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CHARAC TERS:

CAPTAIN JACK SIMMONS .
ELLIS (A Guest).
BRIGADIER CHARLES THOMSON .
JOAN THOMSON (His Wife).

The Helpers At The Garden Partx
GEORGE GORRINGE . |
ELSIE GORRINGE (His Wife).
MABEL FORBES,

DAVE FORBES (Her :Son) .

HESTER SIMMONS (off)

SCENE: ENGLAND.



SIMONS (4o 6 loud mme '

A pgarden~party in the ovene
ing: Behind the trees a
gall country house 1o vise

bles

This 8ide of tho trees there
is & long table with glasses
and buffet suppers 4 group
of holpers polishes glacses;
mixes drinks: GEORGE and
HSIE GURRINGE; MABEL and
DAVE FORBES,

There is dance music from a
gramophones Ve gee sonme
ccuples denting beyond the
trees, under faery lighte.

CAPTAIN JACK SIMONS 18 talke
ing to another GUEST: The
CAPTAIN 15 lean and full of
boeof, The GUEST i psle

and thioksot and might heve
been overtaxing his liver with
rich food in the laat few
years

; My wifo's treogedy is
' ver een #ble to have a kid.
Tetvo t:riea tmw-s

his drink) Is it too lete?

The music is suddenly amtam-
e€d up to top volume nnd we -
heay BRIGADIZR wmms‘ aff,
shout Turn that bloody thing

dgmﬁ ~and abruptliy ‘- j 18-
réﬁ. : :

SIMMONS Eh?

Is 4t too late?
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BRIGADIER THOMSON entors and
“ptrides asoross the lawn, Ho

ic a messive, flushed dulldog
of a8 man, '

THOMSON (fo the helpsrs) Just got the gramophone fixecd upl

OECROE (mith respectful nervousness) Going o dence, Brigadier?
THOMSON (going ot sgedn) Hate 1t! |
STMMONS 3 She's over forty. She admits to forty! (with
akguffaa) '
OUEST (guffowing nervously) Oh, yes!
SIMMONS: Tatve been trying for fiftesn years or mord.
I thought of 8énding hor-e~! (lost)
GULEST: Yhat?
SINMONS ¢ Another mani
GUEST (gtarine et him)  Another man?
SIMMONS (engrily)  Vell, by .Christ, jf you want a kid you have to

face factssswbut she 8 too bloody respectable by
half! (Red in the face)l  She %gﬁg_haﬂrty; she
rides to hounds end makes a bloody nuisanee of -
herself hanging round the whips, but shé's & po-
faded bitch underneath; '

GUEST (gingerly) I see!
SIMMONS (lookd

GUEST: I shouldn't be surprised,

SDONS (peering st him)  Who are you?
: . A sputnik pacses over,
Somebody hes caught sight
of it end thers 1e & whoop
, ‘from behind the trees,
A SHOUT (gff) Itts a sputnik!
They all gaze upwards.
ANOTHER SHOUT: Switeh the lights out! '
ANOTHER: Lights!
THONSON . ( of £

The helpers stand there
gozing, GEOHGE has o tall
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Jug of lomonade in his hend,
Hé and BELSIE are robust and
roef«thoeked, Cotkneys . turned
eountyy folk, MABRL and hor
son DAVE both look frajiler,

GEORGE! See it, Elsie?

ELSIE (oraning) No!l

GEORGE : ' Loockl (He points)

MABEL! where? |

DAVE: Blimey; can't you seo 1t?

SIRMONS: I'vo got 4% e o b

Hester! (;s_res r% ¥
. GUEST: Where? '

The lights go out and the
granpphone rung downe Ane
othey exoited woop. Evorye
"iﬁ.ﬂg in darkness. .

DAVE; see 1%, mam?
' oh, yes! It's scarey, isn't it?

BLSIE (;_mg_i_,g} soareyl

A squeal from behind the
treess A laugh,

SIMMONS (glermed, shoutd Hetiter}
The sound of a slight ¢olle
ision and a liquid splashe

THOMSON: NowW, CHFL8t fnewel

GEORGE: Whot the 'ellews? |

ELSIE: ~ It's the Brigodior}

THOMSON: Ispay, I'm sorryl Is that you, George?

GEORGE ¢ That's Tight! It's only the lemonadeét!

TROMSON S It's o1l over my bloody trousara!

HABEL; " Your vifotll wonder What you've boa up tol
ng)  Ssshi ‘

THOMSON (ghuckling)  Better moke my way to the houses
STEMONS ¢ It moves so fastl
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Another squesl from behing
the freos.

GUEST: Is this the Ameriean onc?

SIMMoNS (shouting) Hester? there's my wife, for Ohrist's soke?
ELSIE (fo MABEL) Glad it's not & V2, eh?

MABEL: I'1) says

Joan (off) Anybody seen my husband?

‘ 10 He's got *is trousers wot, Mre

o b (P You'il copk it, matol
JONY (gEf) He's what? Is that Mys Gorringe?

B1818: That ta it, urs Thomeond He opilt some laémonade
down hisselfl

JOAN (gff) Trust bim}  (Chuckling) Hoard that, Hester?

HESTER (o££)  What? | '

JOM (of£) The brigadier's gone and wet his pants,

HESTER (off) Gopd God, does he etill do that?

JOMY (9£L) Mpparently’ |

SIMONS (o GUEST) That's my wife,

GUEST: which one?

STURAONS : The one with the browmn voiee,

GUEST: The DPOwNwws? ‘

8 DRIONS: I feel washed~out tonightl Don't you feelaw?

I mosn, what tne holl is there to live for?
HESTER (off) iy husband‘'s thea samol
JOMT (of£f) Theyire all the same}

The lights some back one
They are all gazing up,

The musie whines baek.. They
211 blink, . Dancing begins
agoine

GUEST: You asked my Who X Wéss My name's ELLIS.
How do you 867 :

sSDMONS {shaking his hand in oan abhsent o How do you do?
avaw ad wae in the war, That
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was my hour. I--~-! .Why em I being honest
with you? _

GUEST: I don't know,

SIMMONS: I sodl sugar in Austria, Ran & paper mill for
a chap in Engleand when I shouldn't have. Little
things, When they demobbed me I was rich.

GUEST: Really? o |

SIMMONS : I was a captein. Major, really, M.C. Got

' it by shooting my mouth off at the right time.
Insurance-egent before the war, so I know HJow to
do it. I think I'm impotent.

GUEST: What?

SIMMONS : I've got no class, that's my trouble, Know who
I am round here? :

GUEST: No?

SIMMONS: The M.F.H.

GUEST: The what?

SIMMONS : M,F H,

GUEST: What's that?

SIMMONS: Are you English? o

The gramophone blares again -
S and onée more BRIGADIER THOM=
SON shouts,’ off, 'gggg_gggg
' bloody thing down!’
ELSIE: He must have found some new trousers !

JOAN (shouting) Is that you, Charles?
THOMSON (off) - Who else?
JOAN (off) I heard you Wet your trousers?

.Musi¢ subsides again,

GUEST: Yes.

SIMMONS: What?

GUEST: You asked if I was English,

SIMMONS? pid I? -

GUEST: Yés,

SIMMONS: You know, if I had & son, & little chap with

blond hair, I'd be & king—-~.
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EiLIS:
BIMMONS:.

BLLIS: .

SIMMONS
ELLLIS:

SIMMONS (puffanis

ELLIS:

BISIR:
SIMMONS:
ELSIE:

GEORGE:
SIHIONS:
GRORGE :

SDIONSs

EILSIE:
GECRGE:
SRS,

MABEL:
STRIONG 5

MABEL (%9 ELLIS)
ELLIS:
MABEL:
ELLIS:
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vhat's the MF.H? | Somathing in dusiness?

maﬁter of the fothoundsl Why don't you join
e

I ¢an't ridel
You ¢an arive a ¢ar, though?
oh, yosi

3] I thought you must d¢ good for somethingd
ave enothor drinkd . g Agt

Yes, lot'sy
) They walk over to the bulfet,
Evening, Captaint '
Hullo, Mrs Corrings! How's your husbond?
He's bending dowas

GEORGE appears from an&er
the table,

Mulle, Captain.
what about the deal, Goorge?

o, I Gouldn'ts I'vo Been thinking 1t ovamu-
buts«=woll; the railwhy's sacurel

Like hell 1t is% Seoure for early death by
boredonmy : :

Thet's what I tell him. He needs adventure.

I need poney.

%nney comes by grafg, rick,; f£iddle, sleight-ofs
ande

Deink, Captain?

Pleane, Mre Forbes. Gin with & alosed bottle
of Martini helf a yarad awsy!

They laugh politely.
“hat about you?
Yes, plesseé, Whiskya
Neat?
fith a8 shot of soda,; please,
| The misic bursts intea
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' deafiening roar egain, and
at onde, as THOMSON's voice
.begins. 'Turn that ble=ft:
it subsides again.,'

SIMMONS (sippi

his gin thirstily ‘and looking round) What the
devil goes on? ' R oo

MABEL: It‘s the‘Brigadier’s*wifé, she likes to menage

the,mechgniﬁa;tside.
ELSIE: Shets always got her head stuck in & machine, like
a men. ‘ ' o -
SIMMONS: Shis wonderful on the hunting field, I'll say

that! AMcuth'g too big, thet's the trouble!
| " “They leugh politely.

S IMMONS + Wife said to her one day, *'Your husbend may be a
brigadier but I believe that doesn't give you the
right to hend out orders to the Master!® .he's
respected Hester ever sinces  (To GEORGE) You
know, George, my wife's tragedy 18=w-{

.GEORGE (at once) Like somé Martini in it, Captain?

SIMMONS (blinking) What was I seying? .

ELSIE (to ELLIS}) Are you new hers,; Mre<s? ‘
ELLIS: E‘llis.,a~ That ¥s right@. I came yestéerday.
MABEL (to SIMMONS) Is'that sputnik American or Russian?
SIMMONS; American. | _
ELSIE: They*il start tthWing their weight about now,

They 've always been & boastful lot, smericamns,
don't you think so?

SIMMONS: Wella—a(hesitatigg)&

MABEL (to ELLIS) Are you Lmerican?

ELLIS:: Me? No. What made you think so?

MABEL: I was trying to placée you. You don't look
foreign yet you do.  Just like Americems!
(Smiling)  Sorry-<~I'm like ‘thati. =

S IMMONS: The way that bloody thing was travelling.

And-you could Just see a little trail of silver
fire coming -out of its arse, did you notlee that?

ELSIE (while they laugh) .Your langusge, Captain!
SDMONS (blinking) What's that?
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ELLIS (fo SDMONS) Why don't you adopt one?
SDEIONS (serewing up his fade) One vhat?

BILIS: A 6hild, Weren't you sayingees?
SIMMONS Christ! I%ve got cnough to do with the hunt,

Youtll not balieve ne dbut it couts the best part
of two thousand a yoar,

BLLIS: Really? ‘

SIMMONS! 1tve got & little office in tho Gitye--my employecs
wonder why wo don't expande<-I aould tell them{

RLLIS: Do you ¢ateh any £oxes? |

SIMIONS (furning sharply to GEORGH)  Shat?

GEORGE : Be says do you ¢otéh any foxos?

SIMMONS 1 Ohy  (Uncomfortab: Fifty brace a yoor, say}l

ELLIS: Fifty brace? |

MABBL That's right, they always moasure them in braces}

They all laugh, vith the ex«
oepticn of SIMMONS.

GEORGE ($o ELLIS) A hundred, it means,
ELLIS: As many 8s & hundred?

SIMMONS (Waving his aryms sboug) . Well, 41t's e aifricult sport in
T this part of the worlde-stoo moany roadgese}

MABEL: ify boy says he reckons you don't ¢atéh anythink!
DAVE: A1l right, 611 righti ' '

SHRONS (wd o glende et DAVE})  Your boy don't use his

th & nervou

ink at ZISIE} My boy reckons he
hoots moro than you catch, and all you do is
drive '‘om on to our chickeons} :

GRORGE Sasht
SDMONS Thé ground's demned qirfioult Mrs Forbes, it's
&i Englandts doad,

a built-up area, the old rur )
there was o mmﬁ day when you could hunt at hast
Ham, volieve it or noti .

MABEL (% mmag; Now dontt come t6 me with your .old excusosl

GEORGE (fo M/BEL Yourve boen ot the gin, heven't
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MABEL fburlesque) Listen to that! You know I don't 1lixo

the stuffg
ELSIE (to ELLIS) Do you know the Brigediert's wife, Mr Ellia?
ELLIS: Yes, I moet her this morning. She asked nme

to stay for the garden<party.

Do you live round here,

ELLIS: No. I've been living ebroad,

GEORGE : oh, 1 see, |

ELSIE (o GERORGE) Nosey! (To BLLIS) He was born like iti
A orash, offs The music

stops, Pendemonium behind
the trees,

SIVMONS (dasni off) That's Hester! She always gets drunk
about this time!

Lsappea You're telling
hey &Oe’ too. (_ ,,_._w

ROV L1
Ever aean har, Mr Ellia?

BLLIS: Nos

ELSIE: She's got one of those fiushed complexions 1f you
knoww wvhat I meon.

BLLIS: Gh, yes%

GEORGE: I don't supposé this gentlomen wants to heor ell
our local gossip.

MABEL: Don't you be so sure, mate! (¥ith e wink) Eh,
Ir E1l1s? '

ELLIS (with & smile) I like a bit of gossip.

MABEL: of course, you do} It*s natural! (To ELSIE)

I 1iked it when he said two thousand & yeor,
didn't you? I thought I vouldn't mind e 11@k
off that, here the devil does he get 187

DAVE: tiell, they say money breeds money, don't they?

ELSIE: All thrown dewn the drain on & lot of dlasted
foxes!

MABEL: © Pifty brace a year, I don't think! I reckon

all they went is & nice ride on sSaturdays!
DAVE (to ELLIS) You been away long, ir Ellis?
ELLIS: A few years, yes.
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DAVE (g‘leasantlzy Miss :the old. country?
ELLIS: A7bit;

DAVE: I wouldn't mind getting away for good!
EISIE: You ought to hear the Brigadier's wife 1eading

‘off when she's out on & hunte--fCut 'em dahn!
cut 'em dahnt* she screams.

ELLIS: cut down what?

MABEL; . The foxés, (With perplexity) She''s ever 80
nice really. : ’ , .

ELSIE: ‘She's a biteh?
GEORGE (hﬁlf#laughing) Sssshl

ELSIE:. I tell you whén she's good, Mr Ellis—~-in an
‘ emergendy. She always rallies round, if you
‘know what I means

MABEL:: She was something in the war, They say she wes
the only woman that went in the submarines,

GEQRGE: They gave hér medals enough, anyhow!

A shout from behind the
trees: 'You'd better take

her hom.eI Cag alnl

CAPTAIN SIMMONS dashes 1n
again,

SIMMONS (%o ELLIS) Well, good night, old chapl (They sheke
hands) I ¢énjoyed our frank discussion!

ELLIS; ~Is your wifé all right?
BIMMONS: Oh, yes! She started a beagle huntu-*the usual
thing' Tripped over the wires! She shases hares.
ELLIS: . Heres?
SIMMONS:. - Well, good nmght ‘Mrs Gorringe! George and
: Dav?, Mrs Forbes-~«you did very nicely, thank
youl

They s8ll say good night
eand the CAPTAIN hurries
off again,

GEORGE (to ELLIS) The Brigadier's en interesting man, too.
: He's been called & rock of justice, and I don't
think it's fer from the truth, either. He
-sits at the local Sessions. (To MABEL) Do
you know, he did all that wood panelling in
the house over there%® ,

MABEL : Did he really?
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BISIBt It's more than ghe'd doe-sshe don't even feed
"~ the poor devill
GEORGE: S$111, she's 8 good worker, I'd like to see
: *anybo&y elge run o farm like she 4id singlee

hended. (Agoin to ELLIS) The Brigodier does
embroideries, too. You've néver seen anything
likoe Yem} %hey‘ toke anything up to three years
sometimes: - I reckon every stick of furniture in
that house is covered with his work.

MABEL (fo ELLIS) It's fuany for & mem, isn't 182
ELLIS: Yes f
ILSIE: vhat parts do you 1ive in, Mr Ellisee-very for

avay?
ELLIS: ~ No. South of France, Vhere the sun shines,
BLSLE: ch, thot's nice! I wish we'd get more of it
_ herel . :
MABEL: It's lucky we didn't get a dcwnpour tonight.

The fore¢ast said storms, 5o I thought (with

another wink st ELLIS) we'd get it nicdel

GEORGE: It's on the way, don't you worry. It ien't
: often those boys are wrong.

DAVE:. " I heard a rumble es I éame over,
MABEL: It was your stomach, matel

ELSIE (laughing) Go on! Here-«-do you remember thaot storm
T Just before the war, Mabel? - .
GEORGE: Biimey, you'rs going back, aren't youR’

FL SIE: Well, I've never lived through a worst sterm,
. I can tell you thet much,. I remember us two
huddlin' in the scullery, enyhow, eh, Mabol?

MABLE (to GEORGE) . You was underground, mate, so it didn't bother
:y "

#

ELSIE (‘tg ELLIS) He was in the mines, .

GEORGE (also to FLLIS) I'm not sorry I gave up ghat lark,
56411, I don't see as it's much better en the
rallweys,

ELSIE: Go on with you!

GEORGE: It you can see & future in it Juét tell me!

DAVE: It*s clean, for o start. . Not like p}ainta.;

GEORGE: I don't see 1t's so tlean! I ghifted a
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sartload of c¢oaldust this morning end didn't
notice it, anyhow!

ELSIE: Well, you got your offer, didn't you, mate?
To my mind, you loocked a giftharse 1n the mouth,
GEORGE: I'?‘“@? valking into enything blindfold and that's
a fac
MABEL (to, ELLIS) iy Dave mixes paints all day, I'm sure it's not
doin@ him any goodl ' £
DAVE (Qggggggggggg_ggg) A11 right, oll right!
MABEL? I hoard it gets in their lungs anGeew}
" JOAN THOM3ON, the BRIGADIER's
wife, enters, A quick, ane

xicuselooking, sporty woman
in her fiftiea. Peroeptive,

slert oyes.
JOAN: Bhllo, all! Lots left over for fundey din,
. ‘ Mrs Gorringe?
ELSIE: - - ﬁhat's right, Mrs Thomson!

JOAR (with 8 ghuokle I'11 have the old chap eating sandriahea
or & fortnight! T : )
Well, Mr Eliis, what ab

BLLIS: Love to. -

auc soe nglthe'houee?

JOAN: I expedt you want %o gét aviay?
ELLIS: Ohy nOy Iew=
ELSIE: He's been having a natter with us, Krs Thomson,

you know what Iese

Wall let me lead the way., I'm efraid
s‘zn a bit nf & mesal

She leads ELLIS out, ‘
ELSIB stends thero looking
abaéhﬁﬁ,an& mortified,

ELSIE: Yell, I naverl She mekes you feel sngt,bi?

: don't she? (In the diroction of the hguge
You old cow, youa*ufar tvo pins 1% give you
a8 piece of my mind!

JOAN (o

DAVE: She'd better not try any of her lip on me, else
there'll be trouble!
ELSIE: She doos it so cudden! She starté off nigce,

then ell of & sudden she turns!
GEORGE: I told you before, you've got to wateh your step
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vith them peaplez She's not one of us, you

know,
The BRIGADIER ¢omes in with
ney trousers on. They bright-
en,
THEHSON ¢ g&g cen celear up now! Ho more musiceesthank
o !
MABEL: Your trousers dry yet, Btiaediér? _
THOMSON (ghuckling) Steaming in the kitohen! V¥here's Fllis?
ELSIE: ¥ho? ‘
THOMS O The foreign ¢hep.
ELSIE: your wife took himkin to 8ee tne hause.
Brigaaier |
THOMSON: I see! Tell, we can dleapr gtp. I nevex?‘:my
' enjoyment out af thess thingSees
round)
GEORGE: ' Never mind, Brigadier, Have 8 drop of whisky,
THOUSON {2 ‘ ) g} That's the

fng's boon 8814 to mevt is evenirng !
| GEORGE pours him a stiff
Aglassa
GEORGE: There {

THOMSON (taking it 6nd snd

Thet's my lsle Mist, if I'm
not mistekeny

GEORGE: I kept your bottle aside,

THOMRON: Dfdn't the Captain smell 1it?

ELSIES He mniffed round a bit but we woved an anion

‘ under his nosel

THOMSON? Tell, here's to your health, good penple--
(: but I'1l not Arink slonel

ELSIE: Oh, well, then (
glasses)

GRORGE: - Got enything in it, NMabel?

. MABEL: You bet!

They all drink with .
'Good health 'y 'Hore's
healthit
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THOXSON: .

GRORCE:
THOMSON (pee

ELSIE:

MABEL:

GEORGE
ELSIE:

HMABEL:

DAVE:
MABEL:

Ah, well
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Look at those tréctess! 3w

gege)  When you die you're like that, Just

the seme. (Silence) There's no point jump=
ing and ahautzng and switching that blasted
musice ong yn?vvaAgot to aeme to 1t in the end.

Tic oturs ta'the"barn,”:eerge.@a'

1t
i) rain ten@ght'
Right you ars, Brigadier,

V71l 50 home Bomo timd.
the boose, Cood night, 211!

Good night, Brigedicr!

Ho stalks off. They gaze
ofter him, '

I don'y think I've ever seen that men reslly
smile, He lsughs, but he don't smile,

He's got nothing to smile asbout.

If they wors all like ham it wouldn't de so
bad, e ,

They assemble the cartona of
food and the orates,

It mekes me smilewesshe wouldn't dream of
giving us a penny for this work, would she?

Ch well, we get a few drinks,
No, dbut we are pieoans, sren't we? She's only

got to say a word and ve. 80 all soft inside!
1 do, at eny rate! I don't think I cdould give

. her a no 4P she asked me to put my hand in boile

BLSIE:

GEORGE:

ELSIE " ($o MABEL)

GEORGE (tQ~DA!§I

ins Wate!' »

It's the voi¢e, Mobel, They're brought up to
it, you £50€,

She * e not a beci old stiok. |

Rememhar tnat time she pave me f£ive shillings
for washing out nine pairs of sheets? Never
again, Elsie oorrinse, saidl

They acollapse the table,
The feery lights go out
behind the trees,

Fifty brace of fox! He must think wo're
mugs ! ,




<.

o]

DAVES
GEQRGE:
MABEL:

DAVE:
GEORGE:
ELSIE ( in
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They say he's & proper. martinet on the baok
of 2 horse, Cusses and blinds!

I reckon that's why they do ite-sto work off
their polsons, > ;

It makes me laugh, all this captein end brigadier
larks Anybody'd think there was & war on}

Oh, they love thoir names §
I'11 call myself lenseeeorporsl}
to MABELY) It took him five years in the Gooke

' ouse to get a stripel .

MABEL (%o GEOFOE)

GEORGE:

ELSIE:
MABEL:
BLSIE:

I hedrd you wes mentioned in despatches for
your mashed potatoes, mate? : ‘

That's right!
ELSIE looks round to see if
enybody is looking, then
speeks in a lower voice,

Who ig thet young feller? '

I reckon they're selling the house!

Go on!

GEORGE (tp DAVE, with 8 smile) There they.go!

ELSIE (playfully)

MABEL:

ELBIE:
MABEL:

GEORCE (to DAVE)

FLSIE (%o MABEL)

SIMMONS:
ELSIE:

All right, nosey, you neé@dn't listen!

She said she'd never let it be sold, not over
her dead body: That was a month ago.

I reckon he put his foot dQown.

X wouldn't live over there, I con tell you that -

muchy , '

Last time I looked ot the stairs there was dry
rot all the way ups That was two years sago,
80 God alone knows what it's like now! The
roof'd fall in if you breathed too hard}

 \She seys to me onte, she says, Mrs Gorringe,
the best dinnér for me is 6 nice plece of fish
end six pennorth of ¢hips, in.a nevwspaper}

Toww! :

CAPTAIN SIMMONS enters
againg .

Seen the Brigadier? .
Yes, he just went over to the house, Captasn,
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SIMMONS s

STMUONS (calli

DAVE (off)

SIMMONSs
CEQORGE:
SIMMONS ¢
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I hear they're sedling it! Know anything
ebout it, Georgs? ; |

GEORGE (furping away) Not me,

DAVE shoulders some cartons
and trudges off,

toyr him) Tell the Brig I'd like a word with
; 1!!1, : (< 3P ' :

K¢

- Got anothey drink?

