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MRS WILLOUGHBY 

MR 1\WJSFIELD 

THREE CHILDREN, NEIGHBOURS E'IC. 



FORBIDDEN AREAS 

The opening dialogues of this piece may appear 
confusing unless it is understood that in their 
conversations with each other the village inhabitants 
are constantly avoiding reference to certain subjects 
which intimately concern their own lives. Their 

chat about farming techniques, jobs and home-life 
is a device, as it were, to fill up the silence 
and make accidental references to certain FORBIDDEN 
AREAS unlikely. Thus the very tihumminess ~~ th~i~./ 
conversation is a source of tension; distrust and, 
in the end, hatred. 
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I. 

OPEI~ COUNTRYSIDE OU A FmE DAY IN 
MIDSUMMER. PAN LEFT OVER C a.niTRY-
SIDE AND DOWN TO ROADWAY WHICH 
STRETCHES LIKE A STRAIGHT CABLE 
BETllEEN FIELDS .AS FAR AS WE CAN SEE. 
IN' TEE DISTANCE A BLACK CAR APPEARS, 
~UlTE ISOLATED IN THE PLAIN. THE 
pACE IS LEISURELY J DENOTlNG UNDYI'l'AIviIC 
COUNTRY HABITS. WAIT FOR IT TO DRAW 
TO A HALT JUST BELOW: THE DRIVER IS 
IN SHIRT SLEEVES, A STRA'U HAT PUSHED 
FORWARD OVER HIS EYES. IT IS A TAXI 
-OF THE COUNTRY TYPE. HE SWITCHES 
THE :ENGINE OFF AND THE Fl(lliL SILENCE 
OF THE C OUNTBYSIDE ESTABLISHES ITSELF. 

UNDYNAllICALLY, THE PASSENGER, FRED 
POfiELL, GETS OUT OF TEE TAXI, STANDS 
FOR A MOMENT LOOKThTG ROUND VffilLE HIS 
HAND SEARCHES H~S POCKETS FOR MONEY. 

HE EOOES TOWARDS TEE CAMERA'S RIGHT 
AND FIXES THERE, GAZING UPWARDp, 
Q,UITE STILL. 

PAN RIGHT ALONG THE ROADTIAY AND THERE 
NOT MANY YARns FURTHER DOVIN IS A TALL 
UOODEN ARCH SPANNlliG THE ROAD, PAINTED 
WHITE AND BEARING 'IHE HORDS :IN BLACK 
PROMINENCE, 'MILITARY .Z.O-NE" '.} NO 
SENTRY. NOTHTIrG TO LEFT OR RIGHT OF 
THE SIIVIPLE ARCH BUT COUNTRYSIDE. AND 
THE ROAD CONTINUES LIKE A STRAIGHT 
CABLE ON TEE OTHER SIDE AS FAR AS WE 
CAN SEE • 

CUT BACK TO FRED AND THE TAXI. HE IS 
TAKING A SUI'ICASE AND' FISHING TACKLE' 
OUT. THEN' AF'IER A NOD TO THE DRIVER 
HE 1 BEG INS WALKING IN TEE D IREC TION OF 
TEE ARCmVAY. .AS HE DOES SO THE TAXI 
BEGmS A SLOW AND LABORIOUS REVmSE 
Irq- THE NARROW ROAD TO GO BACK THE WAY 
IT CAME. ' 

PAN WITH FRED APPROACHING THE, ARCH. 



.... 

CUT BACK TO TAXI WHICH IS HALF T"LJRNED 
n~ THE ROUND. THE DRIVER IS WA'ICHlliG 
FRED IIrO't7ELL TEROUGH THOUGHTFUL EYES; 
HE IS PALE, SWEATING, HIS ARM LEANING 
ONTRE WIND OW LEDGE. 

CUT BACK TO FRED POWELL WALKING. HE 
IS JUST PASSING ut\liDER THE ARCH. WE 
HEAR THE TAXI .GRINDlliG BEHmn HIlI AN'D 
THEN' IT LEAVES. FRED WALKS ON, TOWARDS 
OPEN COUN'IRY, PAST THE ARCH NOll. TEE 
TAXI ENGINE DIES AWAY. 

NOVI THE TITLES ROLL UP. WREN THEY ARE 
FINISHED HE IS m TEE DISTAIDE AND WE 
SEE HIM TAKING OFF HIS JACKET AND THROn­
ING IT OVER HIS SHOULDER, A BIT ENTANG­
LED WITH SUITCASE AND FISHING TACKLE. 

LS OF THE ROAD SHOWS IT DESERTED FROM 
EN'D TO END, EXCEPT FOR FRED. 

THE PRCGRESS OF HIS WALK IS SEEN IN A 
SERIES OF SHOTS. TEE C OUN TRYS IDE 
BECOMES LUSCIOUS, filTH TREES, SIvrALL 
LAKES, WOODED DIPS. HE IS HOTTER 
WI'lH EACH SHOT. 

CUT T'O HIM ARRIVING AT A MILESTONE. 
HE BENDS DOWN AND PEERS AT IT. THE 
WORDS HAVE BEEN SCRUBBED OUT. ~ HE 
PASSES HIS HAND OVER ITS FACE, PEERS 
AT IT AGAlN. TEEN HE GETS UP AND 
CONTINUES WALKING. 

CUT TO 18 OF A FARMHOUSE. THEN FR:ED 
m THE DISTANCE COMING TOWARDS IT. 

CUT TO HIIvl ARRIVING m THE YARD. THE 
. FRONT DOOR IS OPEN. HE LOOKS UP AT 

THE WllinOm, PEERS m AT THE DOOR. 
KNOCKS TEN~LY ~ NO ANSWER. 

FRED: Jsckl 
~ 

CUT TO JACK ,ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE 
YARD; WA'ICHING FRED FROM BEHIND. HE 
IS m FARMER'S GAITERS WITH HIS SHIRT 
SLEEVES ROLLED UP. 

CUT BACK TO FREID) AT THE DOOR'7AY. 

FRED: Jackl 
. ~ 

JACK WALKS FORWARD. AND THEN FRED 
TURNS. ' 

JACK (SOLIDLY) Well if it isn't Fred 
Powell~ How are you Fred? 

FRED: HoW'S yourself? 
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THEY SHAKE RANIS. 

JACK: Did you walk then? 

FRED: Yes, I had to. The taxi- -
wouldn't bring me, not past the----

JACK: vell come in and make yourself 
at home. You'd like a oup of tea I 
expect. 

FRED: I wouldn't mlnd~ 

JACK: Fancy dropping out of the sky 
like that---Fred Powell---let me have 
a look at yous 

HE STOPS AND STUDIES FRED WITH A FIR~lI 
SMILE. 

JACK: What is it, five---six years? 

FRED: Near on. (LOOKING ROUND) 
You've got a big establishment here 
then----

JACK: Not a bad old place is it? 

THEY ADM:IRE IT MUTUALLY. A SHOT OF 
THE EFFICIENT, OUTBUILDINGS. 

JACK: I reCKon it's worth treble what 
I gave for it. 

FRED: Well you was always a worker 
Jack. 

JACK: If I sleep past the clock of 
a morning I'm miserable all day---feel 
wretched---l 

THEY 1VALK m'130 THE HOUSE. 

JACK: Mabel'i 

CUT TO 1JHE NEAT, SPACIOUS LIVING ROOM 
WI 'III A LOUD TICKlliG CLOCK AND SOLID 
SUI'lE • JACK AND FRED ARE JUST C 01~1ING 
IN. THE CURVED WJNDOWS COMMAND THE 
YARD THEY HAVE JUST C avrn: FR01~. 

JACK: She might be down at the 
chickens---!Ylabel, 

FRED: Have you moved them. theIm? 

JACK: The chickens? I'll says 
No more pecking and dirtying the 
house. I don't go in far this broiler 
house stunt because to my"mind it 
don't produce a tasty egg, but I like 
to confine 'em a bit---sit down mate. 



---~~- -~~~~~~~~~~-----------------------........ 

.i. 

FRED SITS DOWN. 
. . 

JACK (-TAKING A SHEET OF NEWSPAPER 
MECHANIC~) Yes I like 'em free 
rang'e but not so free. as to dirty my 
front yard ,(WITH A CHUCKLE AS HE" . 
SPREAIB THE NEWSPAPER ON' OI~ OR' THE 
ARMC·HAIRS AND SITS DOWN). 

FRED: . You haven't ohanged Jaok. 
Same kind of humour. 

JACK: can't say you're different. 
Lined round the eyes. City life, ~ 
suppose. 

FRED: That's it. 

JACK:, Wife all right? 

FRED:: Yes thanks .• 

JACK: And wha·t brings you here? 

FRED: - Jus t to see the old faces. 
Not much work comes in this t1.ma of 
year. so I thought I'd drop down to 
the old plaoe; see how it's ohanged. 

JACK: You l' O\Uld work all, right then? 

FRED: yes; well they fixed that up 
after they--~-

JACK: Good pay? 

FRED: Oh yes. 
have to worry. 
now. 

JACK: Go onl 

Not rioh but I don't 
I've got three boys 

FRED: The eldest wanted to oane but 
I put my foot down. I thought I'll 
have a few days allan my lonesome for 
a ohange _ Well you can't feel free 
can you, not with a kid around; I mean 
it's.different if your wife's with you 
but, well, anyway, he wanted to see 
the manoeuvres, God knows where he got 
the idea, he's mad on soldiering---­
nine years oldl----

JACK (GETTING up) 
find manoeuvres? 

And where would he 

HE GOES TO THE WINnow. 

FRED: Well you know----

JACK: I haven I t even got a shotgun. 



Mabel' ,( OPENlliG THE WlliOOVl FURTHER') 
Oh, there you are. 

MABEL (OUTSIDE) 
t1me----

I heard you the first 

JACK: It's Fred. You retnember---
Fred powell. From down.the old castle---

MABEL ( C 01\UNG INT 0 FR~l1E OU'IS IDE. THE 
WINDOW, WITH BUCKET AND RUBBERED HANDS) 
Fredooio--·S Well I neverJ Here I'll 
just .drop this and I'll. be in·' 

. 
JACK (TURNING FROM 'lliEWllinOW) Knew 
she'd be surprised. . 

. 
FRED: MY wife'S always on about Mabel 
and her cakes, and the way she used to 
throttle a bird----

. , 

MABEL COMES IN, WIPING HER NOW 00-
RUBBERED ELANDS ON HER APR CN • 

MABEL: Well how are you mate? 

FRED: All right. Howts yourself? 
You look a tr~atl 

JACK: Now then, now then" 

MABEL: Leave ll.1m alone·, I don't get 
many compliments' HoW's Rachel then1 

FRED.: Oh shets .fine. I was telling 
Jackj we've got three now, three boys---~ 

MABEL; No go. on, !have you really? 
Well .. that's nice---.I Now then, what 
shall I get you Fred? Would you like 
a cup of tea?: 

'Course he wouldl 
a 

JACK:. 

:MABEL: I know you w~)uld. 
. 

JACK (TO FRED) I take it lik~ a 
sponge, 'all day. 

FRED: Ye~ I remember you was alway~ 
a big tea-drinker, funny how these 
little things c,ome back to the memory, 
isn't it? . 

MABEL: I didn't h~ar no tax1J 

FRED: No I was saying to Jack; he 
wouldn f t OOIJ2 no further than the 
arohway. He seid---.... 

MABEL (CN TEE VlAY OUT) I'll get you 



tea, mate; just you sit there and 
make yourself comfortable. (WITH A 
SUDDENX GALVANISING GLANCE AT JACK'S 
CHAIR) You put newspaper down then~ 

JACK (SUBSIDlliG INTO THE CHAIR AGAm 
AND ONLY HALF ADDHESSlNG HER AS SHE 
GOES AWAY) ~ Well wouldn't you, wi th 
a wife like mine? 

MABEL (·FROM OUTSIDE) Oh go on'l .-
FRED: You're both the same.· It fS 

nioe to see people who haven't ohanged. 
We get so many ohanges"nowadays we 
can't hardly keep pace, can we? I 
never thought five years ago I'd move 
away ~ram here'but there you are, fate; 
in the form of----

JACK: Oh I shoq.ldn't worryl Lloving's 
all right. W1~h I'd done a bit of it. 

FRED: Get fed up with the same old 
place scmetimes? 

JACK:- No not rea'lly. 
do, not really. 

cantt say I 

FRED: Lovely day, Jack. 41 was 
sweltering coming over that hill. 
Quite like the old summers eh, when 
we used to----? 

JACK: Oh the summers "'are all r1gh t • 

FRED: Remember the fishing, down at 
the old Castle? 

JACK: I'll say. 

FRED,: still get down there do you? 

JACK: Well to tell you the truth 
I don't get the'time any more. 

FRED: Sunday mornings; nice and brisk 
and early, poling down to the river ••• 

JACK: That's right. I've got a big 
place here Fred, you see. It's a night 
~nd day job. Couldn't leave it if· I 
wanted to. 

FRED: 
same. 

Go on---you farmers are·all the 

JACK: Well look at the cattle alone. 
I might get a birth in the middle of the 
night. You can't leave cattle----
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FRED: What about holidays Jack? 
Do you get any? 

JACK: Holiday~l 

FRED (ENJOYING IT) Never? 

JACK: Not mel I don't, think Mabel 
and me has ~aXBK seen the sea since 
turned six years, when your Rachel had 
her uncle over and we all stayed down 
at the coast----

FRED: What, not since then? 

JACK: Well first I reckon the air 
here's as good as any sea air and 
second I haven't got the time so----

FRED: But you're allowed to,like? 

JACK: Allowed? to go on holiday? 

FRED: Yes. 

JACK: Well of coq,rse we're allowedl 
Who's to stop q,S? 

FRED: No I just thought~-~-
~ 

JACK: Cliff gets away regular. 
He ~ s got the old blacksmi th' shouse 
down 1n the village. 

FRED: Go onl Old Cliff? 
~ 

JACK: I'm a grandad of---ho1tv many---
oh a~out fifteen now: 

FRED: Well good luck to you. I dont 
reckon there could have been a better 
dad than you was· to the kids. 

JACK: Oh they deserved it. Good 
bunc,h really. And now they've all 
gone·· it's even better (WITH A CHUCKLE). 
She's a bit narky now and then but so 
am I., so it evens out all right by the 
end '01' the week. Good sort, old 
Mabel----

FRED: 
too. 

Tha t 's r ight~ • Good worker 

JACK: Work? She's up before I am 
in the morning _ And I don't think 
she's been 111 a day, touch wood since 
you 'left. 

FRED: Go onl 

CUT TO 'IRE KITCHEN WHICH IS AS SOLID 
.AND CLEAl~ AS THE LIVmG ROOll. TEA 

I 

- I 



IS ON THE BOIL AND MABEL HAS JUST 
FINISHED PREPARING GIANT SLABS OF 
BREAD AND BUTTER. SEE \'1IPES HER 
RANDS ON HER APRON AND GOES BUSILY 
ACROSS TO VmERB THE WALL TELEPHONE 
HANGS, AFTER A Q,UICK,"'1HOROUGH GLA.'KCE 
INTO THE CORRIDOR OU'll3IDE. SHE 
DIALS THREE NUMBERS. 

MABEL (INTO THE PHONE) George! 
Geor8e I Are you ooming up? (AFTER 
A PAUSE) There's a visitor·1 A 
visitorS 

SHE PUTS THE PHWE DOWN WI m A WALLOP 
AND PEEPS ROUND THE DOORWAY AGAlN 
BEFORE GOING BACK TO THE STOVE. 

CUT BACK TO THE LIVING ROOlI. 

JACK: No there's never an animal 
crosses this-yard now Fred, not like 
the old days.. \1hat with chicks under 
your feet and the odd pig turd and a 
calf got loose you never knew where 
to put~yourself. Besides, the muck. 
I used to sluice this yard down regular 
night and morning. Never touch it 
now, bar onoe a week. Rain does the 
rest. 

