGON (t!!rn&ns~io~!ftii~:S!f,t/t!~r/\lJiW't: ::iiels e~!~! the 

GEORGE: 

GEORGE: 

mOl:raON; 

ELSIE: 

THOMSON: 

ELSIE: 

GEO~GE: 

, MPJ3ELt 

Thare, 

GEORG! pours him Q stitt 
gloss. 

I 'kGpt your bottle aside. 

Dian't the Captalnsmel1 it? 

He,enUfed 'round a bit but we waVed an onton 
under his nosel . 

t'el,.l. herstS to your haalth. goad ~op~e ... 
(gagpsl.) but I '11 not drink elone:, 

Oh, well. thenl ~aa Ilbex, nJa, IIt •a!!.@ .\lD l£ha:a~ 
glesses) , 

Got, enyth1ngln it, Mabel? 

You betS 

!lbey eU drink, with .. " 
tGood ~eaath%·., 'H$re's 
healtht' 
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Look at those trees---! . (2lter '2"'Q~.Ia,g 
.B!l&t). ,When you die you're like that, 3uet 
the~$am$ .(~~l,eDae) 1be:r;e t ~ no point .3ump. 
ins and shouting an! switohing that blasted 
muslo_on, you·va sot. to come to it in theen4. 

• Ah. woll.. (~_~~s ~1dfli }'l'~hA 
S!!6n at' t!~liOlt9n,tii3ib~ . . attf)r 
take Q 1 th etuffto tbe barn, G$.orse-..... 
it t11 fain to~1;l 

GEORGE: RIght you are., 'Brigadier. 

THOMSON (nee.£lW3. W~.lIft· thEi .E0f!,S.,a't, "$be.GEla~) I suppose 
. . ey go home some time. . ~iie1 only O.ome tor 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

OF~RGEt 

ELSIE: 

DAVE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

GEOME: 

thf) boose. Good night.. ell! ' 

Good night. Brieedtor: 

He s·tal.ks oft. ills,. .gaze 
otter htm. 

I don f·t thlnk. Itve ever sean that men reaily 
smile. He lsUShs. but he don~'t smile. 

Hets got nothing to smilo about. 
, . 

It they were all l1keblm it wou14ntt besc 
bad ••• ·.. . 

They assemble the cartons of 
. tood and the orates • 

. 
It makes me smil ..... :she wouldn tt dream of 
Sl"f..1ng us it penn, for this' work. would she? 

Oh well. \'Ie oet a tew drinkS. 

No. but \va are plecans. aren"t we? ahe's only 
got to s81 a word and we >go all soft inside: 
I 40. at eny rate: I 4 on. tt think 1 could Sive 
her a no it She Belted me to put my hand in bo,U­
ins water. 

It fS the volce. Mabel.. They're brogsht' 'Up to 
it. 10U see, 
Shate not a bad old stiOk. 

EI,.SIE . (tpoMj.!Et) Remember that t.1m she Save met1ve shillings 
tor.wa.shins out nine potrs Of .. sheets? Never 
again, Elsie Gorrinse. I saldl 

They coUapse the table ~ 
The feery lights so out 
behind the trees. 

GEORGE (tg DAVE) PUtY' brace of fox' He must thlilk we're 
mun. st, . . 
... ~ . 
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They say hets fl proper. martinet on the beak 
ote horse.. Ousses and blinds: . 

I reokon that's why they do1t ... to v/ork ott 
their po1s0n$~, 

It' makes ~me l.aUgh.all this captain end br1s841ext 
lark. Anybody'd. tblnk: 1;here wes e. war·on: 

Oh. they love their names' 

I'll 0811 myself lQnoe.corpo~81: 

ELSIE (lAMsh1nS. liS 114,&) , ,", ,It tOOk, ~~m five years in the oook-
ouse 0 get. s, atrlpe,.. . 

MABEL (1e..~!qm) "I heard. youwes ment10ned in despatohes tor 
. your mashed potatoeii. mate'· . 

GEORGE: 

ELSIE: 

ELSIE iookG round to aeeit 
anybody Is .looking, then 
speaks' in a lower voice. 

Who J&!. that young teller? 

UiABEL: I reOkon they-re selling the house: 

ElSIE: Go on' 

GEORGE (tgDAVE •. w&tl\,.o 'm1g) There they -gol 

ELSIE (Ble¥tu,11:t) All risht .J' nosey. you needn't lIsten: 

MABEL: ;She said she'td never let it be sold. not over 
her dead bod,~ That wes a month aso~, 

ELSIE: I reokon h$ put his to,ot down. 

MJ-.BEL: ,1, woUldn't live o~r' there. I con tell you that· 
muoh:, . 

GEORGE (tg .l)AV!T) Last tim& I looked ot the stairs there· was dry 
rot al.l the ,way up. That" ,was. two years 8S0. 
eo God alone knows what itt s like now: ~e 
ttQQ:t'd tall in. it you breathed too hard!: 

ELSIE (t,!2ftlM~E.L) ,She ,says to ,me oneG,shesaye,MrSGorrtns9. 
the best dinner' tor me is e nice pieoe ot fish 
'and siX pennorth of Chlps,.ln ~Q h,ewspra~r: 
1---1 

ELSIE: 

Seen tbe Br1sadle~? 

CAP1rAIN SIMMONS'enters 
,agatn~. 

Yes, he 3ust went· oller to the house. Oaptain. 
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1 hear they're a,aUtns it: Kn~ anything 
about it .,Geo1'so1 

-GEORGE (Sural"S @!@iJ. Not mej 

DAVE shottlders some aortons 
and trudses ott. 

SlMUONS (g,s1!.tns fte~) 
. ,1m" e. 

Tell the Bris I'd 11k~ a word with 

DAVE (RIL) OI(,% 

SIMMONS: Got enothe~ drink? 
. . 

OEOHGE: Well, we 've packed up reellV. Oaptain .. 
. ' 

,sm~IONSi Oome on, you artful old ,bugger. there's sOlne 
whisky under there~I can BOEJ it:, (Befi&Ds. li:f!tQ one ()f tM Ql£ates) Godebo'll'o.sla 

GEORGE (With, a M!l,,~) ,Itt's the Brigadie.rts prit'ate bottle. 

SIMMONS: Wel~! 3ust mJ.lk 8 little ott tor me~. (AI. 
qEOHU~ P9i~A' 8 a&a&s) Now what about it .. -
1s he sel ing·or not? 

GEORGEs 

ELSIE: 

SIWAO!ISt 

ELSIEs 

GEORGE: 

SD4MONS: 

Gl!tORGE: 

·SDA?JlONS: 

SIMMO!~S: 

I told you. I don't Itnow .. 

There's ,somebod1C~ma to loOk at it. 

l~lho? 1'b.e.t foreign ohap? 

I think so. ,,~s,. 

Only e mug t'd, bUy that place. Oaptaln ... 

l~t? I could turn it into 8 palace.: What's 
the matter "1th you people? youtre, like &11 
the other EngliShmennowadBys ..... no bloodyln­
it1at1'fe I. 

All I say 11 you wouldn't set your vo.lu()·. 
, , 

I'd n@lqtthe 1talue: It t S ,8 business ;man's 
dream. that bloody bouse It , Three htmdred yards 
frau one of the biggest highways in England. 
With 8 soreen of poplars in trent: 

It gives me the jitters., I only have, to. set 
toot: inside that door end I come over liquid! 

It t s got ,style---the past-.",: It's, 8 house 
tos1t end dream in. Uhat else 19 thereto 
do? It11 never torset that ~eek~end at Qhev­
enhem. ,Itt;' ht me all I kneVi about life. 
(H,1~, ei~§' 81e~I!SJ. ':hat t a. why thelwQn't let 
me uy it. . ecause I've got no class.. · 
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'me BiIGADIERfs volce 1 
, • Sygtne1!gdy Vl.an;h ·ma'· 
He appears. 

Oh. hUllo, JaOk: Youns Forbes said· I was 
wanted. 

\VhSt ~ S it about? 

&) end thE! CAPTAIN wi til­
draw from the othe:rs Q 
little, •. and 'TH01JZON pY.tB 
his hand on the other s 
shoul4e'r in a patornal yet 
81ngerly war. ' . 

SIM?&Olt<) (:eoln~1gg ot •• tbar hgW!,e,l ll'bat. 

THOA50N (G~tyer G ,S!!AspJ What? 

,SIMMONS: 

THOMSO~t 

You d1d,n't in'*11te me to make a bid, did you? 

~"ellt 1tfs~"""(us'm$&ns), ibis JaUow' needed 
a house .pretty QU1Ck:} you. se~., rlend or mine 
in the C~ty more o'r leas talked me ,into it. 

SIMliOIS , tSU&cel.,'l) Oh.veS? 

'lBOMSON: It he don't meet thGpr10e I'll let you MaR., •• 

ThankS:' · 

An 'awkWard p~use e' 

'l'he helpers· begin tat4ns out 
the 'crates" cartonS etc., 

'rho Blt"IClADIER and the CAP''l'AlN 
wait until they're 81on~.· 

SIMMONS (\Vet" e 1'1x~d 'egn reSS;&6n) Yqu haven't paid yo~ bunt 
. . "= M " 'subscrlpt*toDi:' 

mOl\JS01" (his b@od. dgclse41 Oh. really' 

:SIMMONSt Yes, really, t I cOUld sit and dre&m1.n that .. : 
bouse., 'l'hats one thing I learned about the 
English early"1nl1fe.. The,. dontt help your 
dreamt:: • 

mOMSON: a,omS, ,you're English., aren't ~OU? 

.sIMMONS (@ssress,~e~i) We_ll. ItV8 never been outside exQaj)t 
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to kill Germano!, 

mOMSON (eur&ns.) A go~ 'reabon to trlWel • 

. Sn~~MONS: It t s more 1;han Y:ou d1d: You were 'warming 
Y9ur a~$e in llalta all the war, I believe? 

THOMS01~ (abt.t$l}e4) I ..... 

aIMM()NS (l,09l$:l.MtGtQS,§9flt~ r19,!M!t3 -fs&n) We Gould have our 
unt .mee . ngs ·ovor t ere.. Instead at 1n the 

bll toher t·s I . 

'i'fIOA~SOrl (blq··.amer·r!=ua)I canft see Vlhet
f 
s wrong with a butOher:' 

THOM£ONt' 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

sn1MONS: 

TBOmON: 

She m1Sht have ~ada baby 
• ,i 

VJhat? 

y.C)U never knOVl~·the right atmosphere O'ould prod­
uce f'ert111~'l 

You fooll' .She'S tltffy 1ears ot age: 

It t s 'happened bet ore I. 

. It * S ,QUet. happened: 

~11ence.. Anser broodlns 
like a vOl.canoe,. , 

SIMMONS: The t?l~ thousand. quid comes ~ut of iii poCket. 
tor all your bloody olasa: You·re l1Vlns on 
'. "hen you hunt on Saturdays:' . 

THOMSON (t',lJashe,a p d allcmt j.pg ln~tilx:Pna;, J!1S9ha~;i. wa) 
. started· in the emily bUSiness... . .,m an MAl . 

,s;n.1MONS: 

SIMMONS: 

my war reoord ~·s olear.', . My nome was bandteCl 
tibout tor Lord sherrttcf the Oounty t. Ioomm­
ended a'battalion in lAalta tor nearly two 
jeara ..... I got the C~E ...... :. 

I waementione.d1n clespatohes tWloe. they 
respeoted me In the mess ....... t. : 

They Sbout in a thiok. 
blind. rhythmic way, Q$ 
1f not really speaking 
f,om their own thoughts. 

Shut up~ I'vo .snt on tbirteen boards ana 
God knows bow many tr.lbunala: I Mne at 
white' snow and then .• ' lIma member of Savage's, 
Garltonfs. th.e Trsvcl1or ts:.I was in the "TA 
betore 'the -war and wont in the Bufts as ema3or ... : 
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SIMUONS: I fought 'with _ 'C)?)1\ hendS, tbe tioldlers under 
me lOl1M the ,ground I walked on, it's .just that 
the wife oan'~ 'hOve env kids ... ·,., 

'lBOMSON(tmlnsd~ .,'m~AAA~) i'h13:1.'e's i11ways trouble with 
mx 118 0 asses.. You're not by any meane B 
ntl;turaJa M.F.S! 

SIMMONS (~JlmAAt.1nt§8m) I'm the 'only one with monerl' 

THOMSON: 

mOMSON: 

SIM110NS: 

mO~lisON: 

SIMrlONSt 

THOMSON: 

'l\lee4 OQuld have tilled, the job. or Denham 
crew, ,young. Visoount ~"tlllm8ster"".but·t.heY'Ve 
all naen eaten away by death d.uties---,! 

Like you: •. X suppose:, 

.My wUe, n~t me·:, Mtne:ts a trading tamily and 
I don't, mind Who, 'knowslt: In the war I was' 
oal1e4 toOorps ~atlqua17te~'$ trequently to olear 
uppotnts of G\1pply ..... I 'sat on the ottloer sel­
eotlcm board-~I.-.~' 

.1 buillt up my bUSiness from scrato~.l·veearne4 
DlI' wa1to Where I om now-... ln the mess theyuaed 
to. get up When Ioame 'n1l!it •• Z wasntt substOntil\1G 
maJor but 'that 'Was rn;v'nome---Majol' $l~ons .. -
the GBQ commended for getting'B' EOhelon up . 
two hours attel' oonsol1dat1ngmy Obaps on Q' hilly 
pos1t1on---polnt 2a7~ .. a maohine suo nest---I 
ran up sf;lream1ng: 

Two of .m, boardS' were bankS t MD! I've got· five 
horses1n my stQb~eSj, I buys ·~ewc8r overy yeer,) 
my brother-in-law s tn the Rouseot Oommons. hl~, 
Wife h~S 0 .~ltle. - they f)'tvrl some :raIlways 'in South 
},,£'r108. 

1.1y wife has distant relatl.es who---% 

I inherit's4 en estate 1n Scotland" I l'unche4 
the other day with ~ who!e father' wa~ ,Speaker 
onoe end We talked about oostly olarets tor" ne8r~ 
1y two hours-.. -Lord BliSh (lOme In---he t s one our 
boerd---and ~' found we knew eBch other aa kids: 

In the moss I, U.sed t~ lose my t$mpcttr and mal<:e 
young, subalterns teel a fool---·the Ad3utant always 
CAme to my 'biVV,. tor 8 drink---I made a sten41ng 
order that nobody lower than e.- oaptalnshould talk 
at our table Unless adar(!ss.ed ..... I had two seoret­
aries before the war ..... X 'used to run Q oar· in the 
daye 'when that was someth1na: r:a took o· hol'1daV 
on the Riviera in 1937..-.: 

\"e go e1tOry l,ee;to FranCE»: We know the hotels 
11k$ the' back or our handsl ijte drive through the 
Loire and 'sometimes. the Rhon~.: ,tie so to lthe 
Bahamas, eto.,.. at a olose friends house .... : ,--. 
(~ns.lng out·· sf ,ls@Ba) 1-•• 1 never voted Labour 
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Nor 'd1'd I! (Remember~ng withe shock) Yes, ,r didl 

My fa ther was a frl~'n~ of old LoX-a. Greyts and 
met,·Baldwin tW1Q.e·l .' In the orisis at the Fort 
he lunched w.i tn Edwar~ th~ King"'''-I oan t t ·stand 
~oyal ty myself,' 1 t t t?, the . ~osch in them. I suppose, 
but by., God I'd tight.----,.l· , 

Ever sinoe the ~ar we"ve always gone ,to cannes 
or a little, place c~l1ed Bagu~de Zou Iwhere we '~e 
quite .famil~~r'l The'rest:r1otion on :foreign curr-
~ncy never meant a thing to uS.l 

, 
I ne.ver put 1ii.y hand tn my poe ke t whe n we go 
abroad---there ';s a trust in.£Wi tzerland from 
a ~arm we $old .up-~-the family had interests 
in 'l'a.sman 1e. one el' 

Tber~1s S ileno e. They 
,'stare before them, panting. 
~he reoital is over. . 

THOMS9N (fumbling for his leather o1gsrette base) HaY'e a o1g-
'" arette e' 

SIMMONS (out of breath) ThankS • 

'lHOMSON (ShOWinsh1m the case) JflorenCe.., ,N~oet ~s~ it ,l'(;? 

SIMMONS (smel11Il6 it) .' I love the smell Of leather. 'MY :wite 
. wEiiked in with a leather coat on the other day. 

'!HOMSON: 

,SIMMONS! 

THOMSON: 

Coat? ----- , 

Believe it or not· •. (Helsing moMS oN. to a light) 
MY. bank m.anag~r gave me '£ e shock of.:.my ilta when 
he showed me the bill. 

Th'at's one good, thing ... ·-my wife dbesn' t spe nd much 
on clothes. She t s an untidy b1 tah; as you may' 
have remarked. 

SIMMONS (ooni'1dentlally;) Oh" While I'm,on it---you might. tell 
her'to keep a6heck on her language when,we're 
out-~ 1 It "13 not swearwords I mean---1.t' s the' 
tone. The other women teel shets a bit upstage. 

THO~SON~ (reasoneblX) M; wife has to be understood,. that 's ~ll. 
, ; 

SIMMONS: Oh., I realise that. But I ~hought ltd jus~ tell 
. ! you. 

THOMSON: Oh, yes •. , : 

.SIMMONs (glanOins at ,him doUbtfullY) 
to he higHhanded J 

I'm sUre she dc2sn t t mean 
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THOMSON (Mas. "'gubttu,.llX) Oh. no: 
.SIMMONS (llgld1ns out hiS sand). Well, 1t t s be~na n1~e evenins. 

iJrisadleX'. . ,Heste%'t~ drunk In the oar:. I've 
fixed up apls()e in ths back for lle~--ahe says 
$he loves passing .lout. · 

MorsON (P.huc,lsl;,11161 ·Just like 1 her· family. 

SIMMOtW: 

mOl&SON: 

SIMMONS: 

m01tISONt 

mOMSOl'l: 

SIMMONS: 

. . 

She says nhe t c1 like to Pass out oompletely one 
day.-.to tho valley Qf nQ return: 

That ts . the tro~ble with women. Too Imaginative. 
I always desorlbe 1maglnst1on ~s'overheadS we 
can Ul afford.' 

Did y·ou ever trx. with the wife? 

What? 

Did you try ..... hard? 

In whet way? 
.-

:0or a baby? 

I 

A pau$8. 

SIMMONS (pPfl;fAdep,t&!f!61,).. ,s~· started telling me' I d1dn ·t.~pull 
my we isht properly: . . 

mOMSON (trtshtea6;l Oh. YGsl 

SnJMONS: 

'IHOMSON: 

SIMMONS; 

THOMSON: 

Did you? 

:DldI what? (b.BCk!nS lm) 

Pull yours? 

Good. Go.(1: (Be kWDQ Il9.·,qliugJsJ,~) You ... ~. 

1 

THOMSON (~lmg!t ,to himself) You dirty bugge2.'~ .... 

SIMMONS: But tCf)ll me-~? 

'lBOMSON (wit'! suddenbs~ftn1R1 £fX)She .M.m§.. it! (Ba;W 
hIs ~oe 1:: S Q!!t1ws,> l'Td!1ke to BITS hert 
t(»l~Iiii l~Q·1iS 1 , • 

SIMMONS: In .lite (9u!et2Jl,)-~and my wite asrees~ .. -thO~ 
are two~ basic and ",'hat we call £ilo" kinds of 
r1;dlng~. . 

THOMSON (slenclns.. Iro~nd .ep,tsfJ.tl.!z.) BovI often do 10U ride? 
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Er .... · ... (alr§Q· Sa.€!p1m- iO~d) three times a ?Jeek.-­
over very reus -. ooun r.'~ 

Not a bad GVM-age ~ 

By no means t 

1'hey both roarjIWlth laUgh~ 
tor. . .. 

THOMSON trab,Out.to leS;>.. WaU, g<:lCld bye, old chap: Drop in 
an! va a drink some time. 

SL\1MONS (p'h8ktllR hepge.> I w11il 

'l'HOMSON (jto !!&mee;L', ,Chl1Okl1fQ' f!s he rQtk~f)_ OVG.r ve1'7 rough 
country,!.oBn: (~a_X __ .:Joan: . 

They disappear in oPPosite 
direotions. 
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JOAN: That y~u; Charles? 

I , 

, , 

Inside the ~ house:, a I small 
,hall'r~ther like 'a barn, 
wi th heavy beams. There 
are a roughly oOvered settee 
an4 an ~mcha1r,. With odd 
broken ohairs and tables. 
A 'window gives out on to the 
garden. 

On the left a'po~ch leads 1n~ 
to the garden; on the r1ght 
8 door leads into the d1 n1ng 
room. 

JOAN TH0M30N is sitting on a 
table smok1,ng. Her Lskirt is 
h1to:hed up as 11' only breeches 
make 'her feel really oomfort ... 
able. 

THOMSON (entering) Has he gone'? 

JOAN: 

THOMS'ON: 

,JOAN: 

Yes. He seemed to lIke it .• , 

I. don't like', him. I 've'sot sfeeling he won tt, 
b,e reliable .... ,--the oheque'll bounce or something. 

He pott'ers about in a drawe:J; 
wh1lehe talks. 

What are you looking tor? 

THOMSON (with.8 startled expression) MY QEE, ribbon. I That 
blighter S~ons didn't believe me! 

JOAN: yoU
I

!£! a goof somet1~esJ old boy. 
. .. 

THOMSCN (straightenins up) Sometimes I forget I 'ever had the 
. . CBE ........ tt sUddenly comes, oVer me ••• 

JOAN: It is rather hard to believe. -
THOMSON (bl1nk1gg doubttullr) What? 

JOAN (with.S glint in her. e:Ye~' Never mind. 
'. , 
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THOMSON": 

JOAN: . 

THOMSON: 

JOAN: 

'IHOMSON: 

JOAN.: 
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I had oo~as1on to mention it to old Slmmons~ 
that'~ all.' I say; 'd'o y'ou: know what he saId? 

NO'? 

'Heesid; ~hereare two kinds of bloody good ;"lde 
in life, 8.'nd:! rid,a to hounds tour' times: a We'ek--.. 
no, three! 

A pause. 

Well; he 'said there Bre' two rldes-·..-s;nd I sald 
how many times a week---! (iSUlkily).' Oh; I 
doh·'~·t know ......... som.ething· like that! !. I, o,an never 
br'1ng a joke 'off' witp. you! 

tVhat dtyou think of my garden party? 

Oh. (potterlns again) all ~1gb.t ~ , 

Good. idea my" switohing' the music up every now 
and the~, eh---to keep temp on their teet? 

Was that you? 
, 

Me and old Heste·r. 

THOMSON (OhuOkling) I d.on'~' know, you are the bloody lim1t. 
- you two~ 

JOAN: It was her idea. Did you see the sputnik? 

mOMSON (mumbling. at the drawer again) To hell wit, t.hesputnik. 

lOAN,: 

THOMSON: 

,JOAN:' 

Tpe:r both yawn ~ , 

So what fa Vlro'ng with D\Y young · man? 

SimmOns wants the house. But I'm buggered if' 
Itll let·him have it. 

He'l.l pay wfthln a mon1;h., The 'Whole thing ~ 

mOAGON (t.urn1ns) . 'Who?' 

,JOAN: : My ,young man • 

'!HOMSON:, 

JOAN: ' 

THOMS"ON: 

JOANl 

THOMSON: 

Good Godl Hss he got the money? 

Apparently_ 

-Idle' rich? " 

No; his oompany's buying the place. 

Hiffoompan:y? . I wiShml, 0 ompeny bOUght me houses! 
I 
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JOAN: He· makes .. sputnIk .parts. 

THOMSON: inat? -----
JOAN (laughing) Itm only k1.dd1ngJ 

. ' 

THOMSON: ·~Vha t ···S his ofter'?; 

JOAN: A thousand mOre than you said. : 

THOMSON ( start ins ) What? -" . , 

JOAN' (with oool.triUmph) That t S r1gh~.' 
I .. p 

THOMSON i Oh~! 

A pa~se~ 

In'ather' worde, he~s a mug. 

THOMSON,. ( qUietly) W~l.l t we. were at1:er a mUg t' waren t t we? 
t· 

JOAN: 

THOMSON: 

JOAN: 

THO~ON: 

, sh~ goes to the. window. . . 

Intell~g~nt o·h'QP (gazing out). 

'Jll9.1ast intel1.1gent. ohap you'had a~ a guest 
droife his car into my stables·. And then des~ 
cr1bed ltas an act of Godt 

, .. , , 'We'll s~e what this chap oan do! 

H.~ trea!ed me w~thgreat resp.eot •. I must say 
that.,.Re calle,d me sir. \Gaz1ns at her) 
He didn't seem Won over by your libellous 
at ories _ Have you s·tarted ,onh1tn yet~ . 
. (She hums and ViCkS thr~ad, from her. st1rt) 
I say;, b.ewasn t. :won over by. your st·ories • 

Yes, I' heard lt 

;S1ience~ There is a olap' 
, " ot thunder in' the distance. ' 

She 'walks to the .door abrupt-
ly ':(~eft). ' t 

JOAN (go'1M)' ., I~td better get the gramophone ,in. 

She leaves and the BRIGADIER 
1salone., '. 

THO~ON (gazine; out'of'" the.wlndow) I smel~ rl3.1n. (His hands .. 
1ihRist .deep In hiS pockets, h1SShOUlder.s hunohed) 
fdidnit ,fIght. well. t kno,w 'that.. Some'ot 

, us didn't,. We oouldnft all fight, damn it! . 
OIl;lr one::in sev:en of an army' doeS. .(A pause) 

. Edd'y dfd-... 'eame build as me"",~- ( 1 t beg1nspour1ng, 
wtth rain outside) samesoh601-~ .. he stood, over 
the' trenohes direoting fire it (;.Another Pause) , 
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Bloody tool~' He oniy ·did it :because he ~s: . 
p01;ty.. Bullo,. rain. The trouble 1s t 1---: 
(He. ,stops.look1M round) I don't believe in 
a q.amned thing l " 

Lightning. and an enormous 
clap of thun~er. 

JOAN· dashes in. She has 
thrown a kind of old saok 
over her head. 

Oh.,. .. come on, tor Ohrist's sake ... --there's halt 
th~ furniture out there! It 1sn t.t ours, either'! 

~ 

l·tm'sorry,: 

~ . 
He"/ dashes out after her. 

The rain grows ,heavier; 
there is more thunder and 
lightning. . ' 

We hear JOAN' and the BRIG .... 
~DIER. puff1ng and blOWing . 
as they push'upright chairs 
into the poroh. . 

The ohed.rs grow slowly until 
a p11~ 01' 'them almost blocks 
'bhe doorway entirely. 

Then the ·BRIGADIE~:·emerse"s at 
the ,top of.t~e pile. and olimbs 
baokinto·' t~e rOQJA·.··soakedand 

. out.' of breath. . t!9~ followS, 
ju:m~1ng, down. ,in an 'ag1le way., 

Well! I rather enjoyed that! Just what the 
'l~ver orde~ed~ (lW1plng himself with a hand-
heroh1ef as .hest ts . down) God. knows why he 
'does, x-espeotme •. <Because 'I':m a ,J~; do' yoU!' -
think? L1ke that Amerioan I met in the Cltr.' + 

Shook hands With him---and 1 foUnd he was 1irem.' 
b11ng. Know that? Yes,: .• 

JOAN (h8'ti1ner thrown the sack off)"Tremb11ng'? 

THOMSON: I'm everything they're f'right'ene'd of~ perhaps. 

30AN .( ix;on1oe.l1x) Is th~t pose 1ble? 

TROtS ON: In one ,wor,d, Olass •. ,(Taki'ng 'off his jaoket), 
,I can t~'11 you ~one thing.' I 'pr~1'$r "your bUft~t 
s'uppers to the dfnners you o;ook~ -Those ep,uds 
I go:t last night loOked 'like' p1naush1ons:· . 
(SUddenly),-' By GOd;' Heste~t~Ei ~s. fine piece" 
ian 't she1, I mean---! One shufti at' her 
and I spend a'restle3ss night: 
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All right" ,Qld boy .• don't ge't beyond yourself! 

.. ,.:. , "She ,walks ~oross t"o the 
dining ~oomdoor'and as 
she does so he puts 'out 
a :h~nd to touoh her ,. 

, .' 

!Joan---how do you think they enjoyed 1~? 
, 

JOAN (sufter1ngh~S hand, on her arm ,S llentl:y;) Oh ,all right. I 

THOM3.ON: Let t:s have another drink. 
"her", a; lit tle.) " > . • 

J oan~-~~! (Pul.+ng 
.. , 

JOAN (between clenohed teeth) ,I'll get the iirink! 

THOMSON 

JOAN: 

JOAN: 

. I ~ 

She then strides oft. 

(to, hJ1mselt ,again) 8lie t'salwaY's bEren like that. ' 
, I used to :s1t on the bed. ar;td cry'. I Joan!' ' 

, (Oalling suddenly) I ,s'ay', 'you ha'Ventt 'seen 
myembroldery, -have you'? The . latest job~ 
(Juring !tIl 1'athe;frantig~Uy) I left. it 
on "he ,ChB 1rhere • 

"", 

There is no reply and ,lie 
s'tumbles , in 'something of 
a pan1~towardS the,poroh 
and maneouvres the hill 
of chairs' .again. ours! ng' 
to himself.! 'The room 
is emp~y again., 

" , l" __ ...... 

The rain Qontlnuee'. The~e 
is more lightning.. We 

'hear the BRIGADIER crash 
~hto ~ ,last, ,oh~1r on" the porch: 
',Damn.%'1: '!ben there 1S sil-
ence. ,; , ' 

JOAN reappears with' the 
drinks in her hands.' She 
looks round. 

Only 'the, sound- ot the rain.' 
She" put s the drlnksdown 
end goes to the window,. ' 
She peers out. 

At last we' hear a soraping 
at the" ,pt?roh'8galn. 

j 

We hear' him climbing, ~he' 
ch,a1rs agaiIl,. ,His' head. 
appe'ar,s, ~at the' top. ~en 
he climbs down. 
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It; s~: ruinGrl.: tIt· was in the flowe'r patch. 
ThreE) 'years work~' , t. 

'Here,t's your drink. 

Aren't yoU sorry.'?, .. 

He stands gazing at hat. 
'The rS'ln ;has 'soaked nis 
shirt now. 

.' ' 

·JOAN (impatientll) Of course I.m 1Iorry!~ 

THOMSON: You lett it in t~e mud,_ 

THOMSON: 

JOAN: 

THOMSON: 

JOAN: 

THOMSON: 

JOAN: 

3'0$: 

THOMSON; 

THOMSON: 

I 'left it? '-
Yt?u Qa~ be So oruel.,. That took me three year·s • . 

~he shrugs., r- though \ a 11 ttle 
8shamt?d' • ," \' " 

The .6 olours 'don ~ t' . ,run" do they? 

tt ,fa torn. Nearly· r1pp~d ~o pieces. 

Hester used it as '8 hare. 

I 'thought. ~ol: 

Oh,' If'm sorry:: (Taking .his 'dr'ink tO,hind 
Here--~come to mum! . 

LoOk out! 

She holds the' glas's to 'his' 
lips and he 'takes' a sip. 
r.rhen sha t~kes ~nEl as well, 
trom' the 'same glass _, ' 

~., nods.' ,sadly and' they link 
1,1ttle ,fingers. ··A~ Ii ttle 
tug to ¢oni'·irm it·. 

Some of the drink spillS as 
they tug. 

They Smile 'at eaoh otber. 

.JOAN (as they separate) Ah---I like ~~e s'm~~l of that br~eze~ 

THOMSON: 

(At the.window) Do you kn_()~t he asia he·'d. buy 
the house w~.t. hout the land?' 

Did he'? (Su,ddenly realistm what she ·has S'S1d) 
What? Without thegarde.n ...--.. 
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Yea. .: : 
" ,l 

I know! 

But wha t sort of complete bally ':Ld :tot .. J.§. this 
man?, , 

He t s! intelligent. They're all idiots, nowadays It 
iidrt't you know? And they get paid like fi).m 
stars. Arryway:;, Yle (lan build up ~. real stables 
at las t ~, ' ',. . 

YOU'rEI damned right tve '!;ian%: (With 9!1iel aston'" . 
1shment) What' a blasted mugl ' .Here~-- sud,denly) 
he'.s' not a Yank. 1s he? ", ' " , 

Not 

I don't want this plaoe colonised. ,I adm1te . 
$hem 8 rtd all that', but' we need aoo~nel' to our-
salves!·, .' I • 

. ~ , ',\ I 

H~ ~ s Eng~+sh •. though you wQul,dn ~,t kn~w it. 
, " 

~O~ON (S&zins at her. with a Slight smile') YOU' a~e' a blas'te'd 
oid swindler, you know. · 

JOAN: 
• ,I 

THOMSON: Oh i nor Certa1~ly' not: . , .... 

They sip, their drinker: 

JOAN (ohuOkling) Heste).'· caught he~ he.rejust~y the' SW1 tQhboard 
ton1ght--.. ~ro'l1ght the whol~,J.ot,downi 1'1ghts, 
radio and all!, . ,;; 

'mOMSON (reminded) 'She ,oaught .my embroidery t, too., 

J'OANt 

,THOMSON:, 

·to~: 

THOMSON: 

JO.AN~ 

THOMSON: 

You know wllatthis deal means., (io~'t 'you~' . I 
~an run the garden. 

It mean~ you can come down and lead him hail 
when: 'you 1 ike. 

" , 
That's rightr.· 

Another pause .• 

Old Simmons thinks I want him out ot. t,b~ hun1i~"!"- · 
damned, foolish idea!, 

Why? 

~§ I'tve 'always looked, down :on' him. ~hlct ~ i 
hate'.· loan; ft stand, him . draa sed up in that 
pink 6 oat of" his.. Makes him loo~ like a 

t ' ' puppe '. 
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YOl.'l,~men are ,frightful when you quarrel.' 
Hester and '.1 eou.ld run that hunt better. , . -, ! ' ' 

0, • 'I. 

Like h~ll you o·ould. What .a.bout that time 
she oalled you the fox~'s best friend? 

I dontt 'remember,~' 
,.. " 

I f?Wear you ··d been scrap1?lng ~1t~ 'eaoh other .. 
You both oame back With more mud on' you 'than. 
anybody, 'gets on 'horseback, anyway!' " 

~ , 

She'slb~t.Qh.·t· but So am. I. Tha,1i t s why' we agree • 
. And ,another thing we've got in oommon---(9:1ances 
.at' him) . 

, ' 

What 'a: that? 

W&tre Doth childless. 
, 

THOMSON: (mwnbllns') Oh, put aaook ~n it, for Ohrlst:'s sake~ •• 
, ~ .. .. 

!J.1h.ere iss ilene e between 
them. 

JOAN (almost to herself) I used to try-so hard. I used to· 
, , ~ it and will, a. b'aby .• , . .' ,I '·used . to pray Erven. 

THOMSON,:' 

JOAN (almost 

JOAN: 

But you oan"t'do it like that. 
, 

All'r1ght.'all right. 

in tears) ; I was always p1~ked on in the tam'11y~ ... 
llways laughed at. All I hear4.·wa:s ';service'" 
I always fell short in 'servioe"., . "And it ~!Vas- • 
suoh a hear~y' family! I .had nothing. I· ~oU.ld· .; 
oall'my own~,- ... they alwayssma.shed it up tor' me': 
(Putting.herhandkerohief' -toher'exes) They 
t'ook my soCks..: .... -I had to oome down to br~~kfast 
without 'any ~oeks on, and then get shouted at. 

.. ~ 

Oh.' C~.1st: . 
I \ , . 

loan see it' in people t·~ eyes.. '!he Gorringes', 
tor instance; Dave Forbes. ~ey say,,' She' 
puts her' energieS into the farm beoause---: 

" 

THO~ON (raisins his 110ice) ,You he'Ven'tgot a farm'! 
, 

JOAN (in a steelr -way) I will have'! . That's. where th1smoney 's 
'. going. !J. small stabl$. AndS b.tg herdot 

Guern~~ys:' 

THOMSON (in alarm) Oh~ . no', we'ra not having that agal~ .. ·~not 1i1 
. the 'new houSe!' Oows .calYj.ng in the drawing 

roomOiol!'~~ 

JOAN: That happened. ,once, you ohumpr 
" ." 

THOMSON: •· ... and .. theOlang 'ofthat bloody milk patl at 
tour o"oloCk in the morning ... -! , . 

/ 
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.! . 

Five 1 . .' I. i r 

\ 
. ' ..' I 

It felt 11ke"four·.~ Then yoUDg:,Dave. :trorbes' 
~t ickl~. his grinning. faoe. round' the, ·door .... 
(1mitat1~ hini)" t. o. neo~ .. YOu. ~ '~e~~e.'t~ .. 1S 'down.' 
Brig.: , .,O~· ~r." five miss1n ' again!' t·, O~f no ••• 
And thetrampstllroUgh the mud for the ~ll?$lng 
COW. ,The bloody agr1cultura~ ·~nspe~tors .• st!d 
the milk poa~d"an~ pigs ro<?t1ng in ~he +aw~. 

1 broke even on it, an'yway! 

But not .ag~in:' Not ,in 'tihe ne'w . hous e'! . . ... ' 

All· r~ght-."'no Guerns~ys; no horses.· 

THOMSON : (menac1ngl:y) . You'll ieav.e my money alonC3! 

SOAN: 
\ . 

I shan "t, tou6h your money. 
the ~ight, pr1~a •... 

"': •. " • ! 

~ tl~ ju~.t 'tell him 

."'''' 1!' 

• THEMSON (in Ii QU1etr flrm voioe) , You won, tt tlY;tl him the .r1g~t 
pr c~:. 

JOAN: 
. , 
'1R0M30N: 

JOAN: 

mOMSON: 

JOAN: 

Another pf!\use', during' which 
they' sip '~lieir .drinks. 

• • ". -* - =it. 

. .' . ,', 
Iw1sh' youO'o,uld danCE)". yoti know. 

It'd have started thirty years ago it. I"d wanted 
tp. ' 

our tam1iy, quack ''eol4, me ono.~--~, 
\ ' 

'res, I .know'~ . _~t'loc5sens the f,luid$' ~ 
. ' 

YoU never loosened· mine'. 

THOMSON (his.head lowered) Yes, yes; 
JOAN:. 

THOMSON: 

JOAN: 

THOMSON, ;(w1,th a. 

JOAN: 

THOMSON: 

JOAN:. 

THOMSON~' 

lOAN·: 

, I- still dream' about a house full of' .ch11drEin~ 

Yes. 

Eaater"s the be'st time fO'r me--... when ali-tlle 
children come. I swear I e.en understand them 
better than S'rown .. ups. ~ 

touchot, reverenoe)' '- I, believe yOll .. (jan. 
- ,. 'l'. - • ~, • ~ 1 

I'dellthe~ l1keto be aeh1~d-..... or a horse .• · '-

I s·sy .. ·..:-(16Ok1AA Iup.ather . hesitantly) do you 
think !·tm unat~::raotive . ~o wom~n? ' 

-, 
Well,. you t:re big and hetty but "not where it 
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oounts .' 