Tell, we've packed up"really; Gaptain,

Come on, yau artful old bugger, there 8 some
whisky under thmrea—az can soe it!. (Be
ae ¥ A God ebove, isla

GEORGE (with a smile) .It's the Brigadiar’s private bottle,

ﬁlﬁHONS:

CEORGE
ELSIE:
SIMIONS ¢
ELBIEs
GEORGE:
SIMHONS

GEORGE:
SIMMONS:

MABEL s

SIMMONS s

3uat milk a littls off for me. (4As
anRc';» 8}  HNow what ebout iews
is he se ing or not?

I told you, I don't know,

There*s somebody come to look at 1t,
Yho? ) ﬁhat foreign chap? |

1 think so, yes.

Only a mug'd buy that place, Captain..

Yhat? I could turn 4t into a palace, TVhat's
the matter with you people? You're like all
the other Englishmen nowadayse-eno bloody in-
itiative!

All I say 18 you wouldn't get your value,

1'a the valua. It's a business man's
dream, ¢t bloofly house., Three hundred yerds
from one of the biggest highways 4in England,
with & screen of poplars in front! ;

It gives me the jitters, I only have to. set
foot. inside that door and I come over iiquidl

It's got stylee-«the paet~«~. It's a house

to Bit and dreem in. Vhat else is there to
do? 1I'll never forget thaet veekeend at Cheve
enhem, . It taught me all I knev about life,

(. : 21 That's why they won't let
me buy ita 'ecauee I've got no class,

R 4
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The BRIGADIER's voice:

‘Somebody went ma?*
He appears,

Ch, llo, JEOk' Young Forbtes said I was
wanted,

That's right. I've just been having gome of
your best unblendeds

ed) ' Oh, thet's the st les (w-”i 8 _glance ¢

g others, tho nprompt

He end the CAPTAIN withe
droaw from the others a
1ittle, and THOMSON puts
his han& on the other s
shoulder in a paterna}l yet
gingerly way.

What's it ebout?

SIMMONS (pointing ot the house)  That,
THOM3ON (after & gggsé) What?

SIMHMONS s
THOMSON:

You d4dn't 1nv1te me to mcke a bid. daid yau?

Tell, it'sess(hpsitatinz) Thie ellow needed
a hoﬁae pretty cuick, you see, §riend of mine
in the City more or less talked me into it.

. SIMMONS (gynieelly} Oh, yes?

THOMSON:
STMAONS

snmong (w

If he don't meet the price I'11 let you anW...

Thanks $ .

An avkvard pouse.

The helpers begin taking out
the erdtes, cartons etc,

The BRIGADIER and the CAPTAIN
wait until they're alone,

1 8 fized oxpression) Tou haven't paid your hunt

THOMSON (his head dgcgeﬁk Oh, really?

SIMMONS:

" THOMSON:

Yes,; reolly. , I could sit and drcem in that |

house, That s one thing I learned sbout the

g;glish early-in l&fe, They. don't help youy
oams

Comg, you're English, arean't you?

snooNs (aggressively) Well, I'ye never bsen outside except
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to kill Germans!

THOMSON (parryinz) A good resson to travel,

STMONS s

THOMSON (gbsshed)

SIMIONS (

It's more than you did! You were warming
your arse 4in ¥alte all the wer, I believe

Twen
»y again) Ve could have our

bntﬂhe 8 3 Instecad of 4n the
r's!

TROMSON (gguw_gg_g;ggg I can't see vhat's wrong with a buteher!

SDMMONS (glex

THOMEON
SIVMONS &

THOMSON §
SINMONS ;

TIOMS ONs £

STMMONS (in_ér

THOMSON :
STMMONS:

THONSON (£lushe

SIIMONS:

SIMEIONS ¢

)  She might have hed a baby

Vhat?

You never knove~-the pight atmosphara eould prnﬁ«
uce fertility!

You fool! She's £ifty yeors of age!l
It's happened beforal ‘

- It's pever heppened?

8ilence. Anser brooding
like & %olcance.

A

}  You never wanted me in that hunt!

I like your damned ¢heekeee!

The two thousend quid cames out of gy pocket,
for all your bleoody class! 'You're living on
e vhen you hunt cn Saturdays! .

' .13 the ‘amily bu&lnees, I'm & .
my way reaord‘ﬁ glear! My nenme wae bandieé
sbout for Lord Sherrif of the County, I comme
snded a battalion in Mﬁlta for nearly two
yoarge«el got the CBEew.]

I was mentioned in despatohes twiee, they
respected me in the meggses) :

They shout in a thiak
blind, rhythmie way,

if not really spoak ng
from their own thoughts,

Shut up! I've set on thirteen boards end

God hnaws how many tridbunals! I ddne at

White's now and then, I'm.a member of Savege's,
Carlton's, the T?aveller sy I was 4in the TA
before the way and wont in the Buffes as a majorees!
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I fought with my ovn hends, the Soldiers undey
me lovéd the ground I walked on, it's Just that
the wife oan't have any kidS~ww!

m. on )y There's elways trouble with
ng olaases; You're not by ény means a

natural M.F.HI

SIMMONS (gimost in tears)  I'm the only one with money!

THOMBON:
SIMMONS:

THOMSON

SIMIONS

THOMSON:

SIMUONS:
THOMS0N:

SIMMONS:

THOMSON:

Tweed could have filled the Job, or Denham,
Creow, young Viscount Vzllmastere«ebut they've
all ﬁeen eaten away by death duticsess)

Like you, I supposel

My wife, not me! lMine's & trading femily and

I don'¢ mind sho _knows 4t! In the war I was
called to Corps Hesdquadters frequently to clear
up pointe of supply-++~l sat on the officer sele
action boardeselessl:

I buddt up my business from soratohee-«I've carned
my way to where 1 am novies«in the mess they used
to. get up vhen I came ine«-I wasn't sudbstantive
major but that vas ny nampeeeiinjor -Simuongeses

the GHQ commended for getting *BY Eshelon up
two hours after consolidating my chaps on & hilly
positioneswpoint 287=e~tt machine guy neste~el
ran up sereaming? T

Two of my Yoards wore banks, man! I've got five
horses in my stables, I buy & new ¢ar every yearg
ny brothéreinelaw £ in the House of Commons, his

§§f§ hes & title,-they owm scme railvays in South
Wrica ‘.‘

My wife has distent relatives vhows!

I inherited on estate in Scotland! I lunchoed
the nther dsy with QC whods father was Speaker
once end we talked about costly clarets for nears
1y tWo hours-«eLord Bligh oome inw-<he’'s one our
board«-~and we found we knew edch other se kids?

In the mees I yged to lose my temper and make
young subalterns feel 8 fool«--the Adjutant always
came to my bivey for a drink<e«I made & standing
order that nobody lover than e captain should talk
et our table unless addressede-el had t7o seorcts
aries before the wareeel used to ran & ¢ar in the
days when that was something! Ve took a holiday
on the Riviera in 1937«we!

Ve go every yeer to Frangca! Ve know the hotels
like the back of our handsl e drive through the
Loire and sometimes the Rhone. , Y& go to the
Bahamas, stoy a8t a 6lose fricnd 8 housgwes! Iese

(zunnine out of ideas) I--=I nover voted Labour
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- 4n the postwwar election.

SIMMONS ; Nor did I' (Rememhering with @ Bhock) Yes, I did'

THOMSON: My father was a friend of old Lord Grey's and
: met Baldwin twice! . In the ¢risis &t the Fors
he lunched with Edward the King-<~I cen't stand
royalty myself, 1t's. the Bosch in them, I suppose,
but by God I'd fight~~~~’

S IMMONS ; Ever since the war we've alweys gone to Cannes
or a 1ittle place called Bague de Zou 'wheré we're
quite familiar! The restriction on foreign curr-
ency never meant a thing to us!

THOMSON: _ I never put my hend in my pocket when we go
. : abroad---there's a trust in Switzerland from
a farm we 8o0ld .up-~-the family had 1nterests
in Iasmania onge! .

' There is silence. They
, 8tare before them, panting.
The recitel 15 over, :

THOMSON (fumbling for his leather cigarette case) Have a cig~
arette. ' .

smvxons (out of breath) Thanks,

THOMSON (showing him the case} Florence. Nice, isn't 1%?

SIMMONS smellir I love the smell of leather., My wife
w ked in with a leather ¢oat on the other day,
THOMSON: . Coat? | “ .
SIMMONS 1 Believé it or not. (Helping THOMSON. to & lizht)
; My bank manager gave me e shock of my life when

he showed me the bill.

THOMSON: That's one good thingnhemy wife doesn't sPend mach
on ¢lothes. She's an untidy bitch, as you may
have remarked.

SIMMONS (gonfidentially) Oh, while I'm on it-~~you might tell
exr to keep a ¢heck on her language when we're
out--~! It's not swearwords I mean~-«it's the
tone. The other women feel she's a bit upstege.

THOMSON;(reaéoneblx) Mg wife has to be understood, that's all.

SIMMONS : Oh, I realise that. But I thought I'd Just tell
' yOu . '
THOMSON: Oh, yes.

SIMMONS (glancing at - him doubtfull ) I'm stire she doesn't mean
(o] e anae ,
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THOMSON (glso doubtfully) Oh, no!

SIMMONS (holdinz out his d) Well, i%t's been & nice evening,
rigadiey, Heetar'a drunk in the car, I've
fixed up a place in tho baek for herswwghe says
she lovee posseing -out.

THOMSON (ghucklinz) Just nke her fammya

SIIDIONS She says she'd like to pass out completely one
day~=~wto the valley of no return}

THOMSON: That's the trouble with women. Too amaginamve.
I elways deseribe imagination a&s ‘overheads we
¢an i1l afford,t

SIMMONS ¢ Did you ever try with the wife?
A pouse,

THOMSON What?

SITMONS Did you try-=-<hard?

THOMSON: In whet way?

SINMONS Bor a i:iaby‘?

THOMSON (SUrbling) . OhessesmIsee

SIMMONS (confidentially) d}hﬁ starded tell:!.ng me I diﬁn'tuMWll
my weight propsrly! .

THOMSON (frightened} ©Oh, yes!

SIMMONS ¢ Did you?

THOMSON: Did I what? (basking up)

SIMMONS: Pull yours? ’

THOMSON: Good Ged! (He Bezing to.chuckle) Youses

SIMMONS (serewing up his ayes) Whas's that?
THOMSON (glmost to himself)  You dirty buggeT.s.
STHHONS ¢ But $0ll mewn? |

TROMSON (ypith aggdeg, ping fury) .ahe 1t} ,
Toeth end ?%2%1&3 to B her}
,LE iﬁe ‘&12 )

SIMMONS s In 1ife (guietly)~w-ond my wife agreesw--there
arg two. basic and what we call yoyal kinds of
riding.

THOMSON (g;ageim round cggegg;_;m How often do you ride?
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SIMMONS ¢ EYe-=(glso o,
over very rough counfry!
‘They both roay
ter.
THOMSON: Not & bad aversge!
STHHMONS 3 By no meens}
THOMSON (about to leave)  Well, good bze, old chap!
and have & drink some time,

SIMMONS (shakings hends) I willl

THOMSON ($o himself, chudklins 8s
country, o8N,

They disappear in opposite

dircotions,

round) three times & weckews
Foith lavghe
Drop in

Over very rough
Joen$
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Inside the house:. a.small
hall rather like 'a barn,
with heavy beams. There
are 8 roughly covered settee

I : and an armchair, with odd
broken chairs end tables,
A‘'window gives out on to the
garden,

On the left a porch leads in«
to the garden; on the right
a door leads into the d ning
Troom,

JOAN THOMSON is sitting on a
teble smoking, Her skirt is
hitched up as if only breeches
mgge'her feel really comfort-
sble,

JoAN: That you, Charles?
THOMSON (entering) Has he gone?
JOAN: Yes, He seemed to like it.

THOMSON: ' Idon't like him. I've got @ feeling he won't
be relieble--~the cheque'}.l bounce or something.

He potters about in a drawer
while he talks,

JOAN: : What are you looking for?

THOMSON {(with a startled expression) My CBE.ribbon. . That
~ blighter Simmons didn't believe me!l ‘

JOAN: You are a goof sometimes, old boy.

THOMSON (straightening up) Sometimes I forget I ever had the
‘ - Bes~1t suddenly comes ovVer me...

JOAN: : It is rather hard to believe.
THOMSON (blinkine doubtfully) What? |
JOAN (with & glint in her eyes] Never mind.
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JOAN: .
THOMSON:
JOAN ;.

THOMSON:

JOAN:
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I had os¢asion to mention it to old Simmons;
that'g all. I say, do you know what he said?

No?

He said, there are two kinds of bloody good ride -
in life, and: 1 ride to hounds four times'a Wweeke--

. no, three!

What? _

Well, he sald 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! ' ?

What d'you think of my garden party?

Oh, (potterinz azain) all right.

Good idea my switching the musis up every now
and then, eh--«to keep ‘'em on their feet?

Was that you? _
Me end old Hester,

THOMSON (ghuckling) I don't know, you are the bloody limit,

JOAN:

you two.

It was her idea, Did you see the sputnik? ,

THOMSON (mumbling, at the drawer again) To hell with the sputnik,

JOAN:
THOMSON:

JOAN:'

, They both yawn, .
So what's wrong with my young man? |

Simmons wants the house., But I'm buggered if
I'1l) let him have it.

He'll pay within a month.  The whole thing,

THOMSON (turning) . Who?

JOAN: -

THOMSON;l

JOAN; .
THOMSON:
JOAN:
THOMSON:

My young men.

Good God! Has he got the money?

_ Apparentii. ' o
’ .xdle'rich?~

No, his company's buying the place.
His gompany? | I wish my c¢ompany bought me houses!
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JOAN: . He mekes. sputnik paerts.

THOMSON: What?

JOAN (laughing) I'm only kidding!
THOMSON: What's his offer? |
JOAN: A ﬁhousané more than you said. .
THOMSON (gterting) What?
JOAN (With cool triumph) That's right.
THOMSON: ohs | |
- | A pause,
JOAN: In other words, he's & mug.
THOMSON. (quietly) - Well, we.were after a mug, weren't we?
‘ : She goes to thé window, -
JOAN: Intellggent chap (ggg;gg_gg_ .

THOMSON The last intelligent chap you had as & guest -

drove his car into my stables. And then des-
¢ribed it as an aét of Gad!

JOAN: ' We'll see vwhat this chap can do!

THOMSON: He treaged me with great respect. I must say
that, He éalled me sir. %Gaz;gg at_her)

He didn't seem won over by your libellous
‘ storiesd Have you startgd on h1m yet? _
- . s thr irt

JOAN: ¥és, I heara,
' “Silence. There is a olap
"of thunder in the distance. -
) , . 3he walks to the door abrupt-
ly (left). :
JOAN (going) ~ I'd better get the gramophone in,
S She leaves and the BRIGADIER
is alone.

THOMSON (gazing out of the window) I smelt rain., (His hends
' thrust deep in his ockets his shoulders hunched)

g Jome of
us &1dn't. We oouldn't all fight, damn 1%!
Only one in seven of an army does. (A pause)
Eddy dide-~seme build as me---(it begins pouring

‘with rain outside) same sohool--~he stood over
e trenches directing fire.  (4Another pause)
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Bloody fool.: He only-did it because he's:
%otty. Hullo, rain, The trouble is;, Isws!
({He_stops, looki round) I don't believe in
& damned t-ing;

I
@

Lightning and an enormous .
clap of thunder,.

- JOAN  dashes in. She has
thrown a kind of old sack
over her head.

. Oh,. tome on, for Christ's sake-w~there s half

the furniture out therel It isn't ours, either?

Al

I'm sorry!

+

Hé"dashes out after her.

The rain grows heavier;
) there 1is more thunder and
1ightning.

We hear JOAN and the BRIG-
ADIER puffing and blowing -
as they push upright chairs
into the poroh.

The chairs grow slowly until
a pile of them almost blocks
‘khe doorway entirely.

Then the BRIGADIER emerges at

the -top of. the pile and ¢limbs

back into- the room, soaked and
, "~ - out-of breath. ~JOAN follows,
. . jumping down. in an agile way,.

Well! I rather enjoyed that' Just What the
' , 1

' God knows why he

herohief as he sits down
does respeet 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 trem~
bling. Know that? Yes:! +

__thrown the sack off) Trembling?

I'm everything they're frightened of, perheps,
Is that possible?

In one word olass. (Taking off his jacket)
I can tell you :one thing, 1 prefer -your buffet
suppers to the dinners you cook., Those spuds
I got las? night lQOkgd 11ke pin eushigns.
Suddenlx y God, Hester's a fineé piece,-
isn't she? I meane--! One shufti at her
and I Spend a'restless night!
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JOAN:. All right old boy, don'y get beyond yourself'

‘She walks across to the
dining room door and as
she doés so he puts out
e hand to touch her.

THOMSON:A Joan--~how do you think they enjoyed 1#?

JOAN (suffering his hand on her erm silently) Oh, all rmghb.

THOMS ON : Let's have another drink. Jean-a---!, (Pulling
¥ ‘her_a little) - AR
JOAN (between clenched teeth) I'll get the ﬁrink'
| o She then strides off.

THOMSON (3o _himself a ain She's always been 11ke that.
used to sit on the bed and cry, ' Joan!
{Calling suddenly) I say, you haven't seen
my embroidery, have you? The latest job?
(du ¢ I left it

on the GhAIT here."

There is no reply and-he
stumbles in something of
a panic towards the porch
and maneouvres the hill
of chairs again, cursing
to himself, The room
is empty again,

The rain continues, There

is more lightning. . Ve

‘hear the BRIGADI ' erash

into a,last chair on the porch:
'Damiyf*  Then there 13 8il-
enee. R

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

JOAN: Charles?

. Only the sound.of the rain.
. ' o She puts the drinks down
x : and goes to thée window.
She peers out.

At last we hear a soraping
at the poreh again,

JOAN : Is that you, Cparles?

We hear him elimbing the
chdirs again. His head
appears. at the’ top. Then
he ¢limbs down.
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JOAN:
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CIttsT ruinad.“ It was in the flower patch

Three years work.
' " He stands gazing at her.
The rain has soaked his
shirt now, .

Heret's your drink,

Aren't you sorry? .

JOAN (impatiently) ~Of course I'm worry!-

You left it in the mud,

I left it?

You can be so cruel. That took me three years,

She shrugs, »though a little
ashamad.

The ¢olours don't _ran, do they? '
It's torn, Nearlyrrippgd to pleces,
Hester used it as & hare,

I thought sol

Oh, I'm sorry! (Taki
Hergeswscome to mumg

She holds the glass to his
1lips and he takes & 8ip.
Then she takes one as well,
from the same glass.

Pax? | - -
He nods sadly and they link
1ittle fingers. “A-1little
tug to confirm it.

Pax,

Somé of the drink spills as
they ‘BUg .
Look out!

They smile at eash other.

JOAN (as shey separate) Ah,--: like the smell of that breeze!

THOMSONs

(At the. wind w) Do you know, he said he’d buy
the house wiﬁhout the lang?’

Did he? (Sud enl‘ realisw she has said)
What?  Without the garden K ' |
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Yes. | |
But the land's worthe--!
I know! :

But what sort of complete bally idiot _g,this
men?.. . ,

He's, intelligent., They're all idiots nowadays,
gidn't you know? And they get paid like film
stais;t Anyway, we ean build up &.real stables

You're damned right we'can!  (¥ith_auiet aston-
ishment) What a blasted mug' ~ Horowe- suggeglz)
e's not & Yank, is he? .

Not ’ , .

I gon't want this place colonised. I admire -

them and all that but we need a corner to our-
selves!- . . :

He's English though you WOuldn't know it.

You area plasted

What was I £6 do---turn ‘him down?
Ohj not Gerﬁainly not ! _
They sip, their drinksy o
Hester- caught her hare Just by the switchboard

tonlght~~-brought the whole lot. down, lights,
radjo and ali! -

THOMSON (reminded) She caught my embroidery,-. 00,

JOAN:

.THOMSON;

lJO@N:

THDMSON;

JOAN:

THOMSON ¢

You know what this deal means, don't you? . I
can run the garden. -
It means you can c¢ome down and lead him hell
wher ‘you like.

That's rightu |
Another pause,

014 Simmons thinks I want him out of the hunt~-~
damned foolish idea!l

Why? |
Ségg Itve always looked down ‘on him. Which I
have, - I can't stand him dressed up in that
pink ¢oat of his.. Makes him look like a

puppet:
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JOAN: . ~ You:men are frightful when you quarrel.’
Hester end I could run that hunt better.

THOMSON: . Like hell you could. What about that time
: : she called you the fox's best friend?

JOAN (smiling) I don’t remenber. ‘
THOMS ON: I swear you'd been sérapping with each other,

You both came back with more mud on you ‘than
anybody gets on- horseback anyway. ‘

JOAN: She! slbitch but 8o am I. That's Why we agree.
And another thing we've got in eommon~~~(glagces
:at himﬁ ‘ Ve

THOMSON ; ¥hat 'S that?

JOAN 3 We're both childless.

THOMSON ' (mumbling)  Oh, put & sock in it for Christ's sake...

There is silence between
them .
JOAN (almost o herself) 1 used to try so hard. I used to
81t end will a baby. I used to pray even.

S m——

But you can't do 1t 1ike that.
THOMSON: All right, all right.

JOAN (elmost in tears) - 1 waik always picked on in the family.
Always laughed at, All I heard ‘was 'service',
I always fell short in 'service’, And it was
such & hearty family! I had ncthing oould |
?all my dwn*—gthey always smaghed it ?p f%i me.

took my socks<--l1 had to come down to breakfast
without ‘eny socks on, and then get shouted at.

THOMSON (his head bowed;_w1th disgust) Oh, Christ¢, .
JOAN: i ¢an see 1t in people's eyes. Ihe Gorringes,

for instance; Dave Forbes. They say, She
puts her energies into the farm because---£

THOMSGN (raisigg his voice) You haven't got a farm?

JOAN (in_a steely way) I wil; have! That's where this money's
going. A small stable. 4nd & big herd of

Guernseys'

THOMS ON ( n_alarm) Oh, no we'ra not having that again-~~not ih
the new house! Cows calving in the drawing

room~== )
JOAN: ﬁhat happened once, you chump?d

THOMSON ¢ my-and the ¢lang ‘of that blcody milk pail at
four o'clock in the morning=-&-! ,
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Fivel .
THOMS ON'; It felt like.fours- Then young Dave Forbes’
' sti"ETEé his grinning face round the. dooTwws
(imitating him) "'One of your fences is ‘down,
Brigs. FYour or five missin' again!'' Oh; no...
And the tramps through the mud for the missing
cow, The bloody agricultural inspedtors, and
the milk board; and pigs rooting 1n the 1awn.
JOAN: I broke even on it, myway! i
THOMSON But not}aggintll Not .in the new house!
JOAN: All right-«+no Guernseys;'no horses .
THOMSON ’ (menacggg g) CYou'll leave my money alone!
JOAN §

THEMS ON (1n a uiet firm voiée) . You wog't twll him the right

I Shan't toush your money. Inl Jugt'tell him
the right priee. .

KRN

»

Another pause during which
_ they sip’ their drinks,

I'wish”ydu‘ééuld dance, you Krow,

JOAN :

THOMS ON'¢ %;d haje started thirty yeéars ago if I'a wanted
JOAN: | our family quack told me onceee-

THOMSON: Yes, I know: it 'loosens the flﬁids' N
JOAN : You never 1oosened mlne. ‘ ,
THOMSON (his head lowered) Yes, yes. B T
JOAN:. I st11l dream about & house full of children.
THOMS ON': Yes. o ~ >
JOAN: Easter's the’best time for me-~-when all"tﬂe

THOMSON- {with & touch of reverenéie"‘ o

JOAN:

THOMSON: - -

JOAN:

THOMSON::

JOAN :

¢hildren come, I swear I cen understand them
better than grown—ups. '

I,QelieVe you. can.

I'd eighef like to be a ¢hild«--or & horse. S

I say,¢-(1ook ', up_ et her hesitantly) do ‘you
think I'm unattractive to women? =

Yes.
Why?
Well, you 're big and hefty but ‘not where it
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countsy 4
Oh, By God, I'd like to spend a night on the
tiles with old Hester--~I'd be all Tight with
beér, I'm sure of 4t! I wish I'could remcmber
what . Simmons said dbout riding-~-three times a
week.,i Do you think he--«? (HE stopg) -

I wean, do you think it's all right between
most people? )

Go to hHell!