FRED: It's oertainly spotless Jaok. 
still I like to see a bit of livestook 
about. Gives atmosphere • 

. 
JACK: Yes and a pretty thick one tool 
(WI.rm: HIS CHUCKLE) No Fred you oan 
keep your atmosphere~ I like a clean 
yard and a olean plaoe to l~ve in. 

FRED: Oh I'm With you there.- Can't 
say I oaught a Whiff' of livestook 
coming in. 

l< 

JACK: y1ell I've got -it all meohanised 
mate,. I reckon I put fresh hay down " 
for thirty head of cattle inside an 
hour; and get the muck deposited out 
of sight and out of mind in about the 
same time,. 

FRED: Go on----

MAB~ C a.mB IN WI'IH '!HE' TRAY. 

MABEL: I've out you some bread and­
butter Fred like you used to like it, • . 
FRED: Well that·'s nice Mabel. Tell 
you the truth. I haven't had a bite 
since early morning. . caught the 
firs t train out. 



MABEL (SPREADING A PAPER NAPKIN ON 
THE ARM OF FRED'S CBAIR) Thatts 
right". Here, rest your plate there. 

JACK (S TILL FIXED ON FRED) The only 
t~e an animal passes across that yard 
is on the way to slaughter; is that 
right, Mabel? 

MABEL (GETTING THE TEA) Yes Fred, 
we're a damn sight cleaner than the 
old days, remember the muck we put 
up with? 

JACK: Yes you can keep your atmosphere 
Fred. (TO MABEL) He says a bit of 
muck gives atmosphere. 

I~EL: No you give me a clean farm. 
Labour savingl 

FRED (TAKING A PIECE OF BREAD AND 
BUTTER) \ Yes I suppose it 1s. Of' 
course I remember myoId dad, he used 
to say there was nothing better nor 
healthier than the smell of' muck. 

JACK: Your dad never managed sisty 
head of cattle Without farmhandsl 

FRED: Is that what you've got? 

JACK: As true as I sit here. Is 
that r'ight Mabel? 

MABEL: Sixty-one be next Monday or 
Tuesday if' she gives birth. 

FRED: Well how do you manage for· 
God's sake? 

JACK: It's the mechanisation Fred. 
Of' course ..,I've got girls coming in 
for the milking. But it's all built 
in you see Fred. Automatic sleuces 
f'or the ur~ne., hatch under every 
animal for the heavy stuff, and fresh 
hay coomes in on a track down the 
middle ..• 

FRED: Well all I can say it's changed 
a bit since I 'was herel 

JACK: I'll say. 

FRED:. They must have given you a 
pretty penny to get it all going eh? 

JACK: Oh we got the capital.. All 
that's capital, ain't it? 

MABEL, HAVING FINISHED MINISTERING TO 

l 
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FRED, SITS DOWN ON .AN UPRIGHT 
CHAIR, LIKE SOMEONE TO WHOM SITTmG 
DOW!\[ COMES HARD. 

FRED: Well good luck to you, that's 
all I can say. I mean none of ~s was 
all t~at well off, were we? So I 
suppose it did a bit of good as well. 
It uprooted us, and messed us about, 
and we wasn-'t asked our opinion. we 
was just kind of shot out and that was 
that .• we found ourselves oil the door­
step didn't we; minus a job and minus 
a roof over our heads. Unless we had 
biggish farm~ like you. Of course I 
was S~QiW ata:r:ti:qg,llp 1n tn-e narsery 
business; there w~s no call for it 
here really, was there, after the----? 

HIS SE]1TmCE IS CUT SHORT BY THE 
APPEARANqE OF GEORGE; SMALL .AND PLUMP 
AND JOVIAL IN FEATURE. 

MABEL (GLAD TO JUl\IlP up) Why hullo 
GeorgeS Didn't see you cross the 
yardS . Do you know Fred powell, used 
to live down in the village---he 
popped over to have a look at us~alll 

GEOFGE: Dh how do you do? 

FRED (IN A C (EFUSION OF CUP AiW SAUCER 
AND PLA~ AND PAPER NAPKIN AS HE TRIES 
TO RISE) How are you IIlfr----? 

GEORGE: Just George. 
George me here. 

blABEL: That t s rightJ 

They all 

J!OK: Busy down the village, Georg.e? 

GEORGE: Not so .. bad (SITTING DOWN). 

MABEL (TO FRED) 
ma1l. 

George sorts the 

FRED: Oh yes? I was saying to Jaok 
and Mabel here t it's all changed a btt 
since my t1me, by all accounts. Is 
the post offioe mechanised as well? 

JACK:· I've been telling him about 
my new installations George----

GEORGE SIMPLY LOOKS FROM ONE TO THE 
O'IHER .AS THEY SPEAK. 

FRED: They gave me a certain amount 
of compensation but it could have been 
more. (TO GEORGE) ilhereas what I'm 
saying is, the people who stayed here, 
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like Jaok, got a better deal, with 
all this maohinery and streamlining.' 
I just got the boot, and I had to----

MABEL: Uould you like a cup of 12 a 
George? 

GEORGE: No thanks. 

FRED:, still I mustn't grumble. 

JACK JWITH RELIEF) That's right. 

~UffiEL (TO GEORGE) He's got three 
lovely boys. 

JACK (ALSO TO GEORGE) I reckon he 
took the prettiest girl; in the village, 
anyway; eh Fred?---I don't reckon many 
could have come up to young Raohel~-­
she was a peach when she was a kid; 
I remember the whole village was wooing 
her at one time----

llABEL: . Now then! you'll say a bit 
too much, eh George? 

JACK: Oh, not that Rachel looked to. 
right or left. She waited for her man. 
And there he was. And she stuck to 
him. She neverp1ckled about like 
some of these girls, eh Fred? 

FRED (TO GEORGE) Well, you-know; we 
got married 'early, and then there was 
the kids j snd we're both hard workers, 
60----

THERE IS A BRIEF SILENCE. 

MABEL: 
Fred? 

Would you like anothe~ cup 

.. 
FRED: No thanks Mabel, that was very 
nice _ and I like yo,ur butter. 

JACK: Made in my own machines •. They're 
e sight to behold, I can tell, you. 
Like a show-round Fred? 

NLABEL: The t t sit ,J then I can get this 
place in shape, I haven·'t been round 
with the duster this morningS 

~ 

JACK: I reckon you've been round it 
half a dozen times already--- (TO 
GEORGE) House-proud, she never sits 
still a minutel 

mE :MEN' ALL GET UP. JACK LEADS '!HE 
WAY v7ITH FRED AND THEN GEORGE BEHTIID 
HIM. 



CUT TO MABEL WATCHlliG FROM THE SITTING 
ROO:t[, HER HAND UP TO HER MOUTH, IvID~ING 
HARD, AS THE MEN CROSS THE YARD OUT­
SIDE~ 

CUT TO TEE :MEN ENTERING om' OF THE NEAT 
OUTBUILDINGS. GEORGE IS ALWAYS A LITTLE 
BEHIND. 

CUT BACK TO LIVING ROOM. :MABEL REMOVES 
';VEE 'NEHSPAPER FROM JACK'S CHAIR. MID 
SLAPS THE CUSHIONS. mEN SHE TAKES 
THE TRAY OF TEA THINGS AWAY ~ 

CUT BACK T.o TEE YARD UITH THE M!.N NOW 
S'IROLLllJG ACROSS TO ANOTHER OUTBUILD lliG. 

FRED: And the sliding d6ors---I've 
never seen such an outfitl It must 
have cost a bomb: 

JACK: Not so bad is it? Now the 
pigs are right g.oVin there (,POINTING) 
where their smell only bothers them­
selves. Now as I expect you remem­
ber Fred I've never believed in an 
unexercised pig and I've got well nigh 
three acres down there with electrioal 
fenCing all round and automatic drain­
age, where they~can root and roll as 
much as they please. And .how matny 
head of pig do you reckon I've got 
there George? Abou t tw 0 hundred and 
fifty? 

GEOIDE NODS A GENIAL YES. 
-

FRED; But how do you run it all? 

JACK: Well for the muck I get a 
special clearance squad in once .every 
forty-eight hours; and the sla-qg,hterj;ng 
looked after too, all I do is' sign a­
duplicate saying weight and age and" 
sex and the following morning the job's 
done and I don't even see the animal,. 
just get an invoice as they pass across 
the yard in a truck, and the next week 
a cheque comes in regular as clock­
work, eh, George? 

FRED: Blimey you see some c lle.nges 
don't you? When I tell my wife all 
this she won't believe a wordl The 
village is still there OK is it? 

JACK: Like a run down there now? 
You remember my Cliff don't yoU? 

FRED: Remember him? (TO GEORGE) 
We was best pals 1n the village I 
reckon1 We was always up that old 
castle tower, I reckon we brought 

) 
/" 
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more bricks down off it than was ever 
put upl 

JACK: Uell he married Lil Fields, 
you remember the Fieldses, do yo~, 
they moved too, they're'in the hotel 
line if I heard right--~-

FRED: Go on? 

JACK: C1iff'll be just coming in for . 
hi~ dinner, shall we push off down'then~ 
it'll make a nice break for me too----" 
half a minute I'll just tell the wife---

HE MOVES AWAY FR (M THEM TOWARDS THE 
HOUSE. 

FRED.: Been 1n the village long 
George? 

GEORGE·: Oh yes. 

FRED: Work down at the post office 
you say? 

GEORGE: 

CUT TO JACK IN TEE HALL OF THE HOOSE. 

JACK (CALLING) 
the villageS 

Just taking Fred down 

CUT TO l'IABEL AT KImHEN' DOOR. 

!Y.IABEL: Don't be lat e f or your dinner. 
And no drinks, 

JACK: I'd like to see you drink with 
George at your elbowS 

HE GOES AWAY BUT STOPS AGAm. 
,... 

JACK: Er---Cliff comes in a bout now 
don't he? 

f..,~ 
MABEL: l1hat, you taking,(over 1ihere? 
He'll just. be sitting down to his dinner 1 

JACK: Oh well, once in a while.- W'e 
don'·t get many visitors. 

CUT :BACK TO FRED AND GEORGE. FRED 
IS SHO~G SIGNS OF POOR MORALE, 
HAVING BEEN ALONE WITH GEORGE. 

GEOIDE: That's rigllt. 

JACK COMES INTO FRAME. 

JACK: Well letts push off shall we? 
I reckon Cliff'll be glad to see you. 



FRED: Yes it's a long time you 
know---five years---

'4 

JACK: His kids are at school, which 
if you knew 'em you'd think a mercy, 
because they're the noisiest set of 
blighters in the village. though I am 
their grandfather, eh, George? 

JACK UNLOCKS A FLAPUP DOOR AND IN am 
EASY· MOVEMl!NT HAS TEE GARAGE OPEN. 
INSIDE THERE IS A DOORLESS VEHICLE 
'THAT COULD BE A LAND ROVER tJERE IT­
NOT FOR ITS PEClQLIAR WING ATTACmiEN'I6 
AND STRIKING WHITE PAINTfIORK. 

FRED: ~ Blimey what the hell's that, 
an aeroplane? 

JACK: Goes like ,orie. Half a jiffy, 
It 11 just baok her out'. (AS HE GE'IS 
m) She'll go up a muddy one-in­
three without even ooughing, and 
there's no gear-ohange;l -

FRED: Go on,' 

JACK BACKS TEE VEHICLE OUT AND FRED 
SwnIES IT. 'HE GIVE3 HIS ATrENTI<N 
TO THE LICENCE PLATE WHICH IS ~OOO. 

FRED: That's a quaint lioenoe plate 
isn't it? 

JACK: Oh that-'s a village number. 
Got our own olassification now, well 
you see we needed it; with the re­
organisation, it stood to reasonl 
eh George? 

FRED (AS THEY GET rn) Have you got 
four thousand vehioles in the village 
then? 

JACK: Four thousand? (WI'lH A 
LOOK AT GEOBGE). I should say six 
thousand, to be on the safe Side, eh; 
George? 

FRED: wihat---in th~s----? 

JACK (STARTING UP LOUDLY) Hold on 
to your seat mate, this is a rough bit 
of path1 

HE TAKESTBEM AWAY WITH A JOLT AND THE 
LAST OF THE SHOT ,IS FRED CLUWHlN:; THE 
SIDES OF HIS SEAT. 

CUT TO ROAD AS M4000 DRIVES CN TO IT. 

IS OF SMALL VILl.AGE WITH 114000 APPROACH­
ING IT ON A DOWNWARD SLOPE AT SPEED. 
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M3 OF VILLAGE SHO!¥S IT PEACEFUL, 
HUGGED WITH TREES. 

CUT TO M4000 DRAWING UP IN mE 
TINY MAm S'mEET WHICH IS REALLY AN 
AVENUE mTrVEEN DETACHED HOUSES OF 
VARIOUS ~POCHS ON EITHER'SIDE. 

FRE:D (GETTING OUT) Well I think 
you deserve a drink after that, Jack. 
Bumpy but fast ~ ~ 

JACK: Marvellous ien' tit? Smooth-1 
Why I don"t reckon I've been,4n a real. 
de luxe saloon car tha t,t s smoother. 

FRED (LOOKING ROUND) Well this 
hasn't changed! I don't reckon a 
tree! s been felled ev~n'l 

JACK: That's right. Cliff's got. 
that little house----(POIN~) 

FRED; Where 'the blacksmith used to 
be? 

JACK (AS TREY WALK DOWN THE GARD:EN" 
PATH) ,It was like the black nole 
of Calcutta when they took it over. 
You oug ht to have seen it I I reckon 
theqld chap hEl.dn't put a broom to the 
place for' nigh on. thirty years, let 
alone a scrUbbing brush. No lavatory. 
He h~d one tap of oold water; God 
knqws how he mans,ged f or a shave on 
a frosty morning. Well they ripped 
open the insides and it's like a 
palaoe now~ 

JACK LOOKS m AT THE FRONT WINDOW'. 

JACK: You there L11? (TAP TAP ON 
TEE VlnmOW) 

LIL'S VAST VOICE: Eh? 

JACK: It's Jack' 
.. 

LIL'S VAST VOICE: He; s .. just de-
greasing hi,sself"1 

JACK: Well open .up t 1 t 's vis i tq:-' s I 

LIL'S VAS T VOICE: Visitors? 

A WINDOW IS PUSHED OPEN WITH GREAT 
VIOLENCE UPSTAIRS AND LIL BURSrrs CN 
US. ' 

LIL: Oh hullo George. 
He's in the bathroom. 

(TO JACK) 



JACK: Remember Fred powell? 

LI~: Fred---? Uell bless my vaul, 
it~'s Fred Powell·, Here Cliff--~-S 
(CALLING OUT BEHIND HER) Your old 
pal's back Cliffl (TO FRED) He 
ta+ks about you a rare lot---you wait 
till he sees youS (AT A LOSS WHETHER 
TO PUT HER HEAD IN AND CALL CLIFF OR 
STAY BELLOWING DOWN AT FRED) Cliff·S, 
(TO FRED) He'·s getting the grease 
offl CLIFF 1 

SHE POLLS HER HEAD IN BUT JUS T AT THAT· 
MOMENT CLIFF APPEARS AT THE WINDOW -TOO. 
THE TOWEL HE IS WIPING HIMSELF ON ALMOST 
AS-BLACK: AS HIS FACE AND HANDS. HE' 
PEERS DOWN AT THEM RA'mER LlXE A 1v1ECH­
ANIC n~TO A ,CYLINDER HEAD, WITH LIL 
AT HIS SIDE. 

CLIFF: Well would you believe itl 
It's FredS Old Fred I 

JACK: He dropped in this morning. 
Talk about surprises 

CLIFF :\1ell 0 ome in mate. 
believe it; old Fred powel;L. 
given you v.pp for goad mate. 
Rachel, all right? 