Oh'. .,.ByGod, :tt'~ f.1~e· to ,spend a· h~ht ,on' ,'~he 
t11e~ .:Wi th old ·~est.er---:I f',d . be all 'tight wtth' .m, 1'.m ~~~.·.ot'1~·! I W1S,h.~·iCould. rememl>~~ 
what, .simmons said' ,about rid1ng ... ~;..tJ;lree -tine S ,8 
week •• '~' , Do you think he~·-·.,? ,(HestQ'Q~)' . 
I mean" do you think it' sall right betw$,en 
most people? 

Go to hell'!' 

THOMSON ('almost" to himself) 'T.he <;>ld Lady Maude liked', me.' 

JOAN.: 

THOMSON.:: 

B*t she was cU'okoo!'·· She turned up at a meet 
once' wfth a ¢ha.mber,;,pot hanging fr.o,m her saddle • 
. ~ In case 'he wants to do something,! t' she sa~d. . 
(Gazing before he.r) .she was a fine old oreature. 
Maude.: ' 

.she was.' I swear she was' a deal less loony than 
th~ people 'ro~~ her; 

The last of the grand old ladies .. 

THOM,t)ON '(lawn1ns) . qh, .well.;.; ...... l·It waan:tt a 'bad' even1ng~: .. was it? 

JOAN·: The ra~n kindly. held o.tf. 

THOMSON: 

JOAN: 

THOMSON:: 

JOAN: 

THOMSON: . 
30PN: 

THOMSON: 

JOAN: 

THOMSON:, 

JOAN: 

THOMSON: 

JOAN: 

They' are Silent. 
" '; ' .. 

Is his firm sending a surveyor down? 

He is the surveyor'. ....... 
what'1 

Among, other thing'S. 
the continent. 

He bays up property on 
• ':I, ; • 

I thoUght you 'said he had brainS·." 

He .has. 

What" 'buying p:rope'rty? ·Old.,Simmons does .that. 
. ~. 

He says· he'.d pay-tWioe as·muCh on the C,ont1nent. 
" , 

Did he" by God? . " .. , , 

Resays th~ prices here are low. 

Do you l{now" 'when I was in Germany a 'month ago,1 
on that engineer'ing boar.d, tJ:le .. Germans kept us 
wa1 ting an hour. Do yoU think that was de11ber-
att':}? 

Yes. 
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Our position f,sshrunk. that f'S why_, 

I ·v'a: often thoUght! sho-qla have done the 
same- as my brother· Gerald and gon~ to Calcutta. 
~here ,.~ a wondertul ~w1mm1ng' pool" 'they tell 
me, and the old ~lub's 'still there. 

The days of the punkah w,s.11ah are over; old 
boy. ,AnywaYj yoti krtow my politics. I'm a 
liberal. 

THOMSON (Routing) What the devlifs that 'got tO,do with it? .. . 
. ';'fIeoould have lived outJthere like this ·chap .. ...... 

JOAN: 

THOMSON: 

'nIOMSON: 

JOAN: 

THO:MSON: 

JOAN: 

THOMSON: 

.. JOAN: 

THOMSON: 

THOMSON: 

what t s his narn.e'? . 

'Who? 

The ohap who 'f s buying Us astable and a herd. ot 
Guernsey$. 

Oh, Ellis:! 

I m~an"he 11 ves in France·. Wb1 not'? ·1 bet 
he doesnft"have a 'bad time down in Nice and 
MOilteoarlo, in the red-light distriot: He 
doesn 1t seem a.shamed,. Why should we~ 

They abolished the' brothels years ago., 

Did they? 

A pause. 

I'll have to ask the Slmmonses to dinner'. I 
don't want h1moutt1ng up about this house. 
AE3k' your C Quain tw~oe r~moved.--,thehonourable 
one---therets nothing like a title for sotten-
1ng old SLmmons up. 

Eddy J you mean? 

That, t: S right. I can * t(, stand the way~ he walks • 
Looks as if he wants to S,! all thetlme. . 

Well, he does. Hedr1nkS too mucl1.. Anyway, 
he's potty. ..And this house is a bloody dis­
grace. I wouldn't even invite this foreign 
-h f o ape 

You find me a housekeeper';' then. 
", # .. t 

I've round you a dozen of the~--but they won't 
stand your'clothes all otter the flc;>or. and yo~ 
filthy hab1ts---the cow-.dung in the- -kltchen--­
hay from. the horse~box allover' the'beds--... and 
f'1nally ...... flnally- ...... that blasted meohanioal saw 
Olu*ter1ng up the dining, room! (He &8 11~id) 
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I'll keep it there another week. It needs 
more work on. the pistons;_ 

, . 
, , 

t. 

.. . • i ,"j '. 

I ~ve got th~ ohs.1rman and ~1s wit'e ooming to' 
dinner· i5aturda;y. night:!· All that. lovely pan­
e'111~ o~ mine' ru1~ed::' " ·Md thEf inlaid s1de~ 
board' wi th, your' 'grease allover 1 t ........ your nuts, 
bal ts, piston"",rings,' broken silehoers--- :<!!!t 
ahakes .his .hea4 AAmb1y) 

: •• r .-, 'II' ,. , • '. 

JOAN(al sol'atbel' in ;dee~l3h:) ., I told 101i. t the s11elloer"~ 'bust! 
Youse!· you oo~~dn 't .stand ~he noise. 

THOMSON:' . .' I oouldn:tt! No· 1 I tlouldn t t" , . . ~ . 

JOAN (Wi~h a.siab) .All r1·~ht:· '. I'li cl'eer.lt out of'the dining 
. room---yo\1 11 get your dinner party ..... -but I'm 

af~a1d I c~ntt get the silenoer done yet. The~e 
won't be t1m~. . 

mOMSON (hushed,as' it in. pain) That's right. ' No' silencer. 
. (NOdd~ to himself) . 'l'it .. tor-ta1:~. All. the 

JOAN.: 

way t~ugh iite. Dinner party.--no·s11enoer~ 
sell the hous~ ... --~ herd ot Guernseys ••• 

Suddenly he stride's ac ross' 
to her.. overa ome :. wi th rage. 

... andse1zes her savagely. 
He begins kissing and biting 
her, violently', holding he~ 
hair in a great mass in one 
hand. She s tr~ggles and 
then,begins to soream in a 
peculiar muted way. 

Ohar-... ,"! ,Charles! Youswihe: 'Swine!·. 
(SCreaming at the,topof, her voice·' as·she,·· 
manages to tear' herself: awai)' ·:.s~iiie.!:· , 

She stamps out of the room 
like a soldier, into the 
dining room. There is . 
some tearful fumbling with 
maohinery' next door. 
The. Brigadier ~tandt? there 
panting • 

:SUddenly the ~ir 1s f"111ed 
with the deafening 'roar of ' 
an'~'eng1ne, minus its sileno­
er. A mechanical sew. 

The' noise 1f:1 S 1mp;i.y immense.:. 
BRIGADIER· stands there ·'b6wed J . .. . 
like a defeated· 8fi1Ihal t st'ar-
'ing in front 0'1 him. " 

, #~ _." .. 
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be1M oailed. 'ae turns 
t~1~ way and that, torn 
betwe~n, the'engine and the 
voice from 'the, poroh.': 

THOMSON (thinking tb,anpeal,toiJOAN, to~ turn 1t':'~f'f) "'J'oa~'~' 
, Joan!'· ' . ' 

VOICE (ott) 
~ 

,THOMSON: 

; ., 

Are you there, Bits? 
I ...... 

l!!~, , ~amn, ,fOli ! ,( SWi veil.ing) . Joan! ' 'loan!,. 

JOAN (appearing) What the deV1i---,? 
. ," 

mOMSON! (sbou ting) The~e t$~ __ !' 

. He indioates, the,~ poro·h.~and' 
, as ~he does so CAPTAIN S~ 

ONS 1s' seen olimbing 6ve~ 
the b¢rier of '<",hairs ~ He 

, is wet ~d bedragglecl~, 

SIMMONS (shouting at the '·top of his voice) . HAVE.YOu SEEN 
BESmR? ,. 

i' ,Ii. ~. 

JOAN ,disappears, aga.in4f 

'I'H0M30N (sorew1ns up ,his ~~~e) YJhat~ ,,': 

SIMMONS: HAVE YOU • .i.-(the engine c;qts out) SEB't'-.· .... ! 
(He at 0pS. stunned by the silenoe)" I\~hf;;t 
the devil'have you gotth~re? 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

Oh, 1t's---tt fS... A mech~n1oal saw. 

In t,he~ .... ~in1ngro o!J1? 
, , 

Yes ... - ... the-'-.. a'~--'~w1te, ahefs het_- 'trouble 
with .. :it. ' ,.'...1-. 

But what the hel1 1 0an she be outting up in 
the dining room? 

TH0M;30N .( irritably) . She's m.ending it, that's' all! 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

;SIMMONS: 

THO~ON: 

SIMMONS: 

In the dining room? , , 

Oh. shut up; for God:ts sake! 
With her! . 

Ifm sorry_ 

What t S the 1Jnouble, anyWay?, 

Hester's not drunk in the oar. 

A pause,. 

THOMSON (,tarins at him) What? 
. . 

SIMMONS: she hesn t't gone to bed in the oar. 
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THOMSON: 
, . I ' shoUld hope she, ha.sn 't '. Does she usually? ' 

'-, . 

SIMMONS: 1 fiX up abed there~,' For 'when· sheohases hares., 
, . " 

THOMSON' (turn1Bf$' aw~y ,and. ,,~J.) eak:1ng quietly:) lou'redrunk. 

SIMMONS: But' e~'~rybOdl' kn.ows I keep" a .. ~ed . lin, theshootlng 
brake' for when ,she, gets' tight!, " ' '., 

~. . 
THSOMSoN (again furious) I d.on't know' anything about- your dom-

el?t~Q arrangements, man! ' .. ' "';.' . ~ 

SIMMON$ ,( qUietly) Well. shets not· there anyway. 
, r 

, , 

" po ... Another 'pause. 

THOMSON: 'Why ~ho~ld -she be? 

SIMMONS: She ·always is-) .... after she' s be~n chasing hares. 

tTHOMSON looks at him Slpwly.­

mHOMSON (oal11pg out) ~oanl' Restarts missingl 

SIMMONS:. I"va tramped miles • 

JOAN appears. . 

JOAN (showing' signs' of her 'former tenSion) 
hUlio. Master!' 

Oh, 

SIMMONS: 

;rOAN: 

THOMSON: 

lOAN: 

SDMvIONS1: 

JOAN: 

¥venl~,' Mrs' 'Thomsot1~, . 'I~.hope I'tmnot 1nteXT~ 
upt ing your.-.. aaw:1ng ••• 

1,"' .~ 

Oh.' no. not a bitt 

He t s lost Hester. She ien't dru.nk in the car. 

What? ... 

She caught her, ha~f:r ..... ~some' 'sort ot' old embro14e17';'-­
and thert'shed1dn t t make her usal bee11neto;-
the oar! 

'Where can she be, then? 

THOMSON .(a1 tt1IlS down wi,th some Wr plexlty)· . ~don~tt know khy 
: things have to go so topsy-turvy. 1 . 

30AN: fShall I call the police? 

SIMMONS: 9h, tor G'od t S sake no!, She m1s'ht b~---weli~;. 
you knoW~--b:1nge,itaYf 'hare, singsong, that sort 
ot, th'lng. 

,A pattse while the others stare 
at h1~ •. 

QliIMeDB (contlnUi~.to THOMSON) .. 
e yo goes,pliu=E! 

A habit ot fifteen year-s sudd.-
'~.. I 



,tI 

'.' 

- 39 -

THOMSON,:' 'lhat t $' ]just wh~t,':I nie'ari~·~topsy-tUr\Yy.!' ,51 t, , 
down, old Chap. . 

l j' J I , , . 

SIMMONS ~S1ttlM down) ThankS. 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

• • •• ,. I. . .. 

~e ,o~n f',t, l?-8V~ gone far,. 
. , , ~,.'J ~ •• 

For f~f;teen years ·itfe been like olookwork--­
b 1I)ge 't' hare, hay, 's 1ngS'c;>ng • And now there' $ 
thisl -~ " ' 

, . 

, , 
~ •• I 

Silano'e. Thaothersstare 
at him in bafflement agam. 

THOMSON (SQtewinS' U12 hie' tS'pe) .' ~Yhat ts' that? 

I say j.' it's' b ~e~ as---, (lost tor a, moment) - .. ~ 
fixed as the 'stars tor f1~teen years,! 

. ( . 
nrOMSON: 

SIMMONS: Binge,. ha~e. hay~" s.1~gsong •. 
• \ ~ • r , . . 

THOMSON, (g1nsel1y.wi th a glanc'e ,stJOAN) Oh!, 
\ :' 

SIMMONS (!lith e traoebf fnd'SP'st1on) We haven't go't '~h11dren; 
you k~ow: 

'THOMSON (QuietlY) 

SIMMONS: 

THOAGON: 

SIMMONS': 

J'OAN (ChuOkling) 

,SIMMONS: 

JOAN; 

You see,. we ha",El a~ ing song in the oar. on the 
way home ,af't~r the· hare. She hits ,the ,hax, 
and thep we"'~! ~_.-, 

Aft" yes. She dO(lsn't sleep in the oar? 

Good God; no! Singing's ail ps'rt of it. 
Wetve got some ot the dirtiest Ir'1sh' songs 
you've ever heard!' 

Reallr? ' 
• •• I . , 

And :It'"''~'! (He stops. eyeing them both) 
Works us up. For later'.' 

O t' ,h. 

THOMSON (gnffaw,ng) Good Lord! 

'SIMMONS: The rest' 1ss11ence t' as they .say. 

JOAN h,1th, a w1nkat THOMSON) I should hope so' •. 

THOMSON (trilns tosErli 1'1'4 ot ,hi$, n8ushty-nellsbmt sm1ie) Well" 
J what's to 'be done? ,", ' 

SIMMONS: ~Ve'11 have to 'scour the count'ryside, that fS all. 
. . 

'THOMSON '('jumping. up). Right~· What '11 we' do---spr~ad out Dr 
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SIMMONS': 

THOmON:' 

SIMMONS:: 

'lHOMSl)N: 

JOAN: 

THOMSON:, 

THOMSON·: 

SIMMONS : 

THOMSON: 
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l'Efco'S' all "together~ 

Spread out,lI think. 
~, 

. ,'Will . yo~ take .. o ommand? 
• , ' • t· 

No, I 'th1nk ·you"tdbette:r. 
'SJ.l that.· t' '.. ' : ' :' ~. 1 i '. 

H,1gh~r rank and' 
• ... t·" 

Oh. 
• ; ... ', .'- t '; , • ' 

We~l, thank yo~ very 'much. 

I'll ge~ som~ greatoo'stsi

• ,~~y, won"t b,e ,very" 
fine ,It'm afraid. 

As long' SS' they keepl therein of'f.' 

JOAN goes' out 'right ,to' get 
the ooats. :, 

Yoti. take the path down ·to the river,." .1:"11 "go up' 
to the f'Eirm and Joan oan" stayon'the ro'ad, she"s· 
~ot h1gh-~e~leci(' sh6e~ '0. n. '.90. ~un1oat1on: voioe. 
''7!1:0hronise. LOOki138 at h:2,., watcb) 

What? 

Synchronise. 

SIMMONS (lnQk,ng §t hiS watch a1. s o) Oil: 
• • ... Jf' • I . 1 

THOMSON:: ,It~ts, oo~ng, up' t~~ •. 13 .hours~· !re~~, 'nine"; e1ght~ 
seven, S1~, t1~ei" four, ',three, two, one, now. 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

Thank ·you • 

Bea dquart$l's .t' this h,~us~. 

Rig~t. 

. I 

Got anr. ,ammunltlon~ 

Christ., I. don't want tOgbDot ~erl 
. . ( . . 

It's ·Y9ur .. party'. 

JOAN returns with thm e 
rough· tarmcoat·s. She . 
throws on'e -to her husband 
and onato SI1~ONS. 

I 

THOMS9~ (watoh1ns SIMMONS As he strugglfu" .. lnto it) 
, . '" bOY? 

Fit, olQ. 

SIMMONS: I Yes ;', th$nks: 
i. I... . . 

Right, let'd advance. Joan,' yo~ stay up .. 
on the t'oad. ,He b~iins olaIfbe t 1na:· apr' tite ' 
chairs .in the porch Blast. There s a little 
'Olimb f flm iatra1d. iSimmons. 

THOMSON: 
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JOAN·: 

SIMMONS :bn.~ekll) 

30AN: 

THOMS ON : ( ott'" 

JOAN:--
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Shall' t,: go ,ahead, : Master? 

Please.: " 

- " 

JOAN climbs' after ,her 
'husband. 

~ . . . 
; " 

1"116 .......... ' 
~l •. · ;,(A. d-ha1I\ falls in the .Dorap) 

YoU all right.,· J ot3.n'1 

Yes t thanks'. 

CAPTAINS SEMMONS begins 
'olimbing abs~nt-m14dedly. 

SIMMONS (to himself) . After tif'te.en yee.rs--.-.-t.: (crash) 
, Damn! 

THOMSON ( off) 

SIMMONS " (oft) --
mOWON( otf) -

.. 
! 

H~, d1sappe~e;' ~nd 'the stag'a 
is empty. 

Lovely nigh~. 'for' a show iike -thiS: 

Here I aml . 
, " 

Very' well, you know your orders.. . ~Spread out'! 
Repori;baokto headqu~rters by 0;3.00 hour~ 
(O.three hundred hourS) '1 

I -! 

. " 

~:r 
,',-
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3,. 

'. I 

The same: but all 'the furn­
iture and' the curtains have 
be~nX'emoved. Build'ere' 
materis'ls it . One thing remains 
from the previOus seene ,. 
the pl1eof' 'Cha:1.rs 'In· the 
porch',torming a barrioad.e' 
,nearly. as t,all as the door. 
way_ .. 

'GEORSE GORRINGE'andDAVE' 
FORBES 'ar~' st'rlpplngapp.. 
arently endles's layers Of 
wallpaper Qf,t the. walls. 
The floor is already' ankle 
deep 1~ various patterns' 
and colo~s, ~old and' new~ 
GEORGE an~ DAVE are dres'sed 
in overalls ~ 

A lot of 'pe,per' h~r$. matel, (riE) 

Eli? 

SilenCe •. 

GEORGE (turning to look.sthimf1rmly) Either you don't wash 
your ears out, mate. or you daydream. 

DAVE (riB) I daycfream • 

GEORGE:, 

DAVE (r1p) 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

.scats't· {R1l?) 

Eh? 

'·Eh:'? You w~,t to ~et on 1;6 B, mate', 1t t s 
next 1n the alphabet'! (r~p) 

Everybodyts '"soats"; tor you. 

It t S better' than teh' (rip) '. 

(tin) , 

(,ripl' riEl 

DAVE (turninp; to him) Do yo~think he t s right? 

GEORGE: Who? 



DAVE: 

OEO!:GE: 

DAVE:. 

GEORGE:· 

DAVE: 

Ellis •. ' 

What· about? 
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. ), ~ 

;, 

It "s true ,. There,ls. no openings. " Thera "s 
always a copper 'round the corner.,..',--you oan't 
ge·t forwar·d in th1s oountry t!.: ,You always i.eel. 
yoU "re :do1ng virong. ' 'l'hatts the trut'h.' , . 

" 

GEORGE (hal!" to. himself) "You ~nd your bloody ~open1l1gS ('rip),:! 
Here ....... I"ll t'ell 'you something, mate. 'You.: 
nee" ~ woman. 

DAVE (smil1ns) I need more than one. 

GBERGE·: I never talked my bloody' head ott about ope'n-
'Ings wheri I w~s rout age~ 

DAVE (ilarelessr1p) I'd ,~, real work, it' I QoUld get things 
.' , a bit olear, 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

DAVE (r112) 

GEORGE':. 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

,DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

You tak$ s·tteX' your' mu.m (rip). 

Sometimes I think I"ve got t,hat tatal d1sesaf'4 .. 

whSt-... pU"tt1ng lids on paint-tln$? You're 
sQatsl 

A pause. 

·What, a way ~o spend sat'Urday~. 

It was your idea, mate. 
. . 

It was Ellis. He said it was a good open-
ing., 

L:Lsteon, ·lt~·,1.1ves abroad and b.e~·s fdre'igh and heis 
'Very big and he Comes over here with his pookets 
1'ull and all that t$ . very tine; het.s bough~ a ni.ce ) , 
house riddled' with dryrot and woodworm and Ohr1st· ~ 

'knOWs what else ,and he ts paid, three '~iine$ as' . , 
much as . it"t~ worth and he talks' Frenoh tlUid ... --

Fluent. ' 

-.':'.fluent·, and I e,xpeot, 'he.s se~,n the,' Folly 
Bergear and he l s be·en in the r~l1g~t. distr'1,ot 

,like the Brigadier' said. and his clothes. are 
dandy. he oombs his hair nice and he fS ~er1 
()h~J:rin.~ng to mywife,shetg goil1St.o wash out 
his d1rtyalothes for him and make hi~ bedel',. . 
but ,we,t're not' French. mate,. we tl'e .workers" and---I 
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GEORGE ,(sp.sp11y) Well 'mak~ "yourself' a millionaire" 
siok of your lazy-arsed talk.S 

then---I t'm 

DAVE '(turning ewel) .All right:t :, all right •. ~; 
, " 

GEORGE: I we tit 'down· the' mlnes---! 

,DAV,E:: 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

GEORqE: 

I 

Here 'we g,~l ' 
- r 

. '. ' . . ..... ' , . 
I' was a boy of sixteen arid I lfv~d1n darkness 
the, ,best part of tb:e. day. ': ~I sot f?ome strength 
in my arms:. loan ;tell youl I' uS'ed to :,ory myself 
to Sleep s:ome'b1m.es with my du.odenal.~, M:y old 
dad ~~e,d ·to tell me abo~t ,the ·tommy";'shopsf!' . 'They' 
gave you '1'000' instead of' wegeE(;artd ·ff you q.1dn tt 
llke mildewy" 'b~oon they gave you the sack .•. , 
I used to get druIik 'regular On Friday nights and' 
haves woman in the ~a~ly hours of saturday morn~ 
ing. Tliat was b~tore I married' Els1e,~ and _~ t 
went on for' two years, afterwards j. too, beoause I 
don't like to break a habit too preoipitoUS, 
,1 t t S badt'orthe nerves,_ 

'Ellis was b"orn by the Liverpool docks .. 
workS on the barge$~ 

G~t Otit"~"'diP~, he t store isnl Yoticen See ~,t_l 
Liverpool 00 S 1 

DAVE (li1s eyeagleam1nfjl 
I 

Ifll watt tor a win on the pools., 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

GEQRGE: 

You"ll wa'1~ a damn ~ong time" mateS 

It'd like to,' have 1titie :Slih on !!lY baCk al.l day--­
(rt,p). Tasmania-· .... ~1de round thetarm on horsebao,k 
(rl.p,)l ' 

You "ve signed -up wi th thte'e of the dominions as 
animn;t.igrant"~ mate, " and you. still hBve.n·!,t go~el 
There's no more domlnio~s lel't;al'ter this lot. 

DAVE (~~Pi .i'lPa ri¥) ..... Oh~: well. 1 ...... '1 (B':f$iiPB his·'hMd) 
II could se'e an· open,ing ., ,: go but .. ~ J ' 

GEORGE taIE) 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

You get: One bts opening, mate, 'and· that's at, 
the end " ~,~i"c~ big hole and you go down, it 
and, you neve~ oome baok~ Is that what 'you 
want?·.:, , 

Eh? 

We never ought to. ,have started this job.,. It's 
like' damming up the seal(R1~'. He . stands back 
wi th t1.pu~zled air), Bl~'ey,ow .tn(iny more bfooCIy 
!ayers of this s tuft.? I :reckon 1 t stretohes 
back to the middle, ages 1 
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GEORCiE: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE:: ' 

DAvE: 

GEORGE:, 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 
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Ydut;re getting paidfpr it. : .. :' 

t:tm gett,.ng paid ,foI' ~., Then what? 
, ".' ,8 .d?1~3 r:. ~ 

Ellis sald h1soompanY'S)helPUSl 
. . ~-

Is~liat written? 

Eh~ 

What are you t'alk1ng about~, ' 
~ ~ 

It soUnds to lI\,e like a French promis"e, thatfs 
what I mean. , -

DAVE: 

GEORQE (rip) In the 1914 war f, they tell me, the)" g~nera.ls 
used to ,order up a Fr~nch divIsion,. st~~t th~ . 
bloody battle. then, find out they. wE!s~ t't there l' 

DAVE: 
'''6J~ , " ' 

You donttttd be11eveall\ that st\lff. 

GEORG:E (to himself) 'Frenoh t,t 
. . 

DAVE: I like the FrenOh girls, amr:way'. 
GEORGE '(turning to r.aoe hi~ ana U-S1ng .h1S tool' asa pOint-er)'" 

, 'Listen, there's too much pa~iee .. voo and ~om-
p~~nee, and ,m:adei'meselle-troni~,Armentears over' 
there. it yoti. aSk mel 

. , \. 

" 

DAVE ga~e$ at him with 
baftlement but 'say.s nothing. 
A pause'", 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: ' 

DAVE"; 

He says I Should giV'e up my job at the ,pa1n.t 
works. 

Don f t do itl' 

GEORGE: Good,. . . , 

'DAVE (ir'ori1o.'a11y) Bee!!Sue,! don't want to ,do anything ,b,rave •. 
do I1 You wouldn't. would yoU? You'd do 

GBERGE:: 

DAVE; 

this. jobeek..;.ends., then, So back to" 1Jhe . ;r~ilways 
Monday and twiddle your ~luml., thumbs t1~1 
~omebody finds· you another wall to strip! 

That'~s 'right,. 

:So would I. But it's not ~ 'InStinct ~ My 
fnstinc:t"s . to ,give up that bloody paint job. 
It t sal.~eady giVen me a fatal disease. 
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,GEORG;E,: Don't talk', so'ats'!'" 

'DAVE (earnestly> ~ lean '" teel '1t~~-..;,~t ,c;~a~~ls up my lungs, . 
mate-~~1'f."'trQkle$ .1ns~de---it' s on my bronoh1als---
1 t brl,ngs me '. out; in ;pinttpl'~a and ~.seeme' to walk . 

. ,~:ll r6uhd lnSi~e: like specks. of ,sand-.- (alarmed.' . 
his .eyes iOIPins <:,ut'

q 

ofh1s has.d), ,I" .;o~n,',~,eelit ... 
I ()sn '.fee t . now"!i'--I~' s the~-.--q~o~.~-· . ' 
GEORGEt(panio) GEORGE~, for' Ohr1st"ssakel 
They're on.my bronohtals. they.t~eoraw11ng up 
iny throat (trembl.1~· from head to foot as' GEORGE 
tries to ·control" h ,m), they're nibbling at TIr9 ' 
lungs t, theY're ....... ! GEORGE,lGEORGE! (He' 
soreams and begins cry1Bf5. SS' GEORGEs oorotms 
him) - • 

GEORGE (qu1e't11~) Here., mate.: thai; Won t t do. , C'ome on, take 
1 t easy., t eke it aasy. That's 1 tt 

DAVE (,2.rS!;1ng, like .8 Ohild. .on his ~ shoulder) , I~ hurtS., George, 
It's liKe pIns' ~nd neea!es..... . , 

GEORGE: 

GEOmE: 

You. tva ha.d umpteen doct6rse'Xtimine you" mate t 
and there fa no·th1ng wrong. ' It fS yoUr braln~ 

They stand there in s 
at ra nge ernbrsQs .. 
ELLIS en te~s '. 

,Anything ~ong'? 
. l' 

;" .' 
Oh,. !ni1lo. Mr Ellis! No---l't"s (flanOiti . 
down at.DAVE' s'bowed~ head) 'Dave tis. ~a~al ~s-, 
ease

1
• that's all. . : 

ELLIS (Staring ,atDAv:E) Het·s got 'one? 

GEORGE: No, he, thihlts he has. 
,I 

ELLIS: Oh. ,'(TO DAVE) Lift, your head uP •. nave. 
. -. 

DAVE (lifting his heb.dand walk~ baCk to his' wail without 
. 'lookin8 at !Ltf~ 'tim at! risht now.' ,(ltt:e) 

ELLm (to GEORGE) I've' 3'ust b'~en ,up on the ~~ot.'., It s~ee~ 
.' a b it rio ketty_ 

GEORGE.~, 

ELLIS~· 

GEORGE:­

ELLIS: ~ 

GEORGE: 

Oh:, that root's 'all '~lght,. 

'Ih1nlt SO? 

Oh,', yes.~ 

The captain'!$ ooming over,. Wants to talk 
about the n,ouse. Use it for his hunt '. meet .. , 
1ngs. 

Oh;. yeS? 



, , . 

ELLIS: 

- 47 -

A pause. 

You haven tt ,seen his wife this morning, have 
yoU? 

DAVE (~urnins p. l'ip) old Hester? .,-, 

ELLIS: 'Yes. 

DAVE: Not th1sl1lorn1ng. 

GEORGE (With a emil·e) .Don't YoU.tan~Y her, then, Mr Eilis? 

ELLIS·~ 

ELL IS tr~odd1ng) 

DAVE: 

ELLIS: 

I DAVE: 

ELLIS: 

GEORGE·: 

well .... -she ohQsesme. 

Th~Y' both turn slowly and 
stslFe a t him. 

Y~a. At, the garden par.ty_ :She ohased me 
down to the river. 

Did she eatch1l'ou? 

Yes. 

Then what? 

Well ... -l-.... lhes1tating) t 
-

Everything wenv blank, like, eh. Mr ElliS? 

ELLIS: That's rightl 

GEoroE(turn1ngback toh1S work) Oh, yes, we know the captain's 
., .. wile I Eli, DaV~1 " 

.1'11 say I 

ELLIS (Saz1ps round) Bow's the work coming? 

GEORGE; 

ELLIS : 

GEORGE:-

ELLIS : 

GEORGE: 

DAVE (s.hXl:y; ) 

ELLIS: 

. Well, there.s morepapel' than I bargained for. 

Yes; there d~es seem a .lot, do esn t t there'? 

It· I was YOu,I'd fJett~e tor ·th~ next laye~ 
and size it over. It's none of my business, 
m1.nd. 

Would- you like some wine? some real good 
French stuff? 

Well ....... ' 

Sounds very niota (rip) '1. 

I'll get it. 

He goes out via the 
porch, climbing oare-
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.fully ~over the ohairs. 
He .seems to have done 1 t. before.:,: ' ,,' ,'", 

GE9RG~ (~alllns. after him) " SJ::l~, don ftcle~ those 0 hairs away, 
. \, , . , , , ' ,:. , , ,I s~ e i '.' " , 

ELLIs:· (as .. he disappe·ars.) They belong to a hire company'. 

GEORGE (to DAVE) She"ll bore' a' hole throUgh tem. rather than 
O,l~~ t em :6war. , . 

. DAVE: (rip, rip) 
..... , ... -

GEORGE: (rip) 

ELLIS I( off) 

A 'ox-a'sh, a's ELLIS1t. returns. 

saved: (As he ap~ars atthe top at thechiiirs, 
hold1~the bottleaiott) EVer heara: about the 
Ep.gll~anwlio f'eircrown two flights of oellar 
stairs and d'idD.i~ break his bottle of vintage 
port? He got aoonoUss1on but the port was 
all"'rlght. ' 

RQ desoends smoothmy. 

GEORGE (exe1ns the du'stl.'.oottle. itl a s1paerlY; wall Oh, yes? 

ELLIS :(tollowips.h1s: gaze) What's the matter. 'dont'ty'ou trust 
fE1 Rather have a nlceoup of tea? 

. • - • . t •• 

GEORGE LEolitely) all, ~oJ 'no~ 
\ . 

DAVE (s,uietll) 'He, w:ould. :you"kIiOW. 

GEORGE: 

ELLIS:' ,,', 

'GEORGE:: 

ELLIS:: 

Yousee',~ I've got E1 ph11osophy~--

,',Gotacork-so~~ew? ' 

Only; mY penknife'. 

That ·11 do. .'In a year ··trom now. you'll be 
having a banquet 1~t~1s ;,oom---telev1,s1on. 
next door ... ~:the' bl'igadler"s'w1te dropping in 
a~ter a .Spb*X ot;· gardening--- (as he Unco1'kS 
,the bottle) walt to~ the muSio, boys, (pop) 
there f . Now. glas S$S lIn ~he dining room.' 
Here (hand1·ngtl1~ bottle',toGE·ORtE). 

ELLIS goes out right to 
, .... -I' t~toh glasses. GEORGE 

looks at the llottle with 
.fear. 

GEoM-E (alm6st 1nawhispei-')~ Is thiS French, he said? 

DAVE: That t's right. 

GEORGE (w1thawe) It's dustyi 
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It t:s Qld" that t s wll.y. 

Old? Cant:1; they -set fresh stutf out there. thE;1n? 

w~tare ';you talking; 'about'?· '., 
. . , ~ 

GEORGE' (hel=ited1i). . Wallo. he fa 'been t.O the bloody country; hElen·t't 
. , he? 

GEORGE: 

ELLIS.s 

GEORGE.: 

ELLIS: 

ELLIS, returns with three 
glasses e' . . He gives "a glass 
to' eaoh and pours. 

Lovely 'wood=]>8nelJ11ng iIi. there e (AS thez:,w,atoh 
the. wine) Like blood. isn't l·t? v 

Eh? . 

The: w~e. Llke blood.l 

It '9:8 :blihod? 

That· t, s ttl. 

GEORGE (under' his .breath) , ~ Blj.meyl 

DAVE (ra1s1M his !lSS$ with tlWin.ka,t.EI.LIS)': . Well, good 'bye. 
I .' a 1." s~t Iii ~ottO.h Wi tfL my Iawyer t won. ft, yoU? 

EU,IS: Chin~chin!: 

ELLIS and 'DAVE drink, while 
GEORGE watohes them. Then 
he plunges in. 

GEORGE' . (spitting it, out at', once) Ph-th ... -a~a.M.h-h-hl 

ELLIS: What'8 the mat tar? 

GEORGE: (handins h'1$ ~l~SS' back to 111m firmly) He~ • 

ELLIS: What ts wrong? 

GEORGE': 

ELLIS: 

GEORGE: 

ELLIS : 

It ls. bl ooc!l'. 
',~ 

Whe.~? 

It ' is·l~t You Olin taste, itl 'Now blood·s . , ,.... . ~. , . ,"< . - . " '" .. ( 

always turned' me., .r !don"t know whr-.t I had 
some pig'fa blood . when ',X was down on a farm 1n 
the war and ~ came out~n a ra~h.· 

You. did? 

GEORGE: Itfs nl0~t mind ,you, but,,! don't knOW, it 
. ~lwaye,tiurns me l 

DAVE ',(ironically). Whereas me.;, I tva nevel:' minded blood.; see? 
(He. drinkS) 
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. i ' . 

ya$"~ welr. "you was 'never in a' war', w~s1oti?· 
, . 

cac·I. get yciu ~s~methlnS else? Chainpagne?'" 
Tha~ fa pig' s ~11e. . 

(wi'th a . smile ) .. ~ow you·.t·repull~ng ~y .~eg II But; I· 
. " " " .. r ' , 'dQI.1 't know, that"O'1;heretutt ~oesn·'t ag~ee 

with 1j1.e. (Turnips 'back·to his work. r1R', 
r1t» You . s~e .,.Mr Ellis •. ,I ,w~s 4own .. ~~. ~~~. . 
~lnes . not fa):' trom Dur~amt. ,.l, was ~n d~~kn~s~ 
mO,st of i;het1me J I d1dn' t learn thtng~ l~k:~ 
other people did. The ,old man cal.l.ed· me the 
$~~l of'~ 19nor~noe ortQ~ when I stepped. 9ut Qf' 
~he shaf~. Thof3eth~ngs cut 4~ep .. you. 'know-~' 

Ye·~. 

GEORG~(r.1R) Iu~ed t9, get,soused.a~ong .with. :the boys on , 
Friday nights Ii' They .·uS~d to talk. about the, 

ELLIS: 

GEORG~~ 

other ,end. or··the valley •. they liked to think 
1~ w8s'oi'EHir'" with pebbles at the bottom. but 
it ween' t~, The 'slag used to dr~:t't down and, 
make it l'ook like Indian ink. It selined the 
oountl7a~de fQr t~ve miles down the' line, 

, 'believe 1t or not ~ . 

R'ea~ly?, _ 

We was the ~oUghest unionists' there. was ~ 
If' the m1ner~ d1~n'tt . corne out, 'in sYmpa~hy you 
was nOflilb'e'ss a striker-. .And God. help the 

. employers if' they 4id came ou.t 1 . When we; pick;"" 
e~ted •. (.stoA?2:i.!!g won andSWe1l1r boiS shoulders) 
W$'piokette . and ,n()boa:y got pas. us. We stO~d' . 
~har. e .. :. I.1k .. e .. m~. n o.t 1l"oll, (standi, there stlfflX ........ 
"Where 'to; ott to?' .'W02;k?' ....... her~ I.s no 
worla •. ' Y,ell1;ne; at,theto~ othls vOIce" to . 
the aston1BMentof the o thEir two) 'Get baak, 
biaok!eg! a'ei' bacia!' . ·lAdvancips.on DAVE) 
Blaokleg'., "BLACKLE(l t . 

DAVE (Sett1ns soared). All ;-1ght., all righ~l 

GEORGE' .( f~nall:v;) 
, 

BACK~ll ' .. trushins .DAVE. and then turning 
bMk to ELLIS to SO:£ll With hlsnarraUvtH' .. 
I mean, when you've.auaasy: attne .seams--­
dr111~~ .so a:s . the W1;I.ole" (j~ your body- s,nakes· . 
and you start to wonder, it co~l' was eveI" r,eally 
neoeeaai7.;.--atter a. day of' that~ .. :.wel1t look;' 
SUppos~ yoti'11$. got a seata--'-l'ememb~:r t w~trea 
mile and a half underground; don't overlook > 

th~t~ •• ~ (He is abouttodemonstr'ste the' 
,drilling) 

. . 

ELLIS (followins him wlthh1s. eyes) NO. -, 

GEORGE (l1f'Ung Ui ~ ,larse t1sR of thewallpaper'onthe floQr) 
" " . 'owsuppose t. 1s' is . your seam .... --here J t aJ#e 

th1St _ (He ,ort.rars the. paper'. to ~LLISiwhO, 



-.. 

\ . 

ELLIS: 

- 51 -

t·akes . it so that it forms a sort ot burrow 
underwhloh GEORGE roceeCis·.to,r.o his wa) 
I ,s a nar·row, ~~a:mt .a~ --~. nerrupt·.~ng l.mself 
as he bend~rdown) 'ot course",' I'Ve got sariIi 
In my hand! .• that·t:s •. ~e1ght and encumb:r;-anoe to 
-s,tart Wlth~--t.hen ther.e's illy hel.met and I m~ght 
1;le~d an extra lamp .. --bu~ I-m r-it .. t~d' up' with a . 
light in my ·helnle~· Whioh ·should ;·do .... -·-r'1ght, 
·newt '~I'm ju:s~··going, down" into. the -sea~ .. -· 
(s11dlnginto. the' b·urrow·)3ust a blthigher, 
wJiI you·, .M;r EiI1s?t)" .. 