THOMSON (almost to himseif) The old Lady Maude liked me.

JOAN:

THOMSON

JOANY

But she was cutkoo!” She turned up at a meet

once with a c¢hember<pot hanging from her saddle.
'In ¢aseé he wants to do somethingi' she said. :
(Gazing before her) She was a fine old creature;
Maude ¢ ‘ .

She was, I swear she was a deal less loony than
the people round her.

She hed styles The last of the grand old ladies,

THOMSON (yewning) - Oh, wellew-l It wasn't a bad evening, Wwas it?

JOAN

THOMSON%i
JOAN:
THdMSONg
JOAN:

THOMSON::
JOAN ¢
THOMSON
JOAN:
THOMSON:
JOAN;
THOMSON:

JOAN:

The rain kindly held off, = .
They are silent.

Is his firm sending e surveyor down?

He is theVSuryeyqrz

What?

Among other things. He bdys up prOperty on
the Continent. ) ' -

I thought you said he had brainsf‘

He has. | ‘ _
What, buying property? 014 Simmons does that,
He sayg~heid'péy twice ag much on the Continent.
Did he, by God? |

He says the prices here are lawi

Do you know, whén I was in Germany & month ago,
on that enginédering bozrd, the Germans kept us
giéging an hour. Do you think tgat was deliber-

Yes.
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. |
Our position's shrunk, that's why.

I've often thought I should have done the

same as my brother Gerald and gone to Calcutta,
there's a wonderful swimming pool, they tell
me, and the 0ld ¢lub's still there,

The days of the pinkah wallah are over, old
boy. Anyway, you know my polities, I'm a
liberal,

What the devil's that got to do with 1t?
We eould have lived out/there like this chape<=
what's his name?

JOAN: Who?

THOMSON: The 6hep who's buying us a stable and a herd of
Guernseys., -

JOANE Oh, Ellis! L “ _

THOMSON: I mean, he lives in Francée. #hy not? I bet
he doesn't have a bad time down in Nice and
Montecarlo, in the red«~light district! He
doesn't seem ashamed, Why should we?

JOAN: They abolished the brothels years agod.

THOMS ON': Did they?

A pause, .

JOAN: I'll have to ask the Simmonses to dinner, I
don't want him cutting up about this house.
Ask your cousin twice removed<--the honoureable
one-~-~there's nothing like a title for soften-
ing old Simmons up.

THOMSON Eddy, you mean? _

- JOAN: That's right., I cen't stand the way-heé walks.

Looks as if he wants to go all the time,

THOMSON: Well, he does. He drinks too much. Anyway,
he's potty. £And this house is a bloody dis-
graece, I wouldn't even invite this foreign
cheap! .

JOAN (defensively) You find me a housekeeper, then.

THOMSON:; I've found you a dozen of them--+but they won't

stand your clothes all over the floor and your
filthy habits---the cow-dung in the kitchenwe-
hay from the horse~box all over the beds--~and
finally---finally~<-that blasted mechanical saw
clubtering up the dining room! (He is 1ivid)
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JOAN (stung) I'11 keep it there anothér week. It needs
’ more work on the pistons. ,

THOMSON: I've got the chairman and his Wife coming to
- : dinner Saturday night?  All that lovely pan-
elling of mine ruined! - And the inleid sides :
board with your grease all over it«--your nuts,
bolts, plstonwrings broken silencerse—-! (He_
: ad

. dn: ' ‘ I told you, the silencer 8 ‘bust!
You sai you couldn’t stand the nolse.

THOMSON: . - I couldn"t! No, 'I couldn't'

JOAN (w) A1l right’ - I"1]1 elear 1t out of the dining
room---you'll get your dinner party--~but I'm
efraid I can't get the silencer done yet. There
won't be time.

v

JOAN (;

THOMSON (hushed as if in pain) That's right., - No silencer.

Noddigg to himself) - Tit-for-tat., All the
way throug Dinner party---no silencer,

Sell the house---a herd of Guernseys...

: ! ' Suddenly he strides ecross’
B to her, overcome.with rage,

-and seizes her savegely.,
He begins kissing and biting
her violently, holding her
heir in a great mass in one
hand, :She struggles and
then begins to scream in a
peculiar muted way.

JOAN: cna:»-«: Charleso You sv:ine. Swine.;.
B h . -y -

manages to tear herself awaz T~ Swinell

$he stamps out of the room
like a soldier, into the
dining room. There 1s
somse 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 silenc-
er. A meehanical saw,

The noise 1s simply immense,
BRIGADIER gtands there bowed]
like a defeated animal, star-
‘ing in front of him,

There is. ,@ shout from: the
oreh: - “
ddenly ha Tealises he is
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being called. - He turns
this way and that, torn
between the. engine and the
voice from the. porch.

THOMSON (t inking to appeal to JOAN, to turn :us', off) Joan.
Jo8nt - ; - o

VOICE (off) .Brig:’ Are you ﬁheie~ Btig?

,THOMSGN - Yes, demn you. (Swivelligg) . Joan! . ‘Joan!

JOAN (a.apaam.ng) What the devil—--
' THOMSON (ahnnting) Thare gemm!

*

. He indjcates the. poreh:and:
- ashe does so CAPTAIN SIMM.
ONS is seen climbing over
the barrier of c¢hairs, He

T is wet end bedraggled.,

' HAVE YoU SEEN

LAY

JOAN disappears- again.
THOMSON (screwing up his face )}  Yhaet? S : E

SIMMONS ; HAVE YOU*»-(the éngine egts out) SEEN.--,
(He_stops, stunned by the silence)  Vhat
‘the devil have you got there? -

THOMSON: Oh, it's---it's... A mechanical saw.

SIMMONS: In the dining room? o

THOMSON: Yes--»the~~-erb--wife, she s hatﬂgg trouble
with.it.

SIMMONS: But what the hell'¢an she be outting up in

the dining room?

i

THOMSON (irritably) She's mending 1t; that's all!

SIMMONS ; In the dining room? ‘ .

THOMSON: Oh, shut up, for God's sekel It's bad enough
with hexr! : :

‘SIMMONS : I'm.sorry. '

THOMSON: What 's the tpouble, anyway?. ‘

SIMMONS: Héster’s not drunk in the car,

A pauser.
THOMSON (gtsring at him)  What? |
SIMMONS: She hasn't gone to bed in the car,
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I.should hope she hasn't. Does she usually?
I £ix up a bed there, For when she chases hdres,
;awé\ and_sveaki“ uieti“)" You're'drﬁnk'“

““But’ eve;ybodx knows I keeép a bed in the shooti
brake for when she gets: tight’ e

THSOMSON (a ain furious I don‘t Know anything about your domw

SIMMONS,(ggietlz) Well, she's not there anyway.

THOMS ON;
SIMMONS ;

estic arrangements, man ! » .

i
3

Another pause,
Why should .she bé?
She always is---after she's been chasing hares,

THOMSON looks at him slowly,

BHOMSON (galling cut) Joan!' Hester's missing!

SIMMONS:

JOAN (showi

S IMMONS @

JOAN:

THOMSON:
JOAN: :
SIMMONS: :

JOAN:
THOMSON (sittir

JOAN:
SIMMONS:

I've tramped miles,

JOAN appears:

3 signs of her former tension% ¥hat's that? Oh,

hul-o, Master?

Evening, Mrs Thomson: - I hope I'm not interr-
upting your«---» saw 1ng sie A

Oh, no, not a bit' ’
He's 1ost Hester. She isn't drunk in the car,
What? ‘ ' o ) ’

She c¢aught her. hare*-~soms sort of old embroiéeryuao

and then she d41dn't make her wamal beeline for
the sar!

L

‘Where can she be, then?

g ome _perplexity)” I don't know hhy
things ave to go so topsy~turvy. .

Shall I call the police?

©h, for God s sake, no.: She mig ht be---Well‘
you know~~-b1nge, ﬁay, hare, 31ngsong, that sort
of thing.

A pause while the others stare
at him,

-

SHMMENS (continuing, to THOMSON). A hebit of fifteéen years sudd-
e%iy goes phut! ’ S ‘
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THOMSON: That 's Yust what I msan-~—t0psy—turhy"‘zSif-
down, old chap. -

SIMMONS ( gitting down) Thanks,

THOMSON: . ‘ She oan't have gone far, ‘ ,

SIMMONS: For fifteen years 4t's been 1like olockwork—--
binge, hare, hay, singSQng. And now there's
this' AR L

311enae.l hThe oiﬁers stare
at him in bafflement &gain,

THOMSON (gorew s Yhat's that?
SIMMONS : I say ,- it's been as--~(lggg_zgz_g_mgmgnjj;;;
: fixzed as the stars for fifteen years'
THOMSON:: bWhat weasg that you saidf~-binge, hey...
SIMMONS . Binge hare, hey, singsong. \ |
THOMSON (g nger x, witg a g;agce a; JOAN)  On! ’ .
SIMMONS ( 0 ..) W haven' t got children,

you:know' o

'THOMSON (g uietlz‘ ) Quite . ' _

S IMMONS : You see, we have agingsong in the ¢ar, on the
' way homs, after the. here., She hits the hay

and then we _ggg see

THOMSON Ah, yes. She doesn't sleep in the cai?

S TMMONS : Good God, no! Singing's all part of it.

e ve got somé of the dirtiest Irish songs

you've ever heard!

JOAN (ghuckling)  Really?

SIMMONS: And itnou. -~ (He st_ps, eyeing theg both)
| . VWorks us up, For later.
JOAN: On!

THOMSON (gnffawing) Good Lord}

- SIMMONS : The rest is silence, as they say.

JOAN (with a wink at THOMSON) I should hope so.
THOMSON (

1) Weli,

SE&% 5 to be dons? - |
SIMMONS : We'll have to scour the countryside, that's all,
THOMSON '(jumping up) Right!  What'll we do~--spread out or
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SIMMONS: -
THOMS ON:

SIMMONS:

THOMSON:

JOAN:

THOMSON:

THOMSON:

SIMMONS ;.
THOMSON:
SIMMONS (3

THOMSON:

S IMMONS ;
THOMS ON:
S IMMONS ;
THOMS ON;
STMMONS :
THOMSON:

SIMMONS g

THOMSON ;

- 40 -

fecde all "'t og'etl‘xé“r?
Spread out I thxnk.

Will you take commaud”

" No, I think you’d better. Highez' rank and

a1l that. N | R

. Oh, Well, thank you very much.

I'11 get some greatcoats. They won't be very
fine, I'm afraid. ' S

As long as they keep the rain off.

JOAN goes out right to get
the coats.

You take the path down to the river, Il go up
to the farm and Joan can’ stay on’ the road, she's-
%;t high-heeled Shoes on. ommunic?tion voisce,

nchronise. (anking_at_hxaduﬁuﬂx
What? '

Syhehronise,

~ Ong

It's ¢oming up to fﬂ 13 hours., Ten, nine, éight,
f

‘seven; six, ?1ve, our, . three, two, one, now.
Thank you. _ ‘
Headquarters this house.
Right._'
Got any ammnnition°
Ohrist I don't want to §§gg_.her.
As youw wish.. It's your party. |
' JOAN returns with three
rough farmeocats., She

throws one to her husband
and one to SIMMONS.

!

»_') Fst, old

Yes, thanks .

Right let's & vance. Joan, ynu stay up '
on the road, (He ‘ ik ;

chairs in the
elimb, 1'm afraid, Simmons.
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Jomt: Shall I.go .shead, Master?
SIMMONS :(meekly) Please. .

. JOAN elimbs after her
'hquand.’ >

JOAN: Damn? . i{A cheir falls in the porch)

THOMSON :{ of £} You all rigﬁty Joan?
JOAN ;5 Yes, thanks,

CAPTAINS SIMMONS begins
"¢limbing ebsent-middedly.

SIMMONS (to _himself) ‘,Aftér fifteen years---phut: (ecrash)
' Damn ¢ e ' '

He. disappears and ‘the stage
is empiy. " : ‘

THOMSON (off)  Lovely night for & show like this! .
SIMMONS :(off)  Here I ém?’ S o
THOMS ON{ off) Very well, you know your orders,  Spread out?

Report back to headquarters by 03,00 hours
(0-three hundred hours}?
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K

3

The same: but all the furn-
iture and the curtains have
been removed. Builders'

materials., = Oné thing remeins

from the previous scene:
the pile of 'chairs in the
poréh, forming & barricade
nearly as tall as the door-
WaY o

‘GEORBE GORRINGE and DAVE-
FORBES are stripping app-
arently endless layers of
wallpaper off the walls,
The floor is already ankle
deep in various patterns

' and ¢olours, old and new,

) GEORGE and DAFE are dressed

in overalls,

GEORGE: A lot of paper here, mate! (rip)
DAVE (zip) Eh? ‘
Silence .

GEORGE (turning to look at him firmly) Either you don't wash

your ears out, mate, or you daydream.

DAVE (xrip) I deydream.

GEORGE: Seats!  (Rip)

DAVE (rip) Eh? |

GEORGE; 'Bh*? You want to get on t6 B, mate, it's
next in the alphebet! {xip)

DAVE: Everybodyts ‘tscats”? for you.

GEORGE: it*s better than *eh' (rip).

DAVE: (£ip),

GEORGE: (rip; rip)

DAVE (turning to him) Do you think he's right?

GEORGE: Who?
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DAVE:
GEOBGE;

DAVE:
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Ellis..
whet about?

He says wefre all policemén! -

(rigi rip, ¥i;
Of us +

rip) A-c-G-c~h! (exclamation

It*s trué, There's no openings. - There's
always a copper round the corner--~you can't
get forward in this c¢ountry.: You always feel
you're doing wronz. ' Thatts the truth. .

GEORGE (half to himself) You and your bloody .openings (__ly'

DAVE (Smiligg)
GBHERGE :

Here---I'11 tell you something, mate., You !
néed a womAn.

I need moxreé than one.,

I never talked my bloody head off about open-

Ings when I was your age.

DAVE (careless rip) I'a work, real work, if I ¢ould get things

GEORGE:
DAVE:
GEORGE1t

DAVE (r;g)
GEORGE:
DAVE:

GEORGE:

DAVE:
GEORGE:

a bit clear, )
You teke sfter your mam (_...B) ‘
Sometimes I think I've got that fatal disaa&ﬁ.
Whatnvvputting lids on paintwtins? You're
scats} o
A pause,
What a way to spend Saturday.
It was your idea, mate.

It was Ellis. He said it was a goéd open=-
11]86 1

Listén, ‘he lives &broad and he's foreign and he's
very dbig and he comes over here with his pockets

houge riddlef with dry rot and woodworm and Ghrist

full and all that's very fine; he's bought & nice /A

‘knows what elae and he's paid three times asz

mueh as it*s worth and he talks Frenéth fluidew=
Flueat.

~i-fluent, and I expect he's sesn the Folly
Bergear and he's been in the realight district

. like the Brigadier said, and his Gélothes are

dandy, he combs his hair nice and he's tYery
charming to my wife; she's going to wash out
his dirty ¢lothes for him and meke hig beds,

vd

but we're not French, mate, we're WOrkers, andew={
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DAVE: I'm whatever I ¢an meke myself!

GEORGE (angrily) Well make yourself a millionaire, thense-I'm
sick of your lazy-arsed talk!l

DAVE (furning away) Al right, all right.

GEORGE{‘ I wedt'ddwnithé minesse=?
DAVE: Here we gol - .
GEORGE: I-was a boy 6f sixteen and I lived ‘in darkness

the best part of the day. ''I got some strength
in my arms, I can tell you! I used to cry myself
to sleep sometimes with my duodenals My old

ded used to tell me about the tommy-shops. They
gave you food insteed of wages, and if you didn't
like mildewy' bacon they gave you the sack.

I used to get drunk regular on Friday nights and
have a woman in the early hours of Saturday morne
ing. That was before I married Elsie, and it
went on for two years afterwards, too, because I
den't like to bresk a habit too preeipitous,

-itts bad for the nerves,

DAVE ; Ellis was born by the Liverpool docks., His dad
works on the barges.

-e

GECRGE: Get out--¢rip) he's foreign! You cden see it}
Liverpool docks}

DAVE (his eyes gleaming) IVll' wait for a Win on the pOOlS.

GEORGE: You'll weit a damn long time, mate!

DAVE: = I'd like to.have fje sun on my back all day---
(rip) Tasmenia---ride round the farm on horseback
(zip)t o o

GEORGE: You've signed up with three of the dominions as

an immigrant, mate, and you still haven't gonel
There's no more dominions left arter this lot.

_rip) .Oh, well, Is===! (Burying his’ head)

DAVE (g4
If I could see an opening 1'd g0 Dub==-1

GEORGE (RIP) You get one big opening, mate, and that's at
the end, & nice big hole and you go down. it
and you never come back! Is that what you

'want?‘; o
DAVE: Eh? ‘ |
GEORGE ¢ We never ought.touhave stdrted this job, It's

likxe demming up the séa! (Rip. He stands bacék
with & puzzled air) Blimey, how many more oody
Tayers of this stuff? I reckon it stretches

back to the middle ages!
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DAVE Youtre getting paid for it. - . .-

GEORGE: ~ I'm getting paid for this. Then vhat? -

DAVE: ' Ellis said his company?é’z?ig.l; us?t

GEORGE:. Is that written?

DAVE: En?

GEORGE: 'En*? I said, i$ it WRITTEN?

DAVE: : What are you talking about? _

GEORGE It sounds to me 1ike & French promise, thet's
what I mean‘ i

DAVE:  Get outt |

GEORGE (xzip) In the 1914 war, they tell me, the" generals‘

used to order up & French division, gtart the
bloody battle, then find out they. wasn't there !

M
DAVE: You don't Lto believe all that stuff,
GEORGE (to himself‘) 'Freoneh *f N

DAVE: I 1ike the French g.«.}'ls, anyway.

GEORGE (turning to face him end using his tool as a pointer)
Tisten, there's 00 MUCH pArlee-voo and com-
prenee. and madermeselle=~from-Armentears over

' there, if you ask me!

DAVE gazes at him with
bafflement but says nothing,

‘ A pause,.
DAVE: He says I should give up my job at the paint
: works.
GEORGE: Don't do 1t1
DAVE: . . Iwon't.: . . X ‘
GEORGE: Good. -

DAVE (ironidelly) Beacsue I don’t want to do any‘bhing brave
‘ do I? ~ You wouldn't, would you? You'd do
this job week<«ends,; then go back to the railways
Monday and twiddle your bdhuniy thumbs 111
somebody finds you another wall to strip!

GEBRGE: . ' That's right. ‘ |
DAVE: So would I, But it's not my instinét. My

instinét's to give up that blooay paint job,
it's alreedy given me a fatal disease,
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,GEORGE: Don't talk. scats'

DAVE (earnestly) I can feel- 1ta~»it érawls up my lunge "
" mate-=-it tickles insjde--~it's on my brcnchials--
it brings me out .in pimtples and.seems to walk -

~all round inside like spedks. of sandw--(alarmed,
his eyés popping out of his head) I can Teel iE-»—
T can feel it now=+=1%'s the e ~~-Googge<=— =
GEORGE! (paniec) GEORGE, for Christ's sake!
They'ré on.my ronchials, theytre crawling up
iy throat (trembling from head to foot as GEORGE
tries to control him), they*re ni ng at my
lungs, they'rewe-|} GEGRGE’ GEORGE! (He
goreams and begins crying, ag GEORGE& comforts
Emy

GEORGE (guietly) Here, mate, that won't do. Comeé on, take
' ‘ it eéasy, teke it easy. Thatts 1!

DAVE (g¢rying like & child on his.shouldery It hurts George,
1t7s Iike ping and neediesS,..

GEORGE: Youtve had umpteen doetors examine you, mate,
: end there's nothing wrong. It's your brain,

They stand there in =
Strange embrace,
BLLIS enters.,

ELLES£ o rAnythihg wrong?'

GEORGE ; ~ Oh, hullo Mr Ellis? No~-~1t's ( lanci
down at B&VE'S bowéd. head) Dave's. %aEEI"%%
ecase, thaet's .

ELLIS (gtaring at DAVE) He's got one?

GEORGE : N6, he thinks he has, ‘ .
ELLIS: Oh: .(Zo DAVE) Lift your head up, Dave,
DAVE (lifting his head and walking back to his wall without

— Looking &b EL. m all right now. (Rip)

ELLIé {to GEORGE) I‘venjust been up on the roofs It seems

GEORGE: .. Oh, that roof's &ll right,

ELLIS: Think so?

GEORGE: Oh, yes ‘

ELLIS:: The Captain's coming over. Wants %o talk -
igggf the house‘ Use it for éis hunt meét«

GEORGE: oh; yes?
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A pause )

ELLIS: You haven't seen his wife this morning, have
you?

DAVE (furning, rip) 014 Hester?

DAVE: Not this morning.

GEORGE (with a smile) Don't you fency her, then, Mr Ellis?
ELLIS: Well-<-She chases me. '

They both turn slowly and
stare at him,

ELLIS (nodding) Yes, At the garden pariy. She chased me
i down to the river.

¢

DAVE: Did she catch gou?

ELLIS: Yes,

DAVE: Then what?

ELLIS: Welle--I---[nesitating)t

GEORGE: Everything went blenk, like, eh, Mr Ellis?
ELLIS: That's right?

GEORGE(turning back to his work) Oh, yes, We know the Captein's
T w e‘ E 9 mve? - “.

DAVE (zip) 1111 sayl

ELLIS (gazigg rourid) How's the work ¢oming?

GEORGE: . Well, there's more paper than I bargained for.

ELLIS: , Yes, there does seem & lot, doesn't there?

GEORGE : if I was you, I'd settle for the next layer
and size it over. It's none of my business,
mind. A

ELLIS: Would you like some wine?  Some real good
French stuff?

GEORGE: Wellm==} |

DAVE (shyly) Sounds very niee (rip)!.

ELLIS: I'11 get it.

He goes out via the
poreh, climbing care-
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fully ‘over the chairs,
He seems to have done it

before. '

GEORGE (galling efter him) sShe don't clear those chairs away,
S Too.Tseer v :

ELLISi(as”ha disappears} They belong to évhire ¢ ompany.

GEORGE (to DAVE) She'll bore d hole through 'em rather than
R ¢lear 'em away. | |

DAVE: | (zip, rip)

GEORGE: ! (zip) " . , , S
A'araéh; as ELLISX feturns,

ELLIS '(off) Saved!: (As he appears atthe top of the chairs,

‘holding the Dottie &lolt)  LEver Near® ebout the
Eninskman who fell down two flights of cellar
stairs and didn't break his bottle of vintage
port? He got a concussion but the port was
all-right. ’

~He descends smoothady.
GEORGE (gyeing the dusty bottle in & gingerly way)  Oh, yes?

ELLIS (following his gaze) What's the matter, don't you trust
137 ..Raﬁherthave a nice cup of tea? _

GEORGE (politely) ch, no, nof .
DAVE (guietly) He would, you know,

GEORGE: You see,- I've got & philosophy---
EILIS: .. . . .Got & cork-sorew?

GEORGE: Only: my penknifé. |

ELLIS: That *11 do.y 'In a year from now you'll be

having & banquet in this room---television
next doore«=ethe brigadier’s’w1f¢ dropping An
after a spotf of> gardening---(a8 he uneorks
the bottle) wait for the music, boys {Pop)
lhere! Now, glesses! In the dining room,
Here (handing the bottlée to GEORGE) .«

ELLIS goes out right to

g fetch glasses., GEORGE
looks at t he bottle with
-fear ®

GEORGE (almost in & whisper): Is this French, he said?
DAVE: That *'s right, '
GEORGE (with &we) 1It's dusty!
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DAVE: ' It's old, that's why.

GEORGE : 014? Cantt they get fresh stuff oﬁt t here; then?
DAVE: . What are ‘you talking about?

GEORGE‘(héétedlz) Well he's baen to the bloody country, hasn't
: . he?

ELLIS returns with three
glasses., He gives a glass
to each and pours,

ELLIS: Lovely Woodnpanabli in there. {4As they wateh
the wine) Like blood, isn't 1t? . S

GEORGE: Eh? |

ELLIS: , The wine. Like Blood!

GEORGE: It*s bldod?

ELLIS: That 's 1%! |
GEORGE (under his breekth)" “Bnmeyz |

1

ELLIS: -~ Ghiﬂ?@hiﬂ! i

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

GEORGE '(spitting it out et onée)  Fh-the-d-ash-h-h!