FRED: Yes thanks Clif~' 
look so bad yourself'S 

flould you 
ltd 

How's 

You don't 

LIL: Here come ·on. don"t stand talk­
ing 'at the window all the time. 

CLIFF : She'll be down to open up. 

'lHEY LEAVE THE wmoow. 
JACK: Of course I forgot you two was 
rare playmates. (TO GEORGE) Talk 
about larks, you ought to have seen 
these twol 

LIL opm~s THE DOOR. 

LIL: Come in I ~ I was jus t gett ing 
his dinner on the table. 

FRED: Look duck don't you worry about 
me, I had a plat~full of bread and butter 
down at your in-lawses---

LIL: Don't talk silly, you'll have a 
bite with us, I don't promise anything 
speoial but~--- . 

CUT TO GLEAMmGLY NEAT BACK ROOM 
OPENING THROUGH FRENCH ;}INDOWS ON TO 



A SUNNY GARDEN AS ·THEY ALL OOME IN. 
THE TABLE IS LAID FOR Tl{O~ 

FRED: Well this is nice. 

LIL: It wasn't when we moved in, eh, 
J.ack? 

JACK: I was just telling him---­

LIL: I reckon the builders was a 
week getting the dirt off the walls, 
before they started replasteringl 

FRED: 

LIL: He never looked after hisself 
after his wife died, you see. 

CLIFF CLUMPS INTO THE ROOla, HIS 
SLEEVES ROLLED UP. 

CLIFF: Well how are you Fred? 
t 

FRED (AS THEY SHAKE HANDS) Not s6 
dusty! I don't see as you've ch8.rJiged 
muchl 

OLIFF: Ju~t a bit more grease, that's 
all. 

. 
FRED: You·'ve made this place anyhow. 

CLIFF: You ought to ha~e seen it when 
we moved in, eh, dad? 

JACK: Yes I've been telling htm. 

FRED:· still working at the Barn Cliff? 

OLIFF:' Barn? NoJ Didn't dad tell 
you?--~I started up on my own. -1 
reckon I've got forty vehicles standing 
in my' place at the moment. 

·FRED : Go anI 

CLIFF (AS TEEY ALL PREPARE TO SIT 
D01~ llIN THE PORCffiVAY BEYOND THE FRENCH 
WINDOWS) Come and take a seat 
George. You know George do you Fred? 

FRED: Oh yes. 

CLiFF: Yes I've got a place down by 
the church-~--

FRED: Go on., where the stables used 
to be? 

CLIFF: That's right. I ripped out 
the stables----(TO JAC~) they as good 
as ~ apart; didn~' t they? 



JACK: 1,'11 sayl 

CLIFF: ,Than I sunk a few repa1r bays 
underground, pressure-gear and all. 
Gh there's nothing missing in my place, 
not for up-to-date eqUipment. I'll 
show you after we've had a bit of 
dinner. 

JACK: I reckon Fred'll be fed up with 
being shown round, after my place; ;~ht 
Fred? 

FRED (TO CLIFF) Your dad's place has 
changed too eh? I don't know how ne 
gets the work donel . 

CLIFF: Well same as me. It's all 
system nowadays. I never have to 
worry about getting rid of my used 
011 like I used to. None of them 
blinking barrels full of 011 lying 
round half a year like we used to at' ... 
the Barn.. They cone and collect i t---;' 

Go on? 

CLIFF: Oh yes, it's all oxgen1sed 
nowadays. Vlell that leaveS me free 
to do the job, you see,. In the old 
days you never knew what was coming in., 
and What was trying to get out---the 
barn door never got closed 1n thirty 
years I reckon" there was always a 
truck or half' a dozen broke-down 
trac·tors stuck in front of it. 

FRED: 

CLIFF: And how ahout you Fred? 
life -t're~ting you all right? ~ 

FRED: Oh not so dus"ty. '. It was a b 1 t 
of a break, moving awa; like that. " 
Well it 1s~ isn't it~ if you~ve been 
borri in a place, and we was alwayS 
like one b!g'family really, wasn't· 
we? I mean, it wasn't really dull; 

. -
JACK (~WITH A WINK AT GEORGE) You two 
saw to thatl 

FRED: What I would have liked would 
have be'en to get a job in town and 
keep the place here---itts only ten 
miles down the road, after all. 

CLIFF: That's right. 

FRKD: But no, some bloody great 
bulldozing scheme comes along and the 
human beings :don't get oo~nsidered, 



If 

I mean I know I got compensation 
but---

CLIFF: Would you like a drink 
George? 

GEORGE: Not hanks _ 

CLIFF:- What about you Fred? 

FRED: Oh well. 

CLIFF: I've got so~ beer in the 
cellar. How about that? 

FRED : Yes well, .. the. t 's very nice. 

CLIFF GETS UP AND CROSSES THE LIVING 
ROOM WHILE THE OTHER THREE C CNTINUE 
TO SIT THERE, IN SILENCE. FRED 'JOGS 
HIS LEG, JAC~AKES HIS HANDKERCHIEF 
OUT AND BLOiS HIS NOSE, GEORGE SITS 
Q,UI'IE IMPASSIVE. A SLOW FADE. 

OPlN AGAm ON CLIFF'S LOFTY GIRDER]§) 
GAR.AGE, WHICH IS FULL OF M4000-TYPE 
VEHICLES, ALL PAINTED WHITE, W'ITH 
'!HEIR STRANGE WmG ATTACHMEN'IB'; - AT 
FIRS T WE ONL Y SEE CLIFF A~ID FRED, AND 
m THE BACKGROUND YOUTHFUL MECHANICS. 
SOUND OF SPRAYS AND HAI~ERlNG. 

FRED: These attachments; Cliff, 
what kind of pu~ose do they serve like? 

CLIFF: Oh well, you know; they're 
safe.. If you go over sideways on one 
of these tricky slopes you need wings 
to my mind,_ 

FRED: Yes I suppose you do. 

CLIFF: You see (AS THEY WALK ON), 
what we did was trim. thi'ngs dom to 
their basiCS. 

FRED: Oh yes. 

CLIFF: Instead of equipping our-'" 
s~~ves with every car on the market 
we put in an order for this lot~ 
custom built. ~ell; it stands to 
reascn, we"ve got all tne spare 
parts, we can streamline the ~a1nten­
ance right doWn~ 

FRlID: still, I'm surprised everybody 
wants the same vehicle though. TheY've 
got no doors either. 

CLIFF: ' Well they're all purpose like. 



FRED: They woo.ldn't be all purpose 
for 'me. Bloody draughty I should 
think. 

CLIFF: Yes I can strip one of these 
down and get it back on the road inside 
an hour; even if it·' s a different 1a1. 

F~ED (TAPPING ONE OF THE WING ATTACH­
~~) They look like machine-gun 
grips· if you as~ me._ 

CLIFF: Maohine gunsl Listen to 
that, 

AT TEA. T MOMEN' T, AS TEEY PASS BE TlVEEN 
THE VEHICLES, GEORGE APPEARS, WAITmG 
FOR THEM. 
CUT TO TEE 'IHREE OF THEr~ WALKnG ALONG 
THE DESERTED VILLAGE STREET, RETURt.'fING 
TO CLIFF'S HOUSE. 

FRED: still go down the Duck~of an 
evening? 

CL'IFF:' Oh yes. 

FRED: Used to have sone good times 
down at the Duck, eh? 

CLIFF: That's right. 

FRED: Of course I see it all with 
rose-tinted spectacles. The past 
w~sn't all roses but still, yo~tve got 
to----

CLIFF: We've got quite a big tea 
party by. tHe looks of it. 

SHOT OF LANE OUTSIDE CLIFF'S 'HOUSE 
\VI'm TifO OR. THREE IDm;TICAL WINGED 
VEHICLES PARKED. 

CLIFF: Good' thing Lil made a cake 
yesterday. I said, make a cake Da:te., 
you never knoWll who might callI 
Thatf~ providence. e~ Fred? 

CUT TO THE HOUSE; ON THE FRONT DOOR 
AS 'mE .THREE OF ,THEM STROLL TOWARDS 
IT. VOICES "DRIFT OUT. 

.CLIFF: 
tea. 

Not often I break off for .. 

FREDf G.o on, do you good, Cliff. 
Mustn't turn into a machine yen 
know. Get like your dad if you're 
not careful--- (AS AN AFTERTHOUGHT) 
eh George? 

CUT TO LIVING ROO3:~ WITH CHAIRS .AND 



.Z.I 

TABLE SET BE;YOND THE FRENCH 'v1INDOWS 
AND EXTENDING INTO THE BUSHY GARDEN. 
'lHERE ARE JACK .AND :M.AJ?EL. NOW DRESSED 
FOR THE OCCASION, LIL1~NO LONGER IN 
HER APRON, AND CNE OTHER COUPLE, 
MR AND ·MRS fln.,LOUGHBY. THE TABLE IS 
LAID FOR TEA WITH A GREAT DARK CURRANT 
CAKE IN THE l~IDDLE ON A PAPER DOIIX • 
THERE ARE DAINTY SANDWICHES WITH THE 
CRUSTS CUT OFF. IT IS ALL FARMHOUSE 
FARE; SERVED IN 'mE OLD F .!R1lliOUSE WAY·, 
BUT WITH GLEAMING EFFICIEl~NCY AND A . 
SUGGESTION OF MO~E THAN RUSTIC AWARE­
NESS •. 

THE 'IEREE MEN C OMID: IN. 

LIL: Come in Fred. 

FRED: We~ look at this. 

LIL: Funny I should bake a cake 
yesterday. I usually get our cake 
at the stores but Cliff said go on 
let's have a home-made cake for a 
change. He must have read the stars 
I reckon. 

CLIFF: Just what I said. 

POLl 'IE LAUGHTER. 

MABEL: I expect you'll recognise 
some old faces Fredl 

FRlID: I'll say I do.. HOW are you 
Mrs Willoughby? 

'lHEY SHAKE HANDS. 

MRS WILLOUGHBY: Hullo Fred. You 
haven't Changed, has he; Arthur7 

WILLOUGHBY: How long 1s it? (AS 
TREY S~AKE HANDS-) Five years? 

FRED: Thatts right. 

WILLOUGHBY: Raohel keeping all 
right Fred? 

FRED: We've got three fine boys now. 

WILLOUGHBY: Go on; have you? 

FRED: And hOVi'S the loca1 police 
force1 still wag1ng~ war on delinquents 
like Cliff and me? ' .. 

WILLOUGHBY: rlell it was a bit more 
peaceful when you left~ 

SAVING CRIES OF 'OH! t FROM THE VlOl\~ 
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1. 2.: 

AND FIRM LAUGHTER. 

LIL: Uell sit down all. I'll 
help you\.t:tth plates. It's better 
on your lap, isn t tit (.TO MRS V1ILLOUGH­
BY)? More informal., 

MRS WILLOUGHBY: That's right. 

THEY ALL SIT DOWN AND THE 'lEA BOOmS. 

FRED (TO MRS WILLOIDHBY) Yes they 
gave me a week off and the wife said 
why ~on't you slip down home while I 
get the house straight. Ue always 
call it home. She didn't do the 
spring cleaning this year because 
mother was took bad; still she's all 
right now touch wood--~-

~~L: Oh thatts good. 
your mum. Good Bort. 

I liked 

FRED: s~e had a bit of bronchitis; 
I was afraid of pneumonia; still we 
made her comfortable, gave her one 
of the kiddies' rooms, with a gas­
fire and al~. So she didn't do so 
bad,. 

WILLOUGHBY: G01r a nice place over 
there Fred? 

FRED: Three larg~ bedrooms, anyway. 

~lILLOUGHBY: Oh well, you're not 
doing so bad thenl 

-
FRED: To judge by what I've seen 
alit'eady it's you lot who've moved up 
a bitl 

WILLOUGHBY: We haven't done S:o bad 
either, eh, George? 

FRED: What beats me is how they 
olose the blinking ~e.mesl I found 
myself without a roof over my head---~ 
between one day and the next~ 

WILLOUGHBY: I"reokon it had to do 
wi th your line of.' work~ 

FRED: And then again you· get other 
people saying it had to do with where 
you lived., Now our plaoe was down 
by the moat and God knows haw many 
surveyors we didn't have down, poking 
around. And I bet the plaoe is still 
standing empty. 

LIL: Here's your tea Fred. 



FRED (TAKING CUP AND SAue ER ) . Oh 
that's very niae. 

LIL: Help yourself .to sandwiches. 
Don't stand on ceremony. We're still 
the same old family underneath: 

FRED (TAKING ABANDHICH) . Thatt,s what 
I like to hear\ ~e had damn good 
tim~s, I Cbn t t care what anybody 
says. I've been living a hundred 
miles down the line for five years 
noW and I don't think I've ever met 
such a miserable set of blighters. 
Oh they're not so bad really, we go 
down the pub -of a saturday nig~t 
sometimes but it's nothing like the 
old get-togethers we used to have 
down at the Duck. 

WILLOUGHBY: I think you oan get a 
lot of hate in these village~, just 
the same .. 

FRED:\ Oh you ge t tha t everywhere. 
I say we've all got hatred in us if 
we like to give way to it. What I 
mean is we was none of us engels, 
but we had a good life; that's all, 
we stuck together. 

LIL IS HANDING TEA TO THE OTHER 
GUES'IS • 

!vms \7ILLOUGHBY: Do you remember 
Doreen, Fred? 

FR:ED: Doreen? I'll say I dol 
Don't tell me she's got a house full 
of kids tool 

LIL: Listenl 

MRS WILLOUGHBY: She's got qu1te a 
position now I believe S 

FRED: Has she really? . And m.e still 
l1ves next door does she? 

WILLOUGHBY: Oh yes. 

FRED: Vlell that's wha"t I mean (TO 
MR WILLOUGHBY). You can't say she 
had essent~al work, I mean she dra-a 
bit of embroidery and chair covers 
when her poor old mum died but you 
wouldn't call it essentiall 

WILLOUGHBY: I don't reckon they had 
the heart to shift her, myself. 

FRED: Why not? 



WILLOUGHBY: Well;· you know, a 
single wom~n? al+ alone. 

FRED: What, do you mean to say s{le 
never got IIlBrried? 

0, 

JACK: Not after she~ waJLked oUt' With 
you matel 

FRED: Go onl 

1m3 WILLOUGHBY: You must have made 
an impression that stuckI 

rrHE WOMEN IDHO THIS WITH LAUGHTER: 

FRED: \'1e1l would you believe i t,l 
NoW I'd never have said young Doreen 
was the single type, would yoU? She 
always doted on Kids. 

WTI.LOUGHBY: Oh there's time yet I 
suppose. Though she is turned thirty 
one. 

MRS WILLOUGHBY: Thirty two. 
;wo years younger than me. 

JACK: Uell that's honestl You don't 
often get women volunteering their 
agesl ... 

WlLLOUGHBY: Sou wait till she's 
turned forty, she won>t be so honest 
then:l 

LAUGHTERi. 

CLIFF: We asked Doreen in to tea 
Fred-. But no. As shy as ever. 
When you knock at the door she goes 
all of a tis-w.as. Tha t right mum? 

FRID: But fancy her not finding a 
husbandS 

LIL: She didn't evam lookS After 
you went to church With Rachel I 
reokon she thought she'd close up 
shop and live on the memoryl 

" " 

MORE LAUGHmt. 

FR:ED: Well they tell me I'm not a bad 
looker but I've nev'er cl~ssed myself 
as a Romeo. 

LIL: It's not looks that aecide a 
woman. 

FR:ED : What is it then; character? 
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LIL: Uell I reckon a girl who's 
not married by that age.never intended 
to marry and. ne ver willS 

CLIFF: She said ~he'd like to see 
you, if you had the time. 

JACK: Ay aY'I 

MABEL: The fast hussyS 

LIL: Sssh-' 

LAUGHTER. 