- . r 

'f 

GEORGE·ts head: disappears 
ahd w~ only see his teet~ 

GEORGE (trom.under.the pBJ)2r) :a-b-'b,-b-J;-r-r-r-r-rl 
ELLIS: 

GEORGE': 

ELLIS: 

GEORGE: 

'ELLIS.!: 

GEORGE: 

What.? 

'IJm dr.ill,fng~. 

Ohl 
10'.. ~ , 

S~r-rlB~b.b.,..r~r-r t B~b-r-r I Now I'm 
gett1rig rIght1i1'6o the seam---~oan y,0u heat- ma, 
Mr ~llis?(Hls ',f'eat .nowd1sappear) 

, 
Yes~ 

Right, 'well you Can let ,that paper go. novi', 
because I'm' as you ~:tght say tucked~1ght into· 
th~ :seam t . ;~ts. ds:~~rous work •. ' I ~oU~d,e~sily , 
br~f:1g··. the. w~ole bloodl lot, down on:.ml he'ad". so 
your've got.to .know where .·~o· dr,·~+l-~-tsuddefilYl. 
B .. B~B~R ... R-R .. R J There I. now,. . that. t s n;ta4e a.' 
klna'.ot, pla¥t~~m fcr.r me-:---(the.· ~aP2r move~, 
anda~erentll GEORGE has. begun to l)u:rroW 
Iils. way. eloii$:tE:e fioor),~~" I.c~n .,jusi~.,­
ihere;. hOwl (Raisle his volce like an in.:. 
stru.otOl-). .I·'gel·eao~a very good vantage­
po!ii£---I,f,.e' go't. no way' back unles s J; .. dr.ill 
it 'baok ......... l.'moomplE;l1iely stuok here and I've 
got my; nead 0 ~n,~' ~\1l:lfiel.~-: . '" - . 

cAPTAm SiMMONS "enters -
from. th.e ·d1ri.ing room,' 
UnseE;nl' by the othe~s.' 

. . . He· stares' at· the we.lltO!Oo ' 

. ' . 

paper .. 1nastoniShment, " 
watohing1t t r1seand ~'all • 

_. ~ " . 
GEORGE (sUddenly) .... :a.r.r ... r-r ... ·!.· ~l:" Tliere., . rio. wt ltHs 

.' . ·cleareC1. anotlier space--.I ~'m edg,1ng \the. 
paRer moveS . and heaves *. as ' he . burrownls 
'way further aiong) 'to:rwara.;..-~slowly- .... ~­
slowly---and--· .. ·now~·.le1;· 'f.em h.a~e· ~·t I 
l:lrrrr'i -B ... S":R~R~R .... 1 - B~r~r.r-r-r"'r 1··. -

. ~.r .. r .. r~r~r-r~r~! .BuI?1, rBu;el .BURI: 
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'SnaMONS watOheS.' with. . 
. in~:r.e~asfng f'a,s01nation i" 

GEORGE (suddenly) GAlSl" 'G~Sl . '·I can smell' g~s--~let me 
. . get .b~ok ... ~l,.: BaCk,' " , ',' 

mMMONS '(]~lung1ngf'OI'WBr'd) c"Gas, .~n? 
, "., 

, I 

ELLIS ·and. DAVE 'turn ';ili' 
.. ast'onishnierit.. J (' " ! 

ELLIS: (almost. 9. whisper) , ,:Oh. hu~lo. Captain,. 

GEORGE·.~ head' .sloWly ... 
appear$ 'th!oUgh' the ~aper. 

SIMMONS la.~dress1ps him earnestll)-. XO~,mu.st .. h~,~~, ~ee~ on ttl . 
. , . queer' i*ront:. G.eorge'j oldChflpt I mean, for 

SIMMONS: 

;SIMMONS: 

GEORGE': 

SIMMONS: 

GEORGE: 

$nt'11a, de , t1re .. -.look ... --all,~ight·, stay' there: 
t~s 'GEORGE' "moves) ,Star there l ~8t'is an 
orderl, { 

The CAPTAIN ds.shes across 
the room, to ELLISfS' and ' 
.DAVEts oomblnedastibn.1sh-' 
'!1lEln tl. ~4 'reaches ,:the w~n­
dow With, a,ppare·~tlY ,a, f 

light maohine-gun-under 
his8,rm~ 

It,: ',' .. YQu"r. e ,6·ree:p,~~., .. liP, 0. n P .. 01r,1t 2fl7 w1the.·n~ 
filade t1J!~.~--tas ,GEORGE moves again). STAY 
there t man.! ' Are you' ai'ra1d ors omething'1' 
By" God ,_' th~~iEl bloody soldIers 1 now~day$l, 
(Red in thetaoe,) loUdC)nttORAW~ ,Bnd. FIRE. 
at the $8n.w ,ttnie t man~.and, you 'd'on 'tory," 
GAS because- you' Qan be blejody :sure .Jerry'll 
never Use '~t', YO~·~IRE. man,. on 'a.f1Xed-~· 
line", end ;then wait ,for your order$! An~ 
dont-t answer bao'k 1 , I tm dUg 1nf"or' the nigh. t 
lialt~way up the $:iops', it" s' b-een pour~ng wf·th 
rain-; a.D.Ji ,l)at'ore light'oomes ,up I~m putting in 
an at-te.o~"Op. ,8 ,two-seotion i'r.ont--;-I've got .8. 
section out. on the l~ft' (po1nt1ns .at GEORGE) 
to give n.te abv~ring ·f~l'~., . ana ·the 'rest. of the 
compahy' is lyingln reServe. All right t, 
G~org~ j, .g1v;e usth$f1re---.. ',1: .' ,~rfI!l (-Cl'ollch1ljS 
in the direotion of the. ~ot-eh wh;l.oh .lie has' . 
aifuarentll.,4es1Snateg ,point !~&!), a(i~an()l~~-"'% 

Sileno e. GEORGE, its 
lying ·low. 

Fire, you bast8.l'dl 
l 

·B.-b-r+or,'· '-~- ;t' ,Brl'T t' Brrrt ............................. -: ...... _. .-----.. ---. 
That i,S 'more like it f 

.:0. ~ • .: ,. p. .;. ... 
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Follow ~J:c,h:~pS'l'.(:Si'sna1l1ng 'tohlfL . 
men" who ,are, apparently DAVE,) ':F,oIiow, ~ 
YOl.1.b;Loody'co\yardS! " By GotI,',~he,'soia1ers 
I:'ve peen ,landed, w1~h 'in 'thi's war,~,_ I dontt' 

. ·bla.m~Je~~'l" tort~11)k1ng he:t s going to wi'ni 
(oShr1ek'lng"su:dderilXl , Foll:ow, ,i'oll:~, " 
follow1 . (Atter adeS12iir!l.te,l!l.hOa at ELLIS, __ 
,DAVE, ~f.blloViS -b1l1l helj5!ess]il ~IRE; you b~stardl 

Brrr!l _, '/0. 

SIMMONS (to"Dave) Fnm·t 
, I 

:DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

SIMMONS: 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

SIMMONS: 

GEORGE: 

SIMMONS: 

Brnl Brrrt ----. -
Brrr' ---.. 

. , 

Right (he-fs. nea:i."l~ at the pOl"ch)S NOW, .I~m 
s'enq.ing' til ,runn~_r. ,,'aok'bo eay. tT~ .. ADVANCING:; .. 
l'Tow, come -Oll-!"'~! '(\11th:'s" terr,1flo blood~ 
ourd11ns' yell). , ': A .. h"li-h-fi~hl"" (Hunnine; s,t. 
tIie. 'ho~n W;1t _ firing w1'E1i hIs machine ~un) 
A~a-.-h-h-K. ' 

Brrri ---'. 

A-h-h-li-ht 

'- ' 

SIMMONS makes a Bu4den 
athletiq leap up, the pile 
otoha1r$ an d all we see 
ot' him now 1S trousers 
anclshoet;! ~ " . 

.. ... 

Brrx"l , Brrr'!',Brrl'l ~ -, -'~ 

\ .. 

~1;lenOe .' His !legs are 
niotionless:. ~ :-

sllenoe. agfi1n.' Th~ legs 
are frozen. ,', " , ." . ..,.", . , 

:SIMMom (sJ;1!aidng to somenne otf- in a polit.,e:_v"olc'e) 
:t i'm' sorry. 

Oh" I $f.ly. 

His' legS" grtidu.sllyrs"turn 
1;0 theroo'm,. and he: lowers 
himSelf down backwards. 

Then.J,OAN':,~ head appears' 
" at' the top of the' 'ohairs. 

She is in tiding: kit., 
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GEORGE: Brrr-·t ,- I • 

, , 

JOAN (as she lower's her.selt-.into .'the room) " May I?:d 'Th~~ 
~OU .. Ma~'6er ~ (with, a oharIrdns smile) 1 ' . 

ELLIS: 

'DAVE: , 

JOAN (tbELLIS) 

ELLIS : 

-

• ~ .. ' 1 

They all, 'stand there 
. sheepishly.', .: ~e ,p~per 
.oVer GEO~E'doesn-'t~ 
move, •. 

Hullqf ' . Morning, na"e 1 
, , 

Morning t Mrs Thomson. 

I .hope yoU dontt mind the oha1~s. They 
said they'd 'd6~e'- Brl.~ pi0k,;, thePJ, ~p ,S ,week ~o, . 
but you know what th~se hiring I'Wms are likel 

i . , 

Oh., ~pat is ,al~ :r:1ght'l:.' 

JOAN, (loOk~Il8 at -the. floOr)" What an awtul lot ot" pape'rt 
Dld,sl! "Ghat reallyc,ome ott, the wallS?' 

ELLIS:i 9h.t,. yes. 

JOAN (w1th a . !luiCk:, glanoe a-e ELLIS) . I think: it,·would, haVe' 
been nicer to leave it, 'You know. In a 
house as old as th1.s you have to be' oa~et\il':' 
(Kic:king.amo~' thG;Rieces of wallpaper) 
Good L(¢d;,' .ita ,hever, ,liave"sai4 ,tli~re 'was so 
mUo'h on the, walls ....... there t'sstutt' trom the 
Thirties. (kiik~"~Victorian S,tutf~~-:(k1Ck) 
and look', ~t,' h~s ,_ (~) ,~I . .sweat- i t·1t s-t'Fie 
damask'you,Used to See in the 'e~y 014 
'hou'ses---'J~:"k1Ck~ikl0k) 

GEORGE: (in . pain) A~'a.hhh~, 

,mOAN: 

DAVE: 

JOAN.: 

GEORGE: 

,JOAN: 

DAVE: 

I 

What the dev~lis that? ' 

Xii"s G~orge , .. ~ Thomson. 

,~~oreA? 
, I 

GEORGE 'I'a'1~es- himself" 
, up slowly. hurslfig bis 

caU'; h~s -face Qonta'ted 
. With pa.1n •. 

(Lim?~flS' away) Right on my wa:r~woundt 

~ut,~-~~hat were you· d~ing' on the t.lo,?r'? 

He was resting.,. Ml"s Thomson. 
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Oh.', ~ :'$ay,. 1t'm ;sorry. 

He likes 'h,~s: 'h~'eid '6 overeti *' 
) \,. 

of OoUX'SEfl,·· ' , 

Do you' .mean to "say that w asn'.t' ~~t'ila.d$ ,tire? 

No ,1 

SIMMONS (to,everzone,,, ~VEloset109.l1:Y) . Oh-" "I say ~ Itm sorryS', 
, ." (TODA)' I rather- made you run,I'm atrald., 

DAVE:: ' '011:,; that ~~~ 'all ~l$~i. 

JOAN: . 

GEORGE trip) 

DAVE: 

ELLIS (to . ,GEORGE) 

ELLIS; 

DtAVE : 

D1d .,j:' hurt YOu; George?, (as. he limps baak, 
to hIs' wall) . I'd no idea you we~e ,on the 
froor-~-I' ··mean,: ~here was nO ,~ay of te.111ng'. I 

That's all right., Mrs Thomson. 

Hait'a' minute. 

GEORGE stops working 
grudgingly a~ ELLIS walks 
o';i3r to ~xam1ne,the wall .. 
paper he ha~. ,just, revealed. 

That·'s just. the wallpap~~' I w8l;1t. Letts 
st1''ip it· al;.l down to tha~ ." K;$: you 'down as 
r'ar a,? t ~ t", ,pave fl . r , 

I don't t, tJ;11nkS~·. 

JOAN: It seamS,,~ bit' .br1~t to ~ ~ I. mean·, the 
house has a oe·rta'in:-~hara()ter·t lVir' Ellis'. and 
,ou .o·hall~~ge. it at ~tour _pe~U. 

ELLIS (peevishl2;)' I'm ~ot :ollalleng1ng al'~y~~1ng~, " ~. ~eopl.e' 
'. . must have ,lived here wi th tbA t pattern on $he 

JOAN (abruptly) 

ELLIS: 

wall. . . 

Oh." 'we~l. ~~e.ra~cy 1sn'~.t 1nmy line'! I, 
lmag~ne yoU. cultivate, that on the C:ontinentt. 
(Bus1ne,sa-l,ike) Wh~t 11'e811y. came, to ask . 
is' woula youm1nd awfullY if I left the mech .. 
antc~l saw in, the· Shed? . 

No. not a bit. 

JOAN (with renewed a,harm) How nioe of you t "The;re<t.s'aiwats . 
a ci£ of tfee wanting cut dOWn" dontt _you think? 
And a's I'm looking after :the garden I may ae 
well have the tools 'her'a. 

ELLIS: That "S right; 

JOANl I hope you't:'r~ settling in nioely? 
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ELLIS:: ' Oh,t,' y.e·· s' .t.'. ,. Th'e' r' et .. ··s· . ",u.·' s··t t' he'" NP' I 
r- ~ ,r6u ... ~.-:' was ..... ~I, 

, • 1 

EOAN ,(outtlnSl11m' sh6rt)' ,,' .That·rs~-go(j4 •. ,' V{~ll., . good, mOrni1\;, 
, , " ~11., ,: .. ' l;~ll- s~'Ef mySe~t ·outl.. Jq()i!iSto .the 

GEORGE t,tQ' DAVE) 

lOAN' (to. ELLI.S) 
""' 

ELLIS: 

SIMMONS: 

JoAN (ot f) --

doorriRht.) LSor:-y about the' leg,:' Geox-ge,: . 
but Itd~no idea you liked resting on t~e 
fl()orl~ , 

She leaves'. 

V~at doyoti ,want to say ~hat 'to.r? I 

JOAN ret~ns at onoe. 

oli. by the ~ay. my husband a'sked.' m.e to teli . 
you. in ea,se yqu ha~e any quer1es .. -not to . 
bother him., ,but get in ~ouo ~ wi th his lawyer 4t 

Morn,ing t. l~s ThomSon'!: 

'Morn1ng, M~~~er i .\ 

ELLIS fto GEORGE) That·8 n1oe,. ian it 1 't? 

GEOIGE f It .'s ~$ort been klck~ng,~ sor~ ,tor t.oo 
long---l, (TUrns .b'aek to his work .. in abltter . 
. ,w81-4 

... ri;RJ , 

SIMMONS (toELLI,s) Is that" :t.he 'jU1~e ot the French grape I see? 

ELLI~:, 

SIMMQNS: 

res,' h~~e same.. '" 

Very 'c~ Vil ot yo\1., 

ELLI;S po~$. him 8 glass, which 
the . CAPTAIN drinks at once, 
to the bat ~ am. 

SIMMONS (SIna
j
Ok1ng his .l,ips) _ 'By God;.- that's good~ 

blood t broodl . ' 
It t's like 

(fODAVE) 

Yes ,:Qeorge, I reallY' thought that was: en- . 
tilade ,f,ire!, By' God, that f'S ~ an attaok .~shan tt 
forget in a hqrry-.... ·point 2871. Th~y lla~ e. 
trenoh cut along the. br ow ot the hill' 'and. 
eVery 'time w¢ mo:ve,d a hEiir ~they tired. . They 
gsv-e me fin. ,M.C. tor' .it, by' GO'dS . We had', t'em 
in the' bag .inside half-en-hour,' thirty Jerries. 
shout ing· Kamarad.! .' It fa .t,he same- prino'1ple 
in thehuntlng t.leld i you "'Va go tto lay down' 
a covering 'l~ne C?f fire and swiJ).g on ~ axis, 
When I d1,dn, t't swing on art axis I was always 
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blo'odY'vell. l'ost~-~I ,tised ,to t"1nd' 'lia:lt' 'the'· ': 
bloo41 ,plat90n ;wandering' oiler' the ,c;ount~1-

. s1de~-~yo~tve I·g~t. tc? S-W1'~: ,on. ;someth:l'ngI' , " } 
(The~ others nod 1n'bemtise~silence) '.' Don't. 
lTou agree? 

. I Yes.:: t • 

You· s~e", partly it·'s becauSe '! 'haven.'ft· got 
a oh11d. . I.st'art~d :up this busiI1~s~~.~~Ifve, 
got absolutely no blasted fhtel-e·st· '1tl this ' 
ga~e at all .. " r .. ,eS l11-,· ... -l'.m .. OJ;lly' 'in' it .. f.·:ar .. ·, .. ·.thEl 
sold., T~t' s Why.~ ailed th1s9onferen~e~. 
($Uddenl~a to ELLIS Listen, .w.b.y the hell 
d1a you ~uythls.: house'? Itts fal1~ng' to 
pieo.'a.s. 

,. ~. 

Youtre like me! I had a week-end at Che'v"'!' 
enham once f . ~hat ts Lady Maude t a pltHl~ 'dowri iri. 
Shropshire,. the, old Brjg got me ~hv1t'ed, down. 
,The plQ'Oe is' tal11ng' 'top1eces t'; he ·wanted 'me 
to ,Clough 'UP. 'a. o'ouple bfthousand' quid. ~hioh 
!did a:~f abu11-d!1ng loan, he Blwaus pUllS a 
t~ tle ou~t of' the drawe~ when he wantsto"l8:y 
his hands on so:m~ cash" het,s a J~ ,too. so 
watch your step it he tria's it on you, hef:if 
one ot the re'speotable tw:l"~ters. ·s·itd 'he,!'ll' 
<30me out· of 1 t, with· a t 1 tle hlmselt one ()t', 

t.hese . days';: if he twlsts. hard en1n1gh. t 
wouldn ~t have got lJl3i" M.C;. it Illadnt·t 'droJ)ped 
. the c.o e' a no·ttle ot· wh1'skyand told. the me;as 
about "point 287 un1;il I was blue in the tE:C e • 
(s:tQP1116. 'in a' ten:lexed w~ •. b11nk1ns> 
~n:V 1~ .you bUy h,'S house? .' 

I didn t,~. 

what? 

The,' :all loo~' at him. 

My firm d1d~X .s.urvey~d: it tor them'., 

And thentheyhousht. it? 

yes • 
.. ' 

A real tir~-:..-~der aboard Of! d.irector~? 

Yes. 

Good God! .Pre: they all ·ora~y?: 

No. I ·gave the.Dl:'s false "report. 

A long sila'n~a. 

GEOffiE (turn1n,g away) Well,: my ears are sealed, I dontt want 
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t.mhear anything'" I tm' no't saying' anything', 
(ri~') 'and I ha~'en t t se,en anytP.1~." I, use~ 
to e in the'l"ese:rve oonstabulary and they can 
look' up old records' and ,as~ you to 'oome ,in as 
a wi tne S'S . and you take the 'oa th YO\ll'self i and 
t~e best thing is (rip) for Mr' Ell~sto ~t,6p ,~ 
tal,k;1ng ., ' , " ' 

SIMMONS (gaz1ns at ELLIS wi thadm1rat1on) You and me 'can ,do 
buslnes,s toge,therl '. You're in the' money, Ge'orgel 

GEORGE (shaking his head v1~~rouslY) Oh" n~. no t 
" 

DAVE (angiily) 

GEORGE: 

ELLIS : 

SIMMONS: 

ELLIS·: 

GEORGE: 

ELLIS,', 

~ 

f'iha.t d.o you mean, oh; .no" no?, 
. opening 1 ' ,,'. 

It's ~. big 

Itll keep on ifhe ):'igh.t side ?~ the law,: thanks 1 

I'm theoompanyf s lawyer, t'oa. 

What? -
Yes. 

Qh., ~ell; .. enough, saidl 

I W'as: in the school athlet1os~ too. 
three langu~ges. 

I speak 

GEORGE (sheepishly) Oh. well;.,: eno~h said t ' 

ELLIS: 

DAVE: 

, ~ 

I~tart:ed oft as a ,59o-a~'ye~ man, and ~rose 
1.1ke a me~eor.~ 'ltm a marvellous chap .really, 
though you' :oan 'tsee it., . I-.... -b;roke my heart 
in Franoa.. I put, 'on a lot of weight. I used 
to be Bsspare as. a g~l', in my running days. 
BU.t worry always turns to fat wi th me. But 
I dontt think 'you'd call ine fat? 

Oh't nol 
I • 

ELLIS (to DiAVE) My mum and dad are both Liverpool DookS people, 
born and. bred. (To the CAPTAm) I'm he ving 
them dOWn any'week-end. TheY're'all,I have in 
this country<l!"--I wish'I had mo~e--.iIooI pleaded 
wi th her., tour years ago. I went down on my" 
knee~ ~1ke a ,man from two hundred year,s' ago; 
1. cried re'al tears on her dress,' I said, "Don't 
go away. let me have you, I'll ,keep you all 
my life'.' we.'ll have lots of Children,' don't 
see this man again (kneeling qin, front of DAVE 
and. olutching his legs), don't fet film kiss 
you, don't stand under the window at night 
to do 1t., I can see you, you t remy wife (we. 
ware married, yqu.see). I said, please dontt 
make me see you like that., it's When he puts 
his arm round your h~ek and then ton open your--­
( sh:rie ki PSJ I f11 ,kill, him, (f'ran t 10 ally:> kill 
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~1m, kill h~mJ, But (gu ietl!' asa in, loo}t1ns 
up at t'l1'e CAPTAIN) I never a1:. .. I) OQu!c1' never 
have .Harmed: that niaIi.~ And do' you know -why?' ,',' 

, , , , t • : .' 

No? 
, . . 

Beoause he 'lO,:!E£d my wi~e. I' ~houghtt y~u 
mu.st' be .. n:'iQe to do that .' •• 

, I 

:: .. ' 

SIMMONS '(his heed bowed respe,cttu'lly)· 
aII ha~e o~ story. 

Y1es t' II:lY. des'r ~hap. 
, I I 

ELLIS ;;~ses' soberly. 

DAVE (in, a hesitant wall, I can never take the plunge.. I' oan 
.' Have' a lark all right , and pull theiI" legs f' I and 

a, bit of Slap and all that. but it' s w~en they 
get fresh. !l,go hot and cold allover and feel 

GEORGE: 

SIMMONS.: 

ELLIS: 

like a, jell~ishl ' 

Thera's 3ust one thing, captain-~-I shoul~ like' 
~h1s gentleman t ~ oredent1als (ind1oat ins ELLIS) , 
if h~' IS go ingto emplJ)~ us. ' 

credentials? , 

01: ~ ourse t 1 .... --1' 

GEORGE (interrupting him)" , ,I I don't want him to speaki . (His head 
turned away,fram ELLIS) He's been out of this' 

ELLIS : 

oountry· by hIs own contess,ion four years or more" 
and I"m not ~now1ng ~m. 1tm not' hearing or· seeing 
him until ,ft's .. lald down on 'paper who he is • . 
But that's t:tl,e wrong way rotindl ,~n employer 

, looks in~o his worker's oredentialS" not the other 
wet roundt . 

• I 

GEORGE (shoutipg) ORDER I,' Ring that bell~ Dave! 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

SIMMONS: 

GEORGE: . 

DAVE (returnine; 

Eh? 

Ring the or~er-bellt (Impat ientlt snatchl~ the bottle. 1'r.om. Ell-IS'S fiends endangin! h~ 
tool against It) oreIer f'?r', the chairman, , 

:t ,oan vouoh for him" Geo~!e.. : (With a wink at 
DAV~) -We ,were in the' army together. ' -

Wer.e you really? (Baffle d') Oh , weill 
, , 

to his work bitterly) Some,times, when I See . 
what open~ngs . some people have got, end I~tand 
in. that p~aoe from eight in the morning till' 
five at. night ,breathing pa1nt-,fumes' .... '-,! bh, 
well (rip)!, Ms lucky day '11, oomet Tl;le law of 

'averages is on my side (rl;e).' 

ELLIS (to SIMMONS) There's a point about the roof~ I was up 
there this morn1flg and something sh1tted~ It:· 
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, , . '. ., t " 

dldn't teel .to'o sate).' 
• ,~ ,.. I.' • • 

t, • . • .: • • ...... ~, ~. ~ o!'. J • I 

9h,: that' roof"s'safe 'enough! YoU know, I" . 
alWays oompare it to the ribs of a fourteenth-
oentury .s~1p. . . 

YQ~ oer~~~n~y ::g~t ~won(fe_rful'~1ew ·f':t;~m 'up there. 
I, think it ,was those tre'es' outside that made me 
t~ke this pla~e. '. ~t' s like ,flO,sting in. leaves 

. up there t They t're the mos·t roarvellous t'rees I'va 
seen ln my: l'it'e'. ., <I Oould see her face :in ·them~, 
I thought:. that t S where I beiong. She seemed 
to be in the trees. So I came in and asked if' 
the house was, up ~or sale» and it was.. 'Ext,ra-
ordinary, i,sn't 1~? ! 

SIMMONS (goins .to thew.indow and lookips out) : Yes. you t re a . 
luCky blighter. ~iris! r've been after' this 
house tor. ~wenty 'years or more.' , . Perhaps you're 
right·., 1t~s those tree~. I't!'s ... · ...... (He stoJ)s'; 
barklns of. hounds outside) Hq.llo. lsn It ~ hat: 
·Hester.~, 

ELLI,s (jwn;e1ng) Hester" 

SIMMON;S (without turning ;ttound) ; . That , s right. :My wife. 
• • .; ~ C' / 

ELLIS: 

DAVE: 

.I think I'll have. another look at th~ .. 1'001'1 
Like to give Die a hand 'with the I ladder j, Dav e'? 

. He _ das,has oft r'ight •. 

Right 'ol 

DAVE tollows ~:lm.· 

GEORGE (oalline; after him)': Mind how you go up 'the;-s. ,Dave 1 
(TUl'nln~ ,baCk to the- CAPTAnr t whQ 1sstill 
absorbS "at the wIndow) He ' s not:' usea to 
scaffolding ,that is aPnother thing-.... l 

SIMMO~: 

GEORGE·: 

SIMMONS: .. 

GEORG~:' . 

She 'a running!~ 

EhM '. . 
.,' -t-, 

Towards' the house. She·s after a hare--.• 
she', s ... ,':'- S (The barki~ outside becomes, more' 
excited). Go Ii. ord grIt Head ifffi oirl . 
That's.itl, send Brave round the trees .... Then 
Fortune.. That·s it 1 Back! Hark back.! 
(Jumpi;ng up anddo~wn with ecitemen~) . Hark 

,away·l· Hark torwardt , forward, Back. damn you. 
hark back,: hark. baok. pat and Braveand Fcr.tune, 
hark baok! B--... t (He sto~s' SUddenl~) '. I . 
say. she '6 ,beag11ng him up t e---t. (4he bark ... lHtfl'OWS e'Ven more exc1ted) oShel's oha~:rrtg 
E . ... up the ladder i . 

Ellis? 
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, · They ar~ '1nterruptedby' the 
most tremendousorash from 
above. ~ It :begins. :-in 'S slow 
rumble and 'rises t'o a· oresoendo 
that shakes. the whole house. 
And 1 t goes ~r~m one c~~oading 
crash to the ne~t;' like ·tons 
of ooals being tipped down a stairoase,. . , 

SIMMONS and' GEORGE clutch 
whate~er ·they' can get hold 
of, and finally they clutch 
eaoh··other. . The~r bodies 
are tensed against the crash 
,lJ.hat promises to b~ing the ' 
oeilit}g down on their heads • 
. , 
At last 1t~ stopS. They look 
up -slowly." . 'A cloud of dust 
rlrifts peaoefully in from the 
porch; over the piled Qhairs. 

GEORGE (ooming to. his senaesf1rst) Dave!' Dave! Are you 
ail right,?' (Frantio ally) .He "s like a ,son 
to me,. he's ... · .• · .. I· ·IiKvmf ,I, • 

DAVE ('OFft ;fa1ntly) HUllo? 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE·: 

DAVE: 

Are you all right? 

I".m in' .t·~e daylight 1 

Eh? 
.! 

I can see -the sk;. . Half the ~leed 'n ro~t '.s 
fallen.~nr -1 

~ • £. I '. • . \' 

GEORGE (turnlns t'o SIMMONS' in astonishment) The ro~ i 
. , l.t-. 

SIMMONS: 

GEORGE: 

DAVE (off) -
GEORGE: 

DAVE ('off) -
GEORGE: 

DAVE (off) -

It was ElliS ••• 
-.. 

But Sn~00T:S has sat 'down 
. d1sa onsolate'ly and' is ' 
staring before him •. 

The :rodtt.soollapsedi 

George 1 

Ye.s? 

Mr' Ellis ~ontt oome down. . 
Is he all right? 

He seems all right.- He t s hiding. 

Hiding? 
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That's right! 

Well, leave him up there, th~nl 
housel 

Right 'oS 

It f'S his 

SIMMONS (quietly) I never exp$oted that; George'. It's always 
. been, well, a Same .. ·~-you know; not a man. 

GEORGE: 

SIMMONS; 

GEORGE: 

What do you mean? 

It's tunny how you oan fErel your life drain .. 
right out of you and know it wontt come back. 

silenoe. · 

I hope he f S insured..,' (Gingerly soinS to the 
window) I reokon we t 11 need Clanger--money 
after this. Bl1m.ey J It· looks like the 
desert out side. Have you seen 1 t? There's 
dust ev erywh49re • It makes 1 t look nice in a 
way. , (Turning toS1mmons confidentially)' 
Like the quietreeiing you get after a battle. 
Know what I mean? 

SIMMONS (a~ 1f anSWer1!h1m.) Yet she isn't the battling s,?rt. 
We .ma e up a search-party. you know, the Brig 
end his m1ssus and me, and we were out two 
hours before w~ traOked the41l down by the river. 
Th~n he joined us for a cup' of tea. . 

GEORGE (lower1nsh1s voioe) I'll tell you something, capta1n,. 
I shouldn't get too deep w1th the foreigners it 

, I was you. My wife says he's always on the 
phone talking a foreign'l'ingo. Fancy silk 
pyjamas.. A bath every lllorning. 4Uld squ1~ts 
soent allover hisself. ~nd he keep~ oalling , 
out a ton.'gn name. -'Frosty' or saneth1118. 

DAVE appears, dusty. 

DAVE: '." '''-,He st 111 won· t () ome down. 
... 4 -.--

GEORGE (svsterioUslY) ,Just you. keep your nose out of it and 
you'll be ell right. 

DAVE: out of what? 

G~ORGE (srimly) Never mind out of what. Just keep it out. 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

;SIMMONS: 

DAVE: 

Your wit~ts gone up the ladde;r, captain. 

NoW, then·j 

What? 

It seemed a bit dangerous. 
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Shets~ .... .;..she;!~, never minded danger. (Ii!.. 
~ets UR) I think Itll go.. (~lalk1~ out 
~llndlYtV1a the Roroh) , I'm goIng omel 

. (Be~lnn ~ to oft slIentlias he sorambles 
over thej)hairs I won' be a witnesst 
Hester~.; At Hester... . 

. But· suddenly he. stops •. 
&..: 10 

We hear him whisper in an, 
aston1shed ,oiQe, ~Ellls1f 

He then retreats back into 
the room. and we see .ELLIS t·s 
head Coming over the Ohairs.' 
He also~1s oovered with 
dust • 

ELLIS (to the CAPTAIN) 
.. , 

SS$Shl·· I go1; away • . 
SIMMONS (standing back). You what? ' 

, . 
ELLIS: I got away~. JI! _~s.Qa.ped' 

SIMMONS: :rrom-~ .. from the hunt? 

ELLIS: Yes! 

SIMMONS: But I Underst bod---! . Ellis I 

ELLIS (out ot breath, brushing h1ms~~~o:tf,) Yes? 

SIMMONS: :Do you mean to ~say~,.,!,,".? .{ Ellis' 
open)" ·you ....... -Qame away? 

(His mouth -
.. 

ELLIS (saz1ns at him) The roof oollspSedl 
. ~ ~ 

SIMMONS (m111taty) ~ the roofl sne went up the ledder· 
after YO!l,. :didntt ~he, -man? 

ELLIS: 

SIMMQNS: 

ELLIS : 

Yes I 

;She. Q~ased. you on the n·ight ot the party J 

didn·t she' 

; . 

;SIMMONS (yel11M. his head. lowered) Did she? ....-.-. 

ELLIS: : ye~. 

SIMMQNS (quietly) Thank you. (His head still lowered). 
And then wha t happened? 

ELLIS: Er.':"l 

4 • I 

GEOFGEr MrEl11s told me everything went blank, Captain. 

The "CAPTAIN nods slowly. 
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ELLIS: . I'm' sorry., r It-i!oi--wasrtf,t ~eally my fault. 
,.. , 

'SIMMON? (s_uddenlYl : ''I,~ :ShoUld',~ave, bean, damn youl' 

ELLI.S: Eh1 . , , .. '.,. 
<4 .1' + 

You played hound-and ... hares down there--Oii.by the 
river? . '\ ' , " " I' :. 

SIMMONS: 

ELLIS (With a panic-stricken glanoe at GEORGE) , Er;... .. ~yE3S 1 ' 

SIMMONS (quietly) Hare, hay. singsong? 

ELLIS: What? 
\ 

SIMMONS: Hare; hay, s1ngaon§? I~1sh . songs? 

ELLIS: She did sing $ome Irish songs ,. yes. 
I 

\ . ..... ~ '. 

SIMMONS (with qui'et pat'1enOe) That ·'s why I ask you---hare, 
. ,;ti.ay ........ ~? " 

ELLIS: Hey? : •. 

SIMMONS: Did you 'hit the hay?, 

ELLIS: Er .. ·~- !(W1th. another tan10-s.tr1oken glanoe. 
stGEORGE t' Who nQds) eel . , 

, . i . • . 

t '. 

SIMMONS (in hushed relief) Thank youS The'n}{ you, Ellis*" 
" ',~' .... ' .. '. ,(Going ''£0 him and srasping his hands) Do 

youth ink sne' II have 8' bally? , 
:, ! 

ELLIS (tryins t'o ba'ok "away;) '"capta1ni!i".~sJ:ie fa over forty:"tlve, 
. I beile'Ve~.-! \ 

I 

SIMMONS '~:m:1'l~li. with a Smile; shaking his head) No., no. no" 
no. ~Irty .. t!ve. ' 

.~ ! It. • 

ELLIS: She-~~. 
, . 

SIMMONS (SUddenlx) And, sh~ fa got the finest bottom in the 
C)ounlff 

ELLIS: . 

~SIMMONS 

ELLIS: 

(over joyed)' You know 1 That 's ~hy I ask. is the;-e 
. a, ~.a~~ .. , Wh~~. ar,e ID1, ~~peote tions? 

But, capta1n---l (He glances at GEORGE. 
who mimes 'yes t ). Yes. She _ is. . ,t u<?ntt 

, , know, I~'~ i:, ~ :(..A.s. SIMMONS appears. !o boil ul! 
again) yes. Yes. ',I·'m pretty sure. 

-
SIMMONS (laUShing) .. ,I~m 8 tatherl (Danoes round) A t a theJ.- 'S 

GEORGE: 

SIMMONS: 

Congratula~1ons, Captainl(w1th ,;8 .wink ~at ELLIS)' 

Thank you, George J thank you, 
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DAVE: 

He ·goes an:d ehakes· hands 
wi th GEORGE. 

SIMMONS ( ..... sm_i .... l .... ! ... · ................ ~ ........ ~~~ .......... ~~~ ___ ,... ........... ~-..,..........,.~~ ....... 

He marches ELLIS' out'via 
thedlning room, and ELLIS 
throws a last helpless 
glanoe at GEORGE and DAVE. 

I ., • 

. ~ i , 

SlMMONS (calling out to them as he d1sap¥iB.rS) See you lat~:r, 
bOYStiot~~plastex:ed" I hope. . 

DAVE: ' 

GEORGE: 

. ~:!!.and GEORGE'gaz~ after 

can. you make those 'people out? 

Bo, I,can,t,t, •... B~:t. loan tell you this muoh~-­
hone of f em's happy % 

, '. 

r 
~" \ . 

..... .... .... ~ 

(' , 
.1 
'( 
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The . same: but the walis . 
are now uniform, arid there' 
are curtains and ,sollie furn­
iture. The' hill of' chairs 
in the poroh is still there. 

ELSIE 1s sweeping while . 
MABEL· looks on. 

It· s tunny •. I don tt like told things. If' my 
Dave's got'an old lighter Ialweys throw it 
away. 

A pa.use, during whiCh ELSIE 
Oontinues sweeping. 

~ 

Your Dave'~ put the firs't, lot down for a oar, 
then~ 

That's right. He'll be driving"me out on 
Suriday ettel'-noons;· I 'don't think! 

EISIE(w1th a smile) He'll be driving out a girlfriend, more 
lIkely! 

GEoroE (ott) - Elsie!· 

ELS IE (s oins to ,the, Poroh) Ye s"/ 

GEORGE (.2!!) Got a cup o· te~. mate? 

ELSIE: 

GEORGE, (off) -
1"11 jUst finish. thiS sweepin t 1 

Make I it snappy, gall 
J 

ELSIE (wa.lking back into .the room) ;r reQkon he ·,d swim in 
tea if he had' · the alieneel ' 

MABE'L 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: . 

They t re' all the same • 

S~111J i;b.at root-s damned h~rd work" ian't 1 t? 
There fa neW jOists and everything. 1 aere--­
(lowering her voice and slanoi!!B '. round) do yoU 
know how muoh lie ' s put t lng dow n r o:r that root? 

Who? 

Old Eli1e. 

• 
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No? 

The best part 'at three,hOusand. 

Go oni' I ~eckon h~ needs' h~~' ?rain tee·teci. 
,. 

ELSIE (With another glBhoe at the door) He donf·t j . you know! 
He t S oleverer than you and me ... • ... hls oompany's 
paying for' the ldt·l 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

MABEL~ 

GO onl 

Hets gone into this decorating lark ~1tb. the 
captain, and now he 's paying h1mselttbree ' 
thousand qu1d. Not bad., is it? 

• • • I' 

My Dave says he's only-on the outside ot it, 
though. 

Eh? 
, 

They're not· telling him the real prioe. 

Whot,s not·? 

Your George and the captain. 

Thatts right. It·s only costing two thousand 
really. And they're splitting the other thous-
and between themselVes. ' 

ELSIE (shooked t 'I!ut tingher hand up to, her mouth) Oh; dear! 