EILIS: What's the matter?

GEORGE (hending his glass back to him firmly) Here.

ELLIS: What's wrong?

GEORGE: It is bloodl.

ELLIS: What? - I

GEORGE : : It isf  You can taste 13 Now blood's
elways turned me, I don't know why! I had '

some pig's blood when I was down on & farm in
the war and I came out in & rash.

ELLIS: You 4ide?

GEORGE: It's nice, mind you, but, I don't know, i%
alwayg'ﬁﬁ&ns met

DAVE &ifoniaallz) Whereas me, I've never minded blood, see?
' (Hs drinks)
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1

Yes well, you was néver in a waxr, was you?t

Cag I get you something elsé? Ghampagne?
That's pig's bile.

GEORGE (with a smile) Now you're pulling m leg. But, I

ELLIS: .
GEORGE (rip)

ELLIS:
GEORGE: .

Where gg% off to?* 'Work?

“‘don't Know, that other stuf doesn't agree
with e, (Turning back to his work, ri
rip} You see, Mr Ellls,
mines not far from Durham,. 1 wag in derkness
most of the time, I didn't léarn things like
other people did. The old man called me the
soul of . ignorance once when I gstepped out of
the shaft. Those things cut deep, you know,

Yes.

I used to get soused along with the boys on .
Friday nights. They used to telk about the
other end of the valley, they liked to think
it was dlear, with pebbles et the bottom, but
it wasn't} The slag used to drift down and
méke it look like Indian ink, It s€éined the
countryside for five miles down the line,

" believe it or not.

Really? = = = ' e !

We was the toughest unionists there was,
If the miners didn't come out in sympathy you
was nowhbe® as a striker. And God help the -

.employers 1f they did come out! When we’ pick#,

etted (stopping work andswelling his shoulders)
sicketted and nobody got past us, We stood
there e men of iron (standing there stifflf%—-
" TheTe is n
work'.,  (Yelline at the top of his v“i‘ce to
the astonishment of the other two) "'mao R

blackleg’ Get backi' (Advencing on DAVE)
Blackleg, BLACKLEG! ' T

DAVE (getting soared) . ALl right, all rightt

GEORGE (£inally)

BACK1¢
bagk to E]
1 mean, when ; Y
drilling 80 as the whole of your body shakes
and yoir start to wonder. if coal was ever really
necessary~---after a day of thags-~well, look!
Suppose you've got a seam--<remember, Wwe're &
mile and & half underground, don't overlook .
that+ee1 (gp is ebout to demonstrate the’

,drilling)

ELLIS (following nim with his eyes) No.

GEORGE (LAfting

up & 1ar'e flap of the wallpaper- on;the‘floor)

OW suppose is is your seams~~<here,
thist . (He offers the paper to ELLIS, who
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©

lakes it‘so that it forms a_sart of burrow

_ ~ t0 Y is way)
1t7s a narrow seam, and-e~ rrupting himself
as he bends down) of course, 1've g0t & arill

in my EanE that's a. weight and encumbrance to

-start with--then there's my helmet and I might

need an extra lamp~--but I'm fitded up with a
light in my heélmst which should: do---right,

now! -I'm Just going down into the SE8Imam

(slidi' Vinto the burrow) Just a bit higher,

certaiglm@

. ‘ GEORGE's head. disappeéfs
and we only see his feet,

GEORGE (from undexr the paper) B-b-b-b-r—r—r-r~r—r’

ELLIS:

GEORGE:
ELLIS:

GEORGE:

ELLIS::

GEORGE :

What?
I'm dri;lihgn

omt T
Berer! B~b*b-r~r~r' B-b~r—r' Now I'm

getting right Into the seam-—-cen you hear me,
Mr Ellis?  (His feet now_disappear)

Yest;

Right, well you can let fthet paper go. naw
because I'm as you might say tucked ri ht into
the seam, it's dangerous work, I could easily
bring the wholé bloody lot down on.my head, So
youtve got to know where to drillee- sudaenl
B«B=-B~-R~-R=R~R{ There), now, that's made H";z
kind .of platform for me~-a(the aper moves,

_and‘aggarently GEO?GE has begnn';o urrow

structor) I'gereae'e ry very goo ven ago-
point--~Ifve got.no way back unless I drill
it back~~-I'm oompletely stuck here and Itve

4

. CAPTAIN SIMMONS enters -
from the dining room,
tiinseen by the others.

He stares at the wall-
paper- in astonishment,
watching it'risé and ﬁall.

GEORGE (Suddenlx) BePer-Por-i Brrrd  There, now 4tts

‘tléared enother space=«-Itm edging zthe
paper moves and _heaves,.as he burrows his
Wway furthner eiong) 1 ‘ !
slew1y~-~and-~-now~folet tem have 1t!
Brrrr! BeBsReReRe! Belelwlelwprapi. -

B- TeT-rsT«T-T<T+1 Bup? " Bup? ﬂEup:
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SIMMONS watehes with -
increasing fascination. '

GEORGE ( ddenly) GASt - GAS: 1 éan smell gas-—-let ne
"~ .get badke-~'{ = Back} ~ !

SIMMONS (plunging forward) Gas. man? N }

s ! : : .
ELLIS and DKVE turn 1n
- astonishment, = °

A

FLLIS .(almost & whisper)  Oh, hu‘;llo-, Captain.

CEORGE'S head slowly
appeérs through the paper.

S TMMONS (addressing‘him,earnestl You must have been on a
- queer Tronb; rge ‘old ¢hap!  'I'mean, for
enfilade fire---look~~-all right, stay there!
(AS GEORGE _ moves) Stay there' That's an
order? . ;

The CAPTAIN dashes across
the rooim, to ELLIS'S and

DAVE's combined astonishe-
‘menty and Ye&ches the win-
dow with apperently, a
light machine~gun under
his arm,

SIMMONS : If you*re ¢éreeping up on Point 287 with en=
' filade fire~~-%as GEORGE moves again) STAY

there, man! AYE you afraid or some 16thing?-
By God, %hese bloody soIEIers’ncwadays.
(Red 1n the facs) You don't CRAWL and FIRE
at the same tiﬁb, man, and.you don't éry.
GAS because you cén be bloody sure Jarry'll
never use 4t! You FIRE, man, on & fized -
line, &and then wait for your orders! 4nd
don't answer badk: I'm dug in for the night
half-way up the slope, it's been pouring with
rein, and .before light comes up I'm putting in
an attack on a two-section fronte~-I've got &
gection out on the left ( ointing at GEORGE)
to give me sovering fire, and the rest o
¢ompany is lying in resérve. All right,
Gecrge,; give ud the fire-~=% . I'm (¢Pfouchin
in the direction of the poreh, which he has"
apparentiy,desigpated Point 2135 advanclng~~-

Silensé, GEORGE is

lying low,
SIMMONS: Fire;_ypu baééafdi. . . ’
GEORGE: Bebersrsro! - Broxd Brrrt
SIMMONS: That 8 more like it'

GEORG’E : B"b"‘b—f*l‘*l‘& A . “.4' L ,
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Follow me, chaps! (Signalling to his -

men, whoAare"a arently DAVE) '“.o low,

you bloody cower . By . the. "Soldiers
I've been landed with in this war, I don't-

 blame Jerry. for thinking he's going to win!

(3hrieki~ Suddenly) Follow, follow,

follow! After a desparate ance at ELLIS,
DAVE follows him helplesslz) s you baétard:

Brrr!

SIMMONS (%o Dave) FIRE!

DAVE:
GEORGE:
SIMMONS:

GEORGE;
DAVE

SIMMONS:
GEORGE:
SIMMONS

GESRGE ;

SIMMONS (s}

Brrri Brrr!

Brrr!

Right (het*s nearly at the'porchj* Now I'm
gending a runner 'ack %0 88y 1'm ADVANCING!
Now; come on<=»=! - (With a terrific blood~

Ll

curdling yell) .- A-h=h-n-N=h unning at
& poreh an P47 ng With Bls machine gun) ‘
A~a~hwh~h~h"‘

C Aeenwl (Suddenly he stops}

aking to somenneé off 1n a

Brrri Brrr!

Brrr!' N
SIMMONS mekes & sudden
athletic leap up the pile
of chairs and all we see
of him now is trousers

_ ‘ o and Shoes.

Ashebeli-hl - ]

Brrrt, Brrr! Brrrt

.

) Silence. His legs are
motionless,’

Brrr!
silence again. The legs
are frozen.- '

olite wolce) Oh, I say.
¥m- SOTTY . S

Hi$ legs” gradually return
to the room; and he lowers
himself down backwards.

Then JOAN'Ys head appears
at the top of the chairs,
_She is in riding kit.
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GEORGE: Brrr:

JOAN (as she lowers herself int:o the room) May I? ‘l‘hank
T you, -ac'armingsmileﬂ S

They &all -stand there
.sheepishly.. . The paper ,
over GEORGE doesn’t -
move.
ELLIS: Good morning, ME's TthSon.
JOAN (pleéasantly) Hullq. ., Morning, Dave:'
DAVE :, Morning, Mrs Thomson. ,
JOAN (to ELLIS) I hope you don't mind the chairs. They
T~ said they'd come and pitk. them up & week égo,
but you know vzh.at these hiring firms are like'
ELLIS: Oh, that's all right'

JOAN. (looking ab the floor) " What en awful lot of’ paper'
‘ DicT all that really come off. the walls?

ELLI’S‘ _ Oh, yes.

JOAN (with a qnick glanoe 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 caréefull
(Kicking amol’ ‘the pieces of wallpaper)

Good Lor : aver hav id theTe wag $o
mugh on the walls«--there s stuff from the
Thirties (k 161 «=Victorian stuff--«(kick)
and look at this (kiek), I swear it's the
damask you used to see in the ¥ery old
houses-«-(kick kick skiok)

GEORGE (in_.pain) ' Aashhh!.

JOAN jumps atk.

CHOAN: What the fevilts thats . |
DAVE: It"*"s George,. Mré Thomson.
JOAN ; George? ' a

. GEORGE ra'ises himself
- up slowly, hursing his
calf,; his face dontrted

. With p_aln. .
GEORGE: - (Limping away} Right on my wer<wound!

JOAN: But-«=what were you doing on the f£loor?
DAVE: He was resting, Mrs Thomson:
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JOLN: . oh, I say, I'm Sorry.

DAVE: - He likes "his "rie'a’q covered,

JOAN: - 0f edursei-

SIMMONS: .Do you mean to say that‘wasn't enfilade fire?
DAVE: Mol | a |

SIMMONS (o everyone, apologetically) ©Oh, I say, I'm sorry}
S ‘ 1 rather made you run, I'm afraid,

DAVE: - Ohy that '8 a1l right.
JOAN: Did I hurt you, Georgé?  (As he limps back
' o his wall) I*'d no idea you were on the
floore==1 meén;, there was no weay of telling.
GEORGE (xip) That*s all right, Mrs Thomson.,
DAVE: (rip)

FLLIS (to GEORGE) Helf & minute.

GEORGE stops working

grudgingly as ELLIS walks
over to examine the wall- -
paper he has just revealed,

ELLIS: That's just the wallpaper I want. Let's
strip it all down to that. Are you down as
far as that, Dave? . ' ;

DAVE : © I don't think 804

JOAN: 1% seems a bit bright to mes I mean, the
house has a ¢ertain ¢haracter, Mr Ellis, and
Jou challenge it at your peril.

ELLIS (peevishlx) T'm not ohallenging anything., Some people
" must have lived héere with that pattern on the
wall.

JOAN (asbruptly) Oh, well, the faney isn't in my line! I .
' imagine you cultivate thet on thé Continenti
(Business-like) What I really came to ask -
is would you mind awfully if I left the mech-
anical saw in. the shed?

ELLIS: No, not a bit. _
JOAN (with renewed charm} How nice of you! There's always
T & bit of tfee wanting ¢ut down, dorift you think?
And a8 I'm looking after the garden I may as
well have the tools here.
ELLIS: That's right.

J OAN: I hope you're settling in nicely?
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ELLIS: - Oh, yes! .. There!s just the roofw=~~I wag-<=}

JOAN (cutting him short) . " That's-good. . Well, good morning,

' o alls ™ I'1ll see myself outf  (Going to the

door right Sorry about the- leg, George, -

fgt I'd no idea you liked resting on the
floor! - R b :

She leaves,
GEORGE (tganvE) What do you want to séy that for?: |
| o | JOAN'returhé aﬁ onée.l
JOAN:(tp ELLiS) bﬁ, by the.way; my husband asked me to tell -

you, in case you have any queries, not to
bother him, but get in touch with his lawyer,

ELLIS: I seel |
o | ‘ She leaves again.

SIMMéNS: Morning, Mrs ThomSan

JOAN (off) ' Morning, Maétéri”

ELLIS (%o GEQRGE) That's nide, isn't 1t?

GEORGE: - It's her sort been kieking our sort for too
long--=~3  {Turns back to his work in & bitter
Hayes=2ip) : \ I S

SIMMONS {to ELLIS) is ﬁhatﬁﬁﬁetjuice of the French grape 1 see?

ELLIS: Yes, havé soms. . '

SIMMONS: Very ¢ivil of you.

ELLIS pours him & glass, which
the CAPTAIN drinks at once,
to the bot tom.

SIMMONS (smécking his lips) By God, that's good! It's like
’ lood, blood! o

GEORGE (turning in astonishment) Ble«-? (o DAVE) Whet .did
| tell you? -

SIMMONS ; Yes, Geéorge, I really thought that was en= ,
filade firé! By God, that's an attack I shen't
forget in a hurry---point 287¢ They had a
trénch ¢ut along the dbrow of the hill and
every timeé we moved a héir 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 Kemarad! 1It*s the same principle
in the hunting field, you've got to lay down’

8 covering line of fire and swing on ag axis,
when I didn't swing on an axis 1 was always
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SIMMONS ;

ELLIS:

SIMMONS :

ELLIS:

SIMMONS:
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bloodywell lost---l dsed to find half the
bloody .platoon wandering over the. country¢

-sides-~youtve got to swig§ on somethingl

(The' others nod in’ be use silenee) : Don‘t
you egree?

1

You see; partly 1575 becauseé I haven't got

a child: I started up this businesse-~Ifve

got absolutely no blasted interest in this -

game at all; really~~~1' only in it for the -
old, That's why ?6alled this conference'.

% Listen, why the hell

suddenly, to ELLIS
aid you %uy This house? It's falling to

pieces.
I knowﬁﬁ~1~-

You'rée like me! I had a weekwend at Chev-
enham once; that's Lady Meude's place down in
Shropshire the old Brig got me invited down.
The placde 1s falling to pieces; he wanted Re
to cough up a Gouple of thousand quid, which
I did as a building loan, he alwaus pulls a
title out of the drawér when he wants to lay

. his hends on some ¢ash, he's a JP, too, so

watch your stép if he tries it on you, he's
one of the rBSpectable twisters, and ‘hetll’
come Out of 1t with & title himself one of.
thesé -days, if he twists hard enbugh.
wouldn't have got my M.C. 1f I hadn't dropped

‘the ¢.0, a bottle of whisky and told the mess

about point 287 until I was blue dn the fec e,
A blinking)

I didn't.
What?

_ They all look at him.
My fixm”di&; ‘ 1.surveyéd:it for tﬁam.
And then they bought 1t?
Yes. _ ,
A real i‘irm«---under a board of, direetors?
Yes, o :
Good God!  Are they all érazy?
No. I gave them a false reporﬁ‘

A long silence.

GEORGE (turning eway) Well, ny edars are sealed, I don't want
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tb hear anything; I'm not saying anything
(rip) 'and I haven't seéen anything. I used .
5 to be in the reserve constabulary and they ¢an
' look up 0ld records and -ask you to ¢ome -in as
a witness and you take the oath yourself, and
the best thing is (2ip) for M Ellis to stop
talkingc ' .

SIMMONS (gazing et BLLIS with admiration) You end me ‘can do
usiness together! You're in the money, Geo"ge'

GEORGE (sheking his heed vigorouslx) Oh no, no’

DAVE (angrily) What do you mean, oh; no, no?. It's e big

. opening}! A
GEORGE: | I'11 keep on the right sidé of the law, thanks!
ELLIS: I'm the company's lawyer, t0G. \
SIMMONS: What? |
ELLIS: Yes,
GEORGE: Oh, well, enough said! ‘
ELLISy ‘ I was in the sehool athleties, too. I speak

three languages.

GEORGE (sheepishly) Oh, well, enough said:

ELLIS: I started off as a bQ0-a8~year man and rose
L like & meteor: 'I'm a marvellous chap really,
though you dan't see it, - I«-~broke my heart
in France. I put on a lot of weight, I used
to be &8s spare as a girl, in my running days,
But worry elways turns to fat with me, But
I don't think you'd c¢all me fat?

DAVE: Oh, no! '
ELLIS (to DAVE) My mum and ded are both Liverpool Docks people,
- born and bred. (To_the CAPTAIN) I'm having
them down any week-end, 1They're all.I have in
this ¢ountry~-~I wish'I hed more--+I pleaded
with her, four years ago, I went down on my’
knees 11ke a man from two hundred years ago,
I cried real tears on her dress, I said, " Don't
go eway,; let me have you, I'll keep you all
my life, we'll have lots of children, don't
see this men again (kneeling in front of DAVE
end. elutching his legs), don't let him kiss
you, don't stand under the window at night
to do it; I can see you, you're my wife (we.
were married, you see), I said, please don't
meke me see you like that, 1t's when he puts
his arm round your hefk and then you open your-<-
(shrieking) I'1l kill him, (frantically) kill
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him, kill him! But ( uietl,-a ain IOOKi
up at the CAPTAIN} I never d: reou never
Teve Earmea that man. And do you know Why?

S IMMONS : No?

ELLIS: Because he loved my wife., I thought, you
! must' be nice to do that... | C

SIMMONS (his heed bowed respectfully): Yns my dear chap. ¥e
o all have our story. -

ELLIS p;ses‘soberly.

DAVE (in. a hesitant way j I can never teke the plunge. I can
have a lark all right, end pull their legs, and
a bit of slap and all that, but it's when they
get fresh, P go hot and cold all over and feel
like a Jellyflsh'

GEORGE : There's Jjust one thing, Gaptainp~-l should like’
B this gentleman's credentials (1ndicating ELLIS),
if he's going to emplpy uss ’

SIMMONS ¢ Oredentials? ,

ELLIS: : of course, Ie<-! ' ;

GEORGE (interrupting him} . .I'don't want him to speak! (His head
turned away from ELLIS) He's been out of this
country by his own confession four years or more,
and I'm not knowing him, I'm not hearing or seeing
him until it's laid down on papér who he is,

ELLIS: ’ But that's the wrong way round! An employer
, . looks into his wor&er's ecredentials; not the other
way round'

GEORGE (sghouting) ORBER& Ring that bell, Dave!
DAVE: Eh? ,
GEORGE: , Ring the order-bell! (Impatiently snatching

the bottle from ELLIS'S hénds and banging Ris
Tool egainst 1%) order fbr The chairmen]

SINMONS: I can vouch for him, Geomge. ' (With & wink at
DAVE) We were in the army together.’

GEORGE:" Were you really? (Baffled) oh, well!

DAVE (returning to his work bitterly) Sometimes, when I see -
what openings some people have got, and I stand
in that place Trom eight in the morning till’
five at night breathing paint-fumesmw! Oh, -
well (xip)! My lucky day'll come!l The law of

" averages is on ny side (zip) .

ELLIS (to SIMMONS) There's & point about the roof, I was up
there this morning and sométhing shifted. It
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éidn{tvfeei:tdq safé%  .

STMMONS ; Oh, that roof's ‘safe énough! ‘You know, I-
always compare it to the ribs of & fourteenthe
century ship, : A '

ELLIS: You certainly get a wonderful view from-up there.
I think 4t was those trees outside thet made me
take this place., . It's like floating in leaves
.up theret They're the most marvellous trees I've
seen in my.life. I ¢ould see her face in them,

I thought, that's where I béelong. She seemed

to be in the trees. So I came in and asked if

the house was up for sale, and it was, Extra.
. ordinery, isn't 1t? ‘

SIMMONS (going to the window end looking out} 'Yes, you're a -
lucky blighter, Ellis! 1've been after this
house for twenty years or more. ' Perhaps you're
right, it's those trees. It's--+(He stops;
barking of hounds outside} Hullo, isn't %hat :
Tester? — .

ELLIS (Jumping) Hester?
SIMMONS (Without turning round) . That's right. My wife.

ELLIS : I think I'1l heve enother look at the roof!
L Like to give me a hand with the 'ladder, Daye?

" He dashes off right.
DAVE: Right 'o! ' ‘
' | DAVE follows him,

GEORGE (0elline after him) ' Mind how you go up there, Davel

{Turning back to the' CAPTAIN, who is still
aﬁsor5e§°at the window) ﬁe's,nof'usea to

scef folding, that 's another thing-~-!

SIMMONS : She's running!
GEORGE : EhR | '
SIMMONS:, Towards the house, She'!'s after a hoare~=-

she's-~~! (The barkig§ outside becomes. more
excited}. Go 1%, old girl} ead ‘im off?!
That's.it! Send Brave round the trees. = Then
Fortune. That*s it! Back! Herk backl
(Jumping up and down wWith ecitement) -~ Hark
-eway!  Hark forward, forwardsy Back, damn you,
hark back, hark back, Pat and Braveé and Fa tune
hark back! Be---! (He stops suddenly} I
say, she's beegling him up the---! . (The barke

ing erows even more excited) She's chesing
E%%ig Up the ladder} T

GEORGE: - - Ellis?
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«They aré 1nterrupted by - the
most tremendous crdsh from
: : above.: It begins:in'a slow
' SRR : rumble and rises tc a ¢rescendo
B that shakés the whole house,
And 1t goes grom one cascading
crash to the next, like tons
. of coals being tipped down
» .8 staircase. ,
SIMMONS and GEORGE clutch
whatever they ¢an get hold
of , and finally they c¢lutch
each other. - Their bodies
are tensed against tle crash
that promises to bring the °
ceiling down on their heads,

At last it stopss They look
up -slowly. " A cloud of dust
grifts peacefully in from the
porch,; over the piled chairs,

GEORGE (comi to.his senses firat) Davel Dav@!x Are you
o a t? ranticall He's like a son
to me, hetgae=? . DAV : : e

DAVE (off; faintly) Hullo?

GEORGE: Are you all right?

DAVE: I'm inltne daylight!

GEOR&E: Eh? ) ‘

DAVE: I can see the sky. ' Half the bleed‘n"roofts
C fallen int ’ -

GEORGE (turning to SIMMONS 1n astonishment) ' The roof'

But SIMMON'S has sat down
- disconsolately and is-
staring refore him,

SIMMONS : ' It was Ellis...

GEORGE:‘ The roof's collapéedi

DAVE (off) Georget . ‘ | s
GEORGE Yes? | ) ' )
DAVE (off) Mr Ellis won't come down.

GEORGE : Is he all right‘_? S

DAVE (off) He seems all right.- He's hiding.

GEORGE ¢ Hiding?
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DAVE (off) That's right!

GEORGE: Well, leave him up there, then! It's his
house!

DAVE (off) Right to!

SIMMONS (gquietly) I never expected that, George. It's always
been, well, a game~~~you kncw not & man,

GEORGE: What do you mean?

SIMMONS; It's funny how you can feel your life drain -
right out of you and know it won't come back,.

GEORGE: I hope he's insured. . (Gingerly going to the
window) I reckon we'll need danger-money

after this. Blimey! It looks like the
desert outsideé, Have you seen it? There's
dust everywhere. It makes it look nice in a
way . (Turning to Simmons confidentially)
Like the quiet feeling you get after a battle.
Know what I mean?

SIMMONS (as if answering him) Yet she isn't the battling sort.
We mede up & search-party, you know, the Brig
and his missus and me, and we were out two
hours before we tracked theft down by the river,
Then he Jjoined us for a cup# of tea.

GEORGE (lowering his voise) I'll tell you something, Captain,
1 shouldn't get too deep with the foreigners if
I was you. My wife says he's always on the
phone talking a foreign lingo. Faney silk
pyjemas, A bath every morning. 4nd squirts
scent all over hisself, 4nd he keeps ¢alling |
out a forddgn name., ‘'Frosty' or samething.

DAVE appéars, dusty.
DAVE: "~He still won't come down.

GEORGE (gxsteriouslx) ~ Just you keep your nose out of it end
you'll be all right.