FRED: I liked young Doreen thoqgh. 
Very-sincere type of girl. But she 
never had much ~ in her. Of course 
I reokon her motlier did that. Always 
'Doreen do this' and.'Doreen do that', 
the poor kid never got a chance to 
look at herself if you see what I 
mean. 

WILLOUGHBY: Oh she does all right 
you know. The oottage belongs to. 
her like it did to her mum and she 
"gets a month by the sea every year. 
I believe she'll be on the~sohool 
board this next quarter_ 

FRED: Vfuat, is she a teacher then? 

WILLOUGHBY: 
diploma. 

Inspector. Took a 

FRED: Go onl It must have been 
after I left then because as f~ as I 
reme:mber she ,was fitting chair covers. 

- - . 
CLIFF: She l' oun,d ou t hoW? olever she 
was •. It's marvellous what you can do 
when you'rel. forced to. 

FRED: ~.why, she had her mum's money, 
didn't she? And the cottage :is: hers • 

... 
CLIFF; \""fell I mean she couldn't have 
stayed on without doing sonethingj 
could she? ' 

FRED: 'Why not? 

A PAUSE. 

CLIFF: Well she went in for these" 
exams anyway. "She had to get w.orkj 
she----

THE OTHER GUESTS ARE STIFF WITH SILENCE. 
CLIFF DOESN'T FINISH. 

LIL: Have sorre more tea Fred? 



FRED·: Oh thanks very much. 

SHE HELPS HIM TO MORE TEA. 

WILLOIDHBY: You oo'uldn't have 
brought better weather with you Fred, 

FRED.: I hope it lasts out the week .. 
I want to get sorre' fishing in. 

\ 

~ 

JACK·: Oh I noticed your fishing 
tackleS 

FRED: Yes; we had a busy winter at 
the offfice, then mwm was took bad, so 
I didn't get a holiday. 

MABEL: It~s a wonder Rachel didn't 
come, kids as well, just to see the 
old facesS 

FRED: No she was dead set on getting 
the ~ouse straight, so I thought, well. 
best not to argue, she can probably do 
With a wee~ less of my company anywayl 

~ 

MRS WILLOUGHBY: Oh go onl 
. 

FRED: No well I ~ean you don't always 
want to be in each other's hair do YOU? 
And she knows I 11ke a bit of fishi~. 
Well it's no. fun for her to came down 
here and sit on the river-bank for 
three hour~ at a t~e listening to the 
birds is it? I mean a fisherman 
isn't fascinating company, not by any 
stan~ards~ 

CLIFF: I always used to wonder!' at 
your patience Fred. 

FRED: Oh well I sit and sort of half 
doze. It's a rest more than amythlng. 
Oh while. I remember it I suppose old 
Mansfield still lets rooms at the Duck, 
eh j Jack? 

JACK (TO WILLOUGHBY) 
for sooms now? 

HoW is he fixed 

WILLOUGHBY: 
any more. . 

I doubt if the Duck lets 

FRED: ,Oh, why is that? 
Mansfield go? 

Did old 

WILLOUGHBY: .. Oh he's still there. 
as large as life, but I think his 
brewery ch~nged and they cut out the 
bed and breakfast lark~ 

FRED: Oh I see. More bulldozing. 

WILLOUGHBY: Uell there was never any 

l 

I 

I 
I 

~ 



~. 

real call for it. There might be 
somebody wanting a room once or twice 
a year, and then usually a oontractor 
or a commercial traveller, and as a 
rule they prefer private rooms, it's 
cheaper. 

FRED: still old Mansfield did you 
proud. I'll never forget his break­
fasts. When we was moving out, or 
ratber being shot out, he served me 
up one-morning with three damn great 
slices of roast beef and a pint of 
wallop---for breakfast, mind---eight 
o'clock in the morning believe it or 
not. I could take it in those days. 
Damned. if I could now. \leU you 
get sedentary in) '.offices. The 
digestion starts packing up~ 

~ JACK: Anway you're all right for 
dinner ton~ght, Fred; along of us; 
it's all organised. Cltff and Lil 
are coming up with the kids, so we'll 
have quite a party~ And I expect 
Mabel knows what you like, eh; Mabel? 

MABEL: I'll say I dol Fred and his 
meat puddings used to be famousl 

FRED: Mea t pudding? Mea t pudd 1ng 
tonight? Well bless my soult 

lAUGHTER AT HIS RAPT DELIGHT. 

1UWEL: It won't be the first I've 
made for you eh Fred, not by a long 
way? Remember yo~ and Cliff creeping 
in at two o'clock of a morning and 
eating it cold in ;the kitchen? 

FRED·: .! remember, but you was supposed 
to be asleep I 

CLIFF: Sleep---~? She always kept~ 
one eye open. 

MABEL (TO MRS WILLOUGHBY) I always 
used to reckon it out, I'll make enough 
meat pudding for the boys when they 
come in hungry tonight at two o'clock 
~n the morn~ngl Talk about- laughS 
Of course they always used to think 
I didn't notice. Boys are like that 
aren't they? The games these two 
used to get up tol I was frightened 
sometimes. Old constable Shawley used 
to clump~ clump across our yard in 
the morning sometimes, I always remember 
the sound of 4,is boots;, and he used 
to say, your son and young Fred Powell 
has·been up to mischief again, Itts. 
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FRED (TO CLIFF") And he never even 
put in a report did he? Good old 
stick, Shawley. 

WILLOUGHBY: Yes, I served under him 
for nigh on fifteen years, and I dion' t 
think I once saw that man in a temper. 
And that's how you keep: a village in 
order.. _You've got to be patient, and 
use a bit of wisdom instead '01' the 
back of your hand, however much your 
hand. wants you to use it. 

DEFERENTIAL LAUGHTER • 
.. ' 

F,RED: There's one thing I have 
noticed and ·that's how there don't 
seem to be many people about in the 
vill·ag·e. Now that"s a big change 
from. my day. You had to step over the 
kids not ten years backf 

WILLOUGHBY: 
course. 

Well a lot moved out of 

FRED: You mean a lot was shoved out. 

WILLOUGHBY: Well we've all been mucked 
about a bit., the ones who stayed as well. 

FRID: Oh yes ,j T'm not saying that'. 
What I mean is I wouldn't like living 
in a deserted village----

WILLOUGHBY: Oh it's not desertedl 

MRS WRLOUGHBY: The children are all 
at sohool. You wa1t till they get 
out, eh, George? 

FRED: But we used to hear the ir 
voices, 1~s Willoughby:' There used to 
be a terrific sh1ndy across that green 
by the ohuroh • 

.. 
JACK: You wait t1ll C11ff's kids get 
going up at our place ton1ght mate. 
You'll be dreaming of ,deserted villages 
then. 

WILLOUGHBY (TO .FRED) The school 
buildings are new; that's why. TheY've 
got a w~ll fifteen feet high so the 
noise don't penetrate. They've got 
SWimming., all Borts J down there. They 
can do what they 11keS In fact;" they're 
on holiday, and they still go down there. 

FRED: Yes well I suppose there's the 
positive side too. I can tell you 
what does beat me though and that's the 
vehicles you drive about in. 
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WILLOUGHBY: Oh, our village carsl 

FRED: Now suppose ltd decided to 
drive over, wouldn't my jalopy look 
eccentric? It?s got doors to start 
with. And it don't look as if it 
wants to take off all the time. 

CLIFF: Well you wouldn-'t have got 
it thr·ough mate .• 

FRED: Eh? Not past the aroh you 
mean? 

CLIFF.: That's right. 

FRED: What" , you mean you never get 
another vehicle in? 

CLIFF: - Well, the delivery trucks. 
But aside from that not muoh come~ in; 
without a special permit that is; eh, 
dad? 

FRED: But what about your friends? 
Suppose they want to slip over for an 
evening's nag or a game of cards? 
what happens then? 

CLIFF: Well we usually meet them a~ 
the gate and drive them in ourselves. 
The point is t~is, the village is 
streamlined; it's out right down to its 
essentials, and if we had all the 
vehicles under the sun---

JACK: And then the sightseersl ~1e~ve 
had them, eh, George, in their hundreds? 

CLIFF: You can't stop people walking 
over but you can limit the cars. At 
one time I can remember a hundred or 
more cars parked outside here, you 
couldn't move; as for driving 1n or 
out you'd nad it. 

FRED: Yes I suppose" you oouldn't 
function really; not if you didn't-have 
some kind of bar. 

CLIFF: Then they'd start breaking 
down;, and be i~g the onl y garage in the 
Village it'd ~;all.fall on me.. I've 
got as much a"s I can do coping with 
this lot, let alone cars fran outside. 

LIL: I can see what Fred means 
though. We used to be more of a 
family----I don't suppose we have a 
sit-down like this more than once or 
twice in 8, twelvemonth, eh; Mr Willough­
by? 

JACK: There IS no time, to start Wi thl 
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FRED: But sure~y to God you have. 
holidays? 

CLIFF: Oh they send us off for a 
month or a ~ouple of weeks, everything 
paid._ 

FRED: 'They'? ~Tho's 'they'? 

CLIFF: Well, I mean we're organised 
right up to the hilt, down to the hotel 
bookings and all, and •••• 

HE STOPS, WITH EVERYONE'S EYES ON Hill • 

GEORGE: Got another· cup of tea there 
Lil? 

ALL EXCEPT FRED SEEI\~ TO TAKE GEORGE'S 
INTERJECTION AS A REPROOF~ 

GEORGE HOLDS OUT HIS CUP AND SAUCER 
ViHILE LIL POURS. TEE OPERATION IS 
DONE IN SILENCE. 

eu OF FRED GAZING ACROSS AT GEORGE. 

FRED: You always been in the post 
office 11ne George? 

KACK: No; he only started up, when 
was it George, a oouple or three years 
ago? . 

GEORGE, STIRRING HIS .~, NODS GlN'IALLY. 

FRED: And do you like it here~George? 

MABEL: "He's on the" go so muoh I dOn't 
suppose he gets time to ask hisself, 
eh George? 

GEORGE NODS AGAJN. 

FRED (LEANING FORWARD) But George, 
what made you come here? 

GEORGE (IN SOME; CXYNFUSI<:N) WeJLl I 
just come. ; 

FRED: Oh! 

CLIFF (GETTING up) I'll take y 00. 
across to Doreen's)Fred, she'll be 
dying to see you. She asked mp 
specially. 

JACK (ALSO GETrING UP) Vlell I'll 
have to push back. We're ~nactive 
but the animals ain't , I always sayS 
(TO NILLOUGHBY) Wouldn't it be nice 
if animals stopped producing muck 
for jus t an hour, :Ii 0 gl ve us a re st? 
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WILLOUGHBY (RESPONDING WITH AS MUCH 
GOOD CHEER AS HE CAN :MANAGE) That's 
rightS 

FRED: But'you mean you came with the 
army George----? 

CLil"""T (GRABBIr~G HD,1) Come on matel 

FRED GETS UP RELUCTANTLY AND IS MORE 
OR LESS PROPELL,ED OUT BY"CLIFF'S ARM 
AND TEE COIL:EDTIVE WILL OF THE GUESTS. 
T'".rlEY HAVE ALL RISEN NOW·.AND CROVID 
TONARDS THE LIVING ROOM. TRYING TO 
MAKE IT SEEM TEE NATURAL END OF .ANOTHER 
TEA PAR TY • GEORGE'S G:EN IAL EXPRESSION 
IS SETTLED AGAIN AND HE FOLLOWS BEHIND 
THE:~ AT A DISTANCE. 

CUT TO FRED .AND CLIFF LEAVING THE HOUSE. 

FRED: But what-'s the Ipatter with him? 
He needs a good" talking to if you "ask 
mel Damn cheek; sitting there soaking 
up the tea like a bloody sponge and not 
saying a word----

CLIFF (PULLING HIM DOliN THE GARD:FN PATH) 
Come on Fred, don't be a chump. He's 
a lovely man when you get to know him. 

, -

FRED: And how long does that take, 
for Christ sake? 

CLIFF HAS GOT HIM: OUT mTO THE LANE 
AND WITH A RELIEVED GLANCE BACK SEES 
THAT NO ONE IS BEHIND THEM. 

CLIFF: Blimey, you haven't changed 
have YOU? No wonder we used to call 
you the firelighter, 

FRED (¥IITH GLANCES BACK) 
cheek ••• 

Bloody 

CLIFF TURNS IN AT THE NEXT GARDEN GATE. 

CLIFF (WAITlliG FOR HIM) She's made 
the garden nice, hasn't-she? 

FRED GlVE$ THE GARDEN A MENACING 
GLANCE AS IF EVERY FLOWER "WERE A 
GEORGE. CLIFF KNOOKS AT THE DOOR 
AND ALMOST AT ONCE DORE:EN, II'! A WHITE 
BLOUSE ALL PLEATS, HANll30ME IN A WAY 
NO LONGER INTENDED FOR MALE LOVE, 
OPENS TEE DOOR WIm A SERENE SIdILE. 

DOREEN: ~1 

FRED: Hullo Doreenl Nice to see 
you again. 



;I 

DOREEN: Come in, Fred. 

FRED (AS THEY GO IN) Well, you've 
made this place nice·1 

CUT TO THEM ENTERING- THE LOW CEILINGED 
FRONT SITTnIG ROOM. HERE IS Q,UITE A 
DIFFERnIT STYLE FRaJ THE O'ffiER TlVO 
HOUSES---BOOKSHELVES, A FOLDING RACK 
FOR Iv1AGAZINE:S ONIHE FLOOR, POUFS AND 
MUCH ~WELL POLISHED COPPER, IN FACT THE 
ATMOSPHERE OF A NICE COUNTRY TEA R001J. 

FRED: You took the chimney away then? 

DOREEN: Oh yes. 

FRED (TO CLIFF) 
remember? 

Damn great 1nglenook, 

CLIFF: used to make lovely fires too. p 

DOREEN: We had cobbles on the floor 
then. It d1dn't matter clomping in 
and. out with logs .• 

FRED: Times are-different now eh? 

DOREEG: Sit dov~ Fred. I can't offer 
you a cup of .:tea because you tve. just -
had one. Is there anything, else I can 
get you? . 

FRED (SITTJNG DO\~) Just tell me your 
news Doreen. That's all the entertain­
ment I want. 

DOREEN (WITH A HESITANT BL~CE AT CLIFF, 
WHO HOVERS AT 'lHE DOOR) Well I don t t 
have all that exciting a l1fel 

FRED: But I hear you're a sChools 
inspector, Doreen. 

DOREEN.:. That's right. 

CLIFF: I think I'll push back to 
work'now Fred. See you later. 
Oh---where you kipp1ng down tonight? 

FRED: Oh I'll find somewhere don't 
you.worry. I used to live here, 
remember (VIl'IH A WINK AT DORE:EN') • 

CLIFF: OK then, see you ~ater. 

DOREEN: Cheerio Cliff. 

CLIFF LEAVES. 

FRED: I'll kip down at lw1rs Her-ris 's. 
I hear old Mansfield don't let rooms 
any: more. ' 



DOREEN: That's right.- But Mrs 
Harris is dead. 

FRED: Go on~l 

DOREEN: She was taken bad last January 
year. Double pneumonia. And then 
she didn't let rooms, not for a long 
time. Not since you all went away_ 

FRED: Go on? Yes, it's all ~hanged. 
Well, how do you feel about it all 
Doreen? 

DOREEN: In w-aet way? 

FRED: Well I mean it seems so cut 
off now, if you see what I mean. 
And these blinking cars with no doors: 
Have you got one too? 

DOREEN: Oh yes. They're very 
canven'ient for the muddy paths. 

FRED: still YOQ're not going up and 
down, muddy paths all the time. 

DOREEN : And hem have yoU been keeping 
Fred? 

FRED: Well, you know, I'm not so BO'rry 
I left. It was a jolt at the ttme 
but, well, sometimes we need a jolt 
dqn't we? 

EOREEN: Have you got e. nice place 
over there? 