MABEl.: That·, s right. They're going ~1fty-f1fty-.; 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

MABEL';: 

,\ 

Well. I never didl 

FiVe 'hundred tor the captain •. and five hundred 
tor yo~· Gebrge_~d my . .nave. Theyfre going 
t1fty~t1fty, too. ,(4\ paus$) Why, d1dnt~ 
they :teU -you, then? . , 

You bet they d1dn t tl 

My Dave say s . 1 t • ~sh:1gh. finance .. ' Itt s always 
, , 'like- that.· ... , ',. 

It sounds like a swindle to me 1. 

Oh, no, I don't.'th1nk so..i-

ELSIE ( ) 
~--.. ~--~~--~--.~~~~----. ~~~ wel~J' Least 

GEORGE (ott) - ElsieS 

ELSIE', (going to the pOl'Oh .rapidlY) Yes? 
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GEORGE (otf) What. eb out that tea? 

ELSIE. (ansri1l) Just ~o~ walt for your bloody. 1;e.a~. 

GEORG~ (off) ~ll .. right.,_ ~ll, right" ke'ep yo~ shirt oni 

ELSIE (~alk1ng back lUhto:theroom)., " ;r'11 give him teal 

MABEL: 

ELSIE' (with 

MABEL: 

ELSIE.; 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: , 

MABEL: 

) 

Is yoUr Ellis up yet? 

8heoont1nues sweepiIg, with 
quick motaments. 

another glanoe), He's go~ng round· the plaoe, wdth ' 
the brlgad1er!t They~~e. been, sniffing round 
'all morn ing • Hera--- I saw him st 10 king his 
penkn·~fe in the' wooq--- showing the dry rot,. 
you see. 

Go ont 

I reckon lie f '$ getting"wise, don't you/l~ '(In 
a cautious h!i.lt"WhiS~er) . He.$ taking har""'io 
court. He tord me . his morning. 

Go on! 

He 's not suc~ a. bad teller, is he, really" 

I WOtildn tt m1.nd a ohase of ,him' myself» would 
you? .. 

]"!LSIE( smiling conspiratoriallY) It' s ~ a 'soream, ian it 1 t? 
J 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

ELSIE: 

MJ\BEL: 
. , 

ELSIE: 

W.BEL: . 

EL'SIE: 

I 'reCkon itt's 'drink keeps . .!l!!:. youngt' ' 
I ~,.. 1 ' ~ • , ~ 1 .. :- •• ~ • ~ _ ' 

TUrned fifty and expecting twlnB--.I don tt 
know; 

~', DSV'e 'says he's 'the b~st hare she ',$, ever 
had. '{She: lo,oksuno:omtortable)'Idon't 
like the way m.yl)ave,'£aik1s:sometinle~~ . 

:Did y6u hear him carrying on the other night? 
1 • 

Who? 
'. t 

Old Ei11~.' 'He 'calls out a foreign name. 
Someth~ng "'liket,f'rosty ~ • 'Frosty. Frosty I ' 
(They, :laush) And ,ne leav,e$ all. thw windows' 
open, you knOW,. It turns your blood oold, 
it !doe~. honestly.,a,t n~ht. 

There's one thing, I will s~y , he's brought 
Us o~t of 6ur'seilveef, ~hasnf t· he? You. never 
used to oatch me putting lipstick on.' I 
reckon 1t t s all that wine he gives us l 

I, have ,to drink it on the sly. My husband 
',doesn't like'it. He says it tastes of blood. 
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Men seam So ·bigotted •. don 't they? 

That, t s;1gbti: 

MABEL (loYler1ns hervo:Lc'e): ,Did you ~ee that ',bite 'on .th~ ; at de 
of MrS Thomson's face? 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

No I: 

I said, 'RUllo, Mrs 'Thomson, been having a sorap 
with 03e of your Guernseys~~-you know, haVing a 
joke. ' like 1 And do' you know what she saY~1 

No? 
, 

,she says~, The' Brlgad ier bit me l' 

No'!. _. 
They both laugh, ELSIE 
leaning on her broom. 

, , 

I reckon h~ get,s hungry" 40n t t Y"ou? 
, ,. 

That's right t 
I, 

A pause.~ 
, 

He spat blood the other night. 

ELSIE (With a qUick, slanOe)" Who d.id? .- . 

MABEL,: ' 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE (t1rmlz) 

EL.SIE: 

MABEL (s1ttlpg 

ELSIE: 

My Day'e. 

Go ,on with youl (she goeS. on swesiljl6) 
That 'was his I tooth. ! MyGeorgetol· me~ 

still, it was blood. I thought ltd go and 
t,a11 the doc to~, anyhow!, 

. .' 
Here. you 3t1~, le~'Ve, him alone'. I. :reokbn he'S 
seen anoUghdootora 1 . 

I don't l'1ke him working up, oft that root, ei·thsr. 
He"snev6f been 6' one tor heights. 

He t11 b~ all right .. 
, \,. 

down in e tiredw.SY.) .I don't know,~somet~s I 
thi~ I'.~,~ii; too. I can ne~er plUCk up 6 our­
age ~o go to the dootormyself! 

~ told you before, if you''Ve got Q pain, €pto 
the hospital. NeVer' mind about· :nave", he'~s all 
right l' 

MABEL sits'staring before 
he~!t 
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ELSIE, (S,S, she sweep~), Worry.·sJrour ~rouble., 

THOMSON: 

ELL liS:: 

THOMSON: 

ELSIE :. 

MABEL; 

A murmur of Voioes in the 
dining ·room tl . -

BRIGAD.IER' THOMSON· enters 
, : foilowe,d by ELLIS. 

splendid, pane\111ng, don't· you th1nt? 

It fS' npt 'so spl~nd1d up 'on., the roof.', 

~he;,e is no panelling up on the 'roof. Good 
morning,' M;rs Gorringe 1· 

" , 
Morn ing. Br1gad1 er'l 

Morning, Brig! 
'. , 

ELLIS (as THOMSON 'sits down comfortabl*> I just -want to know 
, wh~t you're going to 0 about it,,: th~tts all. 

THOMSON (atter a pattse) Invite you down. to Ohevenham. 

ELLIS: 

THOM'roN: 

ELLIS: 

'lHOMSON: ' 

THOMSON: 

ELLIS: \ " 

THOMSON: 

ELLIS: 

mOMSON: 

ELLIS: 

, 

MY coUSin Lady Maude's place.. She marr1ed 
a Chester (With a wink at ELSIE,). 

What ere you talk1n.gabout?' "< 

,,She"d love 1;0 have:' you. Ni(Je morning, Mrs 
.. Forbes?' ' , 

That t s right ~ Brig 1 
. .' . 

You .. know it put a -0001 three thOllsand,qu'1d on 
the ~uy1ng prioe. dontt. yoU? 

Listen,. Monsie.ur-.-" 

And t.or God~s s;lke' stop call1ng me MonsieurS 

I'm sorry., 

A pause. 

I mean, your wife sw1ndelled me into' buying 
it-~-t 

You s,winc;telle¢l 'youselt'. You -'oooked a report, 
didn rt yoU? Simmons 'told m:~1,; 

Well (hel~leSSlll" I liked, the tl'ees. " , ; My' 
mother en .. rather are' ooming down"'~~'I~-.(!!! 
trails of'f) . 

THOMSON (re'spectfully) Fair enough. 

ELLIS: They oould be oomfortable her~. watch television 
, J 
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all, day. ' •• I •• , 

ELSIE,: That·s right, Ml,t' Ellis l 

ELLIS (also a1 tt1; down) You see., It'll get the) sack if the, 
'now I put a 'wrong :report in.' , 

THOMSON: 

EILISt 

THOMSON: 

ELLIS: 

\ 

THOW~ON: 

ELLIS: 

, 
'!HOMSON: 

ELL1S: 

moMS ON (after 

ELLIS: 

THOMSON: 

ELLIS: 

THOMSON: 

ELL,IS: 

THOM·SON: 

ELLIS: 

THOMSON: 

Oh, c'ome .' come! 

Whs-t'--,do ,you.mean,. 'oome. Oome"? '.SUppose one 
of your employees put three thousand quicl on 
your~~11 unneoessar.11y, whet woul'd yoti do? 

:saok himl 

Exactly., You sa'e, I told them it, was a sound 
hOusa,. trO'm :cellEtt to chimney. Then ~he roof 
c8'V'e$ ,int 

I, know, 1:nitwhat, I mean is. didn't she eVer go 
up and have a look~ 

No. 

Why not? t • 

e.nother~ause) she doesn't 'like heights.. That's 
why she was in the su.bmarines (aith ,another wink 
at- ELSIE) t. , . 

I t11 nev'ert1nd another job J that t,s' a ee;-tl' 
Not' rou.nd her,e. anyWay-. Everybody seemscrazyJ 

Wha;'-- ... -you. pay three times the prope:r 'value ot 
a house; and then say' we,tre c:ra~? Eh, Mrs 
Gor'r,inge? 

You took t~e moneY' all right I, 

,That ta not' c,razY'1; 

JNell, you tllhave to get her to fork up three 
thousand, ftid, that t S all." 

She ha$nt-t got1t'. It went on'the ,Guernseys. 
~da.· C o\lple of 6 he. rgers ,for me. short in the 
arae and t'he1:rt 'kneesknoQklng together (W1t,h an' 
enormbus ,gutfaw,,'andth'1st1me swinK at . mEL) 1 
She' tola me they' cost tive' ,hunarea quIa: apleoe, 
and I know she got 'em' at the knaoker's'yard 
tor t1~ty' each!_ That.~ the s(jrt()f -wife she is! 

:r give uP'! 

In tact. she only let me out this morning.to 
sot'ten you up, as she put it. tlnv1te him down 
to Chevenham', f?he said. tWElve a title tinder 
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'his 'nose! '. 

ELLIS (half to himself) It ~s <funny, I must have bee'n born 
under trees .~.'~.< 

THOMSON (to ELSIE) She likes to ke ep me away f'rom people. ' 
She tells 'tem I dontt want to Dedisttlrbed, ,~ 
that sort of'; thing. ,All perfeo t 'rqt, of ' 

ELLIS: 

mOMSON: 

ELL.IS: . 

THOMSON: 

(l'ourse. I love be1~ disturbed. .: (To 
ELLIS) What were, you saying 'abbu t treeS? 

I said ! oIily boUght this house for the trees. 

Don't. tell ~her tp.at. 

Who? 

My:~wlr~ II • ',;She ·'11 hsvetetn down in a second. 
I on+Y ge\t roast, lleeJ" 9n SUndays by say.inS I' 
want lamb,., :See' what· I mean? . !-' get coffee 
after dinner '1:>Y howling for tea. I made a 
b1g mistake, 'with t~o~e horses,. thoUgh-:--:I ... : 
should havs asked tor a cbuple of brewers' 
drays and she"d have got ine thoroughbredsl 
(Gut,tawing . with. sreat.'enjo~nt) I fm in good 
torm thIs mOJ."nlng,s)i, Mrs Gorr1nge? It fa 
thorugh' being le.t out for the first t1mes1nCe 
thell-war. ,(Aga1ntoELLIS) I had an awtul 
time when she ran a i'arm. were you eVer"marr-
ied? 

ELLts (uncomfortably) 

THOMSON: 

, , 

ELLISt 

I thought you were. Chaps have' pimples 'when 
they don't marry. I tv~ often noticed it.' , , 
Yes" Vie ha4 ,rats in ~h~ barn in those day'<s~-­
everything! Itll nev'er forget. the, clank ot 
that, bloody m~lk •. pa11, W,h1oh is supposed tq be 
a nice rural sound. r""'-Itm not really' a 
stro'ng ~n." ~111s • ' 

What? · 
... 

THOMSON'(Rutting out hi's han"d) 
do?' 

Fe,l my handshake it· ' . HOW do you 

ELLIS (shakins hands) How'do you. do? 

THOMSON: 

ELSIE:­

THOMSON: 

It.$ weak., isn'tt it? No gr'1p to it. It,t,s. 
a matter· of ,generation. '.My old 'da~d had a g~lp 
of iron. Theyoall ine a rock' of 3ustioeround 
here. That rigl;1.t, Mrs GorriMe?' . 

. .' \ . . ' 

Thattsr1gh~·t . Brigadier;l' 

The reaso~ is, I can al waysse e the c the~' .0 hap's 
motive. '. All law is motive. I learned to . 
stiok to what people think' ot -uou"people 
called 'me' a rook of j~stice so l became·one. 
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Take thSt'" ,simmon~ 'o'hap., ,He's all right. 
But you co;u1dnt,t depend on. him, for the truth. 

Really? 

I'Ve _ been s~'udY1ng my w:ife for yeal's. "she' s' 
arock .o~ ,pri-de,',i' ~ Can t t gi 11e ~~r t YE)~ seer. 
,Ever seen a ma~ ontlle edge' of a pre~lp1(t(3? 
It he' to ok e step he,' d fall.. That t S . her. 

-YoU'S'(H3 (leaninstorward to wh1!eer ,someth1pg 
to ELLIS) she never .... 

Oh., yes? 

A paus~ during whioh the 
BRIGADIER looks round guard­
edly. 

THOMSON (to ELSIE). She ian':t in· the garden, 1s slie? , ~ 

ELSIE: I haven't $eert your e~fe thIs morning" :s1rgadiert 
I • \ ~.-

THOMSON (esa 1ntoELLIS) You. see, she doe~n't11ke me 'ljlt1ng 
, he~t ~ 

MAE EL ,( ·to her selt,) 

ELLIS: 

'!HOMSON: 

ELSIE (flushed) 

THO:MSON (baffled) 

ELLIS,! 

THOMSON: 

ELLIS:. 

.< I 

That's another silly thing you did" olde hap~-.~ 
go1ng1n ~~'~!l, 91d Simmons'., He's oharged your 
¢ompany three thousand for the root, but he's 
te.k1ng~ ... -! . 

No, he isn ttl. 'ltm sure my George wouldn:'t 'be 
e. pareel to that k1hii of th1ng~ ~r1gad1er~ My 
old dad wouldn't have! 1!ked1t, tor one thingl 

Oh, I s~e,. (Hoe.is 's"11ent): 

~pposed to trust·you 'and not the c.ap~a1h.is 
tliat it? At least., he he.stl'tt sold me a .~ in! 

It wean t t his to' s'ell. 

Well-.-..(otttof petie'nee) lOan tell YOu" one th1~, 
I'm not havIng my mother and father messed about 
like this-.. -! ·.11-,--1 

THOMSON (earnestla) ·'Look.: why dontt youbr1ng them doVtll to. 
hevei1l1am, too? 

ELLIS.': 

. .. ~ 

I~ll. bring them, .down to Chevenhem. all ,right. 
and stick a. 'lump of dlriam1te under the ratters 
and bloVi the ,whol,e lot up,IAdy Maude an4 ,.a).l-,~ .. 
th.e~ ,.w:e -11 see how, she 11k~~s 11vlng wi thO\l~Jfa 
roof~~1 . I---l ' 

The sound ot, amechanfcai 
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saw in :the garde~. 
THOMSqN 'make~ a letlp, in 
the air, 'at onee agile .• ! 

THOm'ON(h1s eyes POfPi, out ot his head) ,,'It's her, by 
G,od.' ,As he' makes a dash for tho. poroh). 
Good bye f 'ail ,. nice to liav~ known yoq:S 
She tIl flay me alive it she catch'as me here'l 

He 'makes' Baleen leap -to' 
the top of the pile 'of' 'Chairs 

.. '~an~ promptly disappears , 

The others are left 'st ar1ng 
after him. The meohanioal 
saw oeBseS.' 

ELLIS (b1tterll) T~ere t s. that bloody 1nstrume~t again., She 
" woke me, up ~1 th it at half past six this morn-

ELSIE: 

,ing---Go~ knows 'where she finds all thedeaa. 
treesl 

You'Ve only got to get to knpW her a bit, Mr 
,Ellis. ' 

ELLIS { so preooQupied that he ,hardly hears her), Is that 'aU? 
· ", 1--..,1 teel like, a prisoner, in m.y own, house. 

JOAN: 

ELSIE: 

JOAN: ' 

It 1smy OW~ house. I keep on hav1ng to remind 
myseif". J:tve.bough~ it, I've paid good mone', 
for ~t, threetlmes the valUe'i I 1"e11 , ~n,love 
with those, trees outs1de~ a~d then~'w!th thes~ 
old 'rooms,', that wood panelling next ~,60r--~'~, 
(EXhausted) He'S a nice ohap treally, 'the 
oIa Bra.gt, 1'sntt he? He did all- that wood.t . 

you know, yo~ wo~dn ft, (jato h her ....... 

Morning, alll 

JOAN appear~ in the door,.. 
way of t'he dining room. \ 

, ELLIS m~kes a Jump out 
, ·'of his seat. 

Morning ~ :MrS Thomson!' 

My husb'and, been here (sniffing)? I 'can always' 
smell him. ,(Pleasant!y:) Smells like a horse t 

EDAlIIS : tioed morning (very, Waak .vo l()e) • 

JOAN (to MABELltak 16! no notice "of him) You look seedy.- Mrs 
Fo,res·. 

MABEL (guShins at once) It's my patn, ~s l;\r1gad1er,. right dom 
inside, I I'm-too so'ared to 'go to a dootor'! 

, . 
JOAN l oapably), Don t't --you know "that wom.en shouldn ,;t Butfer pains 

right down insi,de? 
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ELSIE : That's ,w~at,' I .always tell her', Mrs Thom.~dnl,. 
, " 

JOAN: ' 
• : ~, I • .. • -. i j. 1 .' . I 

I had the same myself'once •. 'And' I had the'" 
;farm to runs' a, herd of J~rseys ": acol:tpl~ of" 
haC,k.~ to groom~ : (~ttin~ down) vvell" Mr 
Ellis,,- how. do ;va. a+I ~tr1 e, you?·· ,. 

J • 

ELLIS: Batty. 

JOAN (with a S11ghtl~ defensive ohuckle) ,Really? I think 
the,. ' s ra t.1ier a, oompliment ~ Everybody t s so 
sar'iou$ nowadays 1 Mind if I smoke? 

ELLIS: !~ot at all • 

JOAN (lighting a Oi~arette) I"va always found- 'the French sym-
pat st.ic. So orde~ly-~--I suppose that· s 'because 

ELLIS: 

JOAN:' 

ELLIS: 

,~OAN: 

ELLIS: 

JOAN: 

ELLI9: 

JOAN : 

ELLIS~ 

Itm ~ lnassy' mysel~l' " \ , 

The 'rOot was Qerta1nly messy_ 
by a 'thread~. iIi tae t. 

It was hanging 

You 'aren f,·t one of the Shropshire Ellises·.. are 
'yoU?' , 

No. Your husband asked me, ti;tat. 

You· look like Nigei, that's why 0:' One' of the 
t1nes~·· farmers in the l~nd. C,omplete·~y. in .... 
ef:f'101ent,, of course'. Produces a marvelloUS 
crop, t'irst:"class liv.estook, but not 'the right 
amou~t par. :a4.ua. re aore. whioh I !lelieve -'1~ what 
counts 'h.owadays. He doesn f t· 'believe 'in maoh-
ines, you see. ' 

. Oh. 

t do, though. {PUffing'tho!lShtfull¥l ,1. 
belte,va '~mac hines.' . 

I realised that. 

Do you know, Mr Ellis (the tOlle' 'seems to be 
getting d8t1e:rowt); ,Itfilnk you be.iong more 
on the Con·' nent than ~ere? 

You're dead right I .,do·.· And I'm go~ng back 
as soon as I've had you in a oourtor law.! 

A sturineCl:s11en~e. 

, JOAN (a· glint ot defenSive amusement in her eyes) 
won't· get you very far. . 

It 

ELLI,Si' 

JOAN ' {Shflken) 

It,ta worth .. trying t f'or three thousand Q\11dswor'bh 
of damages.' 

, , 

How's the pain~' Mrs ForbeS, 
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MABEL: Oh, it seems better now! 

JOAN (to ELLIS) Well, there's nothing more to be said, then, 
is there? It youtre bent on being nasty; 
th~t"s that.' 

A oontrite silence trom 
all part1e$. 

ELLIS ( looking down) I've never been to law before. 
thought I would. 

I never 

Anothers11enC)e. 

EDSIE: Don't lett's part enem1es---eh, Mrs Thomson? 

JOAN (reasonabll) You ~'ee. Mr Ellis, lean 't ,reallY; help it it 
'the root tallsin., It's been there for oover 

tour hundred years find. was ~ound to happen some 

ELSIE: 

JOAN: 

ELLIS: 

JOAN: 

ELLIS: 

JOAN: 

ELLIS: 

JOAN; 

ELLIS: 

JOAN: 

time. i 

And that was with two world wars, wasn't 1 t, 
Mrs Thomson? 

That t S :right .• ,~ 

But you don't seem to realise my position, 
Mrs Thomson. I liked those trees outside 
so lIlUClt .. ~-(He sto1B)· They'll sliok me when 
I put 1n that ti11,. 

Couldn't yOti tell them it was an aot of God? 

It would have to be a p~eety feroe 1o~s one, 
woUldft't it? 

Not ~t all. 

But how the devil does a root suddenly cave 
in l1ke a pack' of cards, even it God 'wills 1t? 
He t s got to have some earthly agenoy. 

The wind. 

There wasn't a wind. Theyoan cheOk Up on 
that. 

A tree could have fallen on it. 

ELLIS { after a ,pause durip which he oonsiders' this) Yes t , that t s 
not a 'be idea. 'But tneytll wan$ to see the 
tree. 

JOAN: 

ELSIE: 

Oh, we oan down 8 tree all right. 
first-class. American' job. 

'My maoh ine t S 

As long as they don't send a surveyor down" Mrs 
Irhomson. He oould tell. ' ....' 
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JOAN: ',Mr .Ellis· is" the·:suryeyo~'. 

ELSIE: ObI" 

JOAN (to ELLIS) It .just means Cooking 'two reports instead of 
one, it seemS to me. 

ELLIS: Yes, I suppose it doesl Well t ·I oan try. 
Tht;lre 's just. one other thing. 

JOAN (pleasantll) Yes? 

ELLIS: I wonder if yoU'd mind uSing your saw a bit 
later in the morning? 

. . 
JOAN (danger ega in) I beg your. pardon? 

ELLIS: 'The ·saw.. It make's hell of a noise _ It 
doesn't seem.' to' have a silencer on it. 

JOAN: 

ELLIS: 

JOAN: 

ELLIS: 

JOAN.: 

ELLIS: 

JOAN.: 

ELLIS·: 

JOAN: 

ELLIS (Me:Z) 

It heantt. 

Well, I think halt-,ast six in the morning is 
a bit thiok. · 

You. dQ? 

Yes" I do. 

A silenoe. 

Country' papul'stions are up by five or six, 
you know. 

I'm not. . 

Then why do, you co~ and live in thecbuntry? 

Because I want. t:o. 

In' that c.ase y~u must ad3ust yourself to its 
habitsl 

what---y~u think you oan just come round and 
make my' lite a plague when you feel like .it? 
There. must be laws about suoh things 1 

I thought yous~1d. ~.were.po11c)emen. when 
you first, qatne over? You fre always talk1ng 
about laws! 

-
ELLIS ( date ated) 1---1. 

JOAN· (plunging in)' I!ve never liked you in this,.house, and 
, tlillt:t's, thBt.! ' . You tre not the Iype. You 
d'on't '00 operate 1 

ELLIS: Coop~rate? 
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Youtrve" :done:' "nothing' ·but· 'complain. But you . 
mu~t, hav~ kn<?wn What _ you .. were buying. It. s 
"an, ;o~d hous·e. and al:l this fancy wBllpapex,­
(waV1;w: her arm) dCi~sn't do at 8:11. , 

What---what the hell··s 1s got to, do with yoU? 
I bought the house and that's' that i. 

• '" ' I • ... 

You·d1dn t t,.buythe garden. And' you didn't buy 
usl A~d if youndon tt like it....... .. 

Don"t 11k ....... ·' 
. ! 

It· it's tOQ old and. primitive tor you, sell ~t 
back! 1t11 Pat you every penny you ga~e mel 

, . 

But I t'$llyou, I liked those trees---I---.(He 
st6psasa'-1n) 

" ~ 

A pause. 

JOAN (g,uietly) MY husband always s~1d he hated. them. Tha t 'e 
why I kept ~hem. 

-ELLIS ,(in hushed desperation) It's my home. 1 .. --! bought 1t~ 
I Haven it ha~ e. rest~ulI4ay in it so fa~. 

JOAN: 

ELLIS (weaklZ) 

JOAN: 

ELLIS: 

JOAN: 

ELLIS: 

lOAN: 

;. 

I was' a tooi 'not to take the Master t soffer. 
But 1!13 husb'sndts .dead set against Trade •. . ; 

Oh? 

I m.ust (381' •. I don"t like your des~gn tor the 
new, roof,. e1 ther. 

You weren'·t meant to. 

I think you m1~~d~stand one ,thing, M1'- Ellis. 
(Sharpl!?'. It'lsnt·t.money w~tr~' after round. : 
her~- ..... ~~t·s wople, and 8·ce~tain type of people! 
EVersiD:oe~ youoame there's been trouble 1 

~ 

??f! 

And wetd better Qome to some arrangement q1iOk 
b aoause mY 'hU'sbend fa ,tmpat lent to get :you out t 

ELLIS:( struse;11ng valiantly f2r wordS), yot;---you----.you~an 
get out % . ("wavljlii a . trembling finger tower de 
the ddor)" tAt .onoe i 

JOAN (standing.up and::£lantlne; herfeetastrlde) 
this o~se as. long as I lIke! 

.ELLIS : 

JOAN:-

It'll ':'ba~l the po11oe·1 

policemen againl 

ELLIS (dash~ngw11dlY; for the :41ns1as room door) 

It11 stay in 

Wher~fs the 
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f~ : t ." ~ ; ~ , ',1 