DAVE: out of what? ‘ ;
GEORGE (grimly) Never mind out of what. Just keep it out, '

DAVE: ‘ Your wife's gone up the ladder, Captain.
GEORGE: Now, theni L !
SIMMONS: What?

|
DAVE: It seemed a bit dangerous, ’ !
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SIMMONS: - She's~~~she'8 never minded danger,
' %%%EE%B I think I'll go. (Walki out
ndly, via the porech) . I'm,going %ome’
‘{Beginning %o ery silently as he scrambles
ov the ohalr ; i won'% Pe & witness!

exr
'EEEE?TTT"'EE'ter... A
'Butvsuddenly 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 c¢hairs,
He also. is covered with
dust,

ELLIS (to_the CAPTAIN) Ssssh! I got away.

SIMMONS (standing back) You what?

ELLIS: I got éway; @iésqapedz

STMMONS: From---from the hunt? '
EILIS:  Yes! N .

SIMMONS: But I understood;;bz , Ellis?

ELLIS (out of breath, brushing himself off) Yes?

SIMMONS: Do you mean to:says==?  Ellis?} (His mouth
B open)  You---came away? e

ELLIS (g8zing &t him) The roof collapsed*

SIMMONS (military) Damn the roof! She went up the ladder-
“after you; didn't she, man? .

ELLIS: Yes!

SIMMONS: She chased you on the night of the party,
didn't she?

ELLIS: =~ = Er=-=
SIMMONS (yelling, his head lowered) Did she?

\

ELLIS: |  Yes. L ,

SIMMONS (gquietly) Thank you. (His head still lowered)
And then what happened?

ELLIS: Er--—!
GEORGE: Mr E111s told me everything went blank, Captain,
The .CAPTAIN nods slowly.
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ELLIS: . , I'm sorry. Itﬁ%*W&?ﬁ't really my fault.

SIMMONS (suddenly) It should heve been, démn you!

BILIS: Ehé .f.‘,v‘ B 1:4 .

SIMMONS: You played hound-snd-hares down there«r--;by the
2 river? : L ' S

ELLIS (with & panic-stricken glence at GEORGE} = Er-<=yes?f -
SIMMONS (guietly) Hare, hay, singsong? -

ELLIS: What?

SIMMONS ; Hare, hay, singsong? Iriéh,songsé

ELLIS: ghe did sing e.}ome Irish s;c;ngs y yes. .

SIMMONS (with quist patiencej That's why I ask you---here,
... hayews? :

ELLIS: Hey?

SIMMONS: Did you hit the hquA

ELLIS: Er«<<! (With another panic-stricken glance.

&t GEORGE, Who no g) es] ‘

SIMMONS (in hushed relief)  Thank yéu: Thﬁﬁk you, Ellis}
. T (Going To him and grasping his hands) Do
you think she'll have & Eabyﬁ” ““”“". .

ELLIS (trying to back sway) r.captain;aasﬁe*s over forty-£ive,
' I Eelieve@*ag ' ’

SIMMONS (mildly, with & smile, sheking his head) No, no, no,
. 7. no. .ThirﬁY9fIve, T——
ELLIS: Shgwmel o =

SIMMONS (suddenly) And she's got the finest bottom in the
. : counﬁyi T ) . .

ELLIS: - Yes, I know, bute--!

SIMMONS (overjoyed) You know! That's why I ask, is there
8 baby? ~What ere my expectations?

ELLIS: But, Captaine--} (He glances at GEORGE,
’ who mimes ‘yes') Yes, she 1s. 1 don't

, - know, I==<!.. (As_SIMMONS eppears go boil u

’ again) Yes, ess .1'm pretty sure.

SIMMONS (laughing) --I'm a father! (Danaes round) A father

GEORGE: Congratulations, Captainy (with a wink .at ELLIS)

8 IMMONS Thank you, George, thank youl
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Hé .goes and shekes hands
with CEORGE.‘

DAVE: Congratulations Captain.'

SIMMONS (smili and gaz into DAVE's face with quiet confid—
f ence Thanks, David.,  (lurning to ELL1o again)
Look,; why don't we go and have & drink?
(Taking,ELLIS by the arm) Come on. I know
. where we can get something stronger--than .wine.

He marches ELLIS out via
the dining room, and ELLIS
throws a last helpless

glanoe at GEORGE and DAVE.

SIMMONS (calling out to them as he disappeers) See you later,
boys~<~plastered, 1 hope! T '

" DAVE and GEORGE gaze after

; . them. .
DAVE: ° Can you make those'people out?
GEORGE: Bo, I can't., But I can tell you this muche--

none qf'em's happy!

N ey
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4.
The seme: but the walls
are now uniform, and there
are curtains and sorie furn-
iture, The hill of chairs
in the porch is still thers.,
ELSIE is sweeping while
MABEL. looks on. '
MABEL: - It's funny, I don't like £old things., If my
Dave's got an old lighter I always throw it
away. » _
A pause, during which ELSIE
continues sweeping. _
ELSIE: Your Dave's put the first lot down for a car,
then? _
MABEL: That's right. He'll be driving me out on

Sunday afternoons; I don't think!? |
EISIE (with a smile) He'll be driving out a girlfriend, more

~Tikely!
GEORGE (off) Elsie!
ELSIE (gping‘to‘thé porch) Yes?
GEORGE (off) Got & éup o' tea, mate? &
ELSIE: I'11l just finish_fhia sweepin'!
GEORGE (off) ~ Meke . it snappy, gal! :

ELSIE (walking back into the room) I réckon hetd swim in
S tea 1f he had the chance! _

MABEL - They're all the same,

ELSIE: Still, that roof's demned hard work, isn't 1t?
There's new Joists and everything. Here---

(Lowering her voice and glancing round) do you
know how mMuch Ne's putting down for that roof?
MABEL: Who?
BELSIE: - 0l1d Ellis.
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MABEL: No?
ELSIE: The best part of threefhousand. .
MABEL: Go on! I reékon he needs his brain tested.

ELSIE (with another glanoce at the door) He don't, you know}
He's cleverer en you and mea——his company's
paying for' the lot!

MABEL: o on!

ELSIE: He's gone into this deeorating lark with the
Captain, and now he's paying himself three
thousand quid. Not bad, is 1t?

MABEL: My Dave says he's only on the outside of 1t

though.
ELSIE: Eh? -
MABEL: They'fe not telling him the real price.
ELSIE: Who's not?
MABEL: Your George and the Gaptaina.

ELSIEvistOpping,work) Go 6n!

MABEL: That *s right. It's only costing two thousand -
: really. And they're 3p11tt1ng the other thous-
and between themselves.

ELSIE (shoeked, putting her hend udp to her mouth} Oh, dear!

MABEE: That' sﬁright. They 're going fifty-fifty.
ELSIE: Well, I never did!
MABEL: ~ Five hundred for the Captain, and five hundred

for your George and my. Dave. They 're going
fifty-fifty, too. (A Eause) Why, didn't
they tell you, then? ' .

ELSIE: - You bet they didn'il

MABEL: My Dave says it's high financé, It's always
like that.

ELSIE: It sounds like a swindle %to me!.

MABEL: Oh, no, I don't think soil

ELSIE (going on with her sweepi resolutel,) Oh, well! Least
gaid, soonest mendedl -

GEORGE (Off) Elsie!
ELSIE (going_to the poroh rapidlx) Yes?
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GEORGE (off) Whet ebout that tea?
ELSIE (angrily) Just you wait for your bloody teat |
GEORGE (off) All right, ell right, keep your shirt on! ',

ELSIE (welking back hito the room) ' I'1ll give him teal

She continues sweepixg s With
quick movements.

MABEL; Is your Ellis up yet?

ELSIE (with another lance Ho's going round the place wdth
e brigadier., They've.been sniffing round

all morning. Here-~+I saw him sticking his

penknife in the wood-~-showing the dry rot,.

you see,
MABEL: Go Qn! ‘
ELSIE; I reekon he's getting wise, don't you?. (In
a cautious halfﬁwhis or) . He's taking her %o
cour»s He to. is morning.
MABEL: Go on!
o _
ELSIE: He's not such & bad feller, is he, really?
MABEL: I wouldn't mind a ohase of him>myself would
you?

ELSIE (smiling conSpiratoriallz It's a’scream isn't 1t?

MABEL: I reckon 1t's drink keeps Her young.

ELSIE: Turned £ifty and expecting tWins-==I don't
oo know}

Is&;l\EEL:_'~ 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, ‘

ELSIE; Did you hear him carrying on the other night?
MABEL: Who?
ELSIE ‘ Old Ellis. He ealls out a foéeign’name.

Something like ‘'frosty’'. 'Frosty, Frosty!®
(They leugh} And he leaves all ths windows
opeén, you Know., It turns your blood cold,
it does honestly, at night.

MABEL: . : There's one thing. I will say, he's brought
us out of ourselves, hasn't he? You never
used to c¢atch me putting lipstick on. I
reckon it's all that wine he giVes us?

ELSIE: I have to drink it on the sly. My husband
‘ . +doesn't 1ike it. He says it tastes of blood.
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MABEL: ' .= . Men seam so bigotted, don't they?
ELSIE: . ... Thet's right!

MABEL (lowering her voiée) . -Did you see that bite on the 4 de
of Mrs Thomson's face? ‘

ELSIE: -  No}

MABEL: I seid, Hullo, Mrs Thomson, been having & sorap
: with ofje of your Guernseys<-<you know, having a
Joke, like! And do you know what she says?

ELSIE: .. No? , .
MABEL: She says, The Brigedier bit me!
ELSIE: Not . -
They both laugh, ELSIE
; leaning on her broom,

BLSIE: I reckon he gets nungry, don't you? -
RABEE: That's right! | |

: ﬂ A pause.
MABEL: He spat blood the other night.
ELSIE (with a quiéklgianoé)“ Who did?
MABEL: . ' My Dave. | ' - |
ELSIE: ' Go on with you! (She goes on sweeping)

: That was his tooth: ' My George & I% me!
MABEL : $ti11, 1t was blood. I thought I'd go end

tell the doctor, anyhow?!

ELSIE (firmly) Here, you just leave him alone! I ‘reckon he's
' ' seen enough doctors! .

MABEL:? I don't like him working up on that roof, either,

He's never been a one for heights.
ELSIE: He'll be all right. |
MABEL (sitting down in a tired way) I don't know, sometimes I -

hink I'm 111, too. I ¢an never pluck up cour-
age to go to the doctor myself!

FLSIE: I told you before, if\you'v% got a pain, & to
f the hospital. Never mind ebout Dave, he's all
right?! o

MABEL sits'staring before
her.,
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ELSIE (&8s _she sweeps) Worry's your trouble..

THOMSON{'.

BELLIS:
THOMSON :

ELSIE:
MABEL :

A murmur of voices in the
dining room.,
'BRIGADIER THOMSON enters
-~followad by ELLIS.
Splendid. panelling, don't you think?
It's not so splendid up on.the roof..

There is no penelling uplon the'roof;: Good
morning, Mrs Gorringe!

Morning, Brigedier?
Morning, Brig! .

ELLIS (a8 THOMSON sits down comfortably) I just want to know
. T what you're going to %o.about it, that's all.

THOMSON (after a pause) In¥ite you down to Chevenham,

ELLIS:
THOMS@N;

ELLIS:

THOMSON:

MABEL
ELLIS:

THOMSON :

ELLIS:.

THOMSON:

ELLIS:

THOMSON:

ELLIS:

Wha’s‘?

My cousin La&y Msudeét's place, She married
a Chester (with a wink at ELS;Q).

What are you talking about? -.

She'd love to have you. Nice morhing, Mrs

" Forbes?

That's right, Brig!

You. know 1t\pu£ a cool three thousand .quid on
the buying price, don't you?

Liateﬁ, Mdnsieu;-.-
And for God's sake stop ¢alling me Monsieury

. -

I'm sorrfg
4 pause. -

I mean, your wife swindelled me into buyling
1temat .

You swindelled youself, You cooked a report,
didn't you? simmonS‘told mes.

Well (helgleéslz), I liked the trees, My
mother end .Tather are coming downe=eI==< (he
trails off) -

THOMSON (respectfully) TFair enough.

ELLIS:

They could be comfortsble here, wetch television
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all day. _
That 's right, Mr Ellist

ELLIS (&lso sitting down) You see; I'll get the sack if they

THOMSON ;

ELLIS:

THOMSON:

ELLIS:
THOMSON :
ELLIS:

THOMSON::
ELLIS:

know I I put a wrong report 1n.

Oh, come, come !

What’do ‘you mean; '00me, ¢ome'? .Suppose one
of your employees put three thousand quid on
your bill unnecessarily, what would you do?
Sack him! o

Exactlyq You see, I told them it was & sound
house, from cellar to chimney. . Then the roof
caves in!

It's old, that's why!

I know, but whet I mean is, didn't she ever go
up &nd have & look?

Noe. . ‘
Ehy not? ' L

THOMSON (after another pause)  She doesn't like heights, That's

ELLIS:

THOMSON:

ELLIS:

THOMSON

ELLIS:

THOMSON®

ELLIS:
THOMSON ¢

why she was in the submarines (xuth another wink
at” ELSIE) !

I'1l never find another Job that's a cert!
Not’ round here, anyway. Everyboéy seems crazy!

Whag-«-you pay three times the proper value of
a house and then say we're orazy? Eh, Mrs
Gorringe?

You tock the money all right!

Thet *g not orazy!

Well, you'll have to get her to fork up three
thousand. 1p1d that's all: . .

Shé hasn't got it. It went on the Guernseys.
And a-ceouple of ¢hargers for me, short in the
arse and their knees knocking together (with en’
encrmous guffew, and this time 8 wink at MABEL)!
8he told me they cos ve hundred quid apgece,
end I know she got 'em at the knacker's yard '
for fifty each' That*s the sart of wife she is!

I give up?

In fact, she only let me out this ﬁérning_to ~
soften you up, as she put it. tInvite him down
to Chevenhem', she said., ‘VWave & title under
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his nosei,

under trees...

ELLIS (half to himself) It's funny, I must have bsen born

THOMSON (to ELSIE) She 11kes to kecp me away from people.’

ELLIS:
THOMSON:
ELLIS:
THOMSON:

She tells 'em I don't want to be disturbed,
thet sort of thing. All perfect’ rot, of
course. I love being disturbed. (To

ELLIS) Fhat were you saying ebout trees?

I said I only bought this house for the trées,
Don't tell her that.
Who?

My wife. . -ishe'll have 'em down in a second.

I only get roast beef on °undays by saying I
want lamb,. :Sce what I mean? I get coffée
after dinner by howling for tes, I mede &

big mistoké with those horses, though-<=I
should have asked for a ¢ouple of brewersf®
drays and she'd have got me thoroughbreds!
(Guffawing with great enjoyment) I'm in good
form this morning, eh, Mrs Gorringe? It's
thopugh being let out for the first time since
the war. (Again to ELLIS) I had an awful -
tige when she ran a férm. Were you ever marre
ied? ' '

oLt

EILIS (uncomfortab;&) IeweTmw=t

THOMSON :

ELLISt

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 day§<ew
everything? I*1l1l never forgét the clank of
that bloody milkupail which is supposed to be
a ni¢e rural scund. Ies=Itm not really &
strong man,-Ellis. .

What?

THOMSON (putting out his hand) FePl my heandshake, - How do you
B s S -

ELLIS (shﬁking»hands) HoW'do you dO?

THOMSON:

EISTE:

THOMSON;

Itts weak, isn't it? No grip to it, It's

a matter of generatiocn. My old dad had a grip
of iron. They ¢all me & rock of justite round -
heré. That right Mrs Gorringe? '

That 8 right Brigadier'

The reason is, I can always see the cther chap's
motive., . All 1aw is motive. I learned to .
stick to what people think of -you. People
¢alled ‘me a rocék of justlee so I beéame one.
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‘Teke that' Simmons ¢hap., He's all right.
But you couldn't depend on. him for the truth.

ELLIS: . Really? T

THOMSON:" ©© © I've been studying my wife for years. She's
a rock of pride. Can't give way, you seeé’
Ever seen a man on the edge of & preé¢ipice?
If he took & step he'd fall, That's her,
‘'You see (leaning forward to whisper something
to ELLIS) she never...

ELLIS: . oOh; yes?

y A pause during which the
— BRIGADIER looks round guard~
\ - edly.

THOMSON (to ELSIE). She isn't in the garden, is she?
ELSIE: I haven't seen your mife this morning, Birgadier!

THOMSON (again to ELLIS} You see, she doésn't like me biting
her!

MABEL (to herself)  Oh, dea:!

ELLIS: , Really? J ‘
THOMSON: That's another silly thing you did, old chap~-~
going in with old Simmons. He's ¢herged your
gompany threée thousand for the roof but he's
takingee«!. S

ELSIE (flushed) No, he isn‘t! Ttm sure my George wouldnh''t be
' ' a. parcel to that kinmdl of thing, Brigadier, My
0ld dad wouldn't have liked it, for one thing!

THOMSON (baffled) Oh I sees _(He_is silent):

ELLIS: Iﬁﬁuppose& to trust’ you -and not the Captain, is

' that it? At least, he hasn't sold me & Tuin!
THOMSON: It wasn't his to ‘sell, ‘ ~
ELLIS: : Well-«=(out of patience} I can tell you one thing,

I'm not having my mothér and father messed about
like thia~*~1'll~-~ : .

THOMSON (earnestl ) Look why don't you bring them down to.
hevenham, too?

ELLIS: I'1l bring them down to Chevenham all right
‘ and stick & lump of dynemite under the rafters '
and blow the whole lot up, Lady Maude and all---
then we'll see how she likes living without ‘
roofs=sy . I~--} ]

4

The sotind of & mechanicel
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saw in the gardeén,
THOMSON makes a leap in
the air, at onée agile.

- THOMSON (his eyes popping out of his headjy It's her, by

God? (As he makes a dash for the porch}
Good bye), ‘all; nice to have known yous
She'll flay me glive if she catches me here'

'He makés & clean leap to
the top of the pile of c¢hairs
-and promptly disappears.

The others are left staring
after him, The mechaniceal
saw ¢ceases.,

ELLIS (bit’cerlx) There's that bloody instrument again. She

ELSIE:

ELLIS (so preoccgg;ed that heé

JOAN ¢

ELSIE:
JOAN: "

TDLES

woke me up with it at half past six this morn-

.ing«-<God knows Where she finds &1l the dead

trees!

Youtve only got to get to know her a bit, Mr

‘Ellis.

‘hardly hears her)  Is that all?

for it, three times the value; I fe

I~=-=1 Tee ike a prisoner in my own house.,

It is my own house, I keép on having to remind

myself, I'vé bought it, I've paidl%ood money

in love

with those trees ocutside, and then -with these

old rooms, that wood panelling next door=--%

(EXhausted) He's & nice chap, really, the
rig, isn't he? He did all that wood

you know, you wouldn't catch here--

JOAN appears in the dcor?
way of the dining room, °

Morning, 811}

- ELLIS makes a jump out
© -of his seat,

Morning, Mrs Thomsoni!’

My husband been here (sniffing) I can always’
smell him._ easant ﬁmells like a horse!

Focd morning (very Weak voioe).

JOAN (to MABEL?} taking no notice of him}  You look seedy, Mrs

FOI‘BSS ®

MABEL (gushingﬁat once} It's my pain, Mrs Brigadier, right down

JOAN (gapably)

insi&e,. I'm-too seared to'go to & doctor!

Dontt “you know ‘that women shouldn't suffer pains
right down inside?
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ELSIE: That fs what I elways tell hér, Mrs Thomsonti
JOAN: I hed the samé myself onée. ' ‘And I had the
, farm to run, a herd of Jerseys,. a couple of

hacks to groom. : (Sitting down) Well, Mr
Ellis, how. do we.all s¥rike you?. P
ELLIS: Batty., B |

JOAN (with a slightly defensive chuckle)  Really? I think

ELLIS:

JOAN (lighting a-ciéarette)
p&fi; etic.

that's rather a compliment, Everybody's so
serious nowadays! Mind if I smoke? )

Not at all,
I've always found the French sym-
So orderly---~I suppose that's because

" I'm so messy myself}

of

It was hanging

ELLIS: The roof Wwas certainly messy.
by & thread, in fact.

JOAN: You ereéntt one of the Shropshire Ellises, are

Cyou?’ ,

ELLIS: No. Your husband asked me that.

JOAN: You look like Nigel, thet's why. One of the
finest” farmers in the land. Completely in-
efficient, of course, Produces & marvellous
¢rop, first-class livestock, dbut not the right
amount per square aore, which I believe is what
counts nowadays. He doesn't believe in meach-

ines, you see. : ’

ELLIS: ' Oh, 4

JOAN: I do, though. (Puffing thoughtfully) I -

: believe in @aehines.

ELLIS: I realised that.

JOAN : Do you know, Mr Ellis (thé tone'seems to be
getting dangerous), I think you belong more
on the Continent then here?

ELLIS: Youtre dead right I .do. - And I'm going back

as soon &5 I've had you in & court of law!
o A sturned silence.
defensive amusement in her eyes)

'JOAN (& _glint
ELLIS:

JOAN (shaken)

Won'h get you very rar.

It*s worth trying, for three

thousand quidsworth
of dameges,’ ' -

How's the paiﬁ; 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? 1If you're bent on being nasty,
that's that,

A contrite silence from
all parties.

ELLIS (looking down) I've néver beén to law before. I never
B Thought I would. ‘ -

Andther“silenae.‘
ELSIE: Don't let's part enemies---~eh, Mrs Thomson?
JOAN (reasonably) You see, Mr Ellis, I ¢en't really help it if

the roof falls in.. It's been there for over
four hundred years énd was bound to happen some

’ time, ' ,
ELSIE: And thet was with two world wars, wasn't it,
Mrs Thomson?
JOAN: That's right.. .
 BELLIS: But you don't seem to réalise my position,

Mrs Thomso?‘ I liked those trees outside
so much---(He stops) They *1l sack me when
I put in $hETBiTT:

JOAN: Couldn't you tell them it was an act of God?

ELLIS: It would have to be & pred¢ty ferocious one,
wouldn't 1t%?

JOAN: Not at all,

ELLIS: ‘ But how the devil does & roof suddenly cave

in like a pack of cards, even if God wills 1%?
He's got to have some earthly agency.

JOAN: The wind.

ELLIS: ‘ There wasn't a wind. They cen check up on
that,

JOAN: A tree e¢ould have fallen on it.

ELLIS {after a pause during which he congiders this) Yes, that's
' not a pad idea, But they'll want to see the
tree.

JOAN: Och, we can down & tree all right., My mechine's
first-¢lass, American  job,

ELSIE: As long as they don't send & surveyor down, Mrs
Fhomson. He could tell. -
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JOAN:
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JOAN (to ELLIS)

ELLIS:
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‘Mr Ellis 1§ the: surveyor.
Oh!

It .Just means c¢ooking two reports instead of
one, it seems to me. i

Yes, I suppose it does! Well, I éan try.
There' 8 just one other thing.

JOAN (pleasantly) Ybs?

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:

JOAN:
ELLIS:

JOAN:

ELLIS:

JOAN:

ELLIS:
JOAN :
ELLIS:

JOAN:

ELL;S (angry)

JOAN:

The saw. . It make @ hell of a noisé; 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.

You do?
'%sfxdm¢' |
o A silence.

Country populations are up by five or six,
you know,

~I'm not.
Then why do. you ¢ogh and live in the country?
Because I want to.

In that case you must adjust yourself to its
hdbits!

Whatu--you think you c¢an Just come round and
make my life a plegue when you feel like 1t?
There. must be laws about such things!

I thought you said we were policemen, When
you first came over? You're always talking
about laws}

ELLIS (defeated) Iwe-}.

JOAN. (plunging in)  I've never liked you in this house, and

ELLIS:

that's thatl  You're not the gype. You
don't cooperate!

Cooperate?
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JOAN: - Youtve -done nothing bit ¢omplain. 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.

ELLIS:  What---what the hell's is got to do With you?
I bought the house end that's that! .

JoMN: You didn't buy the garden. And you didn't buy

: , us! And if youndon't like ifess _-
ELLIS: ~ Don't likeeel | |
JOAN: If it's too old end primitive for you, sell it

back§ I*ll pey you every penny you gave mel

EILIS: But I tell you, I liked those trees—--I--=(He
o stops_again) : o

£ 0

A pause.

JOAN (guietly) My husband always said he hated them: That's
- why I kept them. - -

‘ELLIS (in hushed desparation) 1It's my homes I-=~I bought it,

I heven't had a restfulgday in it so far,

JOAN: I was a fool -not to teke the Master's offer,
But my husband's dead set against Trade.