FRED: Three large bedrooms upstairs, 
anyway_ 

DOREEN: Oh that's nicel 

FRED: And that's not too many consid­
ering I"ve got tlu'ee b-oys now. 

DOREEN: yes, so Cliff was telling me. 
It seems marvellous, I'd love to see 
them' 

FRED': Rachel thought she'd get the 
house straight, so she didn't Qyme over 
this t inl9:;. 

DOREEN: Rachel... We used to sit by 
each other at school. 

Cl - FRED: So you didl I'd forgotten thJ?at. 

DOREID~: I suppose I wasn't meant to 
he ve c hil dren • 



FRED: Well it isn't all roses. 
I reckon if Rachel could see you 
sitting here·she'd feel a bit cE envy~ 
No, straight~ 

DOREEN: In a way I suppose I've got­
lots~of children. Three or four hun­
dred. It's a responsibility. 

FRED: You've changed Doreen. It's 
the ~irst thing I noticed coming through 
that. door. You've lost that timid 
look. You don't mind me sayirg that 
do you? 

DOREEN: Oh no. I'm well aware I 
was timid. Because I felt I didn't 
belong anywhere, I suppose. ~d then 
I found the right job. I think I'm 
happy. 

FRED: You look it. l7h1ch is more 
than I'can say for the rest of ~thefll. 
As for old Cliff. I reckon all the 
fight's gone out of him. Of course 
they all ~ cheery, but I cgn see 
under the surface all right. And as 
for that bloke with the everlasting 
grin---- (LEANmG FORWARD .AND SPEAKmG 
IN A LOWER VOICE) where the hell did 
he spring fran? . 

DOREEN: Who's that? 

FRED: The ta:Lkati-ye one. The bloke 
who only opens his mouth to p'o.ur-. t~a 
down it. 

DOREEN: But what's his name? 

FRED: George 1 GeorgeS 

DOREEN: Oh George .• 

FRED: Talk about brazen-faced! 
I wish I had the neck to sit and wolf 
down otner people's food and never 
give them so much as how are you! 

DOREEN: Oh well, we~re used to him 
I suppose (WITH A DELIBERATELY SLOW 
LOOK ROOND AT THE WINDOW). He's 
shy I dare say_ 

FRED: He's not t90 shy to get three 
sandwiches. in to everybody else's one; 
anyway I 

DOREEN (LAUGHmG) . Well hets shy and 
hungry thenl 

FRED: Yes; I suppose he must be. 
Oh well, these villages have their set 



• 

ways; don't they? I expect I must 
have looked a bit funny to anybody 
coming from t~e outside. I mean It's 
.a closed life in mamy ways; isntt it1 

DOREEN: It's not so bad. Whem the _ 
weath~r's nasty it's a bit sa~ some­
times. 

FRED: Do you ever walk by where we 
used to live; Doreen? 

'I 

DOR~:EN: Down by the castle? 

FRED~ That's right. 

DOREEN: I pass. it sometimes. Those 
days seem a long way off. I expect 
they do for you, even more so • 

. FRED: . I was surprised you didrn't 
marry, Doreen, when Cliff told me 
just now .. 

~ 

DOREEN~_ Well when the village altered 
and I was on the list of per~itted 
residents I---well, (WITH A Ca~FUSED 
LAUGH) _there wasn't a man my age 
available, that's all there is to itl 

FRED: But you should have moved! 
You still canl See a bit of life: 

DOREEN: But I was on the.list1 

FRED: Wha t do you mean; the y didn t t 
force you to stayS D1d they? 

DOREEN: Oh well, 1t was convenient, 
my mother left me this house and I 
had nowhere else to go, I didn't have 
the diploma then. ,4.nd I CQuldn't 
see mys~lf' stitching chair oovers as 
a living, not anywhere else. 

FRED: Well all I can say 1s a bo1shie 
type like me couldn·'t have stood it. 
Them vehicles for a start. They're 
military, with the, teeth dra~nl Them 
wings are for gun;. J you can tt kid mel 
Still, if ~u don't· ask questions you 
don't ge t no lies" I sl:ppose ~ 

DOREEN: Would you like to see the 
garden Fre·d? 

FRED: Yes, may be we'll see some . 
fairies (AS SEE GETS Up) or an anti­
tank gun poking its head ~p. 

DOREEN: Please, Fred I 



FRED: But what's the matter with 
you~all? can't-you talk? Arentt 
you free any more? 

HER GAZE IS SO D.U>LORING, HER GLANCE 
TOWARDS TEE Wn'IDOW SO FRIGHTENE), THAT 
BE S'IOPS,. 

FRED (\IJHISPERING) But what's the 
trouble? ' 

DOREEN: Letts go in the garden. 

GUT TO GARDEN AND WAIT FOR THEM TO 
COr~1E OUT THROUGH THE KI'IDHENETTE 
FRENCH WINDOVIS. THE GARDEN" IS CARE-
FULLY ORNAMENTAL, TIlTH A RCD:KERY AND 
SHALLOW GOLDFISH POOL., 

FRED (LOOKING AT IT ALL) Well, an 
expert's been at work here, no doubt 
about thatl 

-
DOREEN: It's my evening occupation. 
(BACKTRACK AS THEY WAue DOWN THE 

GARD:EN- PATH) pride of my life really. 
Apart from the children. And they 
change all the time. This doesn't. 
Look a t that. 

.. 
SHE POINTS ACROSS COUNlffiY: A SHOT OF 
lliE SERENE HILLS BEYOND THE GARDEr.'l'. 

-
DOREEN: 
stay? 

Isn't that a good reason to 

FRED: Oh, we've got views as good as 
that, down where Yle live. And free~ 
dam too. 

DOREEN: But don't you think it fS 
peaoeful here, the hou:se and everything? 

FRED: 
duok. 
say. 

. 
It wouldn't be peaceful for me, 
f~ mindtd be working night and 

A SLOfl F.A\DE ON FRED IN CLOSE UP AS HE 
GAZES ACROSS THE COUNTRYSIDE. 

. . 
OFlN AGAm m ~~--;. JACK'S LIVING -R001JI .. 
THAT ;EVENING. THERE ARE JACK, CLIFF 
AND FRED, WITH DRJ:Jm{S. THREE CHIL-

DREN ARE PLAY1NG OUTSIDE IN THE YARD 
WITH THE MAXIMm,l NOISE. A BALL 
THUll1PS ON THE "{{ AIL • ' 

CLIFF (DASHmG TO TEE rJINDOW) NoW 
just you watch out; you'll be putting 
that ball t~rough the window if you're 
not oareful. Blighters 1· 

HE WRNS BACK INTO THE ROOM, WITH A 
HELPLESS SHRUG TOVIARDS FRED, ASCNE 
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I ' 

OF THE CHILDREN PUTS HIS FACE m AT . 
THE OPEN WINnOW AND ]]JllTATES CI1IFF--­
'YOU'LL BE PUTrmG THAT BALL THROUGH 
THE WINDOW IF YOU'RE NOT CAREFUL.' 

JACK: Now f11p off I 

CLIFF (SUBSIDING INTO HIS SEAT AND 
GRESPJNG HIS DRINK AGAm) I do,n't 
know" they don,'t seem to learn .. 

JACK: You haven't gotncontrol mate~ 
(SHOWING HIM THE PALM OF HIS HAND) 
This is what they want to learn~ 
That's what you learned when you vres 
a kid. It's a pretty substantial 
method (WITH A WINK AT FRED AND A 
CRUCKLE) • 

CLIFF: You want to tell Lil that. 
Every time I raise my hand, she goes 
berserk. 

JACK: She could learn a bit of the­
same thing" it strikes me. 

CLIFF: Oh it might have been all 
r:ight in your day.~ . But---oh wellt.~ 
I suppose we. haven't got the authority 
ehFred? 

FRED: Well to be quite candid I've 
never raised a hand at my lot. I 
leave that side to Rachel. The thing 
1s., theytre going to have a pretty 
rough life • that t s what I reckon; 
so----

JACK: .Rough l1fe? 
what a rough life is·S 
don~tl 

They don't know 
E~ar' you two 

FRED: Well that depends l10w you look 
at it, don't it? Life's not mapped 
out all clear like it used to be; 
Jack. 

JAC·K: It's clear enougll to me. All 
I know is I've got three times the 
turnover I used to have, and I worked 
my hands to the knucklesbones for it 
too. 

CLIFF: Take car-servicing. I 
remember the old blacky, he used to have 
his nose stuck 1n a cylinder blodE for 
a week nor m9re. and nobody used to 
worry,; leastways him. I'v:e got 
vehicles coming in as the others go 
out,. . 

JACK: But look at your moneyi, And 
then think of his; if you can l:ear it. 
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CLIFF: He had a damn sight- bigger 
paunch than I tve got I And he didn·'t 
go grey with worry. 

JACK: Oh, worry. That comes in .wi th 
the damp air at nigh t-, mate. Close 
your windows (WITH ANOTHER WINK AT 
FRED) • 

CLIFF-: If I dcn't get a quota of­
vehicles out of my shop every week, 
I lose my job, the t' s what .!.:2.! got ~ 
to worry about. Ne're all on a 
tightrope. I bet old Fredis the 
sameI' 

FRED: . Well I i()D..tt worry about my 
job. I -just worry, g~nerally. 

JACK: 

FRED: Listen,t I never worried before. 
How do you make that out? 

JACK: You didn't have the responsibil-
i ties. (TO CLIFF) And· who's going 
to sack YOUr? even if you don't meet 
the quota? 

CLIFF: It's the competition; the-----

A BALL LANDS WITH A DANGEROUS SOUNDING 
THUrlliP ON THE WALL AGAlli. CLIFF IS 
IABOUT TO JUMP UP BUT J ACK ~IS AT THE 
WINDOW FIR~T~ 

J.ACK: Come here youl 

A PAUSE -WHILE ,ONE OF THE CHILDREN 
COMES 'IO lliE WINDOW. -

JACK: Does your ear Yurt? 

BOY: No. 

JACK:' Well it will now. 

HE REACHES OUT FOR THE EAR AND TNISTS 
IT. 'IHERE ARE HOWLS OF PAIN. 

JACK (RELEASING THE EAR) NoW, flip off 
the lot of youl Round the back of 
that barn, quickS 

HE RETURNS TO HIS CHAIR. 

JACK (;Wl.TH', A JUDICIAL NOD TO FRED) 
He learneawhat a thick ear is all 
right. 

THE CHILD APPEARS IMPLACABLY AT TEE 
WINDOW AND REPEATS 'HE LEARNED WHAT 
A THICK EAR IS ALL RIGHT' IN SUCH A 



PERFECT IMITATION THAT THEY ALL 
LAUGH. 

CLIFF: That's just it, you see. 
They're so damned-quick. You come 
home tired and their 11 tt1e'-m1nds 
are waiting for you. Perhaps we're 
the mugs •. I look round the village 
sometimes--~- You see; Fred, the 
kids know. They can see we're not' 
our oW'il1iiasters any more; we' re-----I' 

A RING AT THE DOORBELL. SILENCE. 

JACK (GETTING UP SLOWLY) That'll be 
George. 

FREB: Is George one of the guests 
tohight'then? 

LIL (FROM THE HALL) It's all rightj 
1'11

0 

go.1 

JACK SUBSIDES IN HIS .SEAT AGAIN. 

CLIFF (TO FRED) 'Notioe the kids? 
You won't hear a whisper out of them 
any more, not till we go home. 

FRED (LEANING FORWARD) Why, then, 
is-----1 

CLIFF LOOKS ROUND AT THE DOOR AT THE 
IvIOMENT GEORGE COMES IN. 

CLIFF : Hullo George. 

GEORGE: .Hullo all. Rullo Fred. 

FRED: Hullo. 

JACK: Sit yourself down, George. 
Usual chair, that's right. Get him 
a drink, Cliff. 

CLIFF: ~il1 you have a~glass of beer 
George? 

GEORGE: Yes please~ 

CLIFF GOES OOT AND TEE THREE. OF THEM 
SI T IN SILEHCE. 

CUT Tn' THE KI'ICHEN AS CLIFF V1ALKS IN. 
MABEL AND LIL ARE ll'J APRONS" PREPARThTG 
GEN.EROUS FARMHOUSE FARE n~ Lore OF 
STEAM. CLIFF GOES TO mE FRlOOE AND 
TAKES OUT A BOT'ILE OF BE:ER. 

MABEL: 
then? 

CLIFF: 

Where's Fred staying the night 

He didn't say~ 



HE UNSTOPS THE BOTTLE AND POURS. 

UABEL: He's still got his case here; 
and his ~ishing tackle~ 

CLIFF: We've got all them empty rooms 
upstairs and----l 

r.1ABEL: .. vlell that's how it is. 1Ve 
didn't make the rules round here, did 
we? 

CLIFF; I suppose he'd better stay 
at 1tts Harris's. I'll try and work 
the conversation round. (Gorro OUT) 
I don't know~ I've got enough to think 
about _let, alone lodgings, 

LIL: Oh go onl 

CLIFF (COMING BACK) Them kids have 
been p~aying hell too. 

HE LEAVES AGAllf:. MABEL GOES ON 
VIGOROUSLY l~HING POTATOES. 

CUT BACK TO TEE LIVlliG ROOM, OM 
G:EORGE ~ HIS GLAre OF BEER TIPPED BACK 
IN THE COURSE OF BEING DRUNK: HE 
LO\VERS IT \tIm 'IHREE Q,UARTERS OF THE 
LIQ,UID CONSUMED, AND SMACKS HIS LIPS. 

CLIFF: Pity old Mansfield don't let 
rooms no more Fred. 

FRED: Just what I was thinking. 
And old rIDrS Harris is no more, Doreen 
was telling me~ 

CLIFF: Her place is still going 
though. Beef and breakfast like. 

FRED: Oh? New mana~em~~ti then? 

CLIFF: That'''s right. 

FRED: Oh well, I'll roip down there~ 
then. As long as Jack hasn't stolen 
my suitcase. 

JACK: Well, I only took the valuables. 

CLIFF: Give us your gless Fred and 
I'll top it up with sour milk~ 

GEORGE FINISHES HIS DRlNK ADROITLY. 
I 

FRED -(HANDn~G CLIFF HIS GLASS) Number 
of t~mes w~ used to say that, eh? 
Top it up wi th sour milk. I don't 
thin~ I've used that expression since. 

CLIFF: You ready Geqrge? 



1ft / 

HE TAKES GEORGE'S GLASS M~D THEN 
JACK'S AND HE LEAVES AGAIN. 

JACK: Yes we still call it Mrs' 
Harris's. Nice clean rooms~ 

A SLO~ FADE. 

OPEN AGAIN ON THE FRONT DOOR OF. THE 
HOUSE, FROM ACROSS THE COURTYARD, 
AFTER DARK. THE DOOR OPENS AND 
SHEDS A STRIP OF LIGHT ACROSS THE 
YARD. TVlO VEHICLES OF THE USUAL 
VILLAGE DESIGN ARE WAITING, AND 
CLIFF rlALKS TOWARDS ONE. OF THEM AS 
THE OTHER GUESTS AND THE THREE CIllL­
DREN (AS GOOD AS GOLD NOW) STAND m 
T"rlE LIGHT FROM THE DOOR SAYING AND 
KISSING GOOD NIGHT. FRED COMES OUT 
WITH HIS SUlroASE .AND FISHING 'JlCKLE. 

I 

FRED: Well, thanks for a greedy 
evening, you t,woS 

-
JACK: How was the mea t pud. Fred? 

FRED: Don't talk about it, I want to 
keep it as a lovely memory' 

CL IFF (REFERRmG TO FRED'S F ISHlliG 
TACKLE) Looks as if we 're goi~ to 
get fish for tomorrow's dinnerl 

FRED : You hope " 

MABEL: Good night Fred. See y.ou 
in the morning~ 

CLIFF ( TO JACK) I'll take Fred and 
George then. 