JOAN (ahout1ngatter him)' :tfll make yoUr lIfe hell! I'll 
~~~n4, ~~. :t!1~.' pO~Ch all' day'j f' 

ELLIS (returning abrupt·ll) . ;you'v~ .nia.d~ it' hell alreadyl 

JOAN: 

ELLIS 

, t 

Itm glad." 
, . . , ( r 

(histury. breaklne; 'bounds)' It ·:s always, 'people· like foul 
I " Atl my mother- and father wanted was a holiday . 

in lthe oountry with their only son ... --they haven't 
see~ him' for over tour years~l . Every time I 
.invite the~ d~wn a ro'offalls in or the light 
goes, out 'or you work your :me~-hanical saw t· ~-
,I won't have those 'ohairs ill; my porchl' 

You·t~l. ~~!~ them th~re as long as I w1sh~ 
(!SUddenly,bursttps into tears) ,Get out of 
my house, You '~e in my garctens You tre stand-
ing in my" gardenl 

ELSIE' (sorr'oW1ns) 

JOAN: 

. Oh, Mrs ;" T~oms on 1 

I knoyt you: all h~t·~ ,met It was,', '1;he same ,asa· . 

MABEL: 

ch11d,,~,-she ,hsf\Jn't d'one .heX' duty ..... ·by the tenants, 
bY, the' fa~mer tS,b~y, by the s, tew, ar, '~t bY, the ' 
grooms---" ,,(Scream1~ frantically, ,I ~TE 
tenants', I·hat'e you ar, I ({on"i want you near 
~e~--(breakinsdown into tears) l 

Oh,' dearl 

A pausej in whioh only , 
JOANt$ $Obs break the Sil­

," enos. 

ELLIS (relenting) 

ELSIE: 

, It'm sorry • 

, , 

JOAN (soream1ns!Ssin)" HeDmJ ' (To ELLIS) I~ll have you' , , 
,ou:~. of the hous~- ... -and your mother and tather--­
It11 'stand by the door and Spit in their 

ELSIE: 

EIl..rs : 

JOAN: 

faoes II 

Ohl, 

Oh,!' "Ov1idAAs1n) 'It fa alwa'Y~r peopl~ lite 
YOu~~~t~~ing our' ple"asUres away!'"--tel11ng' us 

how to 11vG---that t S why I le~t 'England-~ 
the.tfs why I lett-..... you.'tve 'put your 'dirty 
mark eV~YWh.er~-~~·you---(;su.daenlll No wonder 
your. ,husband hate~ your gut$: . 

Ohl' 
~ 

' .. 
EL LIS (in frantiC bursts) MY father·--usfjd to w~rk-"-s:.ll day---

. , " ,brf~g ba<;sk, to1#, po~d' no'tes'-~-Fr1day n18ht---
ije---he---h<1b.Sed to g .. ~g-~gets--sick---my ... -m.y' 
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m .... ..,mother ~-:o"'tt~-~~seti to qu--quaue tor$~-sick 
b~-b~';;'benet'it~--he' u .... u--used. ··to'·w--work on the 
dO'cks--~,the barges-,-.. theb';';r-r-r~r~r (drl11l16.) 
"th-.. th--through the w~water \'jrrr~--b...;r-~-r~r 
(IAlmost' iii' tears) B ... b":'r .. ,r,.,r-r-r:.·, ~ , 

1 , 
.' 

, 

, He 6dvanoes on 'JOAN with 
lowered Jlea.~;, like· a ~oat 
through the water., ' 

, \ " I 

JOAN (backins' away)- 'You ~re' ,mad.! . MAD l' 
.1 ' • 

. - - . 
j '. 

ELLIS: B-r .. r.r-r~~'i· .. (His knees bent as. he. phlUnges, 
t.orward) .. 

Jom ( Stlddenl;y) 

ELSIE': ' 

JOAN: 

, . 
He'S got my socks ont 

~ , 
,He's got· my SQOk~: 

~ \' 

I·, 

ah, d,earJ: 

They're MINE,I 

She dives 'down towards his 
legs ~nd. makes a 'grabst' 
o~ ot hj.S ' soO}ts. I 

ELLIS (apparently.brousht .to his senses, "by her. hand') 
pands ott'! ." ,', 

Take YOU:r 

MABEL: 

ELLIS: 

JOAN: 

ELLIS; 

, ... 

Oh, .1 sa.,'1 

HoW dare \1,0t1 ... ~~ t 

My sOOksl 
, • ,~ i 

, ' 

JOAN. pulls: at him ~E;ivaselt·· 
by the s.ook and .beg1ne drag­
-ging ,him 'round. He hops ';­
along helplessly atter her. 

ott'J you .. ~~! There S (RegiVes a smart 
smaok tic ross the baclkof thehiiiid) . ,; 

;.rOAN (viithdrawips the'hand). ~l,Onm.vwedding 'ring!" '(SUP'" 
resslng an 1m.mensecryof rage) NoWyoutre ·or 
itt ,'ust w8i'6 and see! .~ . 

She dashes out ·through the, 
,dining room~ 

, I 

~LLlS sta~~s panting "and 
daze4'.s~~rlng aft~l;' .. he~. 

, 
The' women ha'va their handS 

I to - their mouths~ 

ELL~: (ina wh1s:eer~. Wh-----·what t s she going to do? 

SUdd~nly the me9han1oal ~~w 
fs heax:~ agai~n ()u~s1d:e, but 
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mlloh,91oser. 

ELLIS: 
, .. ..,~ -4' ., 

ELSIE (" out of her' m'ts) .Her'e; , sne f ~ ¢o~ng In" here' with' 
, '£hat saw t' Mab'el .. --.. %. 

ELSIE: 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

ELLIS (shout ins ) 

ELLIS:, . 

. , -

Oh! 

I, '!he saw draws nearer to 
the house sn"d seems just 
:by the d'ming room 'door. 

, The two women sQ'reamf'rant ... 
, ' .. ioally arid try' to",e 11mb' o'Ver 

the ~ha1:rs in '"the porch ,: 
un8ucoes.s~ul'lY becf:\,u,se in 
th~ 1r' pan 10" the.Y"·push e aOh 
other- down as tast as they 
take a step up. 

She.'·$ a omingi Mabell 

The saw 'bees omes deat~nd1ng. 

ELLIS;. his eyes star'ttng 
,out o~ his' 'head,dashes to 

: 'the d1n1'rig room. door and 
$m~ it olosed, then lockS 

, it twice. He stands there 
pant.1ng~ '" ,. 

She Clan out her way throUgh that door 1 
l.,j, ... ," 

ELSIE. screams again" in 
brief, helpless,burs'ts:, 
holding her mou't.h. .. 

. . 
, . 

~She oan' get through'tho'se· ·o~airs·,too% 

But there is now a dlfr-
eren t s cund'. The' sa.w' is 
getting to. grips with some­
thing •. They stop an~ all 
go to the WindOW ~lowly,: 
staring • 

There is a wrE:)n.ch1ng sound, 
l1ke'~1 oth t ear inS .' and. 
then's slight. whistling 
noise. to~lowed br.s orash. 

iA moment t s s lienoe, • 

. She 'scutting the treesdowni 

A head appe~s abpve the 
cha1rsin the porch, start-
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~ ",' ~ ... . ~ .. , 

THOMSON: 

l.ad a~d:'pale;' \ 
tlle BRIGADIER ~ 
into' the rO'om.:' 

It- 'is 
He ,crawls 

ELSIE: oh Lemd.· . I never d1dt . .t,.,·. ,':' ..• ,;. '" 

THOMSON (crushed) :My treesi· 

The saw deals ' with Diore 
trees: . a wrench. '1.\t whistle, 
a orash. 

ELLIS (shouting above the saw) 1'·11 stop ~er---l. 
, ,',' , I, ,gash ott) , . " 

,(Abou.t to 

mOMSON (grabbing hlsarm) Siler he~~ I 
touch her nowt, 

, ~ 

The saw goes on ~ith l •• 
work,while th~y all watoh 
~p.a@t. 

THOMSON (ShoutiIlS
t
. t~ ELLIS)' They were pla.nted w~en ·I was, a 
oy.. ., 

Another tre,e go~s,' 

THOMSON: She. was in the w~, you 'se~ 1 

•. t, 

ELS IE (. so re amns) She" S . () oming 1 

MABEL: ' . BrtS! 

ELLIS: Go 'out ·to her, BrigS 

ELLIS looks at him in a 
ba:f'tie,d way but says nothing. 

~ddenly the saw get$ loud­
er again_" 

• I 

The two women Ol!ng to· .th.e 
BRIGADIER. . 

mOMSOM (as . the saw 'sets. closer) It's the tr~e by the 'house"t' 
Tlieeimi·she f 'sgo1ng to OU,:t' it dow·n. 

ELL~S: 

,ELsIE: 

MABEL: 

My Ge·omets p:p there t GEOaGE t GEO;RGE 1. 

But -their vo1¢es cannot 
be heard above thesaw~ 

MABEL. rushe~ tor the, d,wing 
~oom door but ELLIS 'holdS . 
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• t , 

ELS!E(~hinlper1ns. in the Silence) 

MABEL (so,re,am1ng sllddenly:-) Dave t 

\ her .• ; 

The .saw begins its work 
. close, to the "house. -ThiS 
is q~1 tea long job. Then 
slowly and surely the imm-

", ,!3nse elm. fal~e" on to t.he 
roof j' and 'again' there 1$', 
a _prolonged 'oras~, reminiso­
ent ot the oncl in the third 
s~ene' •. ,A@@1n'there fs tile' 
slow drift of dust throug~, 
the porch~ 

. Georget 

My DAVE! . 
MY .. George I' . , 

Silence. Thelt ail' st and 
there listening, 

GEORGE ( off) YoU all right down there?~ 

MABEL: 

DAVE (off) 
~ 

MABEL: 

DAVE (ott) -
MOMSON (qUietly) 

" ELSIE-tries to speak but 
Q8n t't. 

You all right,' mu.m? 
I 

Thank Christ l 'Oh', thank'·Olu.-1'stl" 
.. , 

The old tre ef! ••• -, 

.-' 

.. 

The dining ro'om door is tried. 
We can see the doorknob m6v ... · 
1ng~_" . 

THOMSON walkS over to it 
firmly, unioQk$'and then 
opens -it ., ' 

: ~ JOAN standEl there" sweating 
and d~shevlle". 

THOMSON \(leading ,her' to ;a Chair) 

JOAN :t to herself, her he'ad .. sunk) 

Let me get you, a d~1.nk • 

\Vliat have ! done ••• 

The others stand st~ar1ng 
at he~., ... 
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5 .• 
. . ' 

A garden party as ih'the 
first scene.' But there 
are no trees noW. A 
series at arohes have been 
made With trel11s'~work 
and teery 11ghts~ inoorp­
orating the t:ree-stump$. 

GEORGE. ELSIE, MABEL and 
DAVE are helpers as before, 
behind a buffet-table. 

There· 1s musio',' people' a~e 
danoing beyond the arches. 
The 0 hairs from the porch 
are essin in evidence • 

SIMMONS (,Q!!) Anybody seen the Brig? 

GEORGE (to ELSIE) You t d bet,tar h1deold Thoms'on t s whisky j 
mate. The captaints on the prowl. 

THOMSON (off) -
The music suddenly become~ 
deafen1ng ~ 

Tur~ that bl.oody mus10 down'! 

It 1s abruptly lowered 
again. 

ELSIE (in a low volea) 
mel'" 

Wherets old Ellis, that's what beats 

MABEL: I ,reQkon het,s ........ l 

GEORGE (cheok1ns them) .All. right, all right! (Glancing round' 
rurt1vely as he polishes slasses) Ir you know; 
anything, keep quIet. . , 

ELSIEs 

MABEL (quietly) 

It's not like the old garden parties, I don't . 
oara what you say.. The~efa not'the old spirit, 
is there? 

Well" she put paid to that,. d1dn tt she? Remem-
ber how-we used to complain the trees was damp? 
I wouldn't mind tem now theY've gonel 
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MABEL (with a 

GEORGE: , 
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. I Osn tell you one th~ng, it's knocked ha~ , 
the value of'f the property. There ta no soreen 

, in front 'of that.' highway now,. , 

No wonder het $ neVer l;)een known to smilel 
. , 

It,ta a wonder she dldn'tt "murder the lot of 'u.s,. 
(TO ELSIE) loan st 111 hear' that blaated saw, -
oan • t yoU? ." ~ry1ng ~o get. up on them <.lha1rs • 
then. old Ellis says j t She" 11 out her' way' th]:'Ollgh 
the door % t . (To GEORGE and DAVE) Well. that 
did 1t-... -old Elsie let out suoh a : .. soream, and . 
nad ago. too; and there was' botho~ uest rugg­
ling wi th eao h other ......... t ( They'. all ,Smile and 
~) We can laugh about it now but it wasn~t, 
so funny then, was it? 

It put· me in mind of the war. 

You know. when you read in the papers how people 
was trapped. , I kept thinking to myself'. !Who's 
golng to get Geo;rgets dinner tonight?· I did; 
honestly S' \ ' 

furtive" glanoe round} ,She had suOh a .wild look'­
in lier ~ye. didn ' t she? ,I thought· to lilys~"lf. 
'She wan taus all tor today t ~ minoemaat 1,' . 
Talk about sc'r~am$ Well,' hone.stly, I don't . 
think r-t've b'~en so frightened sinoe I was a kid 
and 'got oaught down tlie ooal-hoie! 

" I'm glad .Dave and me was taking a smoke' on t4e 
ohimney., ·anyhowl 

'ELSIE (to MABEL) That was the first thing I said, wasn't1t? 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

ELSIE:: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

I said,· well, thank God George .. and DaVe are 
all :right·, Then we sat down and had a good 
.ory,'· 

ltd have S"l "en her saw the trees down if I i d 
been her old man 1 ' 

H~ . ought to have pu't hi's .~oot down twenty: or 
th1rty years ~go. if you ask.me. 

He" didn't evan .budge, did he, Mab~l? And he 
wouldn1"t'let old El11s go out after her. 'She'li 
kill yoUI'he' .sa1~. 

It's fun~ t· ··he d1dn t_t even seem very worried, 
did he?l\ 'He seemed to think" "Oh, well, if the 
trees have got ,to come down, lett'~ml f, 

And then there was old' Ellis t '( To GEORGE and, . 
DAVE) You'll never be11e~e 1t--· .. he was burrow-
~under her leg's. sort ot. thing', drfl11ng his 
way through._ ... l (Laughter 'overcoming her .end 
MJiBEL) !:\ 
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GEORGE· (blinking, w1th hi's 'own'"memorles.)· Drilling? I' •• 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE,: 

DAVE: 

ELSIE: 

GEORGE:: 

MABELi 

GEORGE: 

THOMSON (ott) -
MABEL: 

DAVE (quietly) 

MABEL: 

DAVE: 

ELSIE: 

SIMMON~l 

MABEL;. 

SIMMONS: 

GEORGE: 

\ I • 

'Thatt,s r1gh~"":,--he ,was supposad,to be a barge or 
S omathins'l Boo-r-r-r-r S' . '. B .. r-r .. r .. r'~ (More . 
laushter.) ,.AndsEe got hoid of his sOOker· , 
There he was drill:trig and kicking his legs up .... -­
talk about sorea.mJ well~ you 'oan see ,the funny' 
side of ~t afterwards ~ can"t yoU? 

.G1ve me my'sooksl t ~she sa.id. .tyou tva got my 
Socks onl' Talk about soreaml 

"" • 4.' • I'· • • •• 

• I-

Do you remember that ,ttrst night :he came? ISo 
shyand·respeotablel·· ~ . 

I r'eok on he t s .learned a lot s inc e then I 

You t·re tell.1ng, 'met 

Al~ I kI).OW is she t S undone a good fortnlgh t t s 
wo~k on that root 1 

I ;reckon it'I"s not meant to stay up. 
dov/n twioe in as many weeks t, 

Itt,s 'been 

It'll stay up now. don"t you worry, I'm going 
to see the, B7~gadier about it.! ' . 

. . , 

I 

The mus':tc ~s deafet1!ng 
again,.' 

Joani Joan t., TUrn. that bl ... ·• ... l' f, 

~ 

It,is lowered agatn~ 
, t 

~Yell,. loan tell you one th1ng---Iwon t t be 
so keen g1 v1ng her a. helping hand .in the' 

., garden". not ~.fter this 1 ; 

I re~kon you will. 

Ell? 
.' , 

, 

I said, you w11i'. She knows how to twine 
you roUnd her f.1ngers. ' 

.. 
Well; she doe.s 1 :She makes me feel all 
unwoX'·thY't I I .... ··! 

.;. 

. . . " The CAPTAIN comes in • 

Rullo,. ·all!', 

Evening,., .qapta1nt 

seen the Brig? 

Wasn't that him shouting just then? 

SIMMONS (apprOaOhing the table) 
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·!tontght·. 'She' mustn,tt· stokellp 'too .tast. 
('peering ·at th.e table),. weil, q.eorge ,. wh:at 
ilave you got fO,r,me, tonight? _ . (0. , 

. 
Usual', Captain'?, 

. '\ 

That t s right.: 
a o~otlil J , 

I I 

~ 

pUt the MEirt1nl b'ottla under 
I , '" 4 

. , . , t . I 

Polite ra~ghter. 

GIDRGE (pour1nsl 

SIMMONS: 

How~s tha~" C~pta1n? 
, 

Fine 1 " (Taklnfathe '~lasS) \Ve11. folles, 

ELSIE: , 

I've ,be~n .area ng a ou'£ this plaoe fon 
twenty years or more and I do be11eve!tm 
within an ace of, ~ett1ng it 1. 

Go onl 
I 

SIMMONS .(as they look at him) MUnHs the word; GeQMe'l 

MABEL: 

SIMMON~ 

GEORGE: 

SiMMONS: 

GEORGE: 

Will Mr El11~ be leaving theri? • I 

(aWkWardlr)" Oh,I ,don't knOW abou,t that,~ He,'s in 
own at the moment\. Board IIl;9,et1ng .,' Tell~ng 

them a tree tell ,through his roof. Whioh 1t 
did. That't 11 '<lost hiS lnsuranQe a pre.tty 
penny. . -

Oh, I'm glad ,he's insu~ed. 
i • ~ ! L . 

He ien ft,. His firm is. That tree was the 
bes t thing that' happened to the house. 'from 
his ~o1nt, of ,lew. 

Oh? 

SIMMONS (drinking) We can' build our oompany on that. George. 
, , (:t.OOk~ roUnd) 'If sanebody puts up a ory of 

hare Iri throttle theml Ellis is the best 
hare go'ing 1. " 

, ~hey all glance at each other. 

The BRIGADIER comes in. 

TH0M30N: Somebody "oail? ~ 

SIMMONS: Come and have a drink. 

THOMSON '(approach1ns~tne table) Your wifefs threatening to go 
: ' berserk again,. ,s~mmons. ' 

SIMMONS:, iShe'11 be all right j she t s got twins ins ide her. 

THOMS02{ (baffled) What'? 



i 

.11 

.,. 

GEORGE: ' 

THOMSON: 

SIWgONS: 

'!HOMSON: 

SIMMONS : 

THOMSON: 

ELSIE: 
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I. want. you .. to. oome in on t,his deoorating' l'ark. 

This what? 

with George and DaVe. 
about. 

What I was telling you 

I wouldn't dream. of it. (T'o the. others)' Trifle. 
bar~ wi thout the trees, ish'i .it? Still, she 
can,'t cut 'em down. again, can she? That·' s one 
blessing (with.·a oonnivins guffaw) r 
That's. :right·t Br1gad 1er 1 

MY seoond proposition 1s this---you come in on 
the lOdge soheme as well. 

THOMSON" ( as. GEORGE handsh1m h1sdr1nk) 
about? 

Vtfbat are' you talking 

SIMMONS: 

'IHOMS<E: 

SIMMONS: 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

:SIMMONS~: 

GEORGE: 

SIMMONS: 

The hunting l~dge '. 
Tfiatohe. 

(po1ntipg at the, house) 

Th~t' S no1L a hunting lodge •. 

It 'sbon Will be. 

He t 11 never be happy in thi's house, Brig. I 
agree with your wife. 
He won It if alie can help it., -.... 

Exa·c.tZhY.. Itm.. just tae ing rao~s. . It'll m&ke 
a first ()'lass hunting lodge. George and Dave 
oan be the' oaretakers .' 

I 

Eh? 

We; 11 have hunt balls., supper part~es, bloody 
great leg-fires; a garden 'party onoe a mon'th 
in the. ·~mmert. We'll liven up this blasted . 
hole if it k'1lls us, eh, Dav'e? What do you 
fui~? ~ 

DAVE (with a shrUS) Well..:. ... · .. ·' 

THOMSON: There t S nothing" I hate" m.ore than hunt balls and 
supper parties. 

DAVE (with a.biS effort) I'dontt think it"s very nioe sOhemling' 
against Mr ElliS' at h:1s own garde.n party'. 
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It isn~t his garden party. 

Whos's is' it" : the n? 

Your wife is! " 

My ... ~-? ' Good God.1 

He doeSri tt even knoW about it. He's up 'in 
town 'at ~ board me'eting. 

'1)0 you me'an to say she ~coolly gives a par:ty 
in s~mebody" e1 se 's house? 

It t S he~ garden. 
. 

Yes. 'Yes, I I suppose it is. But she did.n' t. 
tell me,. suppose the poor blighter comes baok 
dead~be~t and wants an early. kip,-'down? 

There's nothing to.stop him. But ,she invited 
him as well. 

Oh. She did? Well, that'so1v111' 

And if I know' ~nyth1ng about the' Frenoh', he'll 
Jump i7t the c hance' of some free boose. 

He isn't French after B.ll. I made that mistake. 
He pulled me u.p',tor oalling him monsieur. 

Really? . 4nyh~w •. ~_ '~edk,9~, he ',11 get at le~st 
a couple' of thousand quid out otthe 1nsurance-... -
I worked it cut for h~ before he went Up this 
morriingai. ....... and if we put that into our new!compan­
y. sh'd you ,fork' out another thousand; together 
wi th my lot J we oan buy it all back from him 
at, the price he' paid. 

But the ,value 'of this pla¢e has gone down enorm­
ously.', We'd be mUgs to pay the same • 

That's an incentive for him. Compensation for' 
getting out,._-put it. that way., T3;ust me. Brig, 
I know my man. Ho wontt budge otherwise. 

Oh. 

The lodg'e board then becomes., the ownerotl the 
house and the decorating firm. Anyway (downins 
his, drIIiK qUiOkly) Caine over end look at £fie 
place with rtf:;. : idea in mind.. You'll see the 
po'1nt right awayt . . , 
But I veseen it hundreds of times. 
live 1n it ~ 

I used ~o 

. B~t you nev'er sew it as a hunting 'lodge, .'! bet. 
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~Vel1" here',' s your ohance •. 

~ow do we get in?-,' . 

Ybur wif'e' s ~.gotthe key. 

Good--GodS 

:She's over there now) pottering a'J)out. 
.., 

THOMSON (with en 8ston1She~ glance at the .others~ we 1 l--"!I' ,: 

,SIMMONS: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: . 

ELSIE: 

GEORGE: : 

ELSIE: . 

DAVE: 

ELSIE: 

GEORGE: : 

HESTER (ott) -
DAVE: 

, . , 

It means we'll have to leave Hester alone tor 
a minute·, but as 10D8 as Ellis doesnttturn 
up' she's al-l.r.1ght. (To GEORGE"as' he gees. 
out) Youtll be making a cool ·tAousand .. a year 
on this jo1;>. George t So will Dave it he's' 
lucky •. 

THOMSON tollows theOAPTAIN 
. out in. 8 mesme~ised at ate. 

~ . 
Blmeyl Dj,d you hear that? 

, 
Did he say a thousand a year? 

r., 

yes! 

That's' manager t's money I 
, , ~ .... 

But what a. damned oheek, shoving a fellow out 
of' his own ho~se ~1ke that 1 

I 

She's in it, to 0,; don't you worry. 
, ' 

Well. she always' said. she- wanted the Oaptat. n in 
that house "and now---l. 

what's Up now? 

Harel HAREI,. 

A crash. 
The lights go out and the . 
musio runs down-.' ~ 

Oh i b11mey. there we gol 

, ,SIMMONS: (oft) He star I, 

GUESTS (off) Lights" lig~ts t 
i 

SIMMONS '( oft) . It 16' the hare i . ~ :Hark t hark backS - '-
HESTER (oft) HARE I , -
THOMSON (otf) '-

, :' 

Is that my embroidery? 

~nother crash--.probably 
glasses •. , 
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,The" soUnd of pursuit 
and 1 augh tel' • 

Forward'! Hark forward% To the r.1vea- t 

The rivert 

HESTER (off. sareaminswi th laughter) 
liar e ~ . ", :' 

HARE 1 My darling 

'IH OMS O~l ( 01'1') -
GUESTS (ott) -

.Get ,the lights onto ·she can f t, see me 1 

The river 1· ' 

; , 

J. 

Thes,bunds begin to die 
away gradu~llY. 

HESTER (off, vary distant) I'va lOflt the scentl 

ELSIE: 

GEORGE: 

ELLIS: 

ELSIE,: 

It ts Mr' Ellis 1 ' 

Hullo, lvIr· ElliS I 

Silenoe. 
, ~ 

The lights sladenly g9 up 
again. and the mus'1c 'whines 
back. . An ~1r of' desert­
ion beyond the' tre.es. 

ELLIS stands in the· middle 
of the stage, looking shatt­
ered. trying to: get' hiS 
breath., '. , 

H-h-h-h:"·"!Oe:l' -(He me.kes a pathetic 6estu~e) 
What the h-h-h-... -?-

It 'a a garden party~. Mr Ellis. 
ga t yot"lr tnv1 ta t ion, then? 

' •• , ;. f • 

Didn·t yoU , 

ELLIS (shak1ns, his head) N-rt~n~.-~J 

ELSlE: 

GEORGE: 

ELLISz 

GEORGE: 

ELSIE: 

The ~aptain~aid you was invited. 
A 

,Shall I fiX you a nioe drink, Mr Ellis? 

1 ..... , ... _ .... I· ........ ! 
, 

Therefs some of the Brigadietfs three-guinea 
~pecial here I' ,: 

~ ELLIS·' nodS'. . 

Itts~e. bit of a oheek, really. iSil!'t tt, 
MJ.- Ellis? 

ELLIS sits down on one 
of the· chairs . hee. v~lYJ' 
gazing round him With 
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his mouth open,,' sP!iech .. 
less. ' 

ELLIS (recollecting himself ~udde~y) Cheek? ' 

ELSIE: 

ELLIS: 

ELLIS: 

ELSIE: 

ELLIS: 

ELSIE: 

ELLIS·~ 

Not telling youl 

Oht 

A-h-h-h-hl ' 

That.tsbetter,. eh? 

He simply gazes before him. 
GEORGE (lOmeS ,round t~ 
table and hands 'him his 
di'j.nk carefully. ' 

ELLIS take's a long, draught. 

I ,fooled her that t1lje. 

Who ,. n!1:' Ell1s? 

nestor .. I he~ded her off to the r1 ver e· . 

ELSIE (Comflbrtably) Oh" "well, thatfs good.:' . 
I 

ELLIS (suddenly 100ki~ ,down at the. ohair hets sittins on) 
How 'he hE;lll did this get hare? 

ELSIE:: 

ELLIS: : 

ELSIE: 

ELLLS: 

MABEL: 

ELLIS: 

DAVE: 

ELLIS': 

ElSIE 1: 

ELLIS t 

}~s Thomson br'ought them out. 

How d~d she set~in? 

I :th1·nk·, ·she' s got a k~y,. Mr Ellis it 

OhS (Looking through the arohes) There are 
lights on in the house. Is anybody there? 

• I • I 

TheY're. looking it over? 
.. ,. ..... ~ 

, looking 1tpover'? 

The captain and the Brig. 
; 

Not the Brig. He t s down at the river trying 
to get oha.~e(i. 

They-thought you wouldn't mind. I ~pl>ose., 
. t ' • 

If m pas t mind tn8, it's tr. ue -. (.,A Vause t then 
he holdS his ~lass up to the lU5ht I 'IS' a 
marvellous th~ng to come home tired from the 
otf.1QE1 and get a f1rst-ola.s~ unblended. whisky 
thrust', into your hand, at a garden-party you' 
know nothing about ,. in your own garden. given 
by people who a week ago cut: down all your , 
trees, tried to' take your socks, off 'your' ,r~et 
and sent an elm-tree orashing throug~ your 
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roof!', If'lt.'wasn't England ltd say it, was all 
a dream', 

GEORGE (with·s .smile) As long as you keep your humo~.t: eh,·. Mr 
. . 'Ellis? 

ELLIS :' That ts right!; 

,What about your board meeting, Mr Elll~'? . Did it 
go all right? 

ELLIS (after S1v1~ her a look of sur:er1se) !sa1d1t 'was .an 
ao t of God.. Tl'iey said' 1 t Sounded mOre like the 
aot of a de,,11... still, the insuranoe-moneY'6 
the same it 

The QAPTAIN .ds$has in ... 

,sIMMONS·: Ah., there you,arel 

ELLIS: What fa the 'bsdnews? 

SIMMONS: It·s yours r'1)1 afte~ .• 
ELLIS: We t 11 Bet ab'out three thousand •. 

SI:MMONS (~'\terjoled) Thl'ee thousand? My God---·. (,Si tt1nS 
. ·aown in a business"dike way anddraW1ys h:!S 

chair up to ELLIS'S). First, or aii.. want 
to set up a.board.with the Br1gadie'r' on 1t~ 
We need-h1s name, CBE, JP. all that sort of 
thing~--~,art.from his money.- The lodge 
board. 

ELLIS: What lodge board? 

SIMMONs: Ha.ven ft you .h~ard~ 

ELLIS: 

SIMMO~: 

ELLIS: 

SIMMONS: 

ELLIS. 

SIMMO~,% 

ELLIS: 

SIMMONS: 

No, • 

'Wei're ,tur.n~ng ·the ,hoUse into a hunting lodge. 

flhat? -
Well, comejoo.rne, old Qhe.p, you said you wanted. 
to resell:l 

I' 

I never· said anything of the kind! 

Y cli d1 dn' t? . . 

NOt I didn't .. 1 

Well, look; 'I· hope yo"u won't mind me sa111'8" 
this, but I wonder if yqUfll ever really settle 
down in this plaOe? 

ELLIS (after a pause) I wonder that sometimes, too·. 
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• ,. '. • • f ~ 

You kno,w' what Mrs Thoms on' a I 1 ike ~ She t 11 
make yoUr lite hell. Ths't t s my feeling. 

But she'S sorry about 'the treEis. lShs"sSked I 

me to'~orgl.ve h.~. .she even Cried. 

No:t for' long'; I bet. 

NO', not, far'long'. 

You see, old Ohap, there ts, one baSic faot: , 
she t~alway,s 'wanted ~ma in that hous'e. And 
when Sh~ wants sometFiIng she ueually gets' it. 
Itm only lookil~ at 'the thing realistioally. 

, . ' .' , ' 

Of course. 

:She could do all ,sorts of th1ngs---.run a water 
channel into' your·basement. out ,our. telegraph 
pole. down. ,( that t s still stand il'lg, after all). 
PU.not'ure the tyres of your' oar. - That, sort of 
thing.. 'I m.ear up all, the' bushes" cem~nt the lawn 
over and use ':It as a.' car-park. Keep her blasted 
mec hSn1c alsaw going, all day. Thes~ '~re only 
the first thfngs that come to my mind. I.'m 
just spilling them out as theY"oocur' to me. 

Yes~, " '~, 

You see what l mean? 

But---:-whatts' she got. against" me'? 

That' you· re, not .!!2. 

The t t S tfot my taul t • 

Ye~t but she doesll t t see it like tha t. 

ELLIS stts thinking it over 
, . in e, resigned way. 

ELL,!S' (with a qu10k -glanoe) How muoh would you g~ve ~ for the 
piao~?' " '.' 

SIMMO~S: .Ah, now you're. talking f 
yo~ p~td •.. 

ELLIS (astonished) You 'Would? 
knooked oft! 

We'd giVe you the prioe 

SIMMONS,: That doesn~t 'matter. Shake on 1t,1 (He s'e1zes 
ELLIS t'us hS.fid and, pumps '.it) . 

ELLIS ,(sa~in6 bet'ore .him) " perl1aps,you'r~ righ.t. There dOe$n't 
, 'seem anything to st BY tor .'.,.. , 

SIMMONS -(peet-iris at him) It's a'bargain? 
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ELLI,S (after another 'p8Uje, without, looking at SIMMONS) ; ,Ail 
right .' " ' ' ' , 

SIMI\dOf\JS (rising at onoe wi'th gr(;)8trellef) 
and look ,th~ plaa'a. over? 
mean! 

:lflhy" d. on 't "you c ome 
You t::tlsee what :t 

, . 

GEORGE,: 

ELSIE: 

DAVE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

GEORGE: ' 

MABEL: 

GEORGE: 

ELSIE~ 

GEORGE: ; 

ELSIE: , 

GEORGE: 

Of O'ourse. I '. 

The CaPTAIN strides out 
hurriedly and ELLISfoll­
OWS him in '8 thoUghtful 
way. without glanCing at 
the helpers _, I'. ~. 

,A pau sa while thsl' all 
look roundcaut1ously. 

That waan't very diffioult, was it-? 

You ',re ' telling 'Ina ~ 
thing---,l ' 

Ifel t .11l!;e '~ saying some":, 
; . 

I reckon hets better oft' "out ;of it, myself. 

It r s funny, I don't think ,old 'El~1s has got the 
style for this place. somehow. 'Do you know 
what I mean? They've g6t him caught all the 
'time. Always one ahead 1 

Wellj' when 8l1 t s said and done he's no better 
than. ~e oo::e i is he? His fa. thar worked on the 
boats same as mine. He' told me so himself. 

Tbatt's wha~' I say.' . 

I j:'eCkon hd thought "he Qould come 1ri ha;re and 
set~le down just like that" w1'th a bit of money 
in' his pooket. But he found his mist'ake a.ll 
right. 

Well, I wouldn't take those people on' in a fight, 
that's all ,r sB:Y 1 They t 11 beat you evel!1 time. 

It's the ~nfluertcet you see. They·ve got '.it in 
all sorts of ways what -we don~'t understand. 

~ - If. - , 

He l'ooked realasd, did you notice that? .you 
oouldn"t, help, feelin,g sorry tor' him., oould YOU? 

, 'I m<?sn;, it ,!asn't his fault really'! , 

He ShoUldri.' t have cooked that re port. He 
started off wrong,:' if you, ,ask me. ' 

He t s got that oe llar full of ,w~e ove'I- 'the're. 
I wonder where he gets it all l' . 

- for r. • 

Oh. they all! l<:noYi how to fiddle abroad, dontt 
j'oliworry. 'Itt's not like in this count17, 
you know!' 
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Was Mr Ellis ,here? 

JOAN peeps round one of the 
,'e.r9he~ • 

,That fa right ',' I MrS Thomson, he went to look 
over'his own house with the captain! 

JOAN (wi·th a shrewd slanoe at. her) Really? Well. ,X hope' they 
come to some arrangen1ent.{Sitt1~ d,own com.­
fortably 'iYhere ELLIS had ,sat}·' Realy,yott 
know, It Is extraoCifnary how you ~cqn look at a 
plaoe fotten or twenty years and not 1'ea11$9 
wha~ it t S ".absolutely made :ror! The Me.:ster's 
quite right. (GlanC1~ at them) You'll' ,see 

how 1tworlcs out. Th.a~panelied dining roomts 
made tor hunt suppers! -

GEORGE: :Shall I ge't you 8 ~drink, r,~S Thomson? 

JOAN: 

'!HOMSON (off) -
JOAN: 

. 
The musio is deafen:i.rg 
again. 

Turn that blasted thing down! 

!t is lowered again. 

Hester must be back. I must say, if all 
ohildless WQ"Iuen were like her' we ·'d be in the 
soupl 

The BRIG:.ADIER oomes in. 

'!H OMS ON., (to JOAN) All, there. ;,tou are" What, t s all this 8QOUt 

JOAN~: 

'IHOMSON: 

JOAN: 

'IH01~ON: 

JOAN: 

throwj.ng the' .Erenchoh8 p out? 
, 

Buying him out~ you- mean. 

Yfe dan't do, that! I mean,. the .. poor fellow 
comes over here aftertottr years to see h~ 

motlior and rather and sniff the old English 
air, and. we, dontt +et hIm h:avs-, GIla fair night fa 
rest! He told meSo h1mselt .. -- t I haven tt ' 
had a peaceful night's ince I (janie,· 'he' said. 
tTherets either' a,gardenkparty or'no roof, 
and tonight there's both!f I must say' 
(s1ttine; dO,\vn heavill); I do ,sympathise'. 

;.. 

If If d had my way the Master' woUld have '(Hilma 
helle in the' first pla.ce. . tt always seemed 
to me bet ter than having a (lomplete . stranger ,~ 
walking round the place in stolen soCks. 

:stolen socks? 

Yes, he took my socke out of the at'tic,. 
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DAVE (half. to himself)' .. ,J:. :~~ink i"t i S a damned shame luyself. 

JOAN (quiCk to hear him).\What good's he done :you 's1~ae he . 
. came? 

DAVE.: 

JOAN: 

~Yell., If.va gqt a oar and a hew job. 
done s cbed! 

1 hav en't 

Oh,' he's been aoatalyst. Het·s 'oertainly been 
a ()a~alyst.· 

mOMSON' (gaping at her) '.A. tlnat? 

DAVE: 

JOAN: ';Hester againt 

More cries of HARE:t HARE:" 
getting Closer'itiien roars 
of laughte:r~. ' 

THOMS ON Jump s up as :fr' . shot 
and runs to the arohes .• 

The musio runsdown,~ stutt­
ers',. picks' tip again, then 
is normal,> as if the ohase 
had started again. 

THOMSPN (turning to JOAN from the arches. With. an exoited exaress-
,Ion) . I d:ldn't tel! you, ~he chased me own 
Wthe ·ri'ver ~ .. (J).bA'uptly ,··~urniM· .to the arches 
ags in) .She 's comIns 1 ' ~ 

He seems to lose oontJlol. 
Ilnd begins dashi!J.g' heavily' 
ro'und thest age, in o'1r¢les t 

. his knees high and h~ fists 
clenoh,ed like a runner,. 

L ________________ ~ 
I JOAN seemS to be en30yil1g it. 

JOAN: Go i tl' 

THOMSCl~ (out of breath) Barel Hare 1 
, , 

JO.AN (jumping up an1.~10oking thrO!h the arohes) . .stand still, 
you too!! Let er 'get your soen1l1 

THOMSON (weakly)' Ha.re l' Haro t 

JOAN: 

SIMMONS: 

cut tem do";vri! cut 'em downl Bac·k .• ·· back2 --
The ·C.l\PTAIN dashes in and' 
runs straight ,t6 the arah~ 
es to' join JON1 .. 

Isn't she ~r~ndr' With two babieS inside herS 
Back., baok. ' 
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JOAN (w1th a-bloodourd11ns yell). cut tem d-a-h-nl 

THOM·SON. Celead1nslZ) ~ets 'chasing !!!.1. (Beg1ns runn1ns round 
, .. again) 

JOAN' (suddenlY j in a. oonversational t'one to the helpers) . Hope 
. . you don t t mind Eillthls? Just a game, the t t S 

alIt 

ELS IE ( awkWardly) The. t t s· all right, Mrs' Thoms onl 

SIMMONS (shouting) Hark toward, old sOQutl That's it---baok, 
back! Forwardl Now .baCk" Ellis: Baok-;-o!d 
man!· ElliS, Ellis! ~l 

THOMSON (at cbPP1ns; stunned) Ellis? 

JOAN (1;0 SIMMONS) It's simply marvellous having ·no trees---, 
you get a perteot' command of the field! 

SIMMONS: 

JOAN: 

THOMSON: 

Hark baok,. baok. !Go~bn" El:-lis; take that 
table---take 1t---that "s---1 (AnenormO\13 
crash) Oll. I sayS 

Splendidl' Wha~ a splendid jump'~ 

What happened? 

JOAN (turning very briefly) He broke oovert 

'!HOMSON ('mumbling) Broke a lot else by the sound of itl 

JOAN: 

SIMMONS: 

JOAN: 

You know. I think we've b$en misjudging this 
:t'ellow'l 

Oh, well done, Ellis1 '(Be stops) Wher$ are 
they gOing? 

A pause; while they watoh 
olosely. 

Hets h$sd1ng her ott towards the house. 
! 

THOMSON (who has joined them) 
t . ' He s gone, ins ide. 

JOAN: 

SIMMONS: 

[OAN: 

,.. 
Another pause '. 

fSO has she. 

Oh.(Turn1ns away sadly) 
witness ••• ·· 

I won't be a 

Th$Y walk away from the 
arches as it from a point 
to point. 

You know, I don't think I've eve:r'seen Hester 
in better form. What do you say ; Charles? 
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'THOMSON':: 

JOAN: .... '" 4t:ld' astor this, Fren~h; ohap. ,~~~~, it ~hq~e~ .. , 
,~.~e,! side altogeth~rl (With -great oharm) 
Dontt you think s,o', Master? , 

. ' 

,sIMMONS' (preoooupied) Yes,., 8t>s'oiutelyl, (.To GEORGE) ·.Fix me 
up a dr1nt, will you, old chap? 

GEORGE,: Right ybu are ,,' Captaili.'. 

ELLIs:"enters',: d1shev~1~~~· 
and out of breath. Whey 

. , all l<?ok at him. 

JOAN (walk1ns forward ina pleasant way) Congratulations, Mr 
Elfie! I thought you were perfectly splendid: 

, . ' 

:She shakes his litnp ba nd. 

, 

iSIMMONS: 'Wlia~t1 (Coming up to him) Heste~? 
, 1 .. 

ELLIS: yes. 

SIMMONS: But, Ellis J didn tt 10 \1----1 , 
~ ~ 'I f 

ELLIS 'limpet ieritly) te's, yes. yes. It, e triplets S 
o / f 

SIMMONS: 

'!HOMSON: 

, , 'Thank G~dl 

Get Mr; Ellis a drink, George I My sped1all 
(With ~reat paternal charm) Now why don't we 
aii sl down? 

He gets a chair tor ELLIS 
and put ,sa sooth ing .}a nd 
'on his shoulder • 

They all' sit down. 

Is'· 04No: NS (br1
n

htlY'W)' ell., _how ,d,id the' negotiationa gOt Maste:r;'? 

~ !:! _ Very well! Mr ,Ellis agrees toselll 

THOMSON: 

ELLIS: 

THOMSON: 

ELLIS: 

.. \' #~ 

THOMSON takesthe glass ot 
whisky from GEORGE to 
ELL,IS. ~ 

There. It'll do you goo9.. 

Thank you. 
(. 

Do they play rugger in your part of Franc e1 

I, don't know. 

'lH OMBON (to himself) socoer, perhaps. 
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ELLIS' (also toh1mself). 'I~~l. go to"s f.ore.~gn".¢,ow1t17 where 
.. they think I'm. English. 

SIMMONS ("to 'ELLIS)' I nniS~ say, Itve:ne~er~eEm ~yb~<iy hea~ 
her 'off like "foUl 

ELLIS: .' • t 
~. .\ 1 ..... I ; 

'!HOMSON (sittins dow~ 881f :'e.t a(~eet'in~) . Ith1~ the lodge 
., scheme is qui~esound~!~ut I've got a suggestion 

JOAN: 

:SIMMONS: 

to make. I think Mr Ellis may not altogether 
.want to' forget about uS in the ·fut~re. and' it. 

e1Ter'he likes tb oo.me baokand 'spend 's ~tew dats' 
wi th US» for old t 1.mas' sa~e~· I thil}ki there *11 
be a room in the lodge tor him, won'1; there:? 

Oh_ yes'f' 
Here. here. 1, 

. . 
! 

JOAN (ala:> at.a.meet'1nt) I. think. it, might, be a 'good ',.dea 'to . 
keepwo ,or 'three "rooms' 'fori guest.s .p.erPJ:8nently. 

'!HOMSON:: 

JOAN: " 

SIMMON$: 

'!HOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

QuiteJ 
, .'. -" w.' . 

Now ,~1s the:re anything more ih11e we're about it; 
Mast~r? It's your brain-child, sf'tar alll 

.. 'to • : I • I ~ 

Well.; ,I. worked it out yesterday and' I reokon 
tl ve or ten gulneae. a year should be about the 

. :sUbscr.ipt16h,. I favour ten.-~I me8n~. you expeQ' 
to pay at:lea~t that for the faoilities of a 
C1Ub"-h?Use l , don"t yOU? 

Oh,. yes!. , , 

ltd like to say on behalf of' the 'board that we 
apprec late Mr Ellis t·s o1'fer~ •• 

Here t herel 

.-~and hope he'll ):sma:l.n with tis' est one ot the 
dl~ctors. 

'Thank' yo·u.' 

ELLIS (dazed) Yes .• 

They all get up and at roll 
to the bar. 

'!HOMSON' (oonversationa11:y) . Going to be hard going this 'Winter, 
Master? I heard so. . 

SIMMONS : ~e,s.I think it will (nodd1ne; judiciously). 
, .. 
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JOAN (confidentially) , I didn't really m1n~ apout, '~he 
, SoQk's. you -know. I'm only, glad you 

though t .. theY. were worth weartng_: 

ELLIS (still',dazed) 'Oh', ;than,k: ',YO,Ul 

ELSIE: 

ELLIS: ' 

ELSIE: 

GEORGE: 

I • I • , 

Vlell. Mr Ellis, I expeot 'you'r'e fee'11ng a ~·~t, 
ttred, ,eh.? ' .. , " , '. 

Oh, well~'" .'( LOoklne;,rotlnd),YP1:l. ~QW, in ~ 
way I f~el I belong he~e now, We"Ve·~we"tre 
had some exciting' times, haven't we, ,'really? 

Oh, ·yes'~. 

I don't: know what Elsi,e and Mabel think about 
it; but as teras ttm concerned we're goirg ~o 
miss youl But I expeot you·l1 be glad to get 
baak'Ii' eh? .: 

ELLIS (used to be1AS 'baffled, by now) 

GIDRGE: 

ELSIE t 

ELLIS: 

GEORGE: 

ELLIS: 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

ELLIS: 

It's sunnier over there, by all aooountsS 
, ' 

It' s' a p:tty your mot he I,- and father d1dn't get 
dow n. 1en' t it;~ Mr El11s1 

Oh, well. 1ell give them a good tr~at in town 
1nst~ad • 

That "s~1ght. I think they're doing a French 
show up there now,; aren tt they t nave? 

:DAVE shrugs gloomily. 

:rttsso ·peaceful IlOW. som~times I think :r,~ 
oould~ .. ~ .. ' . . 

A S11ghtorash trom the 
direction of the house. 
They all turn. 

A pause While they ~1sten. 
The BRIGADIER goes to the 
a~Qhe~ and peers through. 

~tt ~ your wife; Simmons 1 She f s on the rOQf 1 

There ian t t orie. ' 

SIMMONS (str1d1ns forward) . My wife? (To: ELLIS) 
It it was "wls~ looking her-·- , . 

~ wondered 

TROMlON: Sesshl She fa call~ng 1 

They listen again. 
. hear HESTER (.2t!): 
.rackl ,----

we 
fJaok.! 
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~h~ ~ s'cal11ng~ 'mel". :. 
,; .. 

, ' 'I They al~ gaze throug~ the 
archeS.. ' , 

I 
'.~ A. I .• 

Good God:t She' sgot half the guests 'up there t 
No w~nde): 1 t was so quiet. 

Where? 

" 

, t 

~ . 

. ,. 

. . 
JOAN (helRfully) Look. ,silhouetted agains,t the sky. 

ELLIS: 

:SIMMONS: 

HESTER (off) -
SIMMONS: 

JOAN: 

JOAN (So ins) 

Ah, yesl 

We',ll have to get her down!. Come 'onl 
, ' 

t 

It's'S sputnik! 
I , 

A sputn1k,., Sh~ say~? 
~ . ~ :-

Laughter and a light s1gh~ 
ing noise in the distanoe. 

I • ,. 

Come .on.,c!haps., this might be fun~ 

·Shouts of ~Li,shts 'out'i 
Lights ou tl , 

Get, the liS}), ts out, C'harlesl \ 
" 

THOMSON (str1dins off).. Rightl . ('calling back) ~r.1ng some 
bottles up; will you, George?·' Wetll haVe, a 
pa~tYI' '(G~ffaWins) 

SIMMONS (leaVing).: It's "oniy her oondition worries mel 
. • r 

GEORGE: 

GUEST (oft) ---... 

GEORGE ( la!:'!Sh1na) 

SIMMONS (oft) -
'lBOMSON (·off)' 

GEORGE (:softly) 

MABEL: 

Bottles? 

Look, it t S red' 

More SoUnds of~exo1tement. 
Then the lights go out. · 

Another sighing noise. 

NOw,~ t'hen, whofa digging me in the ribs? 
f ;~ t' 

Hester! Wet:re on t~e way Up! Don't move" 
about too muohl N 

B~o~ge! . (An enozmous ,bellow) GEORGEl You 
coming with that b'oose? 

If I t;lnd 1 t," mate. He~ t El~1e.. 08 toh that. 
Mabel? 

Here I am. . Whoopt;s 1 
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,Talk 'about: la.Ugh:l 

Hans ott to' me·t ' 

,You oom~ng, .Dave?" 

They seem to goo, ~th inuoh 
01 inking of' botties. ..:. : 

•. J 

ThEf1r voio~s ~le ~war in 
the darknese~ There is a 
l'o:ng silenoe.' , 

DAVE (hom the . da~kneSS') . :r ~Mkon they want someth~ng to get 
:' exo It~d; about, don' t yoU? 

ELLIS: That't$r'~ht • 

DAVE: Like another drink, ~ Ellis? 

ELLIS : call 'me Joe. Tha t • 's my name •. 
I 

DAVE (embarrassed) Oh. Thanks. Got your glas s there? 

ELLIS: 

DAVE: 

ELLIS:! ' 

DAVE : 

ELLIS: 

DAVE: 

ELLIS: 

'DAVE: 

ELLIS: ' 

DAVE: 

ELLIS : 

DAVE: 

ELLIS: 

Here'. 
The clink of a glass 
ag~1nst a ~?~tle tt 

, ~ 

That's the three-gu.inea spe~~al. 

Got one f'or 'y?t1rselt? 

Yes. Cheers. 

Chin-ohin '. 
. J 

We hear ·them dr1nk and 
SmaOk their lips. 

It don't seem to taste in ~he dark, do it'? 

NO. ' 

A pause. 

Yo~ going b~Ok to, the old 4ob! then? 

I, lostt.my- job this· morning., 
I 

, i 

Eh'? -, 
" I lost: it. 

B11mey 0 t Riley t What are you going to d:> , 
then? . '. 

well t· I'm st 111 a pa'rtner on this lodge boo rd, 
belieVe it or nott. : 
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DAVE {: qUickl,,) 

·ELLIS: , 

DAVE (baffled) 

E.)""I....I$;-­

D.:AVE: 

ELLIS: 

DAVE 1 . 

GUESTS (oft) ....... 
ELLIS: 

·DAVEt. 
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Dont.;t. tell, '·them· y.ou,,~e lost l tf' 