ELLIS (weakly) Oh?

-

JOAN : I must sey, I don't like your design for the

new roof; either, *
ELLIS:, You weren't meant to. S
JOAN: I think you misunderstand one thing, Mr Ellis,

(Sha‘r;gig) - It 'isn't money we're after round j
it's péople, and a certain type of people!l

here=e-

Ever sincé you came there's been trouble!
BLLIS; 28y |
JOAN: ' And we'd better éome to some arr‘ang’emént qzick

because my husband's impatient to get you outi

ELLIS '( struggling veliantly for words). You=-=you----you éen
get out?  (waving & trémbling finger towards
the door): ‘At oncel — , :

JOAN (standing up ard plenti
S house s

her feet astride) I'll stay in
ong as 1 lik

ELLIS: | 1'1i-dall the policed

¥

JOAN: Policemén againl
ELLIS (dsshing wildly for the finging room door) Where's the
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ELSIE (gorrowing) ° Oh, Mrs Thomson!
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. phcne?‘ o : [ ! » ' «

L3

JOAN (shouting after him) I'll meke your life helli  I*1l
- - 8tand &t the porch all dayl! - .

ELLIS (returning ebrudtly) - ‘You've madé it hell alreddy! -

JOAN: ° . I'mglad,

!

'ELLIS (his_fggx.breakigg’ﬁounds) It's aiways-peéple like youl
‘ o All my mother and father wanted was & holiday

in 'the country with their only son---they haven't
seén him for over four yeears! ' Every time I
invite them down a roof fdlls in or the light
goes. out 'or you work your met¢hanical sew} - -

I won't have those chairs in my poréh!

JOAN: You'll have them there &s long as I Wishy -

(suddenly bursting into tears) Get out of :
my housej] You'Te in my garden! You're stand-
ing in my-garden!

i ¢
3

JOAN: I know you all hdate me! It was:the same as &
child-~«she hasntt done heér duty«--~by the tenants,
by the farmer's boy, by the steward, by the ’
grooms-=4 (Sereaming franticelly] I HATE
tenents, I hate you all, I don't want you near
me-««(breaking down into tears)}

MABEL: Oh, desr!
‘ A pause; in which only
JOAN's sobs break the sile
.- ence., .
ELLIS (relenting) - I'm sorry. -

ELSIE: He didn't meen it, Mrs Thomson.

¢

J 0OAN (screamingﬂagain) He DIb! - (7o ELLIS) Il havé you -
. ‘out.of the house---and your mother and father---
I'll stend by the door and spit in their

faces ! :
ELSIE: Oht |
BILIS: Ohi (#iiid egain) It's always péople lile

you---taking our pleasures away---telling us
how to lives=~~that's why I left England-e--
that ts why I lefts--you've put your dirty
mark everywherge-~jou--«(iguddenly) No wonder
your husband hates your guts§

JOAN: ot | - o
ELLIS (in frantic bursts) My fathee--used t0 Work---all day---
o bring back four pound notes---Friday night---
ge-‘-he-~-h%hsed to g--g~-get s--sick---my--my
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me=mother un-up~~used to qu--queue for s~-sick
b-=b-sbenefite--he us-u--used 0 w--work on the
docks~«=the bargés-e~the ber-r-ifr-r (drlling)
‘theth-through thé w-water DYIYees=be Lol elm1
($lmost in tears) B—b-r—rar-rar S )

' He advanoes on JOAN with
lowered head like & boat
through the water.

JOAN (backing away) You‘ré-mad? MAD'

ELLIS: B~r~r-r-r-r: .. (Hi& ¥nees bent &s he phlunges
s S ,

JOAN (suddenly) He's got my aocks on* He's got my sockéz

She dives down towards his
legs &nd. mekes a gréb at
ore of his sooks..

T
i

ELSIE:. oh, dearz

JOAN: B They'te MINE! '
ELLIS (apparently brought %o his senses hy her hand)  Teke your
ands offl - . ]
S JOAN ptills. at him savggely
by the sodk and begins drag- -
S - ging him réund. He hops -
o along helplessly after her.
MABEL: Oh, I say!} |
ELLIS: How dare youss=!
JOAN: My socks! '
ELLIS: off! Yousw=t Thee ! (He gives & smart
' ‘smack across the BacE of the Eaﬁﬁ) o
JOAN (withdrawi the hand) . Oh' 'On my wedding ring. ' gg
ressIn an immense ery of ra o) Now you'r or

L 3 Just waitv and seel

She dashes out through the
-dining room,

ELLIS stands panting and
dazed, staring after her.,

The women hatve their hands
"%o their mouths.

ELLIS (iy & whisper) - Wh-s--what's she going to do?

Suddenly the meahanioal saw
is heard ageain outside, but
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, o ‘much ¢loser,
ELLIS: She's---

ELSIE (out of her witg) Here,vshe's coming in hers with
at saw, Mabel~~-£ .

MABEL (with & piercing scream) Oh?

ELSIE: She ‘s coming -to Gut us down!

‘The saw draws nearér to
the house and seems Just
by the dining room door,

The two women scream frant-
“ically and try to ¢limb over
the chairs in the porch,
unsucceessfully because in
their panic they -push each
other down as fest as they
take a stép ups

ELSIE: * She's coming! Mabell N
: The saw becomes deafending.

ELLIS his eyes starting
out of his head, dashes to
'the dining room door and
~ edeams it closed, then locks
it twice, He stands there
pan‘b ing.,

MABEL: She can cut her way through that door!

ELSIE screams again, in
brief, helpless dursts,
holding her mouth.' )

ELLIS (shouting) She can get thrcmgh those ohairs too.

But there is now a diff-
erent sound, The - saw i8 -
getting to grips with some-
thing., They stop and all
go to the window slowly,
sbaring.

There is a wrenching sound,
like ¢loth tearing, and
then & slight whistling
noise, followed by a crash.
. A moment's silence.,
ELLIS: »f"she‘s‘dutfing the trees down!

A head sppears above the
chairs in the porch, start-
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THOMSON: " The treesi .

ELSIE:

THOMSON (gexushed) . Ny trees !

ELLIS (shouting above the saw)
~dash off)‘

THOMSON (grabbi his arm
ouc er nows

e

THOMSON (shoutigggvto ELLIS)
oys. N

THOMSON:

EISIE (sereaming) She's coming!

MABEL: . Hrig!

t

ELLIS: Go out to her; Brig'

I'11l stop hef-ww!

Shey here!

led and pale.‘ It is
the BRIGADIER. He crawls
into the roomm"". .

3

Oh, Lotd, I never did}

The saw deals with nmore
trees: & wrench mhwhistle,
a ¢rash.

(About to
k-
She'l%Ayou, man, if you

The saw goes on with hép
work, while they all watch
aghag‘h .

They were planted when I Was a

Another‘treg goes,

She was 1n the war, you seel

ELLIS looks at him in a
baffled way but says nothing.

Suddenly the saw gets loud=
er again.

H -

e 4

The two women ¢ling to the
BRIGADIER.,

i

THOMSOM (as the saw gets oloser) It's the tree by the housé?
The elmi Shel & going to cut it down,. .

ELLIS: The roof.u.
ELSIE: My Geopge's wp there!
MABEL: DAVE!

GEORGE! GEORGE!

B

But -their voices cennot
be heard above the saw,

MABEIL, rushes for the dining
room door but ELLIS holds
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&

ELSiE(whimpering_in phe silen@e)

MABEL (screaming suddenly) Devel

GEORGE (off)

MABEL: Dévet
DAVE (off)
MABEL: ~ Thank Christ!
DAVE (gﬁg)
THOMSON (gquietly)

THOMSON (leadirng her to a chair)

JOAN .(tc herself, her head sunk)

You all right, mum?
‘oh, thenk Christi:

. her. ; -
The saw begins its Work

. ¢lose. to the house, This
is duite a long Job: Then
slowly and surely the imm-

- .eénse elm falls, on to the
roof,; and egain there is.
a prolonged erash, reminisé«
ent of the ong in "the third
scene, Aggin there is the
slow drift of dust through
the porch.

- George!  My.Georgel

My DAVE!?

Silence. They a1l stand
there listening.

You all :r.‘ight down there? . L

'ELSIE tries to speak but
oan't, ,

We're in the daylight againl
The old trees...

The dining room door 1§ tried.,
We c¢an see the doorknob mov-
ing.

THOMSON walks over to it
firmly, unlocks and then
opens it.,

JOAN stands there, sweating
and dishevlled,

Let me get you a drink.
what have I donG...

. The others stand staring
at h.ero
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A garden party as in ‘the
first scene. But there
are no trees now, A
series of arches have been
madé with trellis«work

and faery lights;, incorp-
orating the tree+~stumps.

GEORGE, ELSIE, MABEL and
DAVE are help ers as before,
behind a huffet-table.

There. is musi¢, people are
dancing beyond the arches,
The chairs from the porch
are again in evidence,

SIMMONS (off) Anybody seen the Brig?

GEORGE (to ELSIE) 7You'd better hide old Thomson's whisky,
mate. The Captain's on the prowl,

The musie suddenly becomes
deafening.

THOMSON (off) Turn that bloody music down}

i

It is abruptly lowered
again,

ELSIE (in & low voice) Wherets old Ellis, that's what beats
mel

MABEL: I reckon hefsaa—!

CEORGE (checking them)  4ll right, all right! (Glancing round
) Furtively as he polishes ‘1asses “1If you knowy
anything, keep quiets

ELSIE: It's not 1ike the old garden parties, I don't
care what you say. There's not the old spirit,
is there?

MABEL (gquietly) Well, she put paid to that, didn't she? Remem-
' ber how we used to complain the trees was danmp?
I wouldn't mind 'em now they've gone!
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GEORGE: - I can tell you one thing, 1t's knocked half
the value off the property. There’s no soreen
. in front of thet highway now. ' '

DAVE: No wonder he's never beén known to smile!l

MABEL: It's a wondeér she didn't murder the lot of 'us,
(To ELSIE) I can still hear that blasted saw,’
can't you? Trying to get up on them chairs,
then old Ellis says, 'She'll cut her way' through
the door!? (To GEORGE and DAVE) Well, that
did it---old EIsie let out such & scream, and
T hed ego, too; and there was both of us st rugg-
ling with each otherew«! (They' all smile and
nod) We can laugh about it new ut 't
50 funny then, was 1it?

ELSIE: It put me in mind ‘of the war, , o 'd

GEORGE: Me, tool
ELSIE: You know, when you read in the papers how people

was trapped. I kept thinking to myself, 'Who's
going to get George's dinner tonight?' I diq,
honestly' . .

MABEL (with a furtive zlsancé round) ~She had such a wild look"
in her eye, didn't she? I thought to nyself,
tShe wants us all for today's mincemeat}!

Talk about seream!  Well, honestly, I don't
think I*ve been so0 frigntened since I was a kid
and ‘got oaught down the coal—hole.

GEQORGE: . | . I'm glad Dave and me was taking a smoke on the
chimney, anyhow! ' ‘ .

ELSIE (to MABEL) That was the first thing I said, wasn't it?
~ I said, Well, thank God George. and Daye are
all!right' Then we sat down and had a good
ory! - :

GEORGE: I'd have given her saw the trees down if I*'d
been her old man! :

DAVE: =~ ~ He ought to have put his foot down twenty or
thirty years ago, if you ask ‘me.

ELSIE: He didn't even budge, did he, Mabel? And he ‘
wouldn't let old Ellis g0 out af ter her. tShe'll
kill you!' he said. :

MABEL: It*s funny, he didn't even séem very worried,
did he? He seemed to think, 'Oh, well, 1f the
trees have got to come down, let 'em" .

ELSIE: * And then there was old Ellisi " {To GEORGE &and -
DAVE) You'll never believe 1t-«2hé was burrow-

Tng under her legs, sort of thing, drilling his

2% through--«l (Leughter overcoming her and

-t
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GEORGE - (blinking, with his own memories) Drilling?

ELSIE:

MABEL:
ELSIE:

DAVE:
ELSIE:
GEORGE:

MABEL:

GEORGE:

THOMSON (off)
MABEL:

DAVE (guietlz)
MABEL: :
DAVE:

ELSIE:

SIMMONS:
MABEL:

SIMMONS ;
GEORGE:

'That's rught-~»he was supposed ‘to be a barge or

somethi: BaYelaler!  Bel-l<r-r} (More -

laughter) - And 5T 20t hold of Ris SookET — = -
There he was drilling and kicking his legs up=--

talk ebout scream! Well, you ¢an see the funny
side of 1t afterwards, cantt you?

'Give me my socks it . she said, 'You'VG got my
Socks on}* Talk about scream!

Do you remember that first night he came? )
shy &and respectable!- .

I reckon he's learned a lot since then!
You're telling ‘met "

All I know is she's undonse a good fortnight's
work on that roof!

I reckon it's not meant to stay up. Itté'been
down tw1ce in as many weeks} \ ,

It'll stay up now, don*tt you worry, I'm going
to see the Brigadier about it.:

The music is deafening
again.

Joan! ip§n3 , Turn that bl~~~!

' - - It. is lowered again,
w%ll, I can tell you one thing---I won't be
80 keen giving her a hélping hand .in the
garden,, not after this! '

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, K I-«=! . - |

The CAPTAIN comes in,
Hullo, -allf

Evening, Captain!

Seen the Brig? . A

Wasn't that him shouting Jdét thén§'

SIMMONS (epprosching the table) ~ I'm'Keepirg en eye on Héster
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“tonights 'She'huétﬁ‘t'stoké'dp t00 .fast.
(Peering at_the table) Well, George, what
pave you got for me tonight? : .

GEORGE: Usual, Captain?
STIMMONS : That's right. Pt the Martini bottle under

a clotht N
a ‘ Polite laughter.

GEORGE (pouring) How's that, Captain?

SIMMONS : Fine! (Tékin% the‘ﬁlass) Well; folks,
I've been dreaming about this place for
‘ twenty years or more and I do believe I'm
within an ace of getting itl
ELSIE: Go on!

STMMONS (as_they look st him) Mui's the word, Geopge!

MABEL: Will Mr Ellis be leaving then? '

SIMMONS (awkwardly) . Oh, I don't know sbout that! He's in
own at the moment. Board meeting. _Telling
them a tree fell through his Toof. Which it
did. That'll cost his insurance a pretty

penny . ,
GEORGE: Oh, I'm glad he's insured, :
SIMMONS : He isn't. His firm is. That tree was the

best thing that happened to the house, from
his point of view, . :

GEORGE: oh?

SIMMONS (drinking)  We can’'build our company on that, George.
a (Looking round) 'If samebody puts up a ery of
hare I'll throttle them! ©Ellis is the best
hare going!

Y

. They all glance at each other.
The BRIGADIER comes in.

s

THOMSON: Somebody -¢all? |

SIMMONS: Come and have a drink, )
THOMSON '(epproaching 'the table) Your wife's threatening to go

: ‘ erserk again, Simmons, _
SIMMONS @, She'll be all right, she's got twins inside her,

THOMSON (baffled)  What?
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THOMSON:

SIMMONS:

THOMSON:
SIMMONS ;

THOMS ON':

EISIE:
SIMMONS +
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Drink, Brigadier?

~ Yes please George.

I want you to come in on this decorating 1ark.
This what?

‘With George and Dave, What I was telling you

about . ‘

I wouldnt't dream of it. (To the. others) Trifle .
bare without the trees, ish™t 1%7  Still, she
cen't cut 'em down, again, c¢an she? . That's one
blessing (with & conniving guffaw)'

That's right Brigadier!

My second proposition is this-—-you come in on
the lodge Scheme as well.,

THOMSON' (8s_GEORGE hands him his drinlc) Whet are you talking

SIMMONS ¢

THOMS N ¢
SIMMONS

about?

The hunting lodge. (Pointing at the house)
That one. B '

Thgt's not. & hunting lodge..
It soon will be.

THOMSON (glanoine at the others bn%uim%l%) Where is he, by
‘ the way? — Doesn. e look after his own guests?

SIMMONS:
THOMSON

‘SIMMONS:

GEORGE:
SIMMONS :

He'll never be happy in this house, Brig. I
agree with your wife.

He won't if ghe ean help it.

Exaetdy, I'm just facing facts., ~It'll make
e first ¢lass hunting lodge. George and Dave
can be the caretakers,

Eh?

We'll have hunt balls, supper parties bloody
great log-fireés, a garden party once & month
in the summert: We'll liven up this blasted.
hole if it kxills us, eh, Dave? Whet do you
think? A

DAVE (With a_shrug)  Wellse=i

THOMSON':

There's nothing I hate more than hunt balls and
supper parties.

3

DAVE (with a big effort) I don't think 1t's very nice schemging

against Mr Ellis at his own garden party.
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* SIMMONS : -
THOMS OIY:
SIMMONS §
THOMSON:

SIMMONS ¢

THOMSON: °

SIMMONS
THOMSON :

SIMMONS:

THOMSON:

SIMMONS:

THOMSON

SIMMONS:

THOMSON:

SIMMONS ¢

THOMSON:

SIMMONS 3

THOMSON:

SIMMONS:
THOMSON::

- 89 -

It isn't his garden party.
What?  Whose 1s it, then?
Your wifetsy’

My===% 'Good God'

He doesn't even know ebout 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, ' Yes, I suppose it is, But she &1dn't
tell me. Suppose the poor blighter comes back
dead-beat and wants an early kip~down?

There s nothing to . stop him. But_she invited
him as well. . '

Oh, she did? Well, that's civilz

And if I know anything about the French, hetll
Jump at the chance 'of some free boose.

He isn't French after all, I made that misteke.
He pulled me up for celling him monsieur., :

Really? | Anyhow, I feckon he'll get at least

a couple of thousénd quid out of thé insurance---
I worked 1t cut for him before he went up this
morning~-~and if we put that into our new .compan-
y and you fork out another thousand, together
with nmy lot, we ¢an buy it all back from him

at the pricde he paid, -

But thé value 'of this place has gone down enorm-
ouslys,. We'd bé mugs to pay the same.

That's an incentive fér him. Compensation for-
getting out-««put it that way. Trust me, Brig,
I know my men, He won't budge otherwise.

Oh. |

The lodge board then becomes:the owner of the
house and the decorating firm, Anyway (downing

his drink quickly) come over end look at
place with my 1dea in mind. You'll see the
point right awayt

But I Ve geen it hundreds of times, I used to
live 4n it. ‘

"But you never sew it #&s a hunting lodge,.I bet.

No, I ¢éan't say I did.
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SIMMONS: -

THOMSON (with en
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Well, here's your chence,.

How do we get in?.

Your wife's.got the key.

Good-God$ - |
She's over there now, pottering about.

astonished g;ance 8t the others) Well~~~

SIMMONS'

DAVE:
GEORGE::'
ELSIE: |
GEORGE: :

ELSIE:’

DAVE:
ELSIE:

GEORGE: :
HESTER (off)
DAVE:

- .SIMMONS: (off)

GUESTS (off)
SIMMONS (off)
HESTER (Off)
THOMSON (of£)

- Is that my embroidery?

It means we'll have to leéve Hester alone for
e mirnute; but as long as Ellils doesn't turn

up" she's all right. (To GEORGE, &5 he gees
out)  You'll be meking & Cool fﬁousana a year
on this job, George' So will Dave if he's
lucky. .

THOMSON follows the CAPTAIN
.out in.a mesmerised state,

Blmey! Did you hear that?
Did he say @& thousand a year?
Yes! | |
That's'managerfs money!

But what a damned cheek, shoving a fellow out
of his own house like thatz : .

She's in it, too, don't you worry.

Well, she always said she wanted the Captein in
that house and nNow-<w}

"A crash,
The lights go out and the -
N " musié runs doWn. .
What*s up now?
Hare! HARE!.
Oh, dlimey, there we go!
Hester!
Lights, lighis! .
It is the haréi';lﬁark, hark backi -
HARE! . | '

Adnother crasha-nprobably V
glasses,
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The.soind of pursuit
and leughter.

SIMMDNS (off) Forward! . Hark forward' To the river!
GUESTS (off) The river! N

H

HESTER (off. sereeming with laughter) HARE! My darling
Rerel < C

THOMSON (off) Get the lights ont  She cen't see mé!
GUESTS (off) The rivery - |

The sounds begin to die
away gradually

HESTER (off, very distant) Ifve loqt the scent?

Silence.

The lights sﬁddenly go up

sgain and the music whines
baék. An air of desert-

ion beyond the trees,

ELLIS stends in the middle -
of the stage, looking shatt-
ered, trying to get his

‘ breath.
ELSIE: If's Mr Ellis?
GEORGE: Hul}bg Mr.Ellis
ELLIS: H;h~hah#~;z (He_mekes a pathetic gesture)
What the h—h—h~-a? a

ELSIE: It's a garden party; Mr Ellis. Didn't you
. get your invitation, then? ’

ELLIS (sheking his head) New s oo cooe §

ELSIE:A The captain said you was invited.
GEORGE: shell I £ix you a nice drink, Mr Ellis?
FILIS: I~4a~~1~-~~~: | |
GEORGE: There*s some of the Brigedier's three-guinea
special herel
- ELLIS- nods.
ELSIE: : It*s.e bit of a cheek, really, isn't 1t,

Mr Ellis?

ELLIS sits down on one
of the cheirs heavily,
gazing round him with



?w’

- 92 -

his mouth open, spgechﬁ
1ess.’

ELLIS (récolleéting himself suddeniy) ' Gheek? .

ELSIE:
ELLIS:

ELLIS:

ELSIE:
ELLIS:
ELSTI®:
ELLIS:

Not telling yout

Oht
| He simply gazes 5efbre him,
GEORGE comes round the
table and hands him his
drink carefully. -
| ELLIS takes a long.draught,
A-h=h=h-h? . -

That's better, eh?

I fooled her that tipe.
Who, Mr Ellis? _
Hestor. I headed her off to the river. .

ELSIE (gomfdritably) Oh, well, that's good!

ELLIS (suddenly looking down at the chair he's sitting on}j

BISIE:

BLLIS;::

EILSIE:
ELLIS:

MABEL;

ELLIS:

DAVE:

ELLIS:‘

EISIE::

ELLIS:

How the nell did this get here?
Mrs Thomson biought them ouﬁ.

How did she get! in%? . ‘
I ‘think-she's goﬁ a key, Mr Ellis,

Oh! (Lookinq through the arches) There are
lights on in the houssé. 18 anybody there?

They're'lookiﬁg 1t over?

C e

‘ Looking,itﬁofeféh

The Captain and the Brig.

Not the Brig. He's down at the river trying
to get chased,

They thought you wouldn't mind, I suppose.

I'm past minding, it's true. (A pause, then
he holas his glass u to the light) it's a
marve 1ing ired from the
of fibe and get A first-class unblended. whisky
thrust. into your hand, &t a garden-party you
know nothing about, in your own garden, gilven
by people who & week ago cut: down all your
trees, tried to take your socks off your feet
and sent an elm-tree ¢rashing through your
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roof!. If it wasn't England I'd say it was all

a dream}. .

GEORGE (with a smzle) As long as you keep your humour, eh, Mr
‘Bllis? :

ELLIS: : That's right?!:

MABEL:: Wwhat ebout your board meeting, Mr Ellis? . Did it

go all right?

ELLIS (after £iving her a look of surprise) I said it’Was an
act of Gods  They sald 1t sounded mére like the
act of a devil: Still, the insurance-money's

the same. ‘
The CAPTAIN dashes in,
SIMMONS ¢ Ah, there you are!
ELLIS: What *s the bad news?
SIMMONS ; It's yours I'm after. .
ELLIS: : We'll get about three thousand.

SIMMONS (ever 0 ed) Three thousand? My Golwew} (sittin
own in & business-like way and drawing his
chair up to BLLIS'S)  First of all, % want
to set up a board with the Brigadier on 1%,
We need his name, CBE, JP, all that sort of
thing~-~agart from his money.,  The lodge

board.
ELLIS: What lodge board?
SIMMONS : Haven’t you heard?
ELLIS: No. X |
SIMMONS : we're‘turning{the,house into a hunting lodge.
ELLIS: Hhat? | |
SIMMONS : Well, come; come, old chap, you said you wanted
to reselll
ELLIS " I never said"anything of the kindl
SIMMONS ¢ You didn'f?., |
ELLIS: No, I didn't? |
SIMMONS: Well, look, I hope you won't mind me sayi

this, but I wonder if you'll ever really settle
down in this place?