JACK: That's right~ 

THE CHILDREN AND LIL BEGll! PILING INTO 
THE SECOND VEHICLE (JACK'S) •. FRED 
AI~D GEORGE GET INTO THE FIRST, WITH 
CLIFF: AT THE 11HEEL. 

CUT 'ID THE FIRST VEHICLE. 

CLIFF;: I'l~. take you to Mrs Harris's • 
then. 

FRED: That's it. 
• 4 

LIGHTS ARE SWITCHED CN AS tiE CUT TO: .. -
THE YARD: BOTH VEHICLES DRIVE OFF ,I 
THE CHILDREN WAVING. MABEL IS LEFT 
ALONE AT THE DOOR. THEN SHE. CLOSES 
IT .AND THE YARD IS ONCE MORE IN DARK­
NESS. 

CUT TO TEE TwVO VEHICLES ENTERm1 '!HE 
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I 

~ 

VILLAGE. 

CUT TO CLIFF'S VEHICLE ARRIVING OUTSIDE 
A TALL VICTORIAIi HOUSE BEHIND TREES. 

CUT TO THE mTERIOR OF '!HE CAR AS 
CLIFF SWITCHES OFF THE R'lGINE. THEY 
SIT FOR A MOMENT GAZING OUT. 

FRED: ~ hasn't changed thSlt. 

CLIFF: Remember how people'used to 
come here for their holddays, and we 
used to wait for the girls after tea? 
(TO GEORGE). They used to come here 
for ji1;le o~ Castle. Famous; w~sn tt 
it, " .~ Fred? 

FRED: That's right. 

CLIFF: Well Fred~ you've got George 
to show you the wQrks. So I'll leave 
you to 'it. 

FRED: 

CLIFF: 
place _ 

George? 

That's right. He runs' the 

FRED: v7hat; this place? 

CLIFF: That's right. 

FRED: Ohl 

FRED MAKES NO ATTEMPT TO-GET our:; 
AL'IHOUGH GEORGE'S GETTING OUT FROM THE 

. BACK DEPENDS 01\I HIM. 

FRED: Looks a bit dark, don't it? 
Did you say they do bed and breakfast? 

CLIFF: That's right. All'the comm­
ercial travellers stay there~ eh, 
George? How many people did you tell 
me was staying here a fortnight ~gO? 

GEOIGE: I had nineteen singles. 

FRED: And they all came out alive 
did they? Oh well; here goes. (GETTING 
OUT, BACK IN HIS OBSTREPEROUS MOOD) 
If you don't see me in t he morning 
Cliff let Rachel know; tell her I 
prefer cremation will YOU? 

CLIFF (LAUGHING DESPITE HIMSELF) ~ You'll 
be all right mate. · George knows how 
to lay things on,' don't you worry about 
that, 

... 
GEORGE GETS OUT AFTER FRED HAS EX-



TRIOATED HIS SUITCASE AND FISHmG 
TACKLE. 

OLIFF: Well good night Fredl Good 
night Georges 

FRED: Good nightl 

THE CAR DRIVES .oFF AND THE TWO OF THEM 
ARE LEFT STANDING THERE IN TEE DARK­
NESS. GEORGE OFFERS °TO TAKE FRED'S 
SUITCASE. 

FRED: No that's all right. 

BUT GEORGE PERSISm AND TAKES IT, 
THEN PUSHES OPEN THE GATE INTO TIm 
FRONT GARDEN. FRED FOLLO,7S HIM UP 
THE PATH WITH HIS FISHING TACKLE. 

CUT TO 'IRE FRONT DOOR illiERE GEORGE IS 
FUMBLmG FOR THE RIGHT KEY AMONG A 
CHAm FULL. TH:El:F THE DOOR IS OPEN 
Al~D GEORGE HAS SWIWHED ON THE HALL 
LIGHT. 

CUT TO TEEM ENTERlliG THE LOUNGE, 
A GENEROUSLY Cm~ORTABLE Mf.D ABOVE ALL 
UP TO DATE ROOM. 

FRED: Lummel this. is nice! 

GEORGE BEAI~S AT HIll AND WITH A PROFESS_ 
IONAL GE3TURE MOTIONS Hn~ TO ONE OF TEE 
ARMCHAIRS. 

FRED: Oh thanks. Let me----

GEORGE (KEEPING THE SUIT9~SE FIRMLY) 
Would you lipe a nightoap? cuppa ooooa 
whisky glass of milk? 

FRED: Well, I wouldil't min~ ta~lng a 
cup of tea up to bed with me if it isn't 
tuo much trouble. These old rituals; 
you knoW. I do it every night. The 
wife says it keeps me awake but I 
never noticed i t----l .. 

BqT GEORGE HAS DISAFPEAl\ED t filTH Bom 
THE SUITCASE AND THE FISHING TACKIE, 
AND· FRED IS LEFT TB ADMIRE THE FITTllias 
FROM HIS SOFT DEEP SEAT. HE GAZES 
ROUND; FROM: THE CEILING HA1\~GS A 
COMPKICATED MOBILE AND HE BEGINS BLOW­
mG AT IT. IT I\[OVES AND THEN DEVELOPS 
A PLEASAlI T MOrifIENTlJ'M. 

MIX TRROUGH TO GEORGE EMERGING FROM A 
CAVERNOUS BUT GLEAl~INGLY'MODERN KITCHEN 
nITH A TRAY OF TEA. 'lHlNGS. HE GOES 



TO THE LOUNGE DOOR AND FRED IS STILL 
WATCHING THE MOBILE TURN. 

GEORGE: It'~m taking your tea ~up now. 
:r 

FRED: Listen, don't you bother, I can 
take .that tray uP--.-

BUT GEORGE IS· ALREADY ON HIS WAY. 

TRACK BEHIND AS FRED FOLLOWS HIM UP 
THE STAIRS. HE TAKES IN THE PIC TUBES 
ON THE .WALL, THE NEW WAU,PAPER, THE 
THICK STAIR CARPETING, AS HE. WALKS UP. 

CUT TO HIM ENTERIN!r HIS R001J. GEORGE 
IS JUST PUTTmG THE TRAY ON THE TABLE 
BY THE DOUBLE. BED: EVERYTHING IN THIS 
ROOM TOO ARGUES Q,UIET UNSPARlNG COMFORT. 

FRED (SURVEYII\TG IT ALL) Well, I don 't 
thinlt I'll have trouble sleepirg to­
night' 

GEOIDE: The bathroom's down the 
corridor left hand side hanging +ight 
switch hot and cold water. Wou~d you 
like coffee or tea for breakfast? 

FRED: Well c ofree t d do me fine. 

GEORGE: Good night Fred. 

FRED: Good night George. 

THE DOOR CLOSES BEHIND GEORGE, AND 
RRED GOES TO HIS SUI'roASE. HE F-INOO 
IT EMPTY AND ON INVreTIGATING FROM 
WARDROBE TO CHEST OF DRAWERS DISC OVERS 
THAT ALL HIS THJNGS HAVE BEEN PUT AWAY 
NEATLY. TNO BOOKS HAVE BEEN SET BY 
HIS BED AND HE FJNGERS THROUGH THEm. 
AND TEEN HE LOOSENS HIS TIE. 

CUT TO HIM nq BED, SIPPING HIS 'lEA, 
WITH A BOOK OPEN BEFORE HDd. WHAT 
SOFT PILLOlVS. HE YAWNS AND AFTER 
CLOSING HIS BOOK -IS ABOUT TO SWI'roH 
OFF THE BEBSIDE LIGHT WHEN HE LOOKS 
ROUND AT THE DOOR AND DECIDES 'ID GET 
OUT OF BED AND LOCK IT. HE DOES THE 
OPERATION WITHOUT A SOUr'lD; WRNING THE 
KEY 'NlICE. THEN AS HE SETTLES BACK 
INTO BED A 5LO;7 FADE. 

OPEN .!GAlN ON THE LOUNGE DOv-NSTAIRS 
NEXT MORNING WITH THE SUN STREAllING 
Th'1tOUGH THE WllmOWS AND A ROUND TABLE 
LAID \1ITH BREAKFAST THINGS FOR ONE AND 
A CHOICE OF TWO NEWSPAPERS. 

WAIT FOR FRED TO ENTER, CLEAlQ'SHAVEN 



AN D FRESH. HE LOOKS ROUND, 
GOES, TO THE wmnow, WHISTLES SILENTLY, 
5IDS THE TABLE LAID FOR HIM AND GOES 
TO IT. HE TAKES A PAPER, OPEJSrS IT 
4ND IS HIDDEN BY IT. HE LOVVERS IT 
AND PEEPS OVER IT TOWARDS THE DOOR 
FOR SIGNS OF LIFE. 

CUT TO GEORGE EMERGING FRO~! THE KI1'CBEN 
VIITH A TRAY. A WARMING LID SITS ON 
THE PLATE AND THERE IS TOAST nq A RACK 
AND VARIOUS OTHER DISHES. TRACK 
BEillND HIM THROUGH DOORWAY TO FRED'S 
EYES PEE{[NG OVER TEE NEWSPAPER,. 

FRED: Good morning Georgel Lovely 
day~againl 

GEORGE: Elorning Fred. (UNLOADING 
THE TRAY) Coffee toast marmalade. 
(WHIPPING THE TOP OFF TEE PLATE) I 
don't know if you go in for a grilled 
breakfast. 

FRED: 1,'11 say I dol You wait until 
I tell:my.wife about thiS, she'll be 
green With envy. I don't think I' . , 
moved all night (~ING HIS NAPKIN---
A REAL ONE---AND UNflRAPPING IT), sank . 
down in the land of'dreams and surfaoed 
half an hour ago----

BUT GEORGE HAS GONE AND THE PLACE IS 
ONCE MORE IN SIL~TCE. FRED BEGINS 
EATING WITH RAVENOUS ATTENTION TO 
DETAILS---BUTTERING TOAST, POURING 
COFFEE, PEPPERING TEE YOKES OF HIS EGGS. 
A Q,UICK FADE. . 

OPEN AGAIN ON THE HALL OUTSIDE AND WAIT 
FOR FRED TO Cffii1E: DOWN THE STAIRS WITH 
HIS FISHn~G TACKLE.. HE STOPS AT THE 

FOOT OF THE STAIRS. 

FRED: I'll be off Georgel 

HE WAITS FOR A REPLY BUT THERE IS' NONE • 

FRED: GeorgeJ 

AGAlli NO REPLY SO -HE WALKS HESITANTLY 
TOVlARDS THE KI:rcHEN AND PEEPS IN. A 
SHOT OF TfIE CARVERNOUS ROOM SHOViS IT 

-. EMPTY, EVElN OF DIRTY PLA~S. 

FRED: GeorgeJ 

TRIS T n~E HE GIVES UP AND WE TRAC K 
BEHIND HIM TO THE FRCNT DOOR. 

CUT TO HIM WALKING ALONG THE SUNNY 
DESERTED VILLAGE STREET" A CLOSE UP 
SHOWS HIM IN A SERENE MOOD; EXPECTANT 



OF PLEASURE. AT TEE END OF THE 
VILLAGE HE TAKES A. TRACK BETWEEN TREES, 
CLEARLY KNOWING HIS WAY. TRACK BEHlND 
HIM AND ON' A DOWNWARD PATH: HE PLUCKS 
OFF LEAVES FROM TEE TREES, TAKES A 
&JDDEN SLOPE AT A RUN, PERHAPS AS HE 
USED TO FIFTEEN OR TWENTY YEARS BEFORE. 

CUT TO THE EDGE OF THE \VOODS AND WAIT 
FOR HIM TO EMERGE FROM BE~YEEN THE TREES, 
C OM~NG . D01:rmILL AT A SPRIGHTLY PACE. 
WAIT FOR HIM TO COME INT·O CLOSE UP. 
AND TH:BN HE STOPS DEAD, STARING BEFORE 
HIM, HIS MOUm OPEN. 

FRED·: Here 1 

HE IS GAZIhU SLIGHT.LY UPWARDS. A SHOT 
OF THE VIEN BEFORE HDi SHOWS A CLEAR­
ING, A NEAT .AREA OF CEMENT FLOORING. 
WI'IH NOTHING ON IT, CERTAINLY NO CASTLE. 
ONLY CLEAR COUNTRYSIDE BEYOND~ 

FRED (BEGINNmG BUT NOT ENDlliG SEVERAL 
ASTONISBED SENTEN'JES WHICH SOUND ALL 
BREAT;H) Well I'll be bU:---~. i7ell 
100----. God Love a-----. 

HE WALKS ON", HIS SPRIGHTLINESS GOSI'E, 
SEARCHING 'lHE GOOUND. HE COMES TO 
THE F'OOT OF THE 'nIP, AND A CLOSE UP 
SHOWS HIM GAZING DOWN AT WHAT USED TO 
BE THE RIVER, A NEAT CEM]NT nIWH AS 
STRAIGHT AS A DIE WI,TH TEE ~lIEREST TRICKLE 
OF WATER. HE DIPS HI$ FINGERS 1N 
AND WA'ICHES A DROP fALL QFF 'ffiEM. 

HE 81m DOrm", PU'ZZLED A1:~D DEJECTED, 
GAZIN} AT ·THE CEMENT CLEARmG BEFORE 
HIM, .AND THF.N: HE LI1!S BAC"K, HIS HANDS 
BEHnID HIS HEAD. 

~ 

CUT 'TO Hn'h: STIRR'ING Hn\~SELF AND RETURN­
ING TO WHERE HE HAS LEE'T HIS FISHING 
TACKLE. HE BEGmS TO RETURN UPHILL 
THE WAY HE CAME, WITH SLOWER STEPS NOl1~ 

MIX THROUGH 'IO HIl\[ EMERGING FROM THE 
WOODS ON TO THE VILLAGE ROAD AGAlN, 
SWEATING, UITH NONE OF T"rtE SERENITY: 
'lHAT MARKED HIS FACE BEFORE. 

<-

CUT TO CLIFF'S GARAGE----THE SOUND OF 
SPRAYING AND HAMMERlliG, A CLUSTER OF 
lEENTICAL ~CLES. 

THEN A SHOT FROM INSIDE THE GARAGE 
THROUGH THE VEHICLES TO THE WIDE SUNLIT 
ENTRANCE. I FRED APPEARS IN IT, WITH 
FISHING TACilFi SWEATING. 

CUT TO HIM AND TRACK WITH HIM BETJ7.EEN 
THE VEHICLES, UNTIL. WE REACH A LONG 



• 

PAIR.OF LEGS PROTRUDING FROllI A 
VEHICLE. 

FRED (STOPPING) Cliff,. 

A SHOT OF THE LEGS AGAIN.-.3 THEY 
SH,OW SIGNS OF' COMING TO LIFE, AND 
BIDllT WRIGGLING, UNTIL FINALLY CLIFF J 

GREASY AND ALSO S'fv~TmG'l HAS EMERGED. 

CLIFF (STANDmG UP) 
mate? 

Dbat's the matter 

FRED: The Castle 1 It t s gone 1 And 
my place too"the old cottage---1t t s 
gonel 

CLIFF: Eh? 

.. FRED: The castle's gonel It isn't 
there 1 And what's happened to the 
blinking river? That's gone too~ 

CLIFF: Eh? 
, 

FRED (STUDYING HIM WITH IMPATI:ENCE) 
Didn··tt you get any of it? 

CLIFF: The 01 d castl.e you say? 

FRED: It's gonel 

CLIFF: Well the old castle was took 
down. 

FRED: Took down? Blimey who took 
that down? -
CLIFF: The contrac tors. When they 
come and d1d the place up like. 

FRED: Did it Up? Is that what you 
call it? And here's me yesterday 
talking ab,out the old Castle and 
nobody puts me wiseS Talk about a 
rum blinking lot 1· 

. 
CLIFF: I didn't hear you talk about 
no castle,. 

FRED; What, not about me doing a bit 
of fishing and your dad saying yes he 
noticed the fishing tackle? 