I won t t. . . I c~ouldn tt· find her facie any more. 
Not after she 'out, those tree$ d.own;. 

I ~d go abroad myself',. only this C ough1ng cf 
mine statts. 

Coughing? 

It t s like aoough lnsi~e. 

iSputn1kl" 

Another c'1!Y 01" f;SputnikJ t 
in the d1stanQe.:· 

She used to .'pu t her I arm ·round ~his neck ........ I used 
to' stand there. tremb11ng ...... -- dh. well! (AS 
it apeak1nf to someone) Frano1n~? Fr~no1ne? 
They.tva au my oountry down • 

. 
Here ~ LOok% It t' s the ap.utn1kt· Look! 

ELLIS '(bes~nn1ns to sob) Franoine· •••.. 

.. 
CURTAIN 
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CHARACTERS 

Captain JACK SIMMONS 

ELLIS (the Guest) 

Brigadier CHARLES THOMSON 

JOAN THOMSON (his wife) 

The Helpers At The Garden Party: 

GEORGE GORRINGE 

ELSIE GORRINGE (his wife) 

MABEL FORBES 

DAVE FORBES (her son) 



• 
SIMMONS: 

GUEST: 

• 
SIMMONS: 

GUEST: 

THOMSON: 

GEORGE: 

THOMSON: 

1.1.1 

ACT ONE 

Scene One 

A garden-party in the evening. Behind 
the trees a small country house is visible. 

This side of the trees there is a long 
table. with glasses and buffet supper. A 
group of helpers polish~s glasses, mixes 
drinks: GEORGE and ELSIE QORRINGE, 
MABEL and DAVE FORBES. 

There is da~ce music from a· gr3:mophone . 
We see some couples dancing beyond the 
trees, under fairy lights. 

CAPTAIN JACK SIMMONS is talking to 
another GUEST. The CAPTAIN is lean 
and full of beef. The GUEST is a young 
man with nothing military about him. 

(in a loud voice, glass in hand) My wife's tragedy is 
this --- she's never been abl~ to have a kid. We've 
tried but - -- ~ 

(sipping ·his drink) Is it too late? 

Eh? 

(The music is suddenly switched up to 
top volume and we hear BRIGADIER 
THOMSON, off, shout 'Th:rn that bloody 
thing down~ " and abruptly it is 
lowered) 

(swallowing and shouting hard) Is it too late? 

(BRIGADIER THOMSON enters and 
strides across the lawn. He is a 
massive, flushed bulldog of a man) 

(to the helpers) Just got the gramophone fixed up ~ 

(with respectful nervousness) Going to-:dance, 
Brigadier? 

(going out again) Hate it ~ 



SIlVIMONS: 

GUEST: 

SIM:MONS: 

GUEST: 

SIM:MONS: 

GUEST: 

• SIlVIMONS: 

GUEST: 

SIM:MONS: 

GUEST: 

SndMONS: 

• 
SIM:MONS: 

GUEST: 

SIM:MONS: 

GUEST: 

, . 
She's over forty. She admits to forty~ (with a 
guffaw) 

(guffawing nervously) Oh, yes~ 

We've been trying for fifteen years or more. I 
thought of sending her - - - ~ (lost) 

What? 

Another man~ 

(staring at him) Another man? 

1.1.2 

(angrily) Well, by Christ, if you want a kid you have 
to face facts - - - but she's too bloody respectable by 
half~:·: (red in the face) She acts hearty, she rides 
to hounds and makes a bloody nuisance of herself 
hanging round the whips, ,but she's a po-faced bitch 

. underneath~ 

(gingerly) I see ~ 

(looking round at the helpers, in a lower voice) ~ 
'say, do you think they heard? 

I shouldn't be surprised. 

, (peering at him) Who are you? • I 

(The lights come back on. The music 
whines back) 

My name:'s Ellis. How do you do? 

(shaking his hand in an absent way) How do you do? 
The best time I ever had was in the war. I - - - ~ 
Why am I being honest with you? 

I don't know. 

I sold stolen sugar in Austria':. Ran a paper mill 
for a chap in England when I shouldn't have. Little 
things. When they demobbed me I was rich. 

Really? 



SIMMONS: 

GUEST: 

SIMMONS: 

GUEST: 

SIMMONS: 

• GUEST: 

SIMMONS: 

GUEST: 

SIMMONS: 

GUEST: 

SIMMONS: • GUEST: 

SIMMONS: 

GUEST: 

SIMMONS: 

ELLIS: 

SIMMONS: 

ELLIS: 

SIMMONS: 

1.1.3 

I was a captain. Major, really. M. C. Got it by 
shooting my mouth off at the right time. Insurance­
agent before the war, so I know how to do it. I 
think I'm impotent. 

What? 

I've got no class, that's my trouble. Know who I 
" am round here? 

No? 

The M. F .H. 

The what? 

M.F.H. 

What's that? 

Are you English? 

Yes. 

What? 

(The gramophone blares again and once 
more BRIGADIER THOMSON shouts, off, 
'Turn that bloody thing down~ , 

Music subsides again) 

You asked if I was English. 

Did I?" 

Yes. 

You know, if I had a son, a little chap with blond 
hair, I'd be a king --- ~ 

What's the M. F. H.? Something in business? 

Master of the foxhounds ~ Why don't you join us ? 

I can't ride ~ 

You can drive a car," though? _ 



ELLIS: 

SIlVIMONS: 

ELLIS: 

SIMMONS: 

ELSIE: • 
GEORGE: 

SIMMONS: 

GEORGE: 

SIlVIMONS: 

ELSIE: 

GEORGE: 

• SIM:MONS: 

MABEL: 

SIlVIMONS: 

MABEL: 

ELLIS: 

MABEL: 

ELLIS: 

1.1.4 

Oh, yes~ 

(guffawing) I thought you must be good for something~ 
Have another drink~ 

Yes, let's~ 

(They walk over to the buffet) 
1 

Evening, Captain~ 

Hullo, Mrs. Gorringe~ How's your husband? 

He's bending down~ 

(GEORGE appears from under the 
table) 

Hullo, Captain. 

What about the deal, George? 

No, I couldn't. I've been thinking it over --- but --­
well, the railway's secure~ 

Like hell it is~ Secure for early death by boredom~ 

That's what I tell him." He needs adventure. 

I need money . 

Money comes by graft, risk, fiddle, sleight-of-hand. 

Drink, Captain? 

Please, Mrs. Forbes. Gin with a closed bottle of 
. ~artini half a yard away"~ 

(They laugh politely) 

"(to ELLIS) What about you? 

. Yes, please. Whisky. 

Neat? 

With a shot of soda, please. 



SIMMONS: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

• SIMMONS: 

GEORGE: 

SIMMONS: 

ELSIE: 

• ELLIS: 

MABEL: 

ELLIS: 

MABEL: 

ELLIS: 

. SIMMONS: 

ELLIS: 

SIMMONS: 

1.1.5 

(The music bursts into a deafening roar 
again, and at once, as THOMSON's voice 
begins 'Turn that bl-- ~ " it subsides 
again) 

(sipping his gin thirstily and looking round) What 
the devil goes on? 

It's the Brigadier's wife, she likes tb manage the 
mechanical side. 

She's always got her head stuck in a machine, like 
a man . 

She's wonderful on the hunting field, I'll say that~ 
Mouth's too big, that's the trouble~ 

(They laugh politely) 

Wife said to her one day, 'Your husband may be a 
brigadier but I believe that doesn't give you the 
right to hand out orders to the Master~ ,: She's 
respected Hester ever since. (to GEORGE) You 

.' know, George, my wife's tragedy is t:-;--~ 

(at once) Like some Martini in it, Captain? 

(blinking) What was I saying? 

(to ELLIS) Are you new here, Mr ---? 

Ellis. That's right. I came yesterday. 

(to ELLIS) Are you American? 

Me? No. What made you think so? 

I was trying to place you. You don't look foreign 
yet you do. Just like Americans ~ 

(to SIMMONS),:' Why don't you adopt one? 

(screwing up his face) One what? 

A child. Weren't you saying ---? 

Christ~ I've got enough to do with the hunt. You'll 
not believe me but it costs the best part of two .::: . 
thousand a year. 



ELLIS: 

SWMONS: 

ELLIS: 

SWM ONS : 

GEORGE: 

SIM:MONS: 

• ELLIS: . 

MABEL: 

.t 

GEORGE: 

ELLIS: 

SIMMONS: 

MABEL: 

DAVE: • SIMMONS: 

MABEL: 

GEORGE: 

SIM:MONS: . 

MABEL: 

1.1.6 

Really? 

I've got a little contractor's office in the City -~­
my employees wonder why we don't expand --- I 
could tell them ~ -

Do you catch any foxes? 

(turning sharply to GEORGE) What? 

He says" do you catch any foxes? 

Oh~ (uncomfortably) Fifty brace a year, say~ 

Fifty brac e ? 

That's right, they always measure them inbraces~ 

(They all laugh, with the exception 
of SIMMONS) 

(to ELLIS) A hundred, it means. 

As many as a hundred? 

(waving his arms about) Well, it's a difficult sport 
in this part of the world - - too many roads - - ~ 

My boy says he reckons you don't catch anything.~~ 

(to MABEL) . All right, ail right~ 

(with a nervous glance at DAVE) Your boy don't __ 
use his eyes~ 

(to annoy DAVE, with a wink at ELSIE) My boy 
reckons he shoots more than you catch, and all 
you do is "drive 'em ,on to our chickens! 

Sssh~ 

The ground's damned difficult, Mrs. Forbes, it's 
a built-up area, the old rural England's dead, 
there was a day when you could hunt at East Ham, 
believe it or not~ ! 

(tickled) Now don't come to me with your old 
excuses~ 



G~ORGE: 

MABEL: 

SIM:MONS: 

ELSIE: 

• ELLIS: 

E.LSIE: 

ELLIS: 

GEOR.GE: 

MABEL: 
I 

ELLIS: 

• MABEL: 

DAVE: 

ELSIE: 

MABEL: 

DAVE: 

ELLIS: 

DAVE: 

1.1.7 

(to MABEL, with a smile) You've been at the gin, 
haven't you, mate? 

(burlesque) Listen to that~ You know I don't touch 
the stuff~ 

(A crash, off. The music stops. 
Pandemonium behind the~trees) 

(dashing off) That's Hester~ She always gets drunk 
about this time ~ 

(quietly, as they :watch SIM:MONS disappear) You're 
telling me~ She shows it in her face, too. (to 
ELLIS) Ever seen her, Mr. Ellis? 

- No. 

She's got one of those flushed complexions, if you 
know what I mean. 

Oh, yes~ 

. I don't suppose this gentleman wants to hear all our 
local gossip. 

Don't you be so sure, mate~ (with ,a wink) Eh, 
Mr. Ellis? 

(with a smile) I like a bit of gossip. 

Of course, you do~ Jt's natural~ (to ELSIE) . I 
likedlt..wheri . .he,.sai9: two: thousaIid'~~ ·yea.r, :'. didrt 't . 
you? I thought I wouldn't mind.a lick off that:. 
Where the .devil does he get it? --

Well, they say -money breeds money, don't they? 

All thrown down the drain on a lot of blast~d foxes ~ 

Fifty brace a year, I don't think~ I reckon" all they 
want is a nice ride on Saturdays~ 

(to ELLIS) You been away long, Mr. Ellis? 

A few years, yes. 

(pleasantly) Miss the old country? 



ELLIS: 

DAVE: 

SIMMONS: 

ELLIS: • srnMONS: 

~LLIS: 
1 

SIMMONS:. 

• GEORGE: 

MABEL: 

1.1.8 

A bit. 

I wouldn't mind getting away for good~ 

(A shout from behind the trees: 'You'd 
better take her home, Captain~ , 

CAPTAIN SIMMONS dashes in again) 

. (to ELLIS) Well, good night, old chap ~ (they 
shake hands) I enjoyed our frank discussion~ 

Is your wife all right? 

Oh, yes~ She started a beagle hunt --- the usual 
thing~: Tripped over the wires ~ She chases hares. 

Hares? 

Well, good night, Mrs. Gorringe~ George and 
Dave, Mrs. Forbes - - - you did very nicely, thank 
you~ 

(They all say good night and 
CAPTAIN SIMMONS hurries off again) 

(to ELLIS) The Brigadier's an interesting :man, 
too. He's been called a rock of justice, and I 
don't think it's far from the truth, neither. He 
sits on the local Sessions. (to MABEL) Do 
you know, he did all that wood panelling in the 
house over there? 

Did he really? 



ELSIE: 

GEORGE: 

MABEL: 

ELLIS: 

• ELSIE: 

. ELLIS: 

MABEL: 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: • GEORGE: 

MABEL: 

ELSIE: 

GEORG~: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

ELSIE: 

1.1.9 

It's more than she'd do---she don't even feed the poor 
devil! 

Still, she t s a good worker. I'd like to see anybody else 
run a farm like she did single-handed. (again to 
ELLIS) The Brigadier does embroideries, too. 
You've never seen anything like 'em! They take any­
thing up to three years sometimes. I reckon every 
stick of furmture in that house is covered with his 
work .. 

(to ELLIS) It's funny for' a man, isn't it? 

Yes . 

What parts do you live in, Mr. Ellis---very far away? 

S6utlLaf. France. Where the sun shines . 

It's lucky we didn't get a downpour tonight. The fore­
cast said -storms, (with another wink at ELLIS) so I 
thought we'd get it nice! 

It's on the way, don't you worry. It isn't often them 
boys are wrong. 

I heard a rumble as I came over. 

It was your stomach, mate! 

(laughing) Here---do you remember that :storm just 
before the war, Mabel? 

Blimey, you're going back, aren't you? 

(to GEORGE) You was underground, mate, so it didn't 
bother you. 

(to ELLIS) He was in the mines. 

(also to ELLIS) I'm not sorry I gave·1W·that lark. 
Still, I don't see as it's much better on the railways. 

It's .clean, for.·a start. 

I don't see it's so clean! I shifted a cartload of 
coaldust this morning and didn't notice it, anyhow! 

Well, you got your offer, didn't you, mate? To my 
mind, you looked a gift-horse in the mouth. 



GEORGE: 

MABEL: 

DAVE: 

MABEL: 

• JOAN: 

. ELSIE: 

JOAN: 

ELLIS: 

JOAN: 

ELLIS: 

ELSIE: 

• JOAN: 

ELSIE: 

GEORGE: 

THOMSON: 

(shouting) I'm not walking into anything' blindfold and 
that's a cert! 

(to ELLIS) My Dave mixe's paints all day. I'm sure 
it's not doing him any good! 

(discouraging her) All right, all right! 

I heard it gets in their lungs and- - - ! 

(JOAN THOMSON, the BRIGADIER's 
wife, enters. A quick, anxious-looking, 
sporty woman in her fifties. Perceptive, 
alert eyes) 

Hullo, all! Lots left over for-Sunday din, Mrs. Gbrringe? 

That's right, Mrs. Thomson! 

(with a.chuckle) I'll have the old chap eating sandwiches 
for a fortnight!· (they all smile politely) Well, 
Mr. Ellis, what about seeing the house? 

Love to. 

I expect yo~ want to.~~.t··away? 

Oh no 1---, , 

He's been ha~ng a natter with.us, Mrs. Thomson, you 
know what 1---

(cutting her' short) Well, let me lead the way. I'm 
afraid it's in a·bit of a mess! 

(She. leads ELLIS out. ELSIE stands there 
looking abashed and mortified) 

Well, I never! She makes you feel that big, don't she? 
(in the direction of the house) You old cow, you---for 
two pins I'd give you a piece of my mind! 

. I told you before, you've got to watch your step with 
them people! She's not one of us, you know. 

(The BRIGADIER comes in. TheY'brighten) 

You can clear up now! No more·music---thank God! 
Where's Ellis? 
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. Who? 

The foreigh. chap .. 

Oh, your wife took him in to see the house, Brigadier! 

I see! Well, we can clear up! I never get any enjoy­
ment out of these things ... (gazing round) 

Never mind, Brigadier. Have a drop of whisky. 

(turning to him sl.owly with a slight smile) That's the 
nicest thing's been said to me this evening! 

(GEORGE pours him·astiff glass) 

There! 

(taking -it and sniffing -it) That's my Isla Mist, if I'm 
. not mistaken! 

I kept your bottle aside. 

Didn't the Captain smell it? 

He sniffed round a obi t but we waved some -gin under his 
nose! 

Well, here's to your health, good people---(stopping) 
but I'll not drink alone! 

Oh, well, then! (as they· all take up their glasses) 

(They· all drink, with 'Good health! " 
:'.Here's health! ,) 

Look at those trees- - -! (they follow his gaze) When 
you die you're like that, just the same. (silence) 
There's -no· point jumping and shouting and switching 
that blasted music on, you've got to come to it in the 
end. Ah, well! (he· drinks off his glass with a gulp 
and raps it back on the table) Better take all this stUff 
to the barn, George----it'll rain tonight! 

Right you are, Brigadier. 

Jpeering through the trees at the guests) I suppose 
~heY'll go home some time. They only come for the 
boose. Good ·night, all! 
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Good night, Brigadier! 

(He stalks off. They gaze· after' him) 

I've never·seen that man really·smile. He laughs, but 
he don't smile. 

He's got nothing to .smile about. 

If they were. all like him, it wouldn't be so bad ... 

.(They assemble the cartons of food and the 
crates) 

It makes me smile---she wouldn't dream of giving us a 
penny for' this work, would she? 

Oh well, we get a few drinks. 

No, but we are piecans, aren't we? She's only got to 
say "a word and we go all soft inside! I do, at any rate! 
I don't think I could give her a no if she asked me to put· :' 
mY'hand in boiling water. 

It's the voice, Mabel. They're brought up to it, you see. 

She's not a bad old stick. 

(to MABEL) Remember 'that time she gave me five 
shillings for washing out nine pairs of sheets? Never 

. again, Elsie· Gorringe, I said! 

(They collapse the table. The fairy-lights 
go out behind the trees) 

(to ,DAVE) Fifty brace of fox! He must think we're 
mugs: 

They say he's a proper martinet on the back. of a ·horse. 
Cusses and blinds! 

I reckon' that's why they ·do it---to work off their 
poisons. 

It makes me laugh, all this 'captain' and 'brigadier' 
lark. Anybody'd think·there was a war on! 

Oh, they love·their names! 

I'll call myself lance-corporal! 
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(laughing, to' MABEL) It took him five years' in the 
cook-house to get a stripe! 

(to GEORGE) I heard you was mentioned in despatches 
for your mashed potatoes, mate? 

'(ELSIE looks round to see if anybody is 
looking, then speaks in a lower voice) 

Who is that young feller? 

I reckon they're selling the house! 

Go on! 

(to DAVE, with a smile) There they go! 

She said she'd never let it be sold, not over'her . dead 
body! That was a month ago. 

I re~kon:·he. put ·his. fdot down:~.. ~ 

! wouldn 'tiive over there, I can tell you that much! 

(to DAVE) Last time I looked at the ·.stairs-there was 
dry rot all the way up. That w3:s two years ago, so 
God alone knows what it's like now! The roof'd fall in 
if you breathed too hard! 

(to MABEL) She says to me once, she says, Mrs. 
Gbrringe, the best dinner for me is a· nice piece of 
fish and six pennorth of chips, in a newspaper! I - - - ! 

(CAPTAIN SIMMONS enters again) 

Seen the Brigadier? 

Yes, he just went over to the house, Captain. 

I hear they're selling· it! Know anything about it, 
George? . 

(turning away) Not me. 

(DAVE shoulders some· cartons 
and trudges off) 

(calling after him) Tell the Brig I'd-like· a word 
with him, Dave! 
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(off) OK~ 

Got another drink? 

Well, we've packed up really, Captain. 

Come on, you artful old bugger, there's some 
whisky under there --- I can see it~ (bending down 
to one of the crates). God above, Isla Mist~ 

(with a smile) It's the Brigadier's private bottle. 

Well, j~st milk a little off for me. (as GEORGE 
pours a glass) Now, what about it --- is he selling 
or not? 

I told you, I don't know. 

What about that foreign chap? 

Only a mug'd buy that place, Captain. 

What? I could turn it into a palace. You're like 
all the other Englishmen nowadays --- no bloody 
initiative~ 

All I say is you wouldn't get your value. 

I'd make the value ~ It's a business man's dream, 
that bloody house. Three hundred yards from one 
of the biggest highways in England; with a screen 
of poplars in front~ 

It gives me the jitters. I only have to set foot 
inside that door and I come over liquid~ 

It's got style --- the past ---~ It's a house to sit 
and dream in. (his eyes gleaming) That's why 
they won't let me buy it. Because I'd love it~ 

. (The BRIGADIER's voice: 
'Somebody want me?' 
He appears) 

Oh, hullo, Jack~ (evasively) Young Forbes 
said I was wanted . 

That's right. I've just been having some of your 
best uiible.rided. 
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(irritated) , Oh, that's the style. (with a glance at 
the others, who promptly go on with their work) 

, (He' and CAPTAIN' SIMMONS, withdraw 
from the others a little, ',' anp 
B~IGADIER THOMSON puts his hand 
on the other's shoulder in a gingerly 
way) 

What's it about? 

(pointing at the house) ':rhat. 

(after a pause) What? 

You didn't invite me to make a, bid, did you? 

Well, it's --- (hesitating) This fellow needed a ; 
house pretty quick, ,y,ou see. Friend of mine in the 
City more or less talked me into it. 

(cynically) Oh, yes? 

If he don't meet the price I'll let you kriow ... 

Thanks~ 

(An awkward pause. 

The helpers begin;takiIig out the, crates,.' 
cartons etc . 

The BRIGADIER and the CAPTAIN wait 
until they're alone) 

(with a fixed expression) You haven't paid your 
huht subscription. ' 

(his head ducked) Oh, really? 

Yes, really. I could sit and dream in that house,. 
That's one thing i learned about the English early 
in life. They don't help your dreams. 

Come, you're English, aren't you? 

(agressively) Well, I've never been outside 
except to kill Germans~ 
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(parrying) Really? 

It's more than you did~ You were warming' your 
arse in'Malta, I believe? 

(abashed) I ---

(looking across at the house again) We could have 
our hunt meetings over there. Instead of in'the 
butcher's ~ 

(his anger up) I can't see what's wrong with a 
butcher~ . 

(glaring at the house again) She might have had a 
baby over there~ 

What? 

You never know --- the right atmosphere~ 

You fool ~ She's fifty years of age ~ 

It's happened before ~ 

It's never happened~ 

(SIlence .. Anger brooding like a 
volcano) 

(in an outburst) You never wanted me in that hunt~ 

I like your damned cheek - - - ~ 

The two thousand quid comes out of my pocket, for 
all your bloody class~ You'-re living on me when 
you hunt on Saturdays ~ -

(flushed) I started in the family business, my 
war record's clear~ My name was bandied about 
for Lord Sheriff of the County, I commanded a 
battalion in Malta for nearly two years - - - I got the 
CBE ---~ 

(They shout :in,a: blac,kj- .bliil:di- -rbYt.hlllic 
way, as if not really speaking from 
their own .thoughts) 
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Shut up ~ I've sat 9n thirteen boards and' God knows 
how many tribunal~~ I dine at White's now and then, 
I'm a member of Savage's, 'G~r!!Qn's, theTraveller's~ 
I was in the T. A. before the. war and went in the 
Buffs as a maj or - - - ~ I fought with my own hands, 
the soldiers under me loved the ground I walked on, 
It's just" that the wife can't have any kids ---~ 

(turning on him suddenly) That's always the trouble 
with mixing classes~ You're not by any means a 
natural M. F . H. ~ 

(almost in tears) I'm the only one with money~ 

, Tweed could have filled the job, or Denham, Crew, 
young Viscount Wallmaster - - - but they've all been 
eaten away by death duties - -- ~ 

Like you, I suppose~ 

My wife, not me ~ ~ine' s a trading family and I 
don't mind who knows it ~ In the war I was called 
to Corps;"Headquarters frequently to clea~ up , 
points of supply --- I sat on the office'r selection 
board --- l--- ~ 

I built up my business from ~cratch --- -I've earned 
my way to where I am now -- in the mess they used 
to get up when I came in -- I wasn't substa~tive 
major but that was my name --- Major Simmons --­
the CHQ commended me for getting 'B' Echelon up 
two hours after consolidating my chaps on a hilly 
position --- point 287 --- a machine gun nest --- I 
ran up screaming~ 

Two of my boards. were banks, man~ I've got five 
horses in my stables, I buy a new car every year, 
my brother-in-law's in the House of Commons, his 
wife has a title, they own some railways in South 
Africa~ . 

My wife has distant relatives who - - - ~ 

I inherited an estate in Scotland~ I lunched the other 
day with a QC whose father was Speaker once a'nd 
we talked about costly clarets for nearly two hours --­
Lord Bligh came in - - - he's on our board - - - and 
we found we knew each other as kids ~ 
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In the mess I used to lose my temper and make young 
subalterns feel a fool - - - the Adjutant always came 
to my bivvy for a drink --- I made a standing order 
that nobody lower than a captain should talk at our 
table unless addressed - - - I had two secretaries 
before the war - - - I used to run a car in the days 

. when that was something~ We took a holiday on the 
Riviera in 1937 --- ~ 

We go every year to France~ . We know the hotels 
like the back of· our hands ~ We drive through the 
Loire and sometimes the Rhone. We go to the ., 
Bahamas, stay at a close friend's house ---~ 1---­
(running out of ideas) I - - - I never voted Labour 
in the post-war election ~ 

Nor did I~ (remembering with a shock). Yes, I did~ 

(They are out of ideas, out of breath, 
out of voice) 

My father· was a friend of old Lord Grey's and met 
Baldwin twice~ In the crisis at the Fort he lunched 
with Edward the King - - - I can't stand royalty 
myself, it's the Bosch in them, I suppose, but by 
God I'd fight --- ~ 

(There is silence. They stare before 
them, panting. The recital is over) 

(taking out his leather cigarette case) Have a 
cigarette. 

Thanks. 

(showing him the case) Florence. Nice, isn't it? 

(smelling it) I love the smell of leather. My wife 
walked in with a leather coat on the other day. 
(helping BRIGADIER THOMSON to a light) My 
bank manager gave me the shock of my life when 
he showed me the bill. . 

That's one good thing --- my wife doesn't spend 
much on clothes. She's an untidy bitch, as you may 
have remarked. . 
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-(confid~ntially) Oh, while I'm on it --- you might 
tell her to keep a check on her language.when we're 
out --- ~ Itts not swear-_w·ords_~Lmean·-·---::.'it-~'S"~the 
tone. The other women feel she's a bit upstage. 

(reasonably) My wife has to be understood, that's 
all. . 

Oh, I realise that. But I thought I'd just tell you. 

Oh, yes. 

(glancing at him doubtfully) I'm sure she doesn't 
mean to be highhanded~ 

(also doubtfully) Oh, no~ 

(holding out his hand) Well, it's been a nice -evening, 
Brigadier. Hester's drunk in the car. 

(chuckling) Just like her family. 

She says she'd like to pass -'out completely one day --­
to the valley of no return~ 

That's the trouble with women. Too imaginative. 
I always describe imagination' as 'overheads we 
can ill afford' . 

Did you ever try with the wife? 

(A pause) 

What? 

Did you try - - - hard? 

In what way? 

(confidentially) She started telling me I didn't --­
pull my weight properly ~ 

(frightened). Oh, yes ~ 

Did you? 

Did I what ? (backing up) 

Pull yours? 
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Good God~ (he begins to chuckle) You ... 

(screwing up his eyes) What's that? 

(almost to himself) You dirty old .... '. 

But tell me ---? 

(confidentially) She hates it! (daring his teeth) 
I'd like to BITE her~ (biting the air) 

In life (quietly) --- and my wife agrees --- there 
are two basic and what we call royal kinds of riding . 

. One on a horse and one - - . 

(glancing round carefully) How often do you ride? 

Er --- (also glancing round) three times a week --­
'over very rough country! 

(They both roar with laughter) 

Not a bad average! 

By no means! 

. (about to leave) Well, goodbye, old chap! Drop in 
and have a drink some time. 

(shaking hands) . I will! 

(to himself, chuckling as he walks off) Over 
very rough country~ Joan~ Must tell 'er that! 
(calling) Joan~ 

(They disappear in opposite 
directions) 
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ACT ONE 

Scene Two 

Inside the house there is a -roughly 
covered sette.e:-and~-an,-armchail; wftli'. 
odd broken chairs and tables. 

On the left, a· porch leads into the garden; 
on the right a ·door leads into the dining 

. room. 

JOAN THOMSON is sitting on a- table, 
smoking. Her· skirt is hitched up as if 
only breeches made her -feel comfortable. 

That you, Charles? 

( entering) Has he gone? 

Yes. He seemed to like it. 

I don't like him. I've got a feeling he won't be reliable -
the cheque'll bounce or something. I 

(He potters about in a·drawer while he 
talks) , 

What are you looking for? 

(with a startled expression) My CBE ribbon. That 
blighter, Simmons, didn't believe me! 

You ~ a goof sometimes, old boy. 

(straightening up) Sometimes I forget I ever had the 
CBE---it suddenly-comes over me ... 

It is rather hard to believe. 

(blinking -doubtfully) What? 

(with a glint in her eyes) Never mind. 

I had occasion to mention it to old Simmons, that's 
-all. : Lsay, do you kn~w what he said? • 

No? 
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He said, there are two kinds of bloody good rides' in 
life, and I ride to hounds four'times a week---no, 
three! -

.(A pause) 

What? 

. Well, he said there are two rides- - - and I said ,how 
many times a week---! (sulkily) Oh, I don't~know,--­
something like' that! I can never bring a joke off with 
you! 

, So what's wrong with my young man? 

, Simmons want.s the' house. But I'm buggered if I'll let 
him have' it. 

He'11 pay within a month. The whole thing. 

(turning) Who? 

My.young man. 

Good God! Has he got\the money? 

Apparently. 

Idle rich? 

No, his company's buying the place . 

His company? I wish my 'company bought me houses! 
What's his offer? -

A thousand more than you said. 

(starting) What? 

(with,cool triumph) That's right. 

Oh! 

(A pause) 

In other'words, he's a mug. 

(quietly) Well, we were after'a mug, weren't we? 

(She goes to the window) 
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Intelligent chap. (gazing out) 

The last intelligent chap y6u had. drove his car into my 
stables. And then described it as an act of God! 

We'll see what this chap can do! 
I 

He treated me With great respect, though, I must say 
that. He called me sir. (gazing at her) He didn't seem 
won over: by your libellous stories. Have you 
started on this one yet? (she hums and picks thread 
from .her skirt) I say, he -,wasn't won over bY'your 
'stories. 

Yes, I heard . 

(Silence. There is a clap of thunder' in 
the ·distance. She walks to the door 
abruptly - left) 

(going) I'd better get the gramophone in. 

(She leaves and the BRIGADIER is alone) 

(gazing'out-of the'window) I smelt rain. The 
trouble is, I---! (he stops, looking'round) I don't 
believe in a damned thing! 

(Lightning, and an enormous clap of 
thunder. 

JOAN dashes in. She .. has thrown a kind 
of old ,sack. over her head) 

Oh, come on, for Christ's sake---there's half the 
furniture out there! It isn't ours, either! 

I'm sorry! 

(He dashes out after' her. 

The rain grows heavier; there is more 
thunder and lightning. 

We hear JOAN and the BRIGADIER 
puffing and blowing as they push up­
right chairs into the porch. 

The chairs grow slowly until a pile 'of 
them almost blocks the doorway. 
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Then the BRIGADIER emerges at the 
top of the pile and climb s back into the 
room, soaked and out of breath. JOAN 
follows, jumping down in an agile way) 

Well! I rather·enjoyed that! (wiping himself with a 
handkerchief as he sits down) God·.knows why he does 
'respect me. Because I'm a JP, do you think? Like 
that American I met in the City. Shook hands with him--­
and I found he was trembling. Know that? Yes! 

(having thrown the· sack off) Trembling? 

I'm everything they're frightened·of, perhaps. 

(ironically) Really? 

In one word, class. (taking 'off his jacket) I can tell you 
one thing, I prefer your buffet suppers to the dinners 
you cook. . (suddenly) By God, Hester's a fine piece, 
isn't she? I mean---! One shufti at her and I spent 
a restless·night! ~ 

All right, old boy, don.'t get beyond yourself! 

(She walks across to the dining room door 
and as she does so he puts out a hand 
to touch her) 

Joan---how do you think they enjoyed it? 

(suffering his 'hand on her-arm silently) Oh, all right. 

Let's have another drink. Joan---! (pulling her a 
little) 

C~etween clenched teeth) I'll get the drink! 

(She then strides off) 

(to himself again) She'S always been like that. I used 
to sit on the bed and cry. (suddenly remembering 
something) Joan! I say, you haven't seen my 
embroidery, have you? The latest job? (jumping up 
rather 'frantically) I left it on the chair here! 

(There is no reply· and he stumbles in 
something of a-panic towards the-porch 
and manoeuvres the hill of chairs again, 
cursing to himself. The room is empty 
again. 
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Charles? 

The rain continues. There is more 
lightning. We hear the BRIGADIER 
crash into a last chair· on the porch: 
'Damn'. Then there is silence. 

JOAN reappears with the drinks in her 
hands. She looks round) 

(Only the sound of the rain. She puts 
the drinks down and·goes to the window. 
She!:1S out. 

At last we hear a scraping·at the porch 
/', .... again) 

Is that you, Charles? 

(We hear him climbing the chairs again. 
His head.appears at the top. Then he 
climbs down) 

it's ruined. It was· in the flower patch. !Three years' 
work. 

(He stands gazing at her. The rain has 
soaked his shirt now) 

Here's your drink . 

Aren't you sorry? 

(impatiently) Of course I'm sorry! 

. You left it in the mud. 

I left it? 

You .can be so cruel. That took me three years. 

(She shrugs, though. a little ashamed) 

The . colours don't run, do they? 

It's torn. Nearly . ripped to pieces. 

Hester used it as a hare. 

I thought so! 
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JOAN: (taking his 'drink to him) Here---'come to mum! 

Pax? 

(She holds the 'glass to his lips and he 
takes a ,sip. Then she takes one ,as 
well, from the same glass) 

(He nods sadly and they 'link little 
fingers. A little tug to confirm it) 
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(as they'separate) Do you know, he said he'd buy the 
house without the land? 

Did he? (suddenly realising what she has said) What? 
Without the garden? 

Yes., 

But the land's worth---! 

I know! 

, But what sort of complete bally idiot is this man? 

" 

He's intelligent. They're,all idiots nowadays, didnf't 
you know? And they 'get p'aid like 'film stars. Anyway, 
we ,can build,ilp a real-:~tables at last. 

t
"

, 

You're damned, right we can! (with, quiet astoniShment) 
What a blasted ,mug! Here---(suddenly) he's not a 
Yank, is he? 

No! 

I don't want this place, colonised. I admire them and, all 
that, but we do need a corner to ourselves! 

He's English, though you wouldn't know it. 

(gazing at her with a slight smile) You are a blasted 
old swindler, you know. 

What was I to.do---turn him down? 

Oh, no! Certainly 'not! 

(They sip their drinks) 
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(chuckling) Hester caught her hare just by' the switch­
board tonig~t- - -brought the whole lot down, lights, radio 
and all!' 

(reminded) She caught my embroidery, too. 

You know what this deal means, don't you? I can run the 
garden. 

It means you· can come down and lead him hell when 
you like. 

That's right. 

(Another pause) 

The Master says I l(jok,~down on him. Which I do. I 
can't stand him dressed up in that pink ·.coat of his. 
Makes him look like a puppet! 

You men are frightful when you quarrel. Hester' and I 
could run that hunt better. 

Like hell you ·.could. What About that time· she· called 
you the fox's best friend? 

She's a bitch, but.so am I. That's why we agree. And 
another thing we've got in·common---(glances.~t him) 

What's that? 

We're both childless. 

(mumbling) Oh, put a sock 'in it, for' Christ's sake ... 

(There is' silence between them) 

(almost to herself) I used to try so hard. I used to sit 
and will a baby. I used to pray even. But you can't do 
it like that. 

All right, all right. 

(almost in tears) I was always picked ·on in the family. 
Always laughed at. All I heard was 'service'. I 
always fell short in 'se:rvice'. And.it was such a 
hearty'family! I had nothing I could call my OWD--­

they .. always smashed- it up for me! (putting her 
handkerchief to her-eyes) Theytook.my socks---I 
had to come down to breakfast without any socks on, 
and then get shouted at. 
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(his head bowed, with di,sgust)· Oh, Christ! 

I can see it in people's eyes. The Gorringes, for 
instance, Dave Forbes. They say, she puts her 
energies .into the farm because ... ! 

(raising his voice) You haven't got a farm! 

(in a steely way) I will have! That's where this money's 
going. A small stable. And a big herd of:Guernseys! 

(in alarm) Oh, no, we're not having that again---not in 
the new house! Cows.calving-inthe drawing room---

That happened once, you chump! 

---and the clang. of that bloody milk:pail at four o'clock 
in the morning~.:-~'! 

Five! 

It felt like four. Then young Dave Forbes sticking his 
grinningface round the door---(imitating'him) 'One 
of your 'fences is down, Brig. Four or.'five missin' 
again!' Oh, no .... And.the tramps through the mud 
for the missing 'cow. The bloody: agricultural 
inspectors,. and the milk board, and pigs rooting in the 
lawn. 

I broke even on it, anyway! 

, But not again! Not in the new house! 

All right---','no Guernseys, no sale! 

(menacingly) You'll leave my money·alone! 

I shan't touch your'money. I'll just tell him·the right 
price. 

(in a.quie~" firm voice) You won't tell him the right 
price. 

(Another pause, during which they 
sip their 'drinks) 

I Wish you' could dance, you know. 

I'd have started thirty'years ago if I'd wanted to. 

Our,family quack told me once~--
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Yes, I know: it 'loosens the fluids'. 

You never loosened mine. 

(his head lowered) Yes, yes. 

I still dream· about a· house full of children. 

Yes. 

I swear I can understand them better than grown-ups. 

(with a touch of reverence) I believe you can. 

I'd either like to be a child---or·a horse. 

I wish I could remember what old Simmons said--­
three times a·week. .. Do you think·.he---? (he stops) 
I mean; 'do you think.it's all right between some people? 

(quietly) Go to hell! 

(They· are silent) 

Is his firm sending a surveyor down? 

He is the surveyor. 

What? 

He says'he'd pay' twice as much.on the Continent. 

. Did he, by God? 

He says the prices here are low. He says our position's 
shrunk. 

(They· are silent) 

I'll have to ask:the Master to dinner. I dona want him 
cutting up about this house. Ask your' cousin twice­
removed---the'honourable'one---there's nothing like a 
title for softening old Simmons up . 

. Eddy, you mean? But he's potty! Anyway, this house 
is a bloody disgrace. I wouldn't even invite this 
foreign chap! 

(defensively) You find me a housekeeper, then. 
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I've found you a dozen. (they are suddenly in the middle 
of a blazing row) But they won't stand your clothes 
allover the f1<?or and your filthy 'habits---the co~-dung 
in the kitchen- - - hay from the horse-box allover the 
beds--~and finally---fina1ly---that blasted mechanical 
saw cluttering'up the dining ·room!. (he is livid) 

(stung) I'll keep it there . another week. It needs-more 
work on the pistons. 

I've got the-chairman and his wife comingto dinner 
Saturday night! All. that lovely panelling of mine ruined! 
And the inlaid sideb~ard with your grease· allover 
it---your nuts, bolts, piston-rings, broken silencers---! 

I toldybu, the silencer's bust! You said you couldn't 
stand the noise. 

I couldn't! No, I couldn't! 

All right! I'll clear it out of the dining· room- - -you'll 
get your dinner party---but I'm afraid I can't get the 
silencer done yet. There won't be time. 

(hushed, as if in pain) That's right. No silencer. 
(nodding to himself) Tit-for-tat. All the way through 
life. Dinner party---no silencer. Sell the house---a 
herd-of Guernseys ... 

,(Suddenly -he strides across to her, 
overcome with rage, and seizes her 
savagely. He begins kissing and biting 
her -violently, holding her hair' in a great 
mass in one hand. She -struggles and then 
begins to scream-in~~-,peculiar muted way) 

Char---! Charles! You swine! Swine! 

Swine! ! 

(Screaming at the top of her voice, as 
she manages to tear herself away) 

(She stamps out of..the::room like a soldier, 
into the dining-room. There is some 
tearful-fumbling with machinery next door. 
The BRIGADIER stands there panting. 

Suddenly the air is filled with the 
-deafening- roar of an engine, minus its 
silencer .. A mechanical saw. 
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The noise is'. simply immense. 