ELLIS (after a pause) I wonder that sometimes, to00.
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You know what Mrs Thomson's 1likeé. She'li
meke your life hell, That 's my feeling.

But she's Sorry about the trees. .She asked '
me to forgive her, She even c¢ried,

Not for long, I bet.
No, not for long.

You see, old chap, theret's one basic faot: .
she's always wanted me in thet house. And

. Whén she wants something she usually gets it.

Itm only looking at the thing realistically.

Of dourse.

She could do all sorts of things--+run a water
chéannel into your ‘basement,; tut your telegraph
pole down (thet's still standing, after all),
Puncture the tyres of your car. That sort of
thing.: , Heer up all the bushes, tement the lawn
over and use it as a ¢car-park. Keep her blasted
mechanical saw going all day, These are only
the Tirst things that come to my mind., I'm

just spilling them out as they occur to me.

Yes, -

You gée whaf I méan? _
But---what's ehe got against me?

That you're not me.

That's rot my feult. _
Yes, but she doesn't see it like that.

'ELLIS sits thinking it over
in a resigned way.

ELLIS (with a quick glance) How much would you give me for the
place?

SIMMONS

Ah, now you're talking! We'd give you the price
you paid. A

ELLIS (astonished) You would? But half the value's been

SIMMONS ¢

" knotked of £}

That doesn't matiter. Shake on it!  (He Seizes
ELLIS®s hand and. pumps ‘it) - : e ——

ELLIS (gazing‘before him) Perhaps. you're right. There doesn't

seem anything to stay foreee"

SIMMONS (peering et him) It's & bargain?




- 95 -

ELLIS (after another pause, wlthou _looking at SIMMONS} . All
right. L ‘

at once with great relief) ?hy don't you come
‘the place over? You'll see what I

SIMMONS (risi

7

ELLIS (élgo rising) of gourse,

The CAPTAIN strides out
hurriedly and ELLIS foll-
ows him in a thoughtful
wdy, without glanclng at
the helpers, . .

A pause while they all
look round cautiously.

GEORGE: Thet wasnit very diffioult, wes if?
ELSIE: You're telling nme! I felt like 'saying sémei.
thing=-=t L ‘
DAVE: - I reckon he's better off out of it, myself.
MABEL: It's funny, I don't think old Ellis hds got the

style for this place; somehow, ‘Do you kndéw
what I mean® They've got him caught all the
timé, Always one ahead!

EISIE: i Well, when all's said and done he's no better
than we are, is he? His father worked on the
boats same as mine. He told me so himself,

MABEL: That's Whay'I say.

GEORGE : - I reckon he thought he dould come in here and
, settle down just like that, with a bit of money
in his pocket. But he found his mistake all
right.

MABEL: Well, I wouldn't take those people on in a fight,
that's all I say! They '11 beat you every time.

GEORGE 1 It's the influenée, you see. They've got it in
. all sorts of ways what.we don't understand,

ELSIE: He looked real sad, did you notiee that? You
couldn't help feeling sorry for him, could you?
I mean, it wasn't his fault really!

GEORGE: . He shouldn't have cooked that report. He
started off wrong, ir you ask ms, v

' BLSIE:. He's got that cellar full of wine oveT there,
I wonder where he gets it all?

GEORGE : Oh;y they all.know how to fiddle abroad, don't
- pou worry., It's not like in this country,
you know!
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MABEL: . Mind yous==1i. . . o
' | J OAN peéps round one of the
! ‘arches, I A
JOAN : Wes Mr EJ1is here?
ELSIB: - Thet's right, Mrs Thomson, he went to look

over his own house with the Ceptain!

JOAN (with a shrewd glence at her} Really?  W%ell, I hope they
come to some arrangement. (Sitting down ¢om=
fortably where ELLIS had sat}  Heally, you
know, ft'is extraodfnary how you.can look at a

place for ten or twenty years and not realise

what it's ebsolutely made for! The Mester's

quite right. (Glancing at themj You'll .see
how it works out. Tha% panelled dining room's

made for Hunt suppers! . s

GEORGE: 'Shall I get you a drink, Mrs Thomson?
JOAN: No, thankewe}

The misic is deafenimg
again,

THOMSON (off)  Turn that blasted thing dowm?!
' Tt is lowered again,

JOAN: Hester must be back. I must say, if all

chiildless women were like her we'd be in the
Soup;

The BRIGADIER comes in,

THOMSON. (to JOAN)  Ah, there you are. What's all this about
- thiowing the French chap out? :

JOAN: Buying him out, you mean,s

THOMSON': We can't do thatl I medn,; the poor fellow

comes over here after four years to see his
mother and fathér and sniff the old English

air, and we don't let him have- one fair night‘'s
rest! He told me sSo himself--«'I haven't
had a peaceful night since I canmé,? he said.
tThere's either a garden<party or no rocf,
and tonight there's both{' I must say
(sitting down heevily}, I do sympathise.

JOAN: If 1'd had my wey the Master would have come
here in the first place., ~ It always seemed
to me bétter than having a complete stranger .
walking round the place in stolén socks,

THOMSON: Stolén socks?
JOAN: Yes,; he téok my socks out of the attic.
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DAVE (half to himself) I ‘think it's a damned sheme myself.

JOAN (qniek to hear him) #hat good's he done you sSince he .
- came® ' . : b

DAVE: Well, Iﬁﬁe‘gqt a ear and a new job, I haven't
done 80 bad!

J0AN: Oh, he's been a catalyst, He's cértainly been
a catalyst. :

THOMSON (geping dt Her) A what?

DAVE: Welly all I céne-«!

More crias of HARE’ HARE?
getting closer, iﬁen roars
of laughter,

JOAN: Hester again!}
' THOMSON Jumps up as i shot
and runs to the arches.

The music runs down, stutte
ers, picks up again, then
is normal, as if the chase
had started again.

THOMSON (turning to JOAN from the arches with an exeited express-

. lon} nt L you! She chased me down
S To the Tiver:  (Abrupbly burning: to the arches
Iﬂcf?ﬁé7? f%é%ﬂ? again) she's coming!
1 Ied R’V‘/ - He seems to lose contpol
- and begins dashing heavily"

Wg - round thée stage in eircles,
/ st | .his kneés high and his fists

¢lenched 1ike & runner,

' JOAN seems to be enjoying it.
JOoAN: Go itY
THOMSON (out of breath) Hare Hare!

JOAN (jumping up and looking throﬁgh the arches) ' Stand still
you foo‘IT Let her get your scent'

THOMSON (weakly) Hare!  Hare!

L]

JOAN: Cut 'em down! Cut 'em down! Bac‘k, back !

The CAPTAIN dashes in and-
runs straight to the arch-
es to join JOMAN. -

S IMMONS Isnt't she gran ?  With two bables inside her?}
Back baok '
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JOAN (with & bloodourdling yell) Cut 'em d-a~h-n!
THOMSON. (pleadingly) She's chasing me!  (Begins running round

again)
JOAN ‘(suddenly; in a conversational tone to the helpers) - Hope
' ' yggﬁ on't min [ this? Just a game, that's
all!

ELSIE (awkwerdly) That's all right, Mrs Thomson! |
SIMMONS (shouting) Hark foward, old scout! Thet's it---back,
ack! Forward! Now back, Ellis! Back, oid

. mén? Ellis, Bl14s! Back!

THOMSON (stopping, stunned) Ellis?

JOAN (o SIMMONS) It's simply marvellous having-no.trees~-~
— you get a perfect commend of the field!

SIMMONS: Herk back, back! Goffon, Ellls, teke that
teblewwwtake jte--that'se---! (An enormous
erash) Ch, I say! R

JOAN: Splendid! What a splendid jump!

THOMSON : What heppened?
JOAN (turning very briefly) He broke cover!

THOMSON‘(mnmblingl Broke a lot else by the dound of it!

JOAN: You know, I think we've been misjudging this
: fellow!
SIMMONS Oh, well done, Ellis! '(He stops) Where are
they going? '

A pause, while they watch
tlosely. ‘

JOAN : He's heading her off towerds the house.

, H

THOMSON (who has joined them) He's gone inside.

Another pause.

JOAN: : 8o has she.
SIMMONS : Oh. {(Turning away sadly) I won't be a
witnesS..s o
They walk away from the
arches as if from a point
to point.
JO0AN: ' You know, I don't think I've ever seen Hester

in better form., What do you say, Charles?
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THOMSON: . . . Oh, I agree, I agree., -~ - - .

JOAN: . And es for this French chap, well, it showed

a new side altogether!  (With great charm)
Don't you think so, Master? '

sIMMONs'(greocbupied) Yes,. sbsolutelyi  (To GEORGE) .Fix me
~ up 2 drink, will you, old chap?

GEORGE:  Right you are, Captain.,

ELLIS..enters, dishevelled.
and out of breath: They
all look at him,

JOAN (walking forward in a pleasant way) Congratulations, Mr
Ellis? ] ought you were perfectly splendid}

She shakes his limp hand,

to get his breeath}. to SHMMONS) IewweJumna]tyve
ocked-~-locked-~~her in' thé house, .

ELLIS (tryi:

STMMONS : Whet?  (Coming up to him)  Hester?

ELLIS: Yes. o ’

STMMONS ! - But, Ellis, didn't you-;-a?‘
ELLISR(imQatieﬁtlx) feé,'yes, yeB. It;s %r}plets!
SIMMONS: ' ‘Theank God! o -

THOM%ON: Get Mr Ellis a drink, George! My spediél!

(With great paternal charmj Now why don't We
all SI% down 7. o '

He gets & chair for ELLIS
and puts & soothing land
on his shoulder,

© They all’sit.down.

Jziz: . Well, how did the negotiations go, Master?
SIMMONS (brightly) Very well! Mr Ellis agrees to selll

THOMSON takesthe glass of
whisky from G@ORGE to

... . Elnis.
THOMSON: There., "'It*11 do you good.
ELLIS: Thank you. ’
THOMSON: . Do they play rugger in yoﬁr pérﬁ of Frence?
ELLIS: I don't know, |

THOMSON (to himself)  Soccer, perheps.
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ELLIS (also_to himself) I'll go to'a foreign ¢country vwhere
' they think I'm English.

SIMMONS (to ELLIS) I mist say, Itve. rever seen anybo&y head
her ‘of £ ‘like ‘you!

ELLIS: . ,Really?

down as if at a‘maetin ) I think the lodge
scheme is quite sound; .but I've got a suggestion

to make, I think Mr Ellis mey not altogether

want to forget ebout 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 theretll
be a room in the lodge for him, won't there?

THOMSON (sittin

JOAN: ' Oh, yesi ‘ o S

SIMMONS: Here, here! o .
JOAN (also at a meeting) I think it might be a good-tdea to

eep wo or three rooms for guests permanently.

THOMSON: Quite!

JOAN: : Now -is there anything more ghile we're about it,

Mester?  It's your brainuchild af'ter all!

SIMMONS: . Well, I worked it out yestei'day end' I reckon
‘ . . ... five or ten gulneae a year should bé ebout the
subseription, I favour ten«--I mean, you expect
to pay at-least that for the faocilities of a
¢lub<house, don't you?

» ®

THOMSON : Oh, yest

SIMMONS : Itd 1ike to say on behalf of the board thet we
apprec iate Mr Ellis's offer~--

THOMSON ¢ Here, here!

SIMMONS ¢ ~--2nd hope he'll remein with us as' one of the
directors. . _

ELLIS. , Thank you. Thank you very mueh..

BLETS jumping up in & final wey, end smiling at ELLIS) What
@ reller? . I gate these formal ococasions, don't
you?

ELLIS (dazed)  Yes.

They all get up and stroll
to the bar,

THOMSON : (¢onversationally) Going to be hard going this winter,
"""""'"EEE?EE?E I heard 80.

SIMMONS : Yes,I think 1t will (nodding Judiciously) .
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JOAN (confidentially) - I didn't really mind about the
N socks, you know, I'm only, glad you
thought they were worth wearing.

ELLIS (s$ill daged) - Oh, thamk you!

ELSIE: , Well, Mr Ellis, I expect you*ré.féeliﬁgla ﬁit.
thred, en? = " R ¥
ELLIS: Oh, well?! " (Looking round) .You know, in &
' way I feel I belong here now, We've+-=-We've
had some ex¢iting times, haven't we, Treally? -
ELSIE: Oh, yes?
GEORGE: I don't know what Elsié and Mebel think ebout

it, but as far as I'm concerned we're golmg to
miss you! But I expesct you'll be glad to get
back, eh? .

ELLIS (used to being baffled by now) Ok, yes!

GEORGE: It's sunnier over thére, by ell accounts!
ELSIE: Tt's a pity your mother and father didn't get
down, isn't it, Mr Ellis? -
ELLIS: Oh, well, I'll give them & good treat in town
: instead. -
GEORGE: That's right. I think they're doing & French

show up there now; aren't they, Dave?
) P DAVE shrugs gloomily.

ELLIS: It's so peaceful now, Sometimes I think I~

: 6 OULdswie ' . .
' A slight orash from the
direction of the house,
They all turn.

STMMONS ¢ What 's that? K
A pause while they listen.
The BRIGADIER goes to the
arches and peers through.
THOMSON ¢ It's your wife, Simmonst She's on the roof!
ELLIS: There isn't omne. |

SIMMONS (striding forwerd) My wife? (To: ELLIS) I wondered
‘ : was -wise locking hele--

THOMS ON': Sssshi She's calling! |
They listen again., Ve

‘hear HESTER (off): ,Jack!
Jack! |
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SIMMONS; == =~ She*s ‘calling me;,<”
JOAN ¢ ) Qhe won't Jump, will qhe?
= They all gaze through the
: | arches.‘ !
THOMSON Good Godl she's gob half the guests up bherel

No wonder it was so quiet.
ELLIS: Where? | |
JOAN (helgfullz) Look, silﬁoueﬁted ega;nét the éky::
ELLIS: Ah, yesz
SIMMONS: We'll have to get her down. Come on}

Laughter and a light sigh-
ing noise 1n the distance,

HESTER (off) -It's‘aHSpuﬁnik'
SIMMONé; A sPutnik she says? _ *
JoaN: | Gome .on; chaps, this m&ght be funi
‘Shouts of 'Lights out!
Lights out!’
JOAN (going) Get the lights out, Charless’

THOMSON (gtriding off) Right! - (Calling baok) Bring some
o 1es up will you, Georget . We'll have a
party! (Guffawigg)
SIMMDNS (leavigg)-: It's only her condition worries me}
GEORGE: Bottles?

More sounds of:exc itement .
Then the lights go out.

GUEST (off) Look, it's red? |
| , Another sighing ndiée..:x
GEORGE (laughing) Now, then, who's digging me in the ribs? ]

SIMMONS'(off) Hester! We're on the way up! Don't move -
: ' about too much}

THOMSON (off) HBeorge! (4An enormous.bellcw) GEORGE!  You
: c¢oming with oose?

GEORGE (Softly) If I find it, mete. Here, Elsie, catch that.
' ~ Mabel?

L

MABEL: . Here & am. . Whoops!
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EISIE::. .. .  Talk about laught
GEORGE: Heng on to mel -
MABEL:: You coming, Dave?

They seém to go; with much
clinking of bottles. -

Their Voi6ées die away in
the darkness.  There 1is a
long silence. :

DAVE (&rom the darkness) I reckon they want something to get
exeited. about. don't you?

ELLIS: That's right, ! : .
DAVE: Like another drink, Mr E11is?
ELLIS: call me Joe. That's my neme.

DAVE (emberrassed) Oh. Thanks, Cot your glass there?

ELLIS: Heie. |
- | The clink of & glass
| against a bott,le’,-. :
DAVE:I That '8 the three<guinea special.
ELLIS: | Got ;ne for yourself?
MVE: O Yes. | Cheers. ‘
ELLIS: cnm«;mm. | (
‘ ‘ | o We hear them drink and
smack their 1ips.
DAVE: It don't seem to taste in the dark do it? :
ELLIS: ' Né. |
| A pause.
DAVE: . You going back to the old job, then? }
ELLIS: . I Iost".my'-avaﬁ this morning.
DAVE: ER? : o
ELLIS: I lost ﬁs. S - ’
DAVE: Blimey o! Riley' | Whai; are you gcing to &,
: then? '

ELLIS: Well, I'm still a par’cner on this lodge ba rd
: belieVe it or not!d !
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D0n1$‘te113thémﬁyou!ve lost itY

I won't, . .I ¢ouldn't £ind her fagce any more.,
Not after she cut those trees down.

ELLS: __’/ﬂiinking, what country am I in?

DAVE:

ELLIS:
DAVE:

GUESTS (ggg)
ELLIS:

-DAVE :

Her faceg [1 kat on waking up at night end

I'd go ebroad myself, only this coughing d’
mine starts.

Coughing?
It's like a cough inside.

Another cry of §Eutnik"
in the distance.

Sputnik?!-

She used to.put her'arm round  his neck--~I used

to stend there tremblinge--«~ Oh, well! (A8

if speaking to someone} Francine? Francine?
ey've cut my country down.

Here! Look! It's the sputnikl' Look!

ELLIS '(beginning to_sob) Francines.. - o .

CURTAIN
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GEORGE GORRINGE
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GEORGE:
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- 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 polishes glasses, mixes
drinks: GEORGE and ELSIE GORRINGE,
MABEL and DAVE FORBES.

There is dance music from a gramophone.
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 able to have a kid. We've
tried but ---!

(sipping his drink) Is it too late?

(The music is suddenly switched up to
top volume and we hear BRIGADIER
THOMSON, off, shout '"Thrn that bloody
thing down! ', and abruptly it is

lowered)

Eh?

(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 todance,
Brigadier?

(going out again) Hate it!
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1.1.2

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?

(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) 1see!

(looking round at the helpers, in a lower voice) I

‘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, T ---!
Why am I being honest with you? :

I don't know.

I sold stolen sugar in Austriai"'. Ran a paper mill

for a chap in England when I shouldn't have. Little
things. When they demobbed me I was rich.

Really?
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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. 1
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?
What's that?
Are you English?
(The gramophone blares again and once

more BRIGADIER THOMSON shouts, off,
"Turn that bloody thing down' '

Music subsides again)
Yes.
What?
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?
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Oh, yes'

(guffawing) I thought you must be good for something'
Have another drink!

Yes, let's!

(They walk over to the buffet)
Evéning, Cabtain!
Hullo, Mrs. Gorringe! How's your husban,d.?
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 isi 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

Martini half a yard away:.

(They laugh politely)

‘(to ELLIS) What about you?

‘Yes, please. Whisky.

Neat?

With a shot of soda, please.
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(The music bursts into a deafening roar
again, and at once, as THOMSON's voice
begins 'Turn that bl--'. ', it sub31des

again)

(sipping his gin thirstily and looking round) What
the devil goes on?

It's the Brigadier's wife, she likes to 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!
Motth'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.

“know, George, my wife's tragedy is s=--!

(to GEORGE) You

(at once) Like some Martini in it, Captairlx?m

(blinking) What was I saying? |

(to ELLIS)
Ellis.

(to ELLIS)

That's right.

Are you new here, Mr ---?

I came yesterday. .

Are you American?

Me? No. What made you think so?

I was trying to place you.
yet you do.

(to SIMMONS).

Just like Americans'

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 don't lodk foreign

You'll

not believe me but it costs the best part of two
thousand a year. :
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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 brace? | N

That's right, they always measure them in braces'

(They all laugh, with the exceptlon
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 é.nythingl'.i
(to MABEL) All right, all 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! :

(thklEd) Now don't come to me w1th your old
excuses'
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(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 SIMMONS 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! It's natural! (to ELSIE) I
liked it.when he. said two:thousand:a year, didn't
you? I thought I wouldn't mind a lick off that..
Where the devil does he get it? T

Well, they say money breeds money, don't they?

All thrown down the drain on a lot of blasted foxes'

Fifty brace a year, I don't think' I reckon all they
want is a nice ride on Saturdays' ;o

(to ELLIS) You been away long, Mr. Ellis?
A few years, yes.

(pléasantly) Miss the old country?

/

t
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ELLIS:  Anbit.

DAVE: I wéuldn't mind getting away for good!
(A shout from behind the trees: 'You'd
better take her home, Captain! '
CAPTAIN SIMMONS dashes in again)

SIMMONS : (to ELLIS) Well, good night, old chap! (they

shake hands) I enjoyed our frank discussion!
ELLIS: Is your wife all right?

SIMMONS: | Oh, yes! She started a beagle hunt --- thé usual
thing!: Tripped over the wires' She chases hares.

ELLIS: . ’ Hares?
SIMMONS: -~ Well, good night, Mrs. Gorringe! George and
Dave, Mrs. Forbes --- you did very nicely, thank
you! S
(They all say good night and
CAPTAIN SIMMONS hurries off again)
GEORGE: (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?

MABEL: Did he really?
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It's more than she'd do---she don't even feed the poor
devil!

Still, she'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 furniture 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?
South.qf 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) solI
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 up 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.
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GEORGE: (shouting) I'm not walking into anything blindfold and
that's a cert!

MABEL: (to ELLIS) My Dave mixes paints all day. I'm sure
it's not doing him any good!

DAVE: : (discouraging her) All right, all right!

MABEL: ' 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) :

JOAN: Hullo, all! Lots left over for-Sunday din, Mrs. Gorringe?
" ELSIE: That's right, Mrs. Thomson!
JOAN: (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?

ELLIS: Love to.

JOAN: I expect you want to get'away?
ELLIS: Oh, no, I---
ELSIE: He's been having a natter with us, Mrs. Thomson, you

know what I---

JOAN: (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)

ELSIE: 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!

GEORGE: 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)

THOMSON: 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 slowly with a slight smile) That's the
nicest thing's been said to me this evening!

(GEORGE pours him-a stiff 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 bit 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.
(peering through the trees at the guests) I suppose

j;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 reckon’he put his foot down; .

I wouldn't live 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 was 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.
Gorringe, 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, just 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 unblended.
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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, ‘and _
BRIGADIER THOMSON puts his hand
on the other's shoulder in a gingerly
way)

What's it about?

(pointing at the house) That.

(after a pause) What?

You didn't invite me to make a bid, did you?

Well, it's --- (hesitating) This fellow néeded a,
house pretty quick, you 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 know ...
Thanks'

(An awkward pause.

The helpers begin taking out the crates,
cartons etc. . .

The BRIGADIER and the CAPTAIN wait
until they're alone)

(with a fixed expression) You haven't paid your
hunht 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: blackj. blind, hythmic
way, as if not really speaking from
their own thoughts)
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Shut up’' I've sat on thirteen boards and God knows
how many tribunals! I dine at White's now and then,
I'm a member of Savage's, Carlton's, the Traveller's!
I was in the T.A. before the.war and went in the

Buffs as a major ---! 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! Mine's a trading family and I

don't mind who knows it! In the war I was called
to CorpsHeadquarters frequently to clear up

points of supply --- I sat on the officer selection
board --- I ---! '
I built up my business from scratch --- 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 substantive
major but that was my name --- Major Simmons ---
the CHQ commended me for getting 'B' Echelonup
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 and

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 ---! I----
(running out of ideas) I --- I never voted Labour
in the post-war e1ect1on'

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.
(helpmg 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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‘(confidentially) Oh, while I'm on it --- you might

tell her to keep a check on her language . when we're
out ---' If's not swear words L. mean ---iit'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 evemng,
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 1mag1nat10n 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 oppos1te
dlrectlons)
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ACT ONE

Scene Two

. Inside the house there is a roughly
covered setteerand:an:armchair with:
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.

(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 are 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. ‘I:gay, do you know 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 wants the house. But I'm buggered if I'll let

him have it.

He'll pay within a month. The whole thing.
(turning) Who?

My young man.

Good God! Has he got the money?
Apparentiy.

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!

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 df
them almost blocks the doorway.
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Then the BRIGADIER emerges at the

top of the pile and climbs 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)

(between 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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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)

Charles?

(Only the sound of the rain. She puts
the drinks down and goes to the window.

She pf{rs 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)

ft'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.

Ileft 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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(taking his drink to him) Here---come to mum!
(She holds the glass to his lips and he
takes a sip. Then she takes one as
well, from the same glass)

Pax?

(He nods sadly and they link little
fingers. A little tug to confirm it)

Pax.

(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? A

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, didn't
you know? And they get paid like film stars. Anyway,
we can build-iip a real stables at last,

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 tonight---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 Ilook:down on him. WhichIdo. 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-andl
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 at him)

What's that?

We're both ch_ildlesg.