CLIFF: Fishing yes but----

FRED: But where the hell do you 
fish? TheY've taken the river awayl 

CLIFF: They diverted it Fredl It 
was clogging somewhere I thlnk-----



"'l'; ., 

FRED: 
clogl 

Clogging? A river don't 
It flows 1 

CLIFF: Something about industrial 
refuse. 

FRED: Then why didn't you tell me 
yesterday? Blimey, zsometimes I think 
I'm b~ing made a fool of round herel 
They all watch me walking round with 
yards of bloody fishing tackle, and 
there's no river to fish 1nl And 
none of 'em says a blime word. 

CLIFF: Well the river's still there 
like, they only diverted the bed. 

FRED:- And where did they divert the 
bed to? 

CLIFF: Oh it's about ten mile down. 

FRED: Ten mile 1 And nobody tells 
916 I've g at a ten-mil e walk-1 

CLIFF: I thought you'd fixed it up 
with George like. 

FRED: George be damned! Oh never 
mind. I'll fish when I get back home. 
We've got an artificial lake there. 

CLIFF: I could drive you down to 
where the river moved to, Fred. No 
sooner said than done (PICKING HIMSELF" 
UP OFF THE FLOOR, THENSTOPPThfG r~1IDWAY). 
Oh of course you need a permit for 
that. You have togo and see old 
Willoughby, it might take a bit of time, 
he has to send the application through---

FRED: No it's all right, mate, forget 
it. Frozen fish is just as nice. 

HE ¥lALKS AWAY AND C"LIFF FOLLOWS HIM. 

CLIFF: This seems to be turning into 
one.of your disappointing holidays mate. 

FRED: Oh I enjoyed the walk. But 
my old plaoe not being there----I near­
ly fell over I 

CLIFF: Yes that; c ana: down too. 

FRED: But What for? 

CLIFF: Don't ask me I 

FRED: But Ebhere's one thing. Old 
George did me proud. 



CLIFF (HAPPy AT THE CHANGE OF SUBJECT) 
Oh he did? 

FRED: Here~ it don't cost a mint 
does it? 

CLIFF: NoS Travellers,' ra tea like. 

FRED:. Tea in bed. Books, hot bath, 
carpets ,everYV/here, and as for the. 
breakfast~--you wait till old Rachel 
hears about this, she'll want to come 
over and lie in bed all day. (AS THEY 
REACH THE ENTRANCE) Cliff--~-

FRED LOOKS UP AND DOiJ'I THE DESERTED 
ROAD. 

FRED:----What the hell's that cement 
clear1ng they've put there? 

CLIFF: Where? 

FRED: Uell instead of the castle like. 
~ 

CLIFF: Oh, I think it's just a base. 

FRED: A base wha t for? 

CLIFF SHRUGS. A ~UICK FADE. 
~ . 

OPEN AGAIN ON THE EN'IRANCE TO THE ~ 
VILLAGE C CR-ISTABULARY, THE SAIVIE MORNING. 
FRED "\VAIKS m. 

, ~ 

CUT TO HIM TURNING INTO THE FIRST 
ROOM, WHERE tlILLOUGHBY IS SITTING AT 
A SIMPLE DESK. IN POLICE. UNIFORM MINUS 
'!HE JACKET. 

FRED: Hullo Mr Willoughby. 

WILLOUGHBY: Why hullo Fred. . CLOOKmG 
AT. HIM') Anything on your mind? • 

FRED: No, I was just passing like. 

flILLOUGHBY: Well a1 t do:wn. (FRED 
81m) You've got your fishing tackle 4> 

I see~ 

FRED: 

WILLOUGHBY: 
with it? 

ifuere did you mean to go 

FRED: Well that's just it,you see.' 
I wake up bright and early this morn-
ing--~-- . 

VlILLOUGHBY: You staying down along of 
George? 



FRED: That's right. 

WILLOUGHY: 
you? 

And how's he treating 

FRID: Well I don't think I've ever -
seen anything like it I~ Willoughby. 
First of all the place is s~otless 
clean, and talk about amenities----
'well I don't reckon any hotel could 
come up to it anyhow. You ought to 
have seen the breakfast he give me. 
And not a sound. The way he pads 
around. He makes a lovely cup of tea 
too, I'm keen on my tea last thing; 
Rachel always laughs at ~e, but I 
don't like jo put my nead ,on that 
pillow until I've had my cup of tea. 

WILLOUGHBY: George is a wonderful 
man Fred. There's nothing he wouldn't 
do for us. All we do is give him the 
Signal that a bloke's OK, ohe or the 
family like, and he'll put himself 
out for you. 

FRED: 17hy did they tear the old castle 
down l\!r Willoughby? 

WILLOUGHBY (STUDYING FRED AT HIS EASE) 
WEll Fred, I won't say it's a delicate 
question. But you know as well as I 
do that we're· top secret here. 

FRED: Well I knew it was a restricted 
area like. I mean you've got Military 
Area written u~----

WILLOUGHBY: We're not classed as 
restricted. And as for that bit of old 
boarding with Military Area written 
across it,- I don't know whos,e idea that 
was but I never did think much of i~ 
First of all it isn't strictly true. 
And :them it doesn't/keep people ou~, 
which it was intended to do. But there 
you are, they agree on these things 
at the Village meetings and there's 
not much I can do about it. 

FRED: It was agreed----1n the village? 

WILLOUGHBY: Oh yes~ 

FRED: So it needn't be there at all? 

VlILLOUGHBY: Of' course it needn't.·· 
It ts adarnned show-of'f' J between you 
and me,. Makes people like you think 
they know .all about it when they don't. 

FRED: Know all about what? 



WILLOUGHBY: Well the whys and 
wherefores of what happens. The 
whys and wherefores of the old Castle 
not being there, and that lovely old 
river being diverted----

FRED: 

WILLOUGHBY: Oh we all know that the 
old castle had to come down, and the 
old river had to be diverted, Qut we 
didn,tt know ihY. I'm ,told the river 
would have f ooded us out twice or 
three times by now if they hadn't 
sh1fted~it, due to industrial refuse 
down the line! t but as for the real 
reasons, .you ask me and I'll ask you, 
and that '.s as fa.r as we'll get I 

FRED: Yes but----

WILLOUGHBY: You see; Fred, we have 
to take thB rough with the smooth. 
We get free vehioles, petrol comes to 
us at very reduced rates, but we're 
restricted. 

FRED: You get them free, them peculiar 
cars? . 

WILLOUGBY: Househo~ders, yes. Mind 
you, we pay for the upkeep. 

FRED: Well I never. 

ITILLOUGHBY: That's what I say, Fred, 
when people give you a sound deal like 
that you've got to play along. 

FRED: Yes I suppose you have really. .. 
HE GAZES BEFORE HIM. A SLOW FADE ON 
HIS FACE m CLOSE UP. 

,-
OPEN AGAm ON ,THE LOUNGE OF MRS HARRIS'S 
THAT EVEN'lliG. FRED HAS JUST FINISHED 
A SPLENDID MEAL, TO JUDGE BY ~ 'lEE: WAY HE 
IS STTTING SIDEWAYS FROt\lI THE TABLE WITH 
HIS LEGS CROSSED, .AN AUTHENTIC, BELL­
BOTTOMED BRANDY GLASS IN HIS RAND, 
BLOWlliG UP AT THE MOBILE THOUGH~\' LESS 
SmADILY 'mAN THIS MORNING. ' 

THE CLOCK S~IKES NlNE, A C01I}FORTABLE; 
VlARI~ SCUND FROId THE MANTELPIIDE. 

CUT TO THE DARK VILLAGE STREET~ A 
VILLAGE-VEHICLE BLAZES A vmlTE TRAIL 
DOv"wN IT AND C011ES TO A HALT OUT.3IDE . 
lIms ~ISIS. WILLOUGHBY, FLASHn'l"G 
DIMLY IN HIS UNIFORM, WITH A BRIEFCASE 
IN HIS HAND, GE'IS OUT AND WALKS: DO;YlN 

~~ 



TEE' GARDm PATH. 

CUT BACK TO FRED SITTING THERE 
SERENELY. SUDDENLY THE DOORBELL 
RINGS AND HE JUMPS FOR HIS LIFE. 
'!HEN HE REC OMPOSES HIMSELF .• 

HE GETS UP AND GOES INTO THE HALL, 
PEERS mTO THE KI'lCHEN AS HE DID THIS 
MORNING AND AGAm Fmns NO GEORGE, 
ALTHOUGH ALL THE LIGH'IS ARE "CN. 

THE DOORBELL RINGS AGAlN. SO HE 
DECIDES, NOT WITHOUT HESITATION, TO 
ANSWER IT HIMSELF. TRACK BEHmD HIM 
AND HE OPENS "THE DOOR TO REVEAL 
WILLOUGHBY STANDn\fG OU'IBIDE. 

WILL01l1GHBY: Hullo Fred. Thought 
I'd :drop round, 

FRED: You come to see me? In your 
nob's gear too? 

WILLOUGHBY: 
iculars. 

Just to get a few part-

FRED: Oh. Well, come :in. 
finishing my supper. 

WILLOUGHBY COMES INTO TEE HALl;; 

rIm just 

WILLOUGHBY: 
eh? 

Good cook, old George; 

FRED: I'll saY'l 
does it. " 

I don't kndW how he 

BACKTRACK .AS THEY WALK TOWARDS THE 
LOUNGE TALKlNG. 

WILLOUGHBY: He did a crurse of course, 
Got determination that man. 

CUT BACK TO TEE LOUNGE WHERE WILLOUGHBY 
SITS DOVM IN ONE OF THE AR'MCHAIRS AND 
OPENS HIS BRIEFCASE. FRED S'lUDIES HDl 
AND 111m HIS EYE3 STILL ON HD.l SITS 
DO\1N IN HIS OLD PLACE SLOWLY. 

rULLOUGHBY: Now then. (PULLING OUT 
PAPERS) Wijat have we got here? Name, 
birth, occupation---and all that qilge. 
Well Fred. This is the usual form we 
ask a Visitor to sign. How long they're 
going to stay etc .. 

I see. 

UILLOUGHBY: Don It ask me the why and 
tne wherefore, because I can't tell yo~. 
And if anyoody like you~ old friend 



Cliff ventures an opinion on the 
subjeot, take it fram me he don't know 
what he's talking about. Now (RISmG 
AND TAKING THE PAPERS TO FRED) if 
you'll fill these up---any time'~l do; 
just let me have them first' thing 
tomorrow morning. 

FRED: Oh yes (GAZING AT THE FORMS). 
But you know, I only oome baok to ·see 
the old village; just to shake hands 
like and get a bit of fishing inl 

WILLOUGHBY: 1'1e11 I don't see anything 
wrong in that. 

FRED: No but I mean whati~ it got to 
do with filling in forms? 

WILLOUGHBY (SITTnJG DOWN !GAm COIvJFORT­
~LY) Listen Fred. I just want to 
put a few of of the facts of life. 
nhen they offered you compensation 
you t ook it; didn" t yoU? 

FRED: Yes. 

HILLOUGHBYf You bought a llouse on it 
and you 're very c anf'ortable. 

FRED: yes. 

WILLOUGHBY: Now suppos'e they'd have 
wanted you to stay~ Would you have 
stayed? 

FRED: Yes. 

WILLOUGHBY: And if they'd signed over 
the house you was in to you; as your 
personal property; and done it up for 
you free o:f' charge; With washing maohine' 
and hot and cold and central heating. 
would you have accepted that? 

FRED: 
really. 
for you? 

Well'yes I suppose I would 
Why, did they do all that 

WILLOUGHBY: Yes they did! And we 
accepted it. Doreen Peck accepted 
it. And in return for what they did 
by ~ay of repairs and installation and~ 
refitting 'the roof and tearing out the 
floorboards tha t was eaten through with 
dry rot she took dn a job----

FRED: Oh, is that why shets a schools 
inspector? 

WILLOUGHBY: .YOU see, Fred t everything 
fi ts---wheelsln wheels, ana. rough in 



l 
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smooth. Now before my house was' 
turned into a little palaoe I never 
had hardly a form to fill in from one 
end of the year to the ·other. Now I 
have. I have to keep a check on the 
visitors we get. In a place that's 
Top Secret, is that such a terrible 
thing? Just signing your name and 
giving your birth and stating how long 
you want to stay. And on that buff 
form underneath----

FRED PUTS HIS GLASSES ON FOR THIS, 
WITH A LOUD CLICK OF THE GLASS-CASE. 
HE FINm 'lHE BUFF FORM AND STUDIES IT. 

WILLOUGHBY: That·,s right. NoW on 
that form you'll find various questions 
like where do you work; are you on' 
holiday, your income tax group, trade _ 
union and all that, and underneath 
there's a declaration that you mean to 
go back to your old job. ~ 

FRED: Well of oo:urse I dol Just 
because I come back home for a week 
doesn't mean I'm giving up my blinking 
livelihoodl 11hat a lot of damned 
rotl 

WILLOUGHBY,: Listen Fred. Just after 
this village started settling down 
again, we got a lot of visitors. They 
all wanted jobs like ours, and houses 
like ours.. ·This village was clogged 
wi th cars,. Old Mansf ield I s pub was 
booked up week in and week.out. We 
thought they'd be arriving in chara­
bangs if i.t went on. Thatts Why we 
clamped down on our own aacord~ That's 
why we put this Military Area Si gn up, 
although as I say I think it does mo~e 
harm than. g ood. 

FRED: Well I can tell you straight, 
I wouldn't move from my job to this 
pla~e, not for love nor mOney, so . 
there's no d'anger from me! 

WILLOUGHBY,: No but you see why we 
like people to sign it? 

FRED: Oh yes~ 

WILLOUGHBY: We had to clamp down 
Fred. You VJon't believe it but we 
had 'em squatt1ng---in the old castle, 
of all pla6es---~atting, if you can 
believe it! 

FRED: Go onl Is ~ why they tore 



it down, then, the old castle? 

WILLOUGHBY (WI TH A TiVmKLE) Well 
just between yo'u and me, tha t "might 
have had something to do with it. 
I reokon the ~ontractors might have 
let it stand if We hadn't put in a 
11 ttle word. 

FRED: Well I never .• 

WILLOUGHBY: No, Fred, it isn't easy 
being a model v1llage,~ (GETTING UP) 
\7e11 Fred~, what do you say to a drink 
up at the Duok, now business is over? J 

FRED: As a matter of' fact I told' 
Cliff I might be strolling up there 
when I'd had a bite to eat. 

WILLOUGHBY: 'Bite'l (AS HE PASSES 
THE TABLE) It looks like a banquet I . 
FRED'S ATTENTION IS ON ·ONE OF THE 
FOIDJm. ~ 

FRED: Here---what does that stamp 
mean? 

WILLOUGHBY (PEERING) The stamp? 
Oh that's PERSONA GRATA. <Means you're 
OK, you~re 1n, on the level, one of 
the family.J- I ha ve to Stamp all the 
forms before they go out. - But not 
always the same stamp. Sometimes 
(WITH A UIMK) it's ~ersona NON grata 
and them they're o~ of town inside 
two hours. 

FRED (STIlL LOOKmG AT TEE FORl\~l 
GO ODi 

-
PUSH IN FOR A SHOT OF THE FORM WITH 
THE STAMP PERS<NA GRA'TA. 

MIX TImOUGH TO A SHOT OF THE DUCK 
OUTSIDE: AN EFFICIENTLY LIGHTED 
SIGN SHOWS A DUCK WAIDLING ·WITH A 
LEAD ROUND I'IS NECK. THE LANE IS 
DESERTED AND THERE IS A DIM LIGHT 
SHO~7ING THROUGH TEE CURTAINS OF 'IRE 
PUB. 

WAIT FOR WILLOUGHBY'S VEHICLE TO BLAZE 
1'15 }lHI'IE ~7INGED TRAJJL DOWN THE LA.NE 
AND HALT OUTSIDE. HE AND FRED GEi: 
OUT: FRED STANDS LOOKlliG AT THE PUB 
WITH PLEASURE. 