BRIGADIER stands there bowed, like a 
defeated animal, staring in front of him. 

There is a shout from- the porch: 'Brig! 
Brig! '. Suddenly-he realises he is being 
-called. He-turns this way-and-that, torn 
between the engine and the voice from 
the porch) 

(thinking_ to appeal to JOAN to turn it off) Joan! Joan! 

(OFF) Brig! Are you there, Brig? 

Yes, damn you! (swivelling) Joan! Joan! 

(appearing) What the devil---? 

(shouting) -There's---! 

(He indicates the porch and as he does 
so CAPTAIN SIMMONS is seen-climbing 
over the barrier- of chairs. He is wet and 
bedraggled) 

(shouting at the top of his voice) HAVE YOU SEEN 
HESTER? 

(JOAN disappears again) 

(screWing-up his face) What? 

HAVE ·YOU---(the-engine cuts out) SEEN---! (he 
stops, stunned by the silence) What the devil have 
you got there? 

Oh, it's---it's... A mechanical saw. 

In the dining room? -

Yes---the---er---wife, she's having trouble with.it. 

But what the hell. can she be cutting-up in the dining-room? 

(irritably) She's mending it, that's all! 

In the -dining room? 

Oh, shut up, for God's sake! It's bad enough with her! 
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I'm sorry. 
\ . 

What's th~ trouble, anyway? 

Hester's not drunk in the car. 

(A pause) 

(staring at him) What? 

I 

She hasn't gone to bed in the- car. 

I should hope she hasn't. Does she usually? 

I fix up a ·bed there. For when· she chases hares . 

1".2,,, 32 

(turning away and speaking quietly) You're drunk. 

(shouting) But everybody knows I keep a bed in the 
shooting break' for when she gets tight! 

(again furious) I don't know anything about your 
domestic 'arrangements, man! 

(quietly) Well, she's not there anyway. 

(Another pause) 

Why._should she be? 

She always is --- after she's been chasing hares; 

(BRIGADIER THOMSON looks at him 
slowly) 

(calling 'out) Joan! Hester's missing! 

I've tramped miles. 

(JOAN appears) 

(showing signs of her formertension) What's that? 
oh, hullo, Master! 

Evening, Mrs. Thomson. I hope I'm not interrupting 
your- - - sawing ... 

Oh,. no, not a bit! 

He's lost Hester. She isn't drunk. in the-car. 
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What? 

She caught her hare---some sort of old embroidery--­
and then she didn't make her usual beeline for the car! 

Shall I call the police? 

Ob, for 'God's sake, no! She might be---well, you 
know---binge, hay, hare, singsong, that sort of thing. 

(A.pause while the others stare at him) 

(continuing, to THOMSON) A habit of fifteen years 
suddenly goes phut! 

Sit down, old chap. 

(sitting'down) Thanks. 

She can't have gone far. 

For . fifteen years it's been like clockwork---binge, 
har.e, hay, singsong. And now there's this! 

. (Silence. The others . stare at him in 
bafflement again) 

(screwing'up his face) Wh-at's that? 

I say, it's been as---(lost for a moment)---fixed as 
the stars for fifteen years! 

What was that you said- - - binge, hay ... ? 

Binge, hare" -hay, singsong. 

(gingerly, with a glance at JOAN) Oh! 

(with a trace 'of indignation) We haven't got children, 
you know! 

(quietly) Quite. 

You see, we have a singsong in the'car, on the way 
home, after the hare. She hits the hay . and then we 
sing! 

Ah, yes. She doesn't sleep in the car? 

Good God, no! Singing's all part of it. We've got some 
of the dirtiest Irish songs you've ever'heard! 



JOAN: 

SIMMONS: 

JOAN: 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

-
THOMSON: 

• SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

JOAN: 

• THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

1. 2. ,34 
.' .. ' 

Really? 

And it---! (he stops, eyeing them both) Works us up. 
For later. 

Oh! 

(guffawing) Good Lord! 

The rest is silence, as they say. 

(trying to get rid of hi's; naughty-naughty smile) Well, 
what's to be done? 

We'll have to scour the countryside, that's all. 

Right! What '11 we do- - - spread out or recce all 
together? 

Spread out, I think. 

Will you take command? 

(also rising) No, I think you'd better. (generously) 
Higher rank· and all'that. 

Oh. Well, t,hank you very much. 

I'll get some greatcoats. They won't be very fine, 
I'm afraid . 

As long as they keep the rain off. 

(JOAN goes out right to get the coats) 

You take the path down to the river, I'll go up to the 
farm and Joan can stay on the road, she's gothigh­
heeled shoes on. Communication: voyce., 
Synchronise. (looking at his watch) 

What? 

Synchronise. 

(looking at his watch also) Oh! 

It's coming'up to 01.13 hours. Ten, nine, eight, seven, 
six, five, four, three, two, one, now. 01. 13 hours 
precisely. ' 

Thank you. 
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Headquarters, this house~ 

Right. 

Got any ammunition? 

Christ, I don't want to shoot her! 

As you wish. It's your party. 

(JOAN returns with,three rough farm­
coats. She throws· one to her husband 
and·one to CAPTAIN' SIMMONS) 

(watching SIMMONS as he struggles into it) Fit, ol~ boy? 

Yes, thanks! 

Right, let's. advance. Joan, you stay up on the road. , 
(he begins clambering ,over the chairs in .the porch) 
There's a little climb, I'm afraid, Simmons. 

Shall I go ahead, Master?' 

(meekly) Please. 

(JOAN climbs' after 'her 'husband) 

Damn! 

(A chair falls in the porch) 

(OFF) You all right, Joan? 

Yes, thanks. 

(CAPTAIN SIMMONS begins climbing 
absent-mindedly) 

(to himself) After' fifteen years---phut. (crash) 
Damn! 

(He disappears and the. stage is empty) 

(OFF) Lovely night for 'a show 'like this! 

(OFF) Here I am! 

(OFF) Very,well, you know-ypur' orders.' Spread out! 
Report back, to headquarters by 03.00 hours (O-three 
hundred·hours)!, . 

END OF ACT ONE 
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ACT TWO 

The same: but all the furniture and the 
curtains have been removed. . Builders' 
materials. One thing remains from the 
previous' scene: the pile of cI:tairs in the 
porch, formIng a barricade nearly as 
tall as the doorway .. 

GEORGE GORRINGE and DAVE 
FORBES are stripping; apparently end­
less layers of wallpaper 'off the walls. 

'The floor is already ailkle deep in 
various"patterns and colours, old and 
new. GEORGE and DAVE are dressed 
in overalls. 

A lot of paper here, mate! (rip) 

(rip) Eh? 

(Silence) 
) 

(turning to look at him firmly) Either you don't wash 
your ears out, mate, or you daydream. 

(rip) I daydream. 

Scats! (rip) 

(rip) Eh? 

'Eh'? You want to get on to B, mate, it's next in the 
alphabet! (rip) 

Everybody's 'scats' for you. 

It's better than 'eh'. (rip) 

(DAVE - rip. 

GEORGE '-.rip,. rip)'.. 

(turning to help) Do you think he's right? 

Who? 

That foreigner. 
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What about? 

He says we've got no initiative! 

(rip, rip, rip, rip) A-c-c-c-h! (exclamation of dis­
gust) 

It's true. There's no openings --- you can't get for­
ward in this country. That's the truth. 

(half to himself) You and your bloody openings (rip)! 
You need a woman. 

I need more than one! 

I never talked my chop off about openings when I was 
your age! 

(careless l rip) I'd work, real work, if I could get 
things a bit clear. 

You take after your mum. (r~p) 

Sometimes I think I've got that fatal disease. 

What --- putting lids on paint-tins? You're scats! 

(A pause) 

(rip) What a way to spend Saturday! 

It was your idea, mate . 

It was Ellis's. He said it was a good opening. 

Listen, he lives abroad, and he's very big and he 
comes over here with his pockets full and all that's 
very fine; he's bought a nice house riddled with dry 
rot and woodworm and Christ knows what else and he's 
paid three times as much as it's worth and he talks 
French fluid -

Fluent. 

- and I expect he's seen the Folly Bergear and he's 
been in the red-light district like the Brigadier said, 
and his clothes are dandy, he combs his hair nice and 
he's very charming to my wife, she's going to'wash out 
his dIrty clothes for him and make his beds, but we're 
not :French", mate, we're workers, and --- ! --



DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

• DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

• 
DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

DAVE: 

GEORGE: 

2.3 

Ellis was born near the docks. His dad works on the 
barges. 

Get out ---' '(rip) he's foreign! You can see it! 
'Docks'! We never ought to have started this job. 
It's like damming up the sea! (rip. He stands back 
with a puzzled air) BUrney, how many more layers 
of this stuff? I reckon it stretches back to the middle 
ages! 

You're getting paid for it. 

I'm getting paid for this'~ Then what? 

Ellis said his company'd help us! 

That sounds to me like a French promise. 

Get out! . 

(rip) In the 1914 war, they tell me, the generals .. '; 
·used to order up a French diVision, start the bloody 
battle, then find out they wasn't there! 

I like French girls, anyway. 

(turning to face him and using. his tobl as a pointer) 
Listen, there's· too much parlee -vot> and comprenee 
and madermeselle-from~Amentears over there, if you 
ask me! 

(DAVE gazes at him with bafflement,but 
says nothing. A pause) 

He says I should give up my job at the paint works. 

Don't do it! 

I won't. 

Good. 

,(fronically) Because I don't want to do anything brave, 
·do t? You wouldn't, would you? You'd do this job 
week-ends, then go back to the railways Monday and 
twiddle your .bloody thumbs till somebody found you 
another wali to strip! 

That's right. 
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So would I. But it's not my instinct. My instinct's 
to give up that paint job. It's already given me a 
fatal disease. 

Don't talk scats! 

(earnestly) I can feel it! It crawls up my lungs --­
it's --- ! 

(ELLIS comes in, holding a bottle of 
wine and some glasses) 

I thought you might like some wine. Anything wrong? 

No - - - it's - - - Dave's fatal disease, that's all. 

(staring at DAVE) He's got one? 

No, he thinks he has. 
t 
t 

Oh. (putting the bottle and -glasses down) . I've just 
been up on the roof. It seems a bit rickety. 

Oh that roof's all right. 

Think so? 

I know so. 

The Captain's on his way over. He wants to use this 
house for his hunt meetings . 

(He pours wine. GEORGE is eyeing 
the process gingerly, between rips) 

I suppose I'm changing classes -really. I mean I 
thought classes didn't exist any more. You know, I 
used to sit in my Paris flat· and dream about having a 
house in England. Then I got this transfer from the 
Paris branch. And my company's put up the money . 
It seems unreal. I feel unreal. I thought I'd feel 

. real when I got back home but I don't.. . . 

Yes I expect you feel more at home over there. (rip) 

In a way I suppose I do. I me~n, it's real. I don't 
suppose you follow me at all, do you? (glancing round) 
I have to keep a watch-out from my bedroom window 
every morning, in case she comes. 
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Who? 

The Captain's wife. Hester.' '~he ;cha~~s,' m·~. She 
chased me all night, that first night. 'They·,had 
search parties out for her. She was upstairs with 
me. She sang dirty Irish songs all night. People 
drink a lot here, don't they? 

Well we all like a drop now arid then. I daresay you 
do. 

Hester does nothing else. I bolt the door when I see 
her coming. I start work next week. I shall have 
to be out of here J~)y e~ght- twenty -five in the morning 
to catch the City train, and if she chases me in my 
office suit. . . I mean, she tears you, like a piece of 
cloth. Do you think it's a bit big for me, this house? 

Well,: it is a bit big for one. 

You see, it was so cheap. I had to buy it. My 
firm's American. They thought it was chicken-feed. 
You see, we deal in property, among other things. :.- I 
can develop this house and sell it back to the firm 
when they post me somewhere else. 

Very nice too. (rip) 

I love travelling. I've surveyed jungle, Australian 
bush .. 

Have you really? 

I've got a three -year stint at the London office in front 
of me. It goes against the grain, office-work, but I 
felt like coming home. We have property in Malta, 
Spain, the Bahamas. I hope for a posting to the 
Bahamas next. Mind you, iPs a'iiard grind wherever 
you go. Property's only a small part of it. We de­
velop whatever's undeveloped. Like this house. 

I see. 

How's the work coming along by the way? 

Well there's more paper than we bargained' for? 

There does seem a lot doesn 't there~? 
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If I was you I'd settle for the next layer and size it 
over. It's none Of my business, mind. 

(carrying the glasses to them) Here you are. 
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(They take their glasses, GEORGE in a 
gingerly way) 

(eyeing the bottle on the table) It's very dusty, isn't 
it? 

It's old, that's why. 

Can't they get fresh stuff out there, then? 

What are you talking about? 

(heatedly) Well, he's been to the bloody country, 
hasn~t he? -

(holding his glass 'up, to the light) Like blood, isn't 
it? Chambertin, the lord of the wines. 

Blood? 

That's it! 

(under his breath) Blimey! 

(raising his glass with a wink at ELLIS) Well, here 
goes, get in touch wi~h my lawyer, won't you? 

Chin-chin! 

(ELLIS and DAVE drink with satisfac­
tion. GEORGE watches them. Then 
he too plunges in) 

(spitting it out at once) Ph-th-a-a-h-h-h! 

What's the matter? 

(handing his glass back firmly) Here. 

What's wrong? 

It is blood. I read about it iIi the papers. Andy-ou can 
taste iL .I had some blood iii .. the war and'itturri'eci:rile up!'·. 
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It's nice, mind you, but, I don't know, it's always 
brought me out in a rash! 
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(ironically) Whereas me, I'm hooked on blood, see? 
(he drinks) 

Yes, well, you was never in a war, was you? 

Can I get you something else? Champagne? That's -
pig's bile. 

Now you're pulling my leg. (tu rnihg' 'back ~ to his 
work, rip, rip) You see, Mr. Ellis, I was down the 
mines, I didn't learn things like other people. The 
old man called me the soul of ignorance once when I 
stepped out of the shaft. Those things cut deep, you 
know. 

Yes, well, my dad too - he was -

(without stopping) We was the toughest unionists 
there was. When we picketed (stopping work and 
swelling his shoulders) we picketed and nobody got 
past us. We stood there like men of iron (standing 
there . stiffly) '--- 'Where you off to?' 'Work? There 
is no work! ' (yelling at the top of his voice, to the 
astonishment of the other two) 'Get back, blackleg! 
Get back!' (advancing on DAVE)' Blackleg, BLACK­
LEG! 

(backing) All right, "all right! 

(finally) BACK!! (pushing. DAVE and then turning 
back to ELLIS to go on with his narrative) I mean, 
when you've had a day at the seams - ~ - drilling so as 
the whole of your body shakes - - - you start to wonder 
if coal was ever really neces.sary - - - Look! Suppose 
you've got a seam - - - remember, we're a mile and a 
half ~nder'ground, don't overlook that ---! (he is about 
to demonstrate the drilling) 

(following him with his eyes) Yes! 

(lifting up a large flap of the wallpaper on the floor) 
,Now suppose this is your seam --- here, take this! 
(he offers the flap to ELLIS, who takes it so that it 
forms a sort of burrow under which GEORGE proceeds 
to grope his way) It's a narrow seam, and ---
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(interrupting himself as he bends down) of course, 
I've got a drill in my hand, that's a weight and encum­
brance to start with --- then there's my helmet and I 
might need an extra lamp --- but I'm fitted up with a 
light in my helmet which should do - - - right, now! 
I'm just going down into the seam - - - (sliding into 
the burrow) just a bit higher, will you, Mr. Ellis? 

Certainly. 

(GEORGE's head disappears and we 
only see his feet) 

(from under the paper) B-b-b-b..,jr:o:-r:~r:~r-r-r! 

What?-

I'm drilling. 

Oh! 

B-r-r-r! B-b-b-r-r ... r!", B-b-r-r! Now I'm getting 
right into the seam - - - can you hear me, Mr. Ellis? 
(his feet now disappear) 

Yes. 

Right, well you can let that paper go now, because I'm 
as you might say tucked right into the seam, it's dan­
gerous work, I could easily "bring the whole bloody lot 

, down on my head, so you've got to lmow where to drill 
(suddenly) B-B-B-R-R-R-R! There., now, 

that's made a kind of platform for me - - - (the paper 
moves, and GEORGE has begun to burrow his way along 
the floor) and I can just --- there now! (rising his 
voice like an instructor) I've reached a very good 
vantage -point - - - I've got no way back unless I drill it 
back "--- I'm completely stuck here and I've got my 
head in a tunnel - - - ! 

(CAPTAIN SIMMONS enters from the 
dining room, unseen by the others. He 
stares at the wallpaper in astonishment, 
watching it rise and fall) 

(suddenly) B-r-r-r-r.-!, Brrr! There, now, it's 
cleared another space --- I'm edging" (the paper moves 
and heaves', as he burrows his way further along) 
forward --- slowly --- .slowly --- and --- now --- let 
'em "have it! Brrrr! B-B-B~R-R-R-! B-r-r-r-r-r! 
Br-r-r-r-r-r"-r-r-! Bup! Bup! Bup! 
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(CAPTAIN~SIMMONS watches.·.with in-
creasing fascination) . 

(suddenly) "GAS! GAS! I can smell gas --- let me 
get back -:--! Back! ' 

(plunging forward) Gas, man? 

(ELLIS and DAVE turn in astonishment) 

(almost a whisper) Oh, hullo, Captain. 

(GEORGE's head slowly appears through 
the paper) 

(as GEORGE moves) Stay there! That's an order! 

.. (CAPTAIN SIMMONS dashes across the 
room, to ELLIS and DAVE's combined 
astonishment, and reaches the window 
with, apparently, a light machine-gun 
under his arm) 

If you're creeping up on Point 287 with enfilade fire -
(as GEORGE moves again) STAY there, man! Are 
you afraid or something? By God, these bloody con-

. scripts nowadays! (red in the face) You don't 
CRAWL and FffiE at the'-same time, man, and you 
don't cry GAS because you can be bloody sure Jerry'll 
never use it! You FffiE, man, on a fixed line, and 
then wait for your orders! And don't answer back! 
I'm dug in for the night half-way up the slope, it~s been 
pouring with rain, and before 'tight comes up I'm putting 
in an attack on a two-section front --- I've got a section 
out on the left (pointing at GEORGE) t6:-give-me 
covering fire, and the rest of the company is· lying in 
reserve. All right, George,. give us· the fire --- ,! 
I'm (crouching in the direction of the,porch, which he­
has apparently designated Point 287) advancing --- ! 

(Silence. GEORGE is lying iow) 

Fire, you bastard! 

B-b-r-r-r-! Brrr! ~·Brrr! 

- '. \ 

.to •• '~', ........ t 
.:~-...... ~~_.: .~. s·· C-~'-u. 
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That's more like it! 

B-b-b-r-r-r-! 

Follow me, chaps! (signalling to his men, who are 
apparently DAVE) Follow, you bloody cowards! By 
God, the men I've been landed with in this war, I 
dQn't blame Jerry for thinking he's going to win! 
(shrieking suddenly) Follow; follow, follow! (after 
a desperate glance at ELLIS, DAVE follows him help-

'lessly) FIRE, you bastard! 

Brrr! 

(to DAVE) FIRE! 

Brrr! Brrr! 

Brrr! 

Right (he's nearly at the porch): Now I'm sending a 
runner back to say I'm ADVANCING! Now, come on 
---! (with a terrific blood-curdling yell) A-h-h-h-', 
,h:~hr (running at the porch and firing with his machine 
gun. A-a-h-h-h-h! 

Brrr! Brrr! 

Brrr! 

A-h:h-h-h! 

( CAPTAIN .SIMMONS "in~~~,::a ~sudqen ,,_ 
athletic leap up the pile of chairs and 
all we see of him now is trousers and 
shoes) 

Brrr! Brrr! Brr.r.';-' 

A -----! (suddenly he stops) 

(Silence. His legs are motionless) , 

Brrr! 

(Silence again. The legs are frozen), 

(speaking to someone off ina polite voice) Oh, I say, 
I'm sorry. 
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(His legs gradually return to the room, 
and ~e lowers himself do~n backwards. 

Then JOAN's head appears at the top of 
the chairs. She is in riding kit. ) 

Brrr! 

(as she lowers herself into the room) May I? Thank -
you, Master. (with a charming. smile) 

(They all sta!ld th~re sheepishly. The 
paper over'~EQRGE doesn't move) 

Good morning, Mrs. Thomson . 

(pleasantly) Hullo! Morning, Dave! 

Morning, Mrs. Thomson. 

(to ELLIS) I hope you don't mind the chairs.. They 
said they.f(i come and pick them up a week ago. but you 
know what these hiring firms are li~e! 

Oh, that's all right! 

(looking at the floor) What an awful lot ot paper! Did 
all that really come off. the walls? 

Oh yes. 

(with a quick glance at ELLIS) I think it would have 
been nicer to leave it, you know.' In a house as old as 
this you have to be careful! (kicking among the pieces 
of wallpaper)' GooQ~Lord, I'd 'n~v:~ have said there 
was so much on the walls --- there'S stuff from the 
Thirties (ld.ck), I swear it's the damask you used to see 
in the very old houses --- (kick, kick, kick) 

(tn.pain) A-a-hhh!: 
'·'-.N~·· ..... _~._ ... _ .. _~. __ _ 

. .·"(J:OAN jumps back) 

What the 'devil's that? 

It's George, Mrs. Thomson. 

Georg:e? 

; I 
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(GEORGE raises himself up slowly, 
nursing his calf, his face contorted with 
pain) . 

(lim~ing away) R~ght ·on my war-wound!· 

But - ~ - what were you doing on the floor? 

He was mining, Mrs. Thomson. 

Mining~~' 

(puzzled) Do you mean to say that wasn't enfilade fire? 
(to everyone, apologetically) Oh, I say, I'm sorry! 
(to DAVE) I rather made you run, I'm afraid . 

Oh, that's all right. 

Did I hurt you, George?- (as he limps back to his wall) 
I'd no idea you were on the. floor --,- I mean, there was 
no way of telling. 

(rip) That's all right, Mrs. Thomsc;>n'. 

(JOAN and the CAPTAIN glance at each 
other in p'erplexity: 

P'AV:E; - . rip) 

(to GEORGE) Half a minute. 

(GEORGE stops working grudgingly as 
ELLIS walks over to examine the wall­
paper he has just revealed) 

That's just the wallpaper I want. Let's strip it all 
down to that. 

(JOAN walks over to examine it) 

It seems a bit bright to me. I mean, the house has a .­
certain character, Mr. Ellis. You challenge it at your 
peril. 

I'm not-challenging anything. Some people must have 
Ii ved here with -that pattern on theWali. 
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(abruptly) Oh, well, the 'fancy' isn't in my line! I 
imagine you cultivate that on the Continent! 
(businesslike) What I really came to ask is" would 
you mind awfully if I left the mechanical saw in the 
shed,? 

No, not a bit. 

(with renewed charm) How nice of you! There's 
always aoit 6f tree wanting cut down, don't you think? 
And as I'm looking after the garden I may as well 
have the tools here. 

That's right. 

I hope you've settled in nicely:? 

Oh, yes! There's just the roof --- I was --- ! 

(cutting him short) That's good. Well, good 
morning, all. I'll see myself out:' (going to the 
door right) Sorry about the leg, George, but I'd no 
idea we had coal under the house~! 

(She leaves) 

(to DAVE) What do you want to say that for? 

(jOAN returns at once) 

(to ELLIS) Oh, by the way, my husband asked me to 
tell you, in case you have queries, not to bother him, 
but get in touch with his lawyer. 

I see! 

(She leaves again) 

(to GEORGE) That's nice, isn't it? 

It's her sort been kicking our sort for too long --- ! 
(turns back to his work in abitier way - - ~ rip) 

(to ELLIS, seeing the wine-bottle) Is that the juice of 
the grape I see? 

Yes, have some. 

Very civ:il of you. 
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(ELLIS pours him a glass, which 
CAPTAIN SIMMONS drinks at once, to 
the bottom) . 

(smacking his lips) By God, that's an attack I shan't 
forget in a hurry --- point"287!,, They had a trench 
cut along the brow of the hill and every time we moved 
a hair they fired. They gave me an M. C. for it, by 
God! We had 'em in the bag inside half-an-hour, 
thirty Jerries shouting Kamarad! It's the same prin­
ciple in the hunting field~ tyou've got to lay down a 
covering lin~ of fire and Swing on an axis; when I 
didn't Swing on an axis I always found myself in Shit 
C,reek--YQu.'ve got. to Swing on something! (the 
others nod in bemused .silence) Don't you agree? 

Yes. 

You see, partly it's because I lhaven't got a child. I've 
got absolutely no .blasted inter~st in this interior­
decoration game, really - - - Irm only in it for the .gold. 
That's why I called this confefence. (suddenly, to 
ELLIS). Listen, why did you buy this house? It's 
falling to pieces .. 

I know' but - ! 

You're just like me! In love with class! But be . 
careful. He always pulls a title out of the drawer when 
he wants. to lay his hands on some cash. (pouring 
himself some more wine) He's a JP, too, so watch 
your step if he tries it on you, he's a twister, the', 
Brigadier I mean, and he'll come out of it with a title 
himself one of these days, if he twists hard enough. 
I wouldn't have got my M. C. if I hadn't dropped the 
C. O. a bottle of scotch and told the Mess about point 
287 until I was .blue in the face. (stopping, in a per­
plexed w~y, .blinking) Why did you buy this house? 

I didn't. 

What? 

My firm did~ I surveyed it for them. 

And then they bought it? 

Yes. 

... '" 

:,,1 

'I 
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A real firm --- under a board of directors? 

Yes. 

Are they all crazy? 

No. I gave them a false report. And they're finan­
cing the repairs. 

(A long silence) 

(breaking the .silence) It's usual practice. I mean 
it's accepted business. We sort of rook ourselves -
for the books, if you see what I mean. But the 
report mustn't be too false. Mine was a bit too false . 
As long as the roof holds, it's O. K. It means striking 
a balance, you see - between a report that mentions 
no dry rot and a repairs bill that does. 

(turning away) Well, 'my ears are sealed, I don't 
want.to hear anything. (rip) I used to be in the 
reserve constabulary. . 

(gazing at ELLIS with admiration) You .and me can do 
business together! You're in the money, George! 

(shaking his head vigorously) Oh, no, no! 

(angrily) What do you mean, oh, no, no? It's a big 
opening! 

I'll keep on the right side of the law, thanks! 

But I'm the company's lawyer, too! 

What? 

That's right. We're a development firm'. I fell in 
love with this house.. I mean, we develop undeveloped 
properties, but they can't be as undeveloped as this. 
So I cooked "a report. As a matter of fact, I fell in 

.love with the trees outside, more than anything. So 
here I am. 

And you sell the house back to the firm at a hundred 
percent profit later, eh? (ELLIS nods) Good, then 
we're in business! We share fifty -fifty. 

Only on the repairs bill. The sale's different. 
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You're a bigger crook than I am, which is saying 
· .. spmething. 

There's a point about the roof. 
morning and something shifted. 
safe. 

I was up there this 
It didn't feel too 

That roof's safe enough. You know, I always com­
pare it. to the ribs of a fourteenth-century ship! 

(Barking. of hounds outside. CAPT AIN 
SIMMON8IfJreezes at once) 

Hullo, isn't that Hester? 

(jumping) Hester? I think I'll have another look at 
the roof! Like to give me a hand with the ladder, 
Dave? (he dashes off right) 

Right'o! 

(DAVE follows him) 

(calling after him) Mind how you go up there, Dave! 
(turning back to the CAPTAIN, who is absorbed at the 
window) He's not used to scaffolding, that's another 
thing --- ! 

She's running! 

Eh? 

Towards the house. (the barking outside becomes 
more excited) Go it, old girl! Head tim off! That's 
it! Send Brave round the trees. Then F·ortune. 
That's it! Back! Hark back! (jumping up and down 
with excitement) Hark away! Hark forward, forward! 
Back, damn you, hark back, hark back, pat and Brave· 
and Fortune, hark back! B ---! '(he stops suddenly) 
I say, she's beagling him up the,. ---! (the barking 
grows even more excited) Shel!S chasing Ellis up the 
ladder! 

Ellis? 

(They are interrupted by the most tre­
mendous crash from above. It begins 
in a slow rumble.~ and rises to a cres­
cendo that shakes the whole house. And 
it goes from one cascading .crash to the 
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next, like tons of coals being tipped 
down a staircase. 

CAPTAIN SIMMONS and GEORGE 
clutch whatever they can get hold of, 
and finally they clutch each other, 
their bodies are tensed against the 
crash that promises to bring the cei­
ling down on their head~. 

At last it stops. They look up slowly. 
A cloud of dust drifts peacefully in 
from the porch, over the piled chairs) 

(coming to his senses first) Dave! Are, you . all 
right? (frantically) He's like a son to me, he's - - ! 
DAVE! 

(off, faintly) Hullo? 

Are you all right? 

I'm. in the daylight! 

Eh? 

I can see the sky. Half the .bleed 'n roof's fallen in! 

(turning to SIMMONS in astonishment) .The roof! 

(CAPTAIN SIMMONS sits down discon­
solately and stares before him) 

(gingerly going. to the window) I reckon we'll need 
danger -money after this. Blimey! It looks like a 
desert! Dust everywhere! 

(as if answering him) We made up a search-party, 
you know, the Brig. and his missus and me,' and we 
were out two hours before we:.tracked them down by 
the river. Then he joined u~ for a cup of tea. 

Who did? 

Ellis. 

(lowering his voice) My wife says he's always ·on the 
phone talking a foreign lingo. Fancy silk pyjamas too. 
A bath every morning. And squirts scent all·av.e.r. his-~, 
self. And he keeps calling out a foreign name. 'Frosty' 
or something. 
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(DAVE appears, dusty) 

He won't come down. 

(mysteriously) Just you keep your nose out of it and 
. you'll be all right. 

Out of what? 

(grimly) Never mind out of what. Just keep it out. 

Your wife's gone up the ladder, Captain. 

Now, then! 

What? 

It seemed a bit dangerous. 

She's --- she's never minded danger. (he gets up) 
I think I'll go. (walking' out blindly, via the porch) 
I'm going home! (beginning to cry silently as he 
scrambles over the chairs) I won't be a witness! 
Hester. . . Hester ... 

(But suddenly he stops. 

We hear him whisper in an astonished 
voice, 'Ellis! ' 

He then retreats back into the room, 
and we see ELLIS's head coming over 
the chairs. He also is covered with 
dust) 

(to the CAPTAIN) Ssssh! I got away. 

(standing back) You what? 

I got away! I escaped! 

From - - - from the hunt? 

Yes! 

But I understood ---! Ellis! 
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Do you mean to say ---? Ellis! (his mouth open) 
you --- ? 

The roof collapsed! 

(military) Damn the roof! She went up the ladder 
after, you, didn't she, man? 

Yes! 

She chased you on the night of the party, didn't she? 

Er ---

(yelling, his head lowered) Did she? 

Yes. 

And then what happened? 

Er --- ! 

You played hounds-and-hares, didn't you? 

(with a.panic-stricken glance at GEORGE) What? 

Hare, hay, singsong? 

Hare, hay --- ? 

Hare, hay, singsong! Irish songs? 

She did sing some Irish songs, yes. 

(With quiet patience) That's why I ask you --- hare, 
. hay --- ? 

Hey? 

(shouting) Did you hit the hay? 

With her? Of course Ididn 't! 

But I want a baby, man! Don't you see? I'm relieved 
that you didn't but I wish you had! 

But she's close on fifty! And the roof's fallen in! Two 
thousand quids 'worth of roof down the drain and you're 
thinking of babies that can't happen! 
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I'm sorry. You'll have to forgive me if I seem to 
\dwell on it. But she's always chased embroidery 
'before, never a man. It gave me hopes, you See. 
For a moment I thought of her as --- fertile --­
pregnated! 

(He goes off over the chairs) 

My bedroom's in a fine mess. There's a rafter lying 
across the bed. And it's open to the sky. My photo­
graph of Francine; smashed. 

Is that your girlfriend? 

She could have been . 

Oh, ,you can do without photographs of Women. 
They're- bad .. enough in the flesh. 

God knows what's going to happen to me. The only 
good thing is that property values are going up all the 
time. But ,nobody wants a shell, even so! I've got 

.to make it a house again. The bill's going to be 
enormous. They'll have kittens when they see it! 
Unless they sack me on the' spot. I should never have 
come here. I should have taken that job in Bangkok. 
(to DAVE.) They wanted to post me to Bangkok, 
instead of England. But I said no, it was too hot. 
But I've never had anything as hot as this. 

Well, it's none of my business, Mr. ElliS, but you 
went travelling in the first place. You can't come 
breezing back here and expect to find everything the 
same. 

I went abroad with a reason. I had something to for­
get. You'll think me a fool, but I went abroad to find 
out what civilisation was. 

Couldn't you find it here, then? 

All I mean is, I wasn't civilised myself. And I thought 
I was! It'~was over a French girl called Francine. 
She's haunted me ever since. I was never in love with 
her. J~ 

\ 

I 

What are you worried about, then?' 
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She was in love with me. I treated her badly, you 
see. She said she loved me, in her little French 
voice, and I just laughed at her! Every night she 
cried herself to sleep. And I thought love wasn't im­
portant. I thought it was something you kidded about. 
And I didn't give her a thought. I was - - - w~ 11, you 
know --- just like you! 

Like us? 

The only thing that counted for me was my routine. 
France was a funny name! And then a friend of hers 
- - - she was a nice girl too - - - came to see me 
months after. And she talked to me as if I was a 
worm. She said, Francine tried to kill herself --­
but for what kind of person? For nothing, nothing! 
She was so contemptuous. And then I got this job. 
And I asked to go to France. I never saw her again. 
But I remembered. And I changed. Oh well, I'd 
better clear my bedroom up. I suppose I'll move 
downstairs. It's like a war, isn't it? Except 
there's no bullets. I look out of my window in the 
morning and think to myself, as long as those trees 
are there it's all right. I mean,- we're all 
mechanised nowadays, aren't we? There's not a 
spot on the earth where people don't feel mechanised. 
And trees make you feel there's hope yet. 

I go to sleep at night dreaming of the wide open spaces. 

Well keep it a dream. Because they don't exist. 

(They watch him leave via the dining 
room) . 

There's not one ·of them people happy! 

They're happy,_ all right! They're scats, that's all! 

And what are we? 

Hungry. I'm off.to my dinner. 

(ELSIE'S VOICE, OFF: 'GErge, 
George! Are you all right? ' 

(going to the porch) Of course I'm all right! 
T 

(off) WhafeV-ier happened'? 
~ .. 
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The roof's fell in. I said .it would, to the year and 
th~ month, but no, she wouldn't have it! 

(off) Your dinner's on the-table! And tell young 
Dave! 

(to DAVE) Come on, mate. It's Saturday. I'm in 
my garden this afternoon. 

) . 

(They scale the chairs at the porch. 
The scene is empty) 

END OF ACT TWO 
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A'CT THREE 

Scene One 

The same: but the walls are now uniform. 
The hill of chairs in the porch is still 
there. 

ELSIE is sweeping while MABEL looks on. 

Your .. Dave's put the first lot down for a car, then? 

That's right. He'll be driving me out on Sunday 
afte rnoons, I don't think ! 

(with a smile) He'll be driving out a gtrlfriend, more 
likely I 

(off) Elsie! 

(going to the porch) Yes? 

(off) Got a cup of tea, mate? 

I'll just finish this sweepin' ! 

(off) Make it snappy, gal!-

(walking back into the room) . That man - he's a regular 
teapot! 

They're all the sam e . 

Still, that roof's damned .hard work, isn't it? There's 
new joists and everything. Here --- (lowering her 
voice and glancing round) do you know how much he's 
putting down for that roof? 

Who? 

Young Ellis. 

No? 

The be st pa rt of th ree thousand. 

Go on! I reckon he' needs his brain tested. 

(with another glance at the door) He don't, you know! 
He's cleverer than you and me -- his com'pany's 
paying the lot! 
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Go on! 

He's gone into this decorating lark with the Captain, 
and now he's paying .. himself three thousand quid .. Not 
bad, i~ it? 

My.Dave says he"s only on the outside ~f it, though. 

Eh?· 

They're not telling him the real price. 

Who's not? 

Your George and the Captain • 

(stopping work) Go on ! 

That's right, He thinks it's costing two thousand. And 
it's only costing one. And they're splitting the other 
thousand between theirselves. 

(shocked, putting her hand up to her· mouth) Oh, dear! 

That's right. They're going fifty -fifty • 

. Well, I 'pever did! 
i 

Five hundred for the Captain; and five hundred for 
your George and my Dave. They're going fifty-fifty, 
too. (a pause) Why, didn't they tell you, then? 

You bet they didn't! 

My Dave says it's high finance. It's always like that. 

It sounds like a swindle to me ! 

Oh, no, I don't think So ! 

(going on with her sweeping resolutely) Oh, weI!!! 
Least said, soonest mended I 

(off) Elsie! 
) 

(going to the porch rapidly) Yes? 

·(off) What about that tea? 
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(angrily) Just you wait for your bloody tea! 

(off) All right, all right, keep your- shirt on ! 

(walking back into the room) I '11 give him tea! 

(She continues sweeping, with quick 
movements) 

Is your yoting:-Frenc~an\:up yet? 

3.1.3 

(with another-glance) He's been sniffing round with 
the Brigadier. I saw pim sticking his penknife in the 
wood - showing him the dry rot, you see . 

Go on! 

I reckon he's getting wise, don't you? (in a cautious 
half-whisper) He's taking her to court. He told me 
this morning. 

Go on! 

He's not such a bad feller, ·is he, really? 

I wouldn't mind a chase of him myself, would you? 

(smiling conspiratorially) She's a scream, that 
Hester, eh? Turned fifty and expecting twins! 

My Dave says :he"s the best hare she's ever-had. 
(she looks uncomfortable) I don't like the way my 
Dave talks sometimes. 

Did you hear him carrying on the other night? 

Who? 

Young Ellis. He calls out a foreign name. Some­
thing like 'frosty'. -'Frosty', Frosty!' (they laugh) 
And he leaves all the windows open, you'know. It 
turns your blood cold, it does, honestly, at night. 

There's one thing I will say,' he's brought us out of 
ourselves, hasn't he? You never used to catch me 
putting lipstick on. I reckon it's all that wine he 
gives us! 

I have to drink. it on the sly. My husband don't like 
it. He says it tastes of blood. 
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Men seem so l>igoled;,. don't they? 

That's right! 

(lowering her voice) Did you see that bite on the side 
of Mrs. Thomson's face? '---

No! 

I said, Hul~o, Mrs. Thomson, been having a scrap 
with one of your Guernseys - you know, having a joke, 
like! And do you know what she says? 

No? 

She says, the'·Brigadier: . .bit me ! 

No! 

(They both laugh, ELSIE leaning on her 
broom) . 

He must have got hungry! 

That's right! 

(A m u rm ur . of voice s in the dining room. 

BRIGADIER THOMSON enters followed by 
ELLIS) 

Splendid panelling, don't you think? ----