(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 'service'. And it was such a
hearty family! I had nothing I could call my own---
they-always smashed it up for me! (putting her
handkerchief to her-eyes) They took 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 disgust) 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 tarm!

(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 in the 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
grinning face 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 quiet, flrm 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) Yeé, 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 don!t 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 botty! 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

all over the floor and your filthy habits---the cow-dung
in the kitchen---hay from the horse-box all over the
beds---and finally---finally---that blasted mechanical
saw cluttering up the dining room! (he is livid)

(stung) 1I'll keep it there another week. It needs more
work on the pistons.

I've got the chairman and his wife coming to dinner
Saturday night! All that lovely panelling of mine ruined!
And the inlaid sideboard with your grease all over
it---your nuts, bolts, piston-rings, broken silencers---!

I told you, 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-a-peculiar muted way)

Char---! Charles! You swine! Swine!

(Screaming at the top of her voice, as
she manages to tear herself away)

Swine! !

(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 thé‘ Atrouble, anyway ?
Hester's not drunk in the car, |
(A pause)
(staring at him) What?
She hasn't gone to bed in thév car.
I should hope she hasn't. Does she usually?
I fix up a bed there. For when she chases hares.
(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 former tension) 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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JOAN: What?

SIMMONS: She caught her hare---some sort of old embroidery---
and then she didn't make her usual beeline for the car!

JOAN: Shall I call the police?

SIMMONS: Oh, 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!

THOMSON: Sit down, old chap.

SIMMONS: (sitting down) Thanks.

THOMSON: She can't have gone far.

SIMMONS: For fifteen years it's been like clockwork---binge,
hare, hay, singsong. And now there's this!

(Silence. The others stare at him in
bafflement again)

THOMSON: (screwing up his face) What's that?

SIMMONS: I say, it's been as---(lost for a moment)---fixed as
the stars for fifteen years!

THOMSON: What was that you said---binge, hay...?

SIMMONS: Binge, hare, hay, singsong.

THOMSON: (gingerly, witha glance at JOAN) Oh!

SIMMONS:: : (with a trace of indignation) We haven't got children,
you know!

THOMSON: (quietly) Quite.

SIMMONS: You see, we have a singsong in the car, on the way
home, after the hare. She hits the hay and then we
sing!

THOMSON: Ah, yes. She doesn't sleep in the car?

SIMMONS: Good God, no! Singing's all part of it. We've got some

of the d1rt1est Irish songs you've ever heard!
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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 his: naughty-naughty smile) Weil,
what's to be done ?

We'll have to scour the countryside, that's all.

Right! What'll 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, thank 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: voice.. :
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.



THOMSON:

" SIMMONS:

THOMSON::

SIMMONS:

THOMSON:

SIMMONS:

THOMSON:

JOAN:
SIMMONS:

JOAN:

THOMSON:

JOAN:

SIMMONS:

THOMSON:

, SIMMONS:

THOMSON:

11,2135
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, old 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 allittle 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) HerelI am!

(OFF) Very well, you know your ordéfs.' Spread out!
Report back to headquarters by 03. 00 hours (0-three
hundredlhou“.rs)! '

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

t

The same: but all the furniture and the
curtains have been removed. Builders'
materials. One thing remains from the
previous scene: the pile of chairs 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 ankle 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?
(Silenf:e)

(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'rip) I'd work, real work, if I could get
things a bit clear,

You take after your mum. (rip)
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 ---!
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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) Blimey, 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) Inthe 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 Freﬁch girls, anyway.

(turning to face him and using his tool as a pointer)
Listen, there's too much parlee-voo 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.

_(ironically) Because I don't want to do anything brave,
‘do I? 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 Wall 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) 1 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 aﬁ.
(staring at DAVE) He's got one?

No, he thinks he has,

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)

1 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 mean, it's real. Idon'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 ?

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 and 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 'by eight-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, it's a‘hard 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.

(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 with 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 in the papers. Andyoucan

tasfé it. I had some blood ini the war andit turnedme up!"

H -
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It's nice, mind you, but, Idon't know, it's always
brought me out in a rash!

A (ironiéally) 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. (turningback: 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 necessary --- Look! Suppose
you've got a seam --- remember, we're a mile and a
half underground, 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-r=rér-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 know 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 machme -gun
under his arm)

It 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 FIRE at the same time, man, and you

don't cry GAS because you can be bloody sure Jerry'll
never use it! You FIRE, 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 light comes up I'm putting
in an attack on a two-sect1on front ---I've got a section
out on the left (pointing at GEORGE) to'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 low)
Fire, you bastard!

B-b-r-r-r-! Brrr! Brrr!

PRI o _."v\.
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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

don'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=h!" (running at the porch and firirig with his machine

gun. A-a-h-h-h-h!

Brrr! Brrr!

Br‘rr!
(CAPTAIN SIMMONS makesa-sudden ..
athletic leap up the pile of chairs and
all we see of him now is trousers and
shoes)

A-h-h-h-h!

Brrr! Brrr! Brrrl

A --u-- ! (suddenly he stops)
(Silence. His legs are motionless) .
(Silence again. The legs are frozen)

(speaking to someone off in a polite voice) Oh, I say,
I'm sorry.
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(His legs gradually return to the room,
and he lowers himself down 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 stand there sheepishly. The
paper over QEBRGE 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'd come and pick them up a week ago but you
know what these hiring firms are like!

Oh, that's all right!

(looking at the floor) What an awful lot of 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) Good’ Lord, I'd never have said there

was so much on the walls --- there's stuff from the
Thirties (kick), I swear it's the damask you used to see
in the very old houses --- (kick, kick, kick)

(in pain) A-a-hhhr
{(JOAN jumps back)
What the devil's that ?

It's George, Mrs. Thomson.

George ?
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(GEORGE raises himself up slowly,
nursing his calf, his face contorted with
pain)

(limping away) Right .on my war-wound!-

But --- what were you doing on the floor ?

He was mining, Mrs. Thomson. o

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. Thomson.

(JOAN and the CAPTAIN glance at each
other in perplexity,

DAVE: -- 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. - S

(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 noi~ chaltenging anything. Some people must have
lived here with that pattern on the wall.
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JOAN: (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 ?
ELLIS: No, not a bit.
JOAN: (with renewed charm) How nice of you! There's

always abit of treewanting cut down, don't you think ?
And as I'm looking after the garden I may as well
have the tools here.

ELLIS: That's right.

JOAN: I hope you've settled’ in nicely ?

ELLIS: : Oh,yes! There's just the roof ~--1 was -~--!
JOAN: (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)
GEORGE: (to DAVE) What do you want to say that for ?
(JOAN returns at once)

JOAN: (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.

ELLIS: I see!

(She leaves again)

(to GEORGE) That's nice, isn't it?

.GEORGE: It's her sort been kicking our sort for too long --- !
(turns back to his work in a bitter way --- rip)
SIMMONS: (to ELLIS, seeing the wine-bdttle) Is that the juice of

the grape I see?
ELLIS: Yes, have some.

SIMMONS: : Very civil 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 nie 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, you've got to lay down a
covering line of fire and swing on an axis; when I
didn't swing on an axis I always found myself in Shit
Creek--you've got to swing on something! (the
others nod in bemused silence) Don't you agree?

Yes.

You see, partly it's because I haven't got a child. I've
got absolutely no blasted mterest in this interior-
decoration game, really --- I'm only in it for the gold.
That's why I called this conference. (suddenly, to
ELLIS) Listen, why did you buy this house? 1It'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 way, 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.
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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) Iused 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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SIMMONS: You're a bigger crook than I am, which is saying
~-gomething.
ELLIS: There's a point about the roof. I was up there this
~ morning and something shifted. It didn't feel too
safe.
SIMMONS: That roof's safe enough. You know, I always com-

pare it to the ribs of a fourteenth-century ship!

(Barking of hounds outside. CAPTAIN
SIMMONS¥reezes at once)

Hullo, isn't that Hester ?
ELLIS: | (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)
DAVE: Right'o!
(DAVE follows him)
GEORGE: (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 ---! ‘
SIMMONS: She's running!
GEORGE: Eh?
SIMMONS: Towards the house. (the barking outside becomes

more excited) Go it, old girl! Head 'im off! That's
it! Send Brave round the trees. Then Fortune.

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) She's chasing Ellis up the
ladder!

GEORGE: ~ Ellis?

(They are interrupted by the most tre-
mendous crash from above. It begins
in a slow rumbler 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 heads.

At last it stops. They look up slowly.
A cloud of dust drifts peacefully in
from the porch, over the piled chairs)

GEORGE: (coming to his senses first) Dave! Are you.all
right? (frantically) He's like a son to me, he's --!
DAVE!

DAVE: (off, faintly) Hullo?

GEORGE: Are you all right?

DAVE: I'm in the daylight!

GEORGE: Eh?

DAVE: I can see the sky. Half the bleed'n roof's fallen in!

GEORGE: (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!

SIMMONS: (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 us for a cup of tea.

GEORGE: Who did ?

SIMMONS: Ellis.

GEORGE: (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.over 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 gof away! I escaped!

From - from the hunt ?

Yes!

But I understood --- ! Ellis!

(out of breath, brushing himself off) ‘Yes? .""
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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 ---

(velling, 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 coursel "'didn'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. Y

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 --- well, 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. AndI changed. Oh well, I'd
better clear my bedroom up. I suppose I'll move
downstairs. It's like a war, isn'tit? 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 di'eaming 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: 'GEorge
George! Are you all right?")

(going to the porch) Of course I'm all right!

(off) Whafeme%g happened,?
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The roof's fell in. I said it would, to the year and
the month, but no, she wouldn't have it!

(off) Your dinner's on thetable! 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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ACT THREE

Scene One

The same: but the wallsare 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
afternoons, I don't think !

(with a smile) He'll be driving out a girlfriend, more

likely !

(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 same,

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 best part of three 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 company 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, is it?
My Dave says he's only on the outside of 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'never did!

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 0!

(going on with her sweeping resolutely) Oh, welll
Least said, soonest mended!

(off) Elsie!
(;going to the porch rapidly) Yes?

(off) What about that tea?
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ELSIE: (angrily) Just you wait for your bloody tea !

GEORGE: (off) All right, all right, keep your-shirt on!

ELSIE: (walking back into the room) 11 give h’im tea!
(She continues swee;ing, with quick |
movements)

MABEL: Is your youngz'Erenclh;mani:ﬁp yet?

ELSIE: (with another glance) He's been sniffing round with

the Brigadier. I saw him sticking his penknife in the
wood - showing him the dry rot, you see,

MABEL: Go on!
ELSIE:; I reckon he's getting wise, don't you? (in 2 cautious

half-whisper) He's taking her to court, He told me
this morning,

MABEL: Go on! _

ELSIE: He's not such a bad feller, is he, really?

MABEL: I wouldn't mind a chase of him myself, would you?
ELS_IE: (smiling conspiratorially) She's a scream, that

Hester, eh? Turned fifty and expecting twins !

MABEL: 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,

ELSIE: Did you hear him carrying on the other night?
MABEL: Who?
ELSIE: 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.

MABEL: 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! :

ELSIE: 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 bigoted;,. 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, Hullo, 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 murmur of voices 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. Gorringe! :

'Morning, Brigadier!
'"Morning, 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) Invité 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 ?
She'd love to have you. Nice morning, Mrs. Forbes!
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. swindléd yourself.’. You cooked a report, didn't
you? Simmons told me!

Well, (helplessly) I liked the trees. My mother and
father are coming down - I - (he trails off)

(respectfully) Fair enough.

They could be comfortable here, watch television
all day.

That's right, Mr, Ellis!

(also sitting'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 saneeénough 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 soften you
up, as she put it. 'Invite him down to Chevenham?',
she said. "Wave a title under his nose'.

If only I'd never seén 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

‘morning ! -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 -1 - !

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. My old 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
motive. 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 on him for the truth.

Really ?

I've been studying my 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 a 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'11 - !

(earnestly) Look, why don't you bring them down to
Chevenham, too? :

I'1l bring them down to Chevenham all right, and stick
a lump of dynamite under the rafters and blow the whole
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
air, at once agile)

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 trees':
You've only got to get to know her a bit, Mr. Ellis,
(so preoccupied that he hardly hears.her) I -1 feel
like a prisoner in my own house. It is my own house,
isn'tit? 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. Thomson!

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 myself !

The roof was certainly messy. It was hanging by a
thread, in fact.

You aren't one of the Shropshire Ellises, 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.

Ido, though. (piffing thoughtfully) I 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 here?

You're dead right. And I'm going back as 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't get you very far.

It's worth trying, for three thousand quids' worth of
damages.

'
t

(shaken) How's the pain, Mrs, Forbes?

Oh, it seems better now ! : : :
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JOAN: (to ELLIS) Well, there's nothing more to be said,
then, is there? If you're bent on being nasty, that's
that.

(A contrite silence from all parties)

I
ELLIS: (looking down) I've never.been to law before. I never
thought I would.

(Another silence)

ELSIE: Don't let's part enemies - eh, Mrs. Thomson?

JOAN: (reasonably) You see, Mr, Ellis, I can't really help :

it if the roof falls in. It's been there for over four
hundred years and this was bound to happen some time.

ELSIE: And that was with two world wars, wasn't it, Mrs.
Thomson? -

JOAN: That's right.

ELLIS: But you don't seem to realise my position, Mrs,

Thomson, Any other firm would have sacked me for
putting in that bill!

JOAN: Couldn't you tell them it was an act of God?

ELLIS: 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.

JOAN: The wind.

ELLIS: There wasn't a wind, They can check up on that.
JOAN: A tree could have fallen on it.

ELLIS: (after a pause during which he considers this) Yes,

that's not a bad idea. But they'll want to see the tree.

JOAN: Oh, we can cut down a tree all right, My machine's
' first-class. American job.

ELSIE: | As long as they don't send a surveyor down, Mrs.
Thomson. He could tell.

JOAN: 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 other 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.

You do?
Yes, I do.

(A silehce)
Country populations are up by five or six, you know,
I'm not county population.
Then why do you come and live in the country?
Because I want to.
In that case you must adjust yourself to its habits!
(angry)' What - you think you can just conﬁe round

and make my life hell when you feel like it? There
must be lawns about such things!

' (plunging in) I've 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.

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 me!
And if you don't like it - '

Don't like - !

If it's too old and primitive for you, sell it back!
I'11 pay you every penny you gave me !

But I tell you, I like those trees -1 - (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 misunderstand one thing, Mr, Ellis|
(sharply) It isn't money we're after round here -
it's people, and-a certain type of people! Ever since
you came there's been trouble ! ‘

2?11

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!

(standing up and planting her feet astride) I'll stayin
this house as long as I like! '

I'l 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 !
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ELLIS: (returning abruptly) You've made it hell already !

JOAN: I'm glad!
ELLIS: ' (his fury breaking bounds) It's alwayspeople like you!

All my mum and dad wanted was a holiday in the
country with their 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!

JOAN: You'll have them there as long as I wish! (suddenly
bursting into tears) Get out of my house! You're in
my garden!. You're standing in-my garden!

ELSIE: (sorrowing) Oh, Mrs. Thomson!

JOAN: I know you all hate me! (screaming frantically) I
HATE tenants, I hate you all, I don't want you near
me -~ (breaking down into tears)

MABEL: Oh, dear!
(A pause, in whiéh only JOAN's sobs break
the silence)

ELLIS: (relenting) I'm sorry.

ELSIE; He didn't mean it, Mrs. Thomson.

JOAN: (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!

ELSIE: Oh!

ELLIS: (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 ! _

JOAN: Oh! (advaricing 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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ELSIE: Oh, dear!
JOAN: They're MINE !
ELLIS: (apparently brought to his senses by her hand) Take

your hands off !

(JOAN pulls at him savagely by the :sock
and begins dragging him round. He hops
along helplessly after her)

MABEL: Oh, I say!

ELLIS: How dare you'- !

JOAN: My socks!

ELLIS: Off! You - ! There! (he gives her a smart smack

across the back of the hand)

JOAN: (withdrawing the hand) Oh! On my wedding ring!
(suppressing an immense cry of rage) Now you're
for-it! Just wait and see!! :

(She dashes out through the dining room.

ELLIS stands panting and dazed, staring
after her.

The women have their hands to their
mouths)

ELLIS: (in a2 whisper) Wh - what's she going to do?

(Suddenly the mechanical saw is heard
again outside, but much closer)

ELLIS: She's - !

ELSIE: (out of her wits) Here, she's coming in here with
that saw, Mabel - !

MABEL;: (with a piercing scream) Oh!

ELSIE: 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 other 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 crawlsinto the room)

The trees!
Oh, Lord, I never did!

(The saw deals with more’trees: a wrench,
a whistle, a crash)

My trees!
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(shouting above the saw) I'll stop her - ! (about to
dash off)

(grabbing his arm) Stay here! She'll kill you, man,
if you touch her now!

(The saw goes on with its work, while they
" all watch aghast)

‘(shouting, to ELLIS) They were planted when I was
a boy !

(Another tree goes)
She was in the war, you see!

(ELLIS looks at him in a baffled way but
says nothing.

Suddenly the saw gets louderagain)A
(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 George's up there! GEORGE! GEORGE!
DAVE !

(But their voices cannot beheard 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,
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reminiscent of the one in the last scene.
Again there is the slow drift of dust through
the porch.

Silence. They all stand there listening)

GEORGE: (off) You all right down there?
(ELSIE tries to speak but can't)

MABEL: Dave!

DAVE: - (off) You all right, mﬁm?'
MABEL: Thank Christ! Oh, thank Christ!
DAVE: -(off) We're in the daylight again!
THOMSON: (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 opens it.

~ JOAN stands there, sweating and dishevelled)
(leading her to a chair) Let me get you a drink.
JOAN: (to herself, her head sunk) The trees ...

(The others stand staring at her)

END OF SCENE ONE
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~ ACT THREE

Scene Two

A garden party as in the first scene.
But there are no trees 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,é is music, people are dancing
beyond the arches. The chairs from
the porch: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 round

furtively as he polishes glasses) If you know anything,
keep quiet, : '

It's not like 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 'erh now they've gone:

I can tell you one thing, it's knocked half the value
off the property. There's no screen 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 blasted saw, can't you?
Trying to get up on them chairs, then old Ellis
saying, 'She'll cut her way through the door' '

(to GEORGE and DAVE) Elsie let out such a
scream, and I had a go, too, and there was both of
us struggling with each other ---!' (they all smile
and nod) We can laugh about 1t now but 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 thinking 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 thought 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? Isaid, Well, thank God George and Dave are
all right! Then we sat down and had a good cry.

T'd have g1ven her saw the trees down if I'd been

her old man'

-He ought to have put hlS foot down twenty or thirty

years ago, 1f 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! Joan! 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 table) 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 laughter)

(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 ace 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 momﬂent.ﬁ Board
meeting. Telling them a tree fel] '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 treé was the best thing
that happened to the house, from his point of view.

Oh?

(drinking) We can build our company oﬁ that,
-George. (looking round) If somebody puts up a
cry of hare I'll throttle them'

~ (The BRIGADIER comes in)

- Somebody call? -

2
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.

(taking the plunge) I want you to come in on this
decorating lark.

‘This what?

‘With George and Dave. What I was telling 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)

That's right, Brigadier!

My second proposition is this -- you come in on the
lodge scheme as well.

(as GEORGE hands h1m his drmk) 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 thlS house, Brig. I agree
with your wife.

He won't if §E can help it.

Exactly. I'm just facing facts. It'Il 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'll liven up this blasted hole if it kills
us, eh, Dave? What do you think?
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(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 poorblighter
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 French. 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 <-- ] 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 the place
with my idea in mmd 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?

Your wife's got the key.

Good God!

She's ever there now, pottering about.

(with an astonished glance at the others) Well---!
It means we'll have to leave Hester alone for a
minute, but as long as Ellis doesn't turn 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?

Did he say two thousand a year? That's manager's
money'

But what a damned cheek shovmg a fellow out of
his own house like that'

Well, she always said she --!
(A crash.

The lights go out and the music runs
down)
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What".s up now?
(offy 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}
The sound of pursuit and laughter)
(off) Forward'! Hark forward! To the river'
(off) ‘The river!’

(off; screé.ming 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'

Hullo, Mr. Ellis!
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ELLIS: : H-h-h-h----! (he makes a pathetic gesture)
' What the h-h-h----? |
ELSIE: , It's a garden party, Mr. Ellis. Didn't you get
your invitation, then? :
ELLIS: : (shaking his head) N-n-n-----!
ELSIE: The Captain said you was invited.
GEORGE: Shall I fix you a nice drink, Mr, Ellis?
ELLIS: (nodding) Th-th-th-th-!
GEORGE: There's some of the Brigadier's three-guinea

special here'
ELSIE: ~ 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)

ELLIS: - (recollecting himself suddenly) Cheek?
ELSIE: Not telling you!

ELLIS: - 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'
ELSIE: ‘ That's better, eh?
ELLE: I fooled her that time.
ELSIE: = - Who, Mr. Ellis?
ELLIS: o Hester. I headed her off to the river.
ELSIE: (comfortably) Oh, well, that's good!
ELLIS: (suddenly looking down at the chaif he's sitting on)

How the hell did this 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 ..
in'the house. 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 get chased?

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-class unblended
whisky thrust ifito your 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 roof. 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's 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 his chair
up to ELLIS's) First of all, I want to set up a
board with the Brigadier on it. We need his name,
CBE, 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-sell!

I never 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 really settle 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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Of course.

- She could do all sorts _bf things --- run a water

channel into your basement, cut your telegraph

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 glance)) How much would you give me
for the place? ’

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.' 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?



\ 3.2.31

ELLIS: (after another pause, without looking at SIMMONS)
All right.

SIMMONS: (rising at once with great relief) Why don't you
come and look the place over? You'll see what
I mean'

ELLIS: (also rising) Of-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)

- ELLIS: - You see, they offered me Bangkok. And]I
: took it. '

(He goes out)

ELSIE: | Bangkok?

DAVE: They're posting him there. His jpb'.

ELSIE: Oh! What a pity!

MABEL: 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 right, Mrs. Thomson, he went to look over his
own house with the Captain !

(with a shrewd-glance at her)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 him 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 -

'T 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 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 stolen socks.

(gzaping) Stolen socks?

Yes, he took my socks out of the attic,

Good Lord! That sheds . a:new.light!'

(half to himself) I think-it's a damned shame 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's certainly been a
catalyst,

(gaping at her'agaih) A what?

(CAPTAIN SIMMONS comes in with ELLIS,
He has a paternal hand on ELLIS's
shoulder)

Well, how did the negotiations go, Master?
(orightly) Very well! Mr, Ellis agrees to sell!

o (THOMSON takes the glass of whisky from
GEORGE to ELLIS)

There, 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,

(also to himself) I'll go to a foreign éountr’y_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?

!
Hear, hear!

- (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, hear!

- 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 .occasions, -don't
you?

(dazed) Yes.

(confidentially) I didn't really mind about the socks,
you know. I'm only glad you thought they were 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 acéouhts !

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
there 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, Simmons | She's.on the roof !

There'isn't one!
(striding forward) My wife?

(They all gaze through the afches)
Good God! She's got half the guests up there!

(Shouts of 'Lights out! Lights out !'-, off)

Come on, chaps, this might be fun' (gomg) Get
the lights out, Charles!

Right! (calling back as he strides off) Bring some
bottles up, will you, George? We'll have a roof
party!

(§rabbing a bottle) My wife has the most wonderful
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, "It!s @ long way
-~to Tipperary.") i

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
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make a hunting lodge over there. I don't expect
they'll even buy the house, All they want is a good
time, really. And tonight I'm going to have one too!
I'll let Hester chase me as far as she likes!

Well you can't say you've been bored over here can
you?

And when she's finished chasing me I'll be off. And
they'll never see me again.

What, off tonight?

Well, I haven't got a house to sleep in. And if I
stayed here much longerI'd be without a job too.
I mean, it. gets into your bones, having fun. I bet

‘there aren't many places left where people can have

fun like here - 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
running across the stage. We hear
ELLIS shouting, 'Hare, hare!" and

CAPTAIN SIMMONS shouting, 'Hark forward!

Hark forward!®

The voices and steps die away,
There is silence)

(in'the darkness) I wish.I could go to Bangkok. SolI
would if it'wasn't:for my fatal disease.

(Cries of 'Hare, hare I' come up again, with

ELLIS's voice uppermost. 'Well done,
Ellis !* cames from JOAN The vmces die
awayi

END OF ACT THREE, SCENE TWO
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