It's not so splendid up on the roof. 

There is no panelling up on the roof. Good morning, 
Mrs. Go rringe ! 

~Mo rning, Brigadre r· ! 

'Mo rning, Brig! 

(as THOMSON sits down comfortably) I just want to 
know what you're going to do about it, that's all. 

(after a pause) Invite you down to Chevenham. 

What? 
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My·cousin Lady Maude's place. She married a 
Chester. (with a wink at ELSIE') 

What are you talking about? 

3.1.5 

She'd love to have you. Nice morning, Mrs. Forbes 1 

That's right, 'Brig! 

You know it put a cool three thousand quid on the 
buying price, don't you? 

Listen, MonSieur -

And for God's sake stop calling me Monsieur! 

I'm sorry. 

(A pause) 

I mean, your wife· .. swindled me.: into buying it - ! 

You~ , swindled 'ypurselr:. You cooked a repo rt, didn't 
you? Simmons told me ! 

Well, (helplessly) I liked the trees. My mother and 
father are coining down - I -, (he trails off) 

I 

(respectfully) Fair enough. 

They could be, comfortable here, watch television 
all day. 

That's right, Mr. Ellis! 

(at'so sitti~g' down) You see, I could easily get the 
sack if they find out I put a wrong report in. 

Oh come, come! 

What do you mean, 'come, come'.? Suppose· one of 
your employees put three thousand quid on your 
bill unnecessarily, what would you do? 

Sack. him ! 

Exactly. You see, I told them it was a sound house, 
from cellar to chimney. Then the roof caves in! 
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It's old, that's .why! 

I know, but what I mean is, didn't she ever· go up and 
have a look? 

No. 

Why not? 

(after' another pause) She doesn't like heights. That's 
why she was· in the submarines! (with another wink 
at ELSIE) 

I don't know - people seem mad! It's beginning to 
affect me too. I was sane enough in France . 

What - you pay three times the ·proper· value of a 
house and then say we're crazy? Eh, Mrs. Gorringe? 

You took the money all right! 

That's not crazy ! 

Well, you'll have to get her· to fork up three thousand 
quid, that's all. 

She hasn't got it. It went on the Guernseys. And a 
couple of chargers for me, short in the· arse and their 
knees knocking together! (with an enormous guffaw, 
and this time a wink at MABEL) She told me they 
cost five hundred quid apiece, and I know she got 'em 
at the knacker's yard for fifty' each! That's the sort 
of wife she is! 

I give up! 

In fact, she only let me out this morning to softell: you 
up, as she· put it. 'Invite him down to Chevenham', 
she said. 'Wave'a title under his nose'. 

If only I'd never seen those trees outside! 

-' (to ELSIE) She likes' to keep.me away from people. 
--'She tells 'em I don't want.to be disturbed, that sort 

of thing" All perfect rot, of course'. I love being 
disturbed. (to ELLIS) What were you saying about 
trees? 

I said I only bought this house for the trees. 

Don't tell her that. 

\ 
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Who? 

My.wife. She'll have 'em down in a second. For 
instance, I made a big mistake with' those horses :-~ if 
I'd have asked for a couple of brewers' drays she'd 
have given me thoroughbreds! (guffawing with 
enormous satisfaction) I'm enjoying myself this 

-'-moming! -It's being' let out for the first time since 
the war! I had an awful time when she ran a farm. 
Were you ever married? 

(uncomfortably) I - I - ! 

I thought you were. Chaps have pimples when they 
don't marry. I've often noticed it. Yes, we had rats 
in the barn in those days - everything! I'll never 
forget the clank of that bloody milkpail, which is 
supposed to be a nice rural sound. I - I'm not really 
a strong man, Ellis. 

What? 

(putting out his hand) Feel my handshake. How do 
you do? 

(shaking hands) How do you do? 

It's weak, isn't it? No grip to it. It's a matter· of 
generation. MyoId dad had a grip of iron. They call 
me a. rock.of justice round here. That right, Mrs. 
Gorringe? '-

That's right, Brigadier! 

The reason is, I can always see the other chap's 
tllotive. All law is motive. Stick to what people 
think of you. People called me a rock of justice so 
I became one. Take·that Simmons chap. He's all 
right" But you couldn't depend ~~ him for the truth-. 

< Really? 

I've been st~dyi~g ~y wife 'for, years .. She.~,s a:rock of 
pride. Can't. give way, you see. Ever seen a man' 
on the edge of a precipice? If he took a step back he'd 
fall. That's her. You see (leaning forward to 
whisper something to ELLIS) she never ... 

Oh, yes? 
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(A pause during which the BRIGADIER looks 
round guardedly) 

(to ELSIE) She isn't in the garden, is she? 

I haven't seen your wife this morning, Brigadier! 

(again to ,ELLIS) You see, she doesn't like me biting 
her! 

(to herself) Oh, dear! 

Really? 

That's another silly thing you did, old chap - going in 
with old Simmons. He's charged your company three 
thousand for· the --roof but- he ~s taking - ~ 

(flushed) No, he isn't! I'm sure my George wouldn't 
be ~ parcel to that kind of thing, Brigadier. My 
old dad wouldn't have liked it, for one thing! 

(baffled) Oh, I see. (he is silent) 

I'm supposed to trust you and not the Captain, is that 
it? At least, he hasn't sold me a ruin! 

It wasn't his to sell. 

Well - (out of patience) I can tell you one thing, I'm 
not having my mother and father messed about like 
this - I'll - ! 

(earnestly) Look, why don't you bring them down to _ 
Chevenham, too? 

I'll b ring them down to Chevenham all right, and stick 
a lump ofdyhamite under the rafters and blow the w~ole 

, lot up, Lady Maude and all - then we'll see how she 
likes living without a roof -! I:-! 

(The sound of a mechanical saw in the 
garden. THOMSON makes a leap in the 
ai r, at once ~gile) 

It's her, by God! (as he makes a dash for the porch) 
Goodbye, all, nice to have known you! She'll flay me 
alive if she catches me here !. 
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(He makes a clean leap to the top of the pile 
of chairs and promptly disappears. 

The others are left 'staring after him. The 
mechanical saw ceases) 

(bitterly) There's that bloody instrument again. She 
woke me up with it at half-past six this morning -
God knows where she finds all the dead tre:es:~!, 

You've only got to get to know her a bit, Mr. Ellis. 

(so preoccupied that he har.dlY h~ars: her.)·' I -' I feel 
like a prisoner in my own house. It is my own house, 
isn't it? I bought it, I paid good money for it, three 
times the value ... 

(JOAN appears in the doorway of the dining 
room) 

'Morning, all! 
, 

(ELLIS makes a start) 

'Morning, Mrs. Thomson! 

My husband been here? (sniffing) I can always get 
his scent. (pleasantly) Smells like a horse! 

Good morning. (a weak voice) 

(to MABEL', taking no notice of him) 'You look seedy, . 
Mrs. Forbes. 

(gushing at once) It's mypain, Mrs. Brigadier, right 
down inside, I'm too scared to go to a doctor! 

'(capably) Don't you know that women shouldn't suffer 
pain right down·.inside? 

That's what I always tell her, Mrs. Tho~so~! 

I had the same myself once. And there was the farm 
to run, a herd of JerseyS, . a couple of hacks to groom. 
(sitting down) Well, Mr. ElliS, how do we all strike 
you? 

As batty. 
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(with a slightly defensive chuckle) Really? I think 
that's rather a' compliment. Everybody's so serious 
nowadays! Mind if I smoke? 

Not at all. 

(lighting a cigarette) I've always found the French 
sympathetic. So orderly - I suppose that's because 
I'm so messy myse,lf! 

The roof was certainly messy. It was hanging by a 
thread, in fact. 

You aren't one of the Shropshire ~llises, are you? 

No. Your husband asked me that. 

You look like Nigel, that's why. ,One of the finest 
farmers in the land. Completely inefficient, of course. 
Produces a marvellous crop, first~class'livestock, 
but not the right amount, per square acre, which I 
believe is what counts nowadays. He doesn't. believe 
in, machines, you see. 

Oh. 

I do, though. (puffing thoughtfully) 1 believe in 
machines. 

So I've noticed! 

Do you.know, Mr. ElliS, (the tone seems to be 
getting dangerous) I think you belong more on the 
Continent than he re ? 

You're dead right. And I'm going back ~s soon as 
I've had you in a court of law! . 

(A stunned silence) 

(a glint of defensive amusement in her eyes) Really? 
It won 'tget you very far. 

It's worth trying, for three thousand quids" worth 'of 
damages. 

(shaken) How's the'pain, Mrs. Forbes? 

Oh, it seems better·now! 
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(to ELLIS)- Well, there's nothiIig more to 'be said, . 
then, is there? If you're bent on being nasty, that's 
that. 

(A contrite silence from all parties) I 
I 

(looking down) I've·never.been to law before. I never 
thought I would. 

(A nothe r ,silence) 

Don't let's part enemies - eh, Mrs. Thomson? 

(reasonably) You see, Mr. Ellis, I can't really 'help' ': 
it if the roof falls in. It's been ther.e for'over·four 
hundred years and this was bound to happen some time. 

And that was with two world wars, wasn't it, Mrs. 
Thomson? 

That's right. 

But you don't seem to realise my position, Mrs. 
Thomson o Any other ,firm would have sacked me for 
putting in that bill ! 

Couldn't you tell them it was an act of God? 

How the'hell does a- roof suddenly cave in like a pack 
of cards, even if God wills it? He's got to have some 
earthly agency . 

The wind. 

There wasn't a wind" They can· check up on that. 

A tree could have fallen on it. 

(after a pause during which he considers this) Yes, 
that's not a bad idea. But they'll want to see the tree. 

Oh, we can cut down a tree all right. My machine's 
first-class. American job. 

As long as they don't send a surveyor down, Mrs. 
Thomson. He could tell. 

Mr. Ellis is a surveyor. 
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Oh! 

(to ELLIS) It just means cooking two reports instead 
of one, it seems to me. 

Yes, I suppose it does! Well, I can try. There's 
just one· othe r thing. 

(pleasantly) Yes? 

I wonder if.you'd mind using your saw a bit later in 
the morning? 

(danger again) I beg 'your .pardon? 

The saw. It makes a hell of a noise. It doesn't seem 
to have a silencer on it. 

It hasn't. 

Well, I think half -past six in the morning is a bit 
thick 0 

You do? 

Yes, I do. 

(A silence) 

Country populations are up by five or six, you .know . 

I'm not county population. 

Then.why do you come and ~ive in the country? 

Because I want to. 

In that case you must adjust yourself to its habits! 

(angry) What - you think you can just come round 
and make my life hell when you feel like it? There 
must be lawns about such things! 

, (plunging in) I'V~ never liked you in this house, and. 
that's that! You"re not the type. You don't co-operate_ 

Co-operate? 
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You've done· nothing but complain. But you"must 
have known what you were buying. It's an old 
house," and all this fancy 'wallpaper (waving her 
arm) doesn't do at all. 

3.1.13 

What the devil's it got to do with you? I bought the 
house and that's that! 

You didn't buy the garden. And you didn't buy:~! 
And if you don't like it -

Don't like - ! 

If it's too old and primitive -for you, sell it back! 
I'll pay you·every·penny you gave me! 

But I tell you, I like those trees - I - (he stops, 
remembering what the BRIGADIER told him) 

(A pause) 

(quietly) My husband always said he hated them. 
That's why I kept them. 

(in hushed desperation) It's my home; I - I bought it. 
I haven't had a restful day in it. so far. 

I think you misunder~tand one thing, Mr. El1is~ 
(shar.ply) It isn't money we're after'round here -
it's people, and"a certain type of people! ~ver since 
you came there's been trouble! 

?? ! ! 

And we'd better.'come to some arrangement quick 
because my husband's impatient to get you out! 

(struggling valiantly for .words) You - you - you can 
get out! (waving a trembling finger towards the door) 
At once I 

(standing up andplanttng her feet astride) I'll stayln 
this house as long as I like! . 

I'll call the police! (dashing wildly for the . dining 
room door) Where's the phone? 

(shouting after'him) I'll make your life hell! I'll 
stand at the porch all day! 



ELLIS: 

JOAN: 

ELLIS: 

JOAN: 

• ELSIE: 

JOAN: 

MABEL: 

ELLIS: 

ELSIE: 

• JOAN: 

ELSIE: 

ELLIS: 

JOAN: 

3.1.14 

(returning abruptly) You've made it hell already I 

I'm . glad t 

(his fury breaking bounds) It's always·people like you! 
All my mum and dad wanted was:a .holiday in the 
country with thei r' only' son ~ they 'haven't' seen him 
for over·four·years·! ··Every·time I want to invite 
them down a roof falls in or the light goes out or 
you work your.bloody saw! I won't have those chairs 
in my ·porch ! -

You '11 have them the re as long as I wish I (suddenly 
bursting into tears) Get out of my house! You're in 
my gardenf/~ You're standing in·my garden I 

(sorrowing) Oh, Mrs. Thomson! 

I know you all hate ·me! (screaming frantically) I 
HATE tenants, I hate you all, I don't want you near 
me !-T (breaking down' into tears) 

Oh, dear! 

(A pause, in which only JOAN's sobs break 
the silence) 

(relenting) I'm sorry. 

He didn't mean it, Mrs. Thomson. 

(screaming again) He DID! (to ELLIS) I'll have you 
out of the.house - and your mum and dad - I'll stand 
by the door and spit in their faces! 

Oh! 

(wild again) It's always people like you - taking our 
dreams away - telling·us how to live - that's why I 
left England - you've put your dirty mark everywhere 
- you - (suddenly)! No wonder your husband hates 
your ,guts ! 

Oh! (advancing on him) You're mad! MAD! 
(suddenly) You've got my socks on! He'S' got my 
socks! 

(She dives down'towards his legs and makes 
a grab at one of. his socks) 
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Oh, dear! 

They're MINE,! 

(apparently brought to his senses by her -hand) Take 
your· hands off I 

Oh, I say! 

(JOAN pulls at him savagely by the :sock 
and begins dragging him round. He hops 
along helplessly after'her) 

How tiare y:ou:~ 

My socks'! , ' 

Off! You - ! There! (he gives her a smart smack 
across the back of the hand) 

(withdrawing the hand) Oh! On my wedding ring! 
(suppressing an'immen8eCry of rage) Now you're 
for- it! Just wait and see! 

(She dashes out through the dinirig room. 

ELLIS stands panting and dazed, staring 
after her. 

The women have their'harids to their 
mouths) 

(in a whisper) Wh - what's she going to do? 

(Suddenly the mechanical saw is heard 
again outSide, but much closer) 

She's -

(out of her wits) Here, she's coming in here,with 
that saw, Mabel - ! 

(with a piercing scream) Oh! 

She's coming to' cut us down! 

(The saw draws nearer to the house and 
seems just by the dining room door. 
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The two women scream frantically and try 
to climb over the· chairs 'in the porch, ... 
unsuccessfully because in their panic they 
push· each othe r . down as fast as they take 
a step up~ 

She's coming! Mabel! 

(The saw becomes deafening. 

ELLIS, his eyes starting out of his head, 
dashes to the dining room and slams it 
closed, then locks it twice. He stands 
there panting) 

She can cut her way through that door! 

(ELSIE screams again, in brief, helpless 
bursts, holding. her· mouth) 

(shouting) She can cut through those chairs, too! 

(But there is now a different sound. The 
saw is getting to: grips with something. 
They stop and all go to the window slowly, 
staring. 

There is a wrenching. sound, like cloth 
tearing, and then a slight whistling nOise, 
followed by a crash. 

A moment's silence) 

She's cutting the trees down! 

(A head appears above the:chairs in the 
porch, startled and pale .. It is the 
BRIGADIER. He crawlsiilto the room) 

The-trees! 

Oh, Lord, I never .did ! 

My trees ! 

('rhe saw deals with more.'~tr.ee.s: a wrench, 
a whistle, a crash) 
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(shouting above the saw) I'll stop her - t (about to 
dash off)· 

(grabbing his arm) Stay here! She'll kill you, man, 
if you touch he r now ! 

(The saw goes on with its work, while they 
. all watch aghast) 

(shouting, to ELLIS) They were planted when I was 
a boy! 

(Anothertree goes) 

She was in the war, you see! 

(ELLIS looks at him in a baffled way but 
says nothing. 

Suddenly the saw gets louder'again) 

(screaming) She's coming! 

Brig! 

(The two'women cling to the BRIGADIER) 

Go out to her, Brig! 

(as the saw gets closer) It's the -tree by the house! 
The elm! She's- going to cut it down . 

The roof - ! 

My Georgets up there! GEORGE! GEORGE I 

DAVE! 

(But their voices cannot be heard above the 
saw. 

MABEL rushes for the dining room door 
but ELLIS holds her. 

The saw begins' its work close to the house. 
This is quite a long job. Then slowly and 
surely the immense elm falls, on to the 
roof; "and, again there is a prolonged crash, 



GEORGE: 

MABEL: 

DAVE: 

• MABEL: 

DAVE: 

THOMSON: 

JOAN: 

• 

3.1.18 

reminiscent of the one in the last. scene. 
Again the re is the slow drift of dust through 
the porch. 

Silence. They all stand there listening) 

(off) You all right down there? 

(ELSIE tries to speak ·but can't) 

Dave! 

(off) You all right, mum?' 

Thank Christ! Oh, thank Christ! 

(off) We're in the daylight again! 

(quietly) The old trees ... 

(The dining room door'is tried. We can 
see the doorknob moving. 

THOMSON walks over to it firmly, unlocks 
and then ~pe~s it. 

JOAN stands there, sweating and dishevelled) 

(leading her to a chair) Let me get you a drink. 

(to herself, her ,head sunk) The, trees. , • 

(The 'others .stand staring at her) 

END OF S.CENE'.ONE 
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ACT THREE 

Scene Two 

A garden party as in the first scene. 
But there are no tr~ees now. A series 
of arches has been made with trellis­
work and fairy lights, incorporating the 
tree-stumps. 

GEORGE, ELSIE, MABEL and DAVE 
are helpers as before, behind a buffet­
table. 

Ther.e is music, people are dancing 
beyond the arches. The chairs from 
the porcn: are again in evidence. 

(off) Anybody seen the Brig? 

(to ELSIE) You'd better hide old Thomson's whisky, 
mate. The Captain's on the prowl. 

(The music suddenly becomes deafening) 

(off) Turn that bloody music down~ 

(It is abruptly lowered again) 

(in a low voice) Where's old Ellis, that's what' 
beats me~ 

I reckon he's --- ~ 

(checking them) All right, all right~ (glancing ~ound 
furtively as he polishes glasses) If you know anything, 
keep quiet. 

-It's not ~ike the. old garden parties, I don't care what 
, you say. There's not the old spirit, ,is there? 

(quietly) Well, she put paid to that, didn't she? 
Remember how' we used to complain the trees was 
damp? I wouldn't mind 'em now they've gone~ 

I can tell you one thing, it's knocked half the value 
off the property. There's no sc reen in front of that 
highway now. 
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-No wonder he's never been known'to smile~ 

It's, a wonder she didn't murder the lot of us. (to 
ELSIE) I can still hear that :tila:s1ed saw, can't you? 
Trying to get up on them chairs, then old Ellis 
saying, 'She'll'cuther ~ay through the door~ , 
(to GEORGE and DAVE) Elsie let out such a 
scre~m, and I had'a go, too, a~d ~here was both of 
us struggling with each other -~-~ , ' (they all smile 
and nod) We .can laugh about it now Qut it wasntt 
so funny then, was it? ' 

It put me in mind of the war. 

Me, too~, 

You know, when you read in the papers how people 
was trapped. I kept thinId:ng to myself, 'Who's 
going to get George's dinner tOnight?' I did, 
honestly~ 

(with a furtive glance round) 'She had such a wild 
look in her eye, didn't she? I thoug~t to myself, 
'She wants us all for today's mincemeat!' Talk 

-about scream ~ Well, honestly, I don't think I've 
been so frightened since I was a kid and got caught 
down the coal-hole~ 

I'm glad Dave and me was taking a smoke on the 
chimney, anyhow~ . 

(to MABEL) That was the first thing I said, wasn't 
it? I said, Well, thank God George and Dave are 
all right~ Then we sat down and had a good cry~ 

'I'd have given her saw·the trees down if I'd been 
her old man! 

. He ought to have put his foot down twenty or thirty 
years ago, if you ask me. 

He didn't ,even budge, did he, Mabel? And he 
wouldn't let old Ellis go out after her. 'She'll 
kill you~ , he said. 

It's funny, he didn't even seem very worried, 
did he? He seemed to think, 'Oh, well, if the 
trees have got to come down, let 'em~ , 
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And then there was young Ellis! (to GEORGE and 
DAVE) You'll never believe it ---

· 'Give me my socks~ , she says. 'You've got my 
socks on~ , . 

· Do you remember that first night he came? So shy 
and humble~ 

I reckon he's learned a lot since then ~ 

You're telling me ~ 

All I know is she's undone a good fortnight's work, on 
that roof~ 

· I reckon it's' not meant to stay up. It's been down 
twice in as many weeks ~ 

It'll stay up now, don't you worry, I'm going to see 
the Brigadier about it. 

(The music is deafening again) 

(off) Joan~ Joail~ Turn that bl ---~ 

(It is lowered again) 

Well,. I can tell you one thing - -:- I won't be so 
keen giving her a helping hand in the garden, not 
after this~ 

(quietly) I reckon you will. 

Eh? 

I said, you will. She knows how to twine you round 
her fingers. 

· Well, she does ~ She makes me feel all unworthy, 
I --- ~ 

(CAPTAIN SIMMONS comes in) 

Hullo, all~ 

Evening, Captain~ 

Seen the Brig? 
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Wasn't that him shouting just then? 

(approaching the tab~e) I'm keeping an eye on 
Hester tonight. She mustn't stoke up too fast. 
(peering at the table) Well, George, what have 
you got for me tonight? 

Usual, Captain? 

That's right. Glass of gin and breathe the word 
Martini over it~ 

(Polite ~aughter) 

(pouring) ~How' s that, Captain? 

- Fine~ (taking the glass) Well, folks, I've been 
dreaming about this place for twenty years or more 
and I'm now within an ac e of getting it ~ 

Go on~ 

(as they look at him) Mum's the word, George~ 

Mr. Ellis leaving, then? 

(awkwardly) He's in town at the moment. Board 
meeting. Telling them a tree fell ~through his roof.' 
Which it did. That'll cost their insurance people 

-a pretty penny • 

Oh, : I'm glad he's insured. 

He isn't. His firm. is. That tree was the best thing 
that happened to the house, from his point of view. 

Oh? 

(drinking) We can build our company on that, 
-George. (looking round) If somebody puts up a 
cry of hare I'll throttle them~ 

(The ;BRIGADIER comes in) 

Somebody call? '. 

Come and have a drink. 

(approaching the table) Your wife's threatening to 
go berserk again, Simmons. 
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Drink, Brigadier? 

'Yes, please, George. 

(taldng the plunge) I want you to come in on this 
decorating .lark. 

This what? 

·With George and Dave. What I was t~lling you about. 

Wouldn't dream of it. (to the others) Trifle bare 
without the trees, isn't it? Still, she can't 'cut 'em 
down again, can she? That's one blessing~ (with 

. a conniving guffaw) 

rhat's right, Brigadier: 

My second proposition is this -- you come in on the 
lodge scheme as well. 

(as GEORGE hands him his drink), What are you 
talking about? 

The hunting lodge. (pointing at the house;) That one. 

It's not a hunting lodge. 

It soon will be .. 

(glancing at the others enquiringly) Where is he, 
by the way? Doesn't he look after his own guests? 

He~ll never be happy in this house, Brig. I agree 
with your wife. . 

He won't..if she can help it. 

Exactly. I'm just facing facts. It'll make a first­
class hunting lodge. George .and Dave can be the 
caretakers .. 

Eh? 

We'll have hunt balls, supper parties, bloody great 
log-fires, a garden party once a month in the 
summer~ We 'II liven up this blasted hole if it kills 
us, eh, Dave?· What do you think? 



DAVE: 

THOMSON: 

DAVE: 

S1l\I1M ONS: 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

• THOMSON: 

S1l\I1MONS: 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

SIMMONS: 

THOMSON: 

• S1l\I1MONS: -

THOMSON: 

SI1VIMONS: 

THOMSON: 

, SI1VIMONS: 

3.2.24 

(with a shrug) Well --- ~ 

There's nothing I hate more than hunt balls and 
supper parties. 

(with a big effort) I don't think it's very nice 
scheming against Mr" Ellis at his own garden party. 

It isn't his garden party. 

What? Whose is it, then? 

Your wife's~ 

My ----? Good God~ 

He doesn't even know about it. He's up in town at a 
board meeting. 

Do you mean to say she coolly gives a party in 
somebody else's house? 

It's her garden. 

Yes, I suppose it is. But suppose the poor'blighb~r 
comes back? 

She invited him as well. 

Oh, she did? Well, that's civil~ 

And if I know anything about the French" he'll jump 
at the chance of free booze. . 

He isn 't ~rench. I made that mistake. 'He pulled me 
up for calling him monsieur. 

Anyhow, I reckon he'll get at least a couple of 
thousand quid out of the insurance -: - - I worked it 
out for him before he went up this morning - -­
and if we put that into our new company and you 
fork out another thousand, together With my lot, 
we can buy it all back from him at the price he paid. 

But the value's gone down enormously. We'd be 
mugs to pay the same. 

That's an incentive for him. Compensation for 
getting out --- put it that way. Trust me, Brig, 
I know my man. He won't budge otherwise. ' 
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Oh. 

The lodge board then becomes the owner of the 
house and the decorating firm. Anyway (downing 
his drink quickly) come over and look at th~ place 
with my idea in mind. You'll see the point right 
away~ 

But I've seen it hundreds of times. I- used to live 
in it. 

But you never saw it as a hunting lodge. 

No, I can't say I did • 

Well, here's your chance. 

How do we get in? 

Yo~r wife's got the key. 

Good God~ 

She's over there now, pottering about. 

(with an astonished glance at the 'others) Well-;..-~ 

It means we'll iiave to leave Hester alone for a 
minute, but as long as Ellis doesn'fturn up she's 
all right. (to GEORGE, as he goes out) You'll 
be making a cool two thousand a year on this job, 
George! So will Dave if he's lucky. 

(THOMSON follows the CAPTAIN out 
in a mesmerised state) 

Blimey~ Did you hear that? 

:Pid he say two thousand a year? That's manager's 
money~ 

But what a damned cheek, shoving a fellow out of 
his own house like that~ 

Well, s~e always said she -- ~ 

(A crash. 

The lights go out and the music runs 
down) 
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What's up ~ow? 

(off) Hare ~ HARE ~ 

Oh, blimey, there we go~ 

(off) Hester~ 

( off) Lights, lights ~ 

(off) It is the hare ~ Hark, hark back~ 

(off) HARE~ 

(off) Is that my embroidery? 

(Another crash - probably glass~s ~ 
1\ 

The sound of pursuit and laughter) 

(off) Forward~ Hark forward~ To the river~ 

( off) The river ~ r 

(off~ screaming with laughter) HARE~ My darling 
hare~ 

(off) Get the lights on ~ She can't see me ~. 

(off) The river~ 

(The sounds begin to die away 
gradually) . 

(off, very distant) I've lost the scent~ 

(Silence. 

The lights suddenly go up again and 
the music whines back. An air of 
desertion beyond the archway. 

ELLIS stands in the middle of the 
stage, lOOking shattered, trying to 
get his breath) 

It's Mr. Ellis ~ 

Hull 0 , Mr. Ellis ~ 
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H-h-h-h----·~ (he makes a pathetic gesture) 
What the h-h-h----? 

It's a garden party, Mr. Ellis. Didn't you get 
your invitation, then? 

(shaking his head) N-n-n----- ~ 

The Captain said you was invited. 

Shall I fix you a nice drink, Mr. Ellis? 

(nOdding) Th-th-th-th- ~ 

There's some of the Brigadier's three-guinea 
special here~ 

3.2.27 

It's a bit of a cheek, really, isn't it, Mr. Ellis? 
. ' . 

(ELLIS sits down on one of the 
chairs heavily, gazing round him with 
his mouth open, speechless) 

(r~collecting himself suddenly) Cheek? 

Not telling you~ 

Oh~ 

. (He simply gazes before him . 

. GEORGE comes round the table and 
"hands him his drink politely. 

ELLIS takes a long draught) 

A-h-h-h-h-h~ 

That '.8 bette r, eh? 

I fooled her that time. 

Who, Mr. Ellis? 

Hester. I headed her off to the river. 

(comfortably) Oh, well, that's good~ 

(suddenly looking down at the chair he's sitting on) 
How the hell did thi~ get here~? 
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Mrs. Thomson brought them out. 

How did she get in? 

I think she's got a key, Mr. Ellis. 
) 

( Oh~ (looking through the arches) Lights on :·.L~ 
fu~thehouse>.. Anybody there? 

They're looking it over. 

Looking it over? 

The Captain and the Brig . 

Not the Brig. He's down at the river trying to get 
chased. 

Trying to g~t chas ed ? 

Yes, he seems to like it.· (holding his glass up 
to the light) It's a marvellous thing to come home 
tired from the office and get a first-cJ.ass unblended 
whisky ·thrusf .into. ybtt~r: hand. •. At a garden-party you 
know nothing about, in your' own garden, given by 
people who a·week before cut down all,'your trees, 
tried to take your socks off your feet and sent an 
elm-tree crashing through your rooI~ If it wasn't 
England I'd say it was all a dream~ 

(with a smile) As long as you keep your humour, 
eh, Mr. Ellis? 

That'j; right~ 

What about your board meeting, Mr. Ellis? Did 
it go all right? 

(after giving her a look of surprise) I said it 
was an act of God. They said it sounded more like 
an act of the· devil.. Still, the insurance money's 
the same. 

(CAPTAIN SIMMONS dashes in) 

Ah, there you are ~ 

What's the bad news? 
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It's yours I'm after. 

We'll get about-three thousand. 

(overjoyed) Three thousand? My God ---~ (sitting 
down in a business-like way and ,drawing p.is chair 
up to ELLIS's) First of all, I,want to set up a 
board with the Brigadier on it. We need his' name, 
C BE, JP, all that sort of bilge - - - - apart from 
his money. The lodge board. 

What lodge board? 

Haven't you heard? 

No. 

We're turning the house into a hunting lodge. 

We are? 

Well, come, come, old chap, you said you wanted 
, to re~sel1~ 

I neve r said anything of the 'kind ~ 

You didn't? 

No, I didn't~ 

Well, look, I hope you won't mind me saying this, 
but I wonder if you'll ever ~eally sett~e down here? 

To tell you the truth; I've wondered that myself. 

You know what Mrs. Thomson's like., She'll make 
your life hell. 

But she's sorry about the trees. She asked me.to 
forgive her. She even cried~ 

Not._for long, I bet. 

No, not for long. 

You see, old chap, there's one baSic fact: she's 
always wanted me in that house. And when she 
wants something she usually gets it. 
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, She could do all sorts ,of things --- run a water 
channel into your basement, 'cut your telegraph 
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pole down (that's still standing, after all). Cement 
the'lawn over and use it as a car-park. Keep her 
blasted mechanical saw going all day. These are 
only the first things that come to mind. I'm just 
spilling them out as they occur to me. , 

Oh, yes. 

You see what I mean? 

But --- what's she got against me? 

That you're not me. 

That's not my fault! 

Yes, but she doesn't see it like that. 

(ELLIS sits thinking it over in a resigned 
way) 

(with a quick gran~~») How much would you give me 
for the plac e ? 

Ah, now you're talking! We'd give you the price you 
paid. 

(astonished) You would? But half the value's been 
knocked off! 

That doesn't matter. I Shake on it! (he seizes 
. ELLIS's hand and pumps it) 

(gazing before him) Perhaps you're right. There 
doesn't seem anything to stay for .... 

(peering at him) It's a bargin? 
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(after another pause, without looking at SIMMONS) 
All right. 

(rising at once with great "relief) Why don't you 
come and look the place over? You'll see what 
I mean~ 

(also rising) ~-course"" .. 

(The CAPTAIN strides out 
hurriedly and ELLIS follows him 
in a thoughtful way, without " 
glancing at the helpers. 

Then he stops and turns to them) 

You see, they offered me Bangkok. And I 
took it .. 

(He goes out) 

Bangkok? 

They're posting him the re . His j ob ~ 

Oh~ What a pity~ 

He looked real sad, didn't you think so? You 
can't help feeling sorry for him can you? I 
mean, it wasn't his fault really~ 
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He shouldn't have cooked that report. He started off 
wrong, if you ask - !: 

(JOAN peeps round one of the arches) 

Was Mr. Ellis here? 

That's r~ght, Mrs. Thomson, he·went to look over his 
own hous~ with the Captain! 

(with a shrewd~·glance afher)Really? Well, I hope 
they come to some arrangement .. (sitting down 
comfortably where ELLIS had sat) Really, you know, 
it is extraordinary how you can look at a place for ten 
or twenty years and not realise what it's absolutely' 
made for! The Master's quite right. That panelled 
dining room's made for hunt suppers! 

(The BRIGADIER comes in) 

(to JOAN) Ah, there you are. What's all this about 
throwing the French chap out? 

Buying hiln out, you mean. 

We can't do that! I mean, the. poor fellow comes 
over here after four years to see his mum and dad 
and sniff the old English air, and we ·don 't let him 
have one fair night's rest!· He told me so himself -
'1 haven't had a peaceful night since I came, ' he said. 
'There's either a garden-party or·no roof, and tonight 
there's both I' I must say (sitting down· heavily) 
I do sympathise. 

If I'd had my way the Master .would have come here 
in the first place. It always seemed to·me better 

. than having a complete stranger.walking round' the 
place in stoleri socks. 

(gaping) Stolen socks? 

Yes, he· took my socks out of the attic 0 

Good Lord! That sh~ds .a.lllew.J.i:ght ~ 

~(half to himself) I think.· it's a damned ~hame myself. 

(quick to hear.him) What good's he done you, since,he 
came? 
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Well, I've'got a car and a new job. I haven't done 
so bad! 

Oh, he's been a catalyst. He 9s certainly ,been a 
catalyst. 

(gaping at her'again) A what? 

(CAPTAIN SIMMONS comes in with ~LLIS. 
He has a paternal hand on ELLIS's 
shoulder) 

Well, how did the negotiations, go, Master? 

(brightly) Very well! Mr. Ellis agrees to sell! 

/ (THOMSON tak~s,the: glass of whisky from 
GEORGE to ELLIS) 

The re .- It'll do you good. 

Thank 'you. 

(confidentially) Do they 'play rugger'in your.part of 
France? 

I don't know. 

(to himself) Soccer~ perhaps 0 

(also to himself) I'll go to a foreign. country ,where 
they think I'm English. 

(to ELLIS) I must say, I've never', seen' anybody head 
her' off like'you ! 

(as if at a meeting) By the way, I think Mr. Ellis 
may not altogether want to forget about us in the 
future, and if ever he likes to come back and spend 
a few days with_~us,! for'old times' sake, I think 
there'll be ,a room in the lodge for ,him, won't there? 

\ 

I 

(also at a meeting) I think it might be a,good idea to 
keep two or three rooms for guests permanently. 

Quite! 
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Is there anything more 'while' we're about it, Master? 
It's your brain-child, after 'all ! 

Well, I worked it out yesterday and I reckon ten or 
twenty guineas a year should be about the subscription, 
I favour twenty - I mean, you expect to pay at least 
that for the facilities of a club-house, don't you? 

Oh, yes! 

I'd like to say on behalf of the board that we appreciate 
Mr. Ellis's offer -

Hear? bear ~ 

- and hope he'll be prepared to serve us - even from 
abroad - as an honorary director. 

Thank you. Thank you very much. 

(smiling at ELLIS) I hate these formal :occasi.oD:s, "don't 
you? 

(dazed) Yes. 

(confidentially) I didn't really mind about the socks, 
you know. I'm only glad you thought they 'we re worth 
wearing. 

(still dazed) Oh, thank you! (looking round) We've 
- we've had some exciting times, haven't we, really? 

I expect you'll be glad to get back, eh, Mr. Ellis? 

(used to being baffled by now) Oh, yes! 

It's sunnier over there, by all accounts! 

It's a pity your mum,and dad didn't get down, isn't it, 
Mr. Ellis? 

Oh, well, I'll give them a good treat in town instead. 

That's right. I think' they're doing a French show up 
the re now, aren't they , Dave? 

(DAVE shrugs gloomily) 

It's so peaceful now. Sometimes I think. I could -
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(A -great -cry -from the direction of the 
- house 

, , 
They all turn) 

What's that? 

(A pause while they listen. The BRIGADIER 
goes to the arches and peers through) 

It's your--wife, Simm-ons! She's-on the roof! 

There'isn't one! 

(striding forward) My wife ?, 

(They all gaze through the arches) 

Good God! She's got half the, guests up there! 

(Shouts of 'Lights out! Lights, out 1", off) 

Come on, chaps, this might be ftin! (going) Get 
the lights out, Charles I 

Right! (calling back as he strides off) Bring some 
bottles up, will you, George? We'll have 'a -roof 
party! -

(gmbbing a bottle) My wife has the mosfwonderful 
ideas! ' 

(He follows JOAN and BRIGADIER 
THOMSON) 

Come on, fly round, you-know what she is if she don't 
get her way! 

(GEORGE, ELSIE and MABEL hurriedly 
collect bottles and crates and go'off. 

DAVE and ELLIS are alone._ 

Sounds of drunken singing,t'It~s,:a llio:Qg way 
,:, . .--to: Tipperary. " ) " , 

Three years in Bangkok. But it's funny.- I feel at 
home here. Now I'm going. It was exciting really, 
getting nothing, done. I mean, it's a way of keeping 
mechanisation off isn't it?- Of course they won't 

.J . 
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make a hunting lodge 'over.there.' i don't expect 
they'll even buy the house. All theywant'is a-good 
time, really. And tonight 1"m going .to have one too I 
I'll let Hester chase me as far as she ,likes! 

Well you can't say you've ,been borf!d over here can 
yoo? ' 

And when she'sfi'nished chasing me, I'll be off. And 
they'll never see me again. 

What, off tonight? 

Well, I haven't got a house to steep in. And if I 
stayed here much 10nger'I'd be'without a job too . 
I mean, it: gets into your, bones, having fun. I bet 
there aren't many 'places left where peQple, can have 
fun l~e he,re - New Guinea, or-some of the head­
shrinking tribes in MexiCO, or Central Africa '"" or -

(He is interrupted by cries of 'Hare! Hare!' 
and the lights promptly go, out) ,-

(in-the darkness) I'm ready for you Hester! Come 
on! ' 

. ('Hare! Hare!' draws nearer. There is 
ruliiiing across the sta'ge. We hear 
ELLIS shouting,. ;'Hare, hare!' and 
CAPTAIN SIMMONS shouting, 'Hark ,forward ! 
Hark forward !" 

The voices and steps die away II 

TheFe is silence) 

(in"the fda1-kness) I wish.I could go to Bangkok. So I 
would If ittwasn't::for my-fatal disease. 

(Cries of 'Hare, hare I' come up aga.in, with 
ELLIS's voice uppermost. 'Well done, 
Ellis It comes from JOAN II The voices die 
away)' -' 

END OF ACT THREE, SCENE TWO 
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