FRED: Same old sign I see. 
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VII LLOUGHBY : ali we wo uldn • t have 
that taken down. - . 
CUT ·TO THE n~TERrOR OF THE DUCK VffirCH 
IS THE OPPOSI'lE OF ANY IDEA WE MIGHT 
HAVE OF 'IHE SNUG VILLAGE PUB. -I'lS 
LINES ARE GENEROUS, WI TH C CNCEALED :l1ALL 
LIGHTmG AND ·FITTED CARPET .AND ROUND­
BACKED CHAIRS AND A LONG Svv'EEPING BAR 
\t1ITH MR MANSFIELD IN SHIRT SLEEVES. 
VARIOUS VILLAGERS ARE SITTmG ABOUT: 
NO ONE IS STANDThTG AT 1HE BAR. TEE 
A'llvl0SPHERE IS ONE OF ORDER AND Q,UIET, 
DEFINITELY SUBDUED. CLIFF AND JACK 
ARE SITTING AT ONE OF THE TABLES «I'm 
GEORGE. 

CLIFF: Well look who's herel 

FRED: Rullo alll Rullo' George, 
I wondered. where you.'d got to. (TO 
CLIFF) You ought to have· seen that 
supper he dished up for mel 

... 
GEORGE SMILES GENIALLY AT THEr~ AND 
IN HIS CONFUSION DRINKS.. WILLOUGHBY 
HAS GONE TO THE BAR AND IS TALKTIfG TO 
MR lvlANSFIELD. 

JACK: I'll have to try one of these 
famous dinners of yours George! 

CUT TO THE BAR VYHERE WILLOUGHBY IS JUST 
TURNTIrG AWAY FROI,! ELBOWS-ON-T13E-BAR . 
CHAT WITH MR MANSFIELD •. 

WIBLOUGHBY (AS MANSFIELD MOVES TO POUR 
OUT A PINT GLASS OF BEER) What's it 
going to be Fred? 

FRED (COMING INTO FRAME) Hullo Mr 
Mansfl(3ldl 

MAl1SFIELD (FIRMLY .glNISHmG THE GLASS 
AND SCOOPlNG THE FROTH OFF) Rullo Fred 
my old cock; how are you keeping, all 
right? 

THEY SHAKE ~. . 

FRED: Well you haven t t chBmlged. 

~~NSFIELD: The ttmes have though, 
thank God. I'm not run off my feet 
like ·r used to be. llelll what t s 1 t 
going to be old son? 

I'll have a pint of wallop. 

MANSFIELD POURS AND SCOOPS AND WILL­
OUGHBY PAYS. 

I'IiAt~SFIEID : I expect you find it 



quiet here, eh Fred? 

FRED: Well I could do With same 
fishing. 

MANSFIELD (WIPING THE BAR) 
right,. 

That's 

WILLOUGHBY HAS TAKEN THE BEER AWAY TO 
THE TABLE. 

CUT BACK TO THE TABLE AS HE DEPOSITS THE 
GLASSES. 

JACK: That's the stuff. 

FRED C'O:MES' TOO AND THEY ARE ALL SEATED. 
UP GO THE GLASSES-----

WILLOUGHBY: Down the hatch. 

FRED: All the best. 

----~and mouths are licked, the beer 
savoured .• 

FRED: Nice drop of beer. 

CLIFF: They used to come from miles 
around, just for the beer, remember? 

-FRED: Thatts right. 

WILLOUGHBY; I was telling. Fred how 
many holiday makers we, used t.o get, 
and squatters. 

JACK (T.O FRED) You couldn't hardly 
walk through the village j cars bumper 
to bumper, eh, George? 

GEORGE NODS • 
.. 

CLIFF: And half of them seemed·to break 
down bang in front of my garage. 

WILLOUGHBY: It gave you a bit of extra 
pocket money. 

CLIFF: What would I do With that? 
Ther.e's damn-all to spend it on in this 

v 

place. 

JACK (WITH A CHUCKLE) Keep it for your 
kids! . 

CLIFF: Kids is all I've got: Talk 
about a thrilling lite1 

WILLOUGHBY: Go on, you dantt know 
,when you're lucky. 

CLIFF: Oh no? I wouldn t t mind 



·\ 

I 
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trying my luck elsewhere for a 
chenge---if I could---end I know 
damned well if I tried I----~l 

WILLOUGHBY: Herel (ALMOST RISING) 
Whatts come over you? 

CLIFF IS SILEN'T;. 

J ACK (WITH AN ATTEMPTED CHUCKLE) He t s 
always like this after a bit of over­
timel 

WILLOUGHBY: No. His o+d pal·'s .back 
in the village. It makes him feel he's 
missing life. Eh Cliff? 

CLIFF: Yes there might be something 
in that. 

WILLOUGHBY: I expec:t Fred has his 
worries too though. 

FRED: Too true. 

CLIFF (GETTING UP). What you going to 
have George? 

GEOR~E: Same please. 

'CLIFF: You dad'? 

JACK NODS AND CLIFF TAKES EMPTY GLASSES 
TO .T"rlE BAR it 

JACK: Talk about nag 1 

WILLOUGHBY (TO FRED) He drives h1nself 
.too hard if yo.u ask me ~ 

FRED (TO JACK) I could find m.m a 
decent job down at our plaoe, 1~ he want­
ed it. 

WILLOUGHBY: Has he suggested it then? 

FRED: Who, 91iff? No. 

WILLOUGHBY: I just wondered. 

JACK: Oh, you don't want to listen to 
his talk Fred. 

WILLOUGHBY ( TO JACK) It t sunders tand-
able in a way. He sees Fred here 
kicking his heels for a week and sipping 
his after-dinne~ brandy down at Mrs 
Harris's and he thinks Why cantt I do 
the same. 

FRED: 
he? 

But he ge~s his holidays don't 



WILLOUGHBY (PROUDLY) A month a year, 
everything' pa1d,'ses-front hotel booked 
up in advance----

FRED: Blirney, that's more than I gets 
Here (AS CLIFF RETURNS filTH THE BEERS) 
what you grumbling at? You get a 
monthts holiday; and I get a fortnight'l 

CLIFF: Well to tell you the truth 
the last holi\c1ay we had gave me the 
pip. Walking the kids up and down the 
front every morning, and most of the 
people 1n the hotel seemed to be from 
this village--~-- ' 

JACK: Oh well, sane people are never 
satisfied. Me and Mabel have a lovely 
time do~n there,. 

CLIFF: So this year I thought we'll 
stay at home. And L1l agreed with me 
too. Cheers. 

... 

HE RAISES HIS GLASS TO WILLOUGHBY \'lHO 
REMAINS MOTIONLESS WA'ICHING HThI. A 
SLOW FADE ON \lILLOUGHBY IN CLOSE UP~ 

OPEN AGAIN ON WILLOUGHBY AT HIS 
CONSTABUIARY DESK tti SHIRT SLEEVES mE 
NEXT MORNING. HE~ STUDYlNG A FOR11. 
SUNLIGHT POURS TEROUGH THE DOOR. 

HE LEANS BACK, SCRA'ICHES HIS EAR 1N A 
LEISURELY WAY. PUSH m TO SEE TEE 
FOm.!.HE IS STUDYING. ~IT IS PRlN'IED 
ACROSS THE TOP RES IDE N T S. 
BRn~G UP THE NAME CLIFF MARTlN; 
OCCUPATION GARAGE lmCHANIC, AGE 34. 

MIX THROUGH TO A PILE OF EXERC ISE 
BOOKS WHICH DOREEN PECK IS MARKTIIG IN 
HER FRCNT SITTING R001M. PULL AWAY 
TO SHOW HER ~W.E~~.IN~. SP.ECTACLES, WHICH 
GIVE HER A HINT OF THE VIELLE FEMME. 
ESTABLISH THE ORDERLY Q,UIET OF HER 
ROOM. 

A RING AT HER DOORBELL. SHE LOOKS 
UP' SLOWLY,WITHOU.T MOVING, THEN TAKES 
OFF HER GLASSES AND LAYS 'lHEI\[ <N THE 
OPEN EXERCISE ,BOOK. SHE GOES TO TEE 
UINDOW. 

SHOT OF FRED STANDING OU'16IDE, TBROUGH 
TEE WINDOW. 

CUT TO HER OPENING THE FRCNT DOOR. 

DOREEN: Rullo Fred, come in. I 
must say you've brpught some n1~e 
weather with you. 



FRED (C01ITNG IN) 
I? 

I don't do bad do 

CUT TO TrlE SITTII\1G ROO~I AS THEY C O:ME 
IN. 

FRED: still at your school books? 

DOREEN: Thatts right. Can I get you 
oome coffee?': 

FRED: No thanks duck. I not long 
~go had breakfast~ I'm not like you 
lot, nose to grindstone soon after 
dawn----I'm on holiday~ 

DOREEN: I was beginning to wonder 
w~at· h~d happened to you. 

FRED (SITTING D10WN) Well the main 
adventure was not finding the old 
Castle there_ 

DORE:EN,: Oh yes~ - It was demol44hed 
some years' ago now. 

FRED: But didn't I tell you r·was 
going fishing down at the castle; 
like old times? and you never said 
a word about demolition;. 

DOREEN: Oh" I expect tnat's because' 
we all talk about the Castle as~ if 
it's still there----we mean that end 
of the vlllage----· 

FRED: But there's-not a trickle of 
water either. How did you expect me 
to fish in cement? 

~OREEN (TAKING IT AS A JOI{E) Oh well; 
I suppose we're absent-minded round . 
fier~l 

FRED: I reckon :yyou are. To -send me 
down fishing where there"s no bl.inking 
waterl I said the sarne to Cliff. 
But 'I don't know---(SHAKING HIS HEAD) 
old Cliff----he don't seem a happy man 
eo mel 

DOREEN (GAZING ACROS~ AT THE ',fmDOW) 
I don't remember a- summer like this; 
not for years_ 

FRED: And another thing; I ·at ill 
haven't seen any kids in this village, 
apart from Cliff~a three. Where 
do you keep them all for God's sake? 

DOREEN (SMILING) Would you like to 
see them? 



CUT TO CHILDREN PLAYING" RAUCOUSLY 
IN A FIELD BELOW MODERN-SHAJl?ED SCHOOL. 
PAN R ACROSS CHILDREN SLOWLY TO 
DOREEN AND FREID> STANDlNG HATCHmG 
THEM. 

DOREEN: We make it a rule. No 
children at home unless they're sick. 
Even in the holidays. 

FRED: And you call that freedom? 

DoREEN: pardon? 

FRED (ABOVE TEE SCREAMS) 
that f;-eedom? . 

r/said is 

DOREEN: Well, it's freedom for the 
parents; and the children love it; 
that's all I know. 

FRE) NODS, HALF WAY TO BEING CONVINCED~ 

ANO~ SHOT OF ,TEE CHILDREN. 

CUT BACK TO FRED SCAN~TmG THEI~!. 

FRED: Where are Cliffts k1dd4es th~~? 

DOREEN: Cliff Martin' s1 Oh they're 
absent today. ' 

FRED:' What, sick after all that meat 
pudding the night before last? I've 
never seen kids eat l1ke them three, 
Ta1k about woirs They even beat old 
GeorgeS 

DOREEN: No I think they',,-e! g one on 
ho1'1day. 

FRED: What without Cliff? 

DOREm: No Cliff's gone too. At 
least I think so. 

FRED: I was With him last night' 
He said he was giving the sea a miss 
this year I 

DOREEN (WITH A S~G) well; the ~teaoh­
er reported them absent, and sai& 
they'd g one on holiday.' \ 

FRED: But lie wouldn't go off with­
out saying a word, surel~ to God? 

I 

DOREEN (n~ASSIVELY) I could be 
mistaken. But their grandad told 
me too. 

FRED: Who" Jack? 



DOREEN: That i s right. -

FRED: Well would you believe it? 
~ 

CUT BACK TO \VILLOUGHBY AT HIS DESK 
TAKING A BLACK STAMl~ AND BRlNGmG IT 
DOrm FIRMLY ON THE F0Rl1 BEFORE Hm. 
PUSH IN T:O SHOW THE STAMp PERSCNA 
NON GRATA ABOVE CLIFF MARTm '5 NAME. 
BRn~G:UP THE NON. 

Iv.1IX THROUGH TO FRED WALKING ALCNG THE 
DESERTED VILLAGE S'mEET TO CLIFF'S 
GARAGE. HE LOOKS IN AT THE ENTRANCE 
AND SHOUm ABOVE THE DIN. 

FRED: :Cl1ffl 

A SHOT OF THE TIrTERIOR OF THE GARAGE 
SHO\~ NO SIGN OF c[, IFF, ONLY MECHANICS 
WI'1H THEIR. HEADS DOvtN. TRACK BEHIND 
FRED AS BE WALKS SLOWLY BE'NIEEN THE 
VEHICLES, PEERING DOViN AT THE--.LIDS 
OF ~HANICS TO VERIFY IF THEY ARE 
CLIFF, AND THEY NEVER ARE. . 

CUT TO FRED AT CLIFF'S COTTAGE, 
RINGING AT TEE DOOR. THERE IS NO 
ANSWER. HE PEERS n~ AT THE rlINDOVIS 
WHICH ARE CLOSED TIGHT. HE RINGS 
AGAIN. HE WALKS BACK DOVl'li THE GARDEN 
PAm, LOOKS UP AND DOV'J1'1" THE DESERTE:q 
ROAD, LOOKS BACK AT THE H0U;SE. 

MIX THROUGH T9 HIM ARRIVING CN FOOTi 
SVJEATING, AT THE YARD OF JACK'S FAflliI. 
THE DOOR OF THE HOUSE IS OPEN AS 
USUAL AND HE PEERS IN. 

FRED: Anybody at home? 

CUT TO TEE KI'ICHEN' WHERE MABEL IS 
MIXlliG FLOUR FOR A CAKE. SHE ·LOOKS 
UP, DAr~GLES HER WHITE HANDS HELPLESSLY 
FOR A MOIvlEN·T AND THEN BELLOf/S. 

MABEL: l"Y40 is 1 t? 
.. 

FRED (FHOI\[ THE FRONT DOOR) 
Fredl 

~ 

It's mel 

MABEL: Come in FredS • I've got 
my hands in the flour! 

SHE C CNTINUES MIXING. FRlm APPEARS 
AT THE DOOR. 

FREiDl:· Rullo. 

~~EL: Come in Fred. Nice to see 
you again. 

FRED: J~ck about? 



MABEL: He~s down at t,he pigs. It's 
muck=clearance morning. 

FRED· (SUBSIDING INTO ONE OF rrnE· KI'ICEEN 
CHAIRS) Oh I see. 

MABEL : weather's holding. 

FRED: That's right~ 

MABEL: How fS things down at Mrs 
Harris's; all right? 

FRED: Yes, fine; thanks~ 

MABEL: He's treating you all right 
is he? 

FRED: Oh yes. 

THERE IS SILENCE AND SHE GOES CN lUX­
ING. 

FRED: Cliff gone then? 

},lABEL (RUSHmG HER EXP;L~ATION UN..:. 
NATURALLY) Oh hets off on hl~ 
holidays; -you know. _ They always :e'all 
about now. 

FRED : What, he went orf wi thou t say-
ing a word or goodbye? That's funny 
for Cliff isn't it? 

~~BEL: I reckon he hardly knew wh~t 
he was a t Fred. He's be en wcr"king , 
that hard. 

FRED (GETTING ·UP ABRuPTLY) 
I-'ll. be pushing back. 

Oh well; 

MABEL: Won't you wait for Jack? 
He'll be disapPointed. # 

FRED: No. I think I'll g o.~ and 
do some fishing down at the old 
castle. (WITH A FIRM LOOK AT HER) 

MABEL (BREEZILY) Oh thatts nice. 
All :right -then,. Look after your­
self Fred. (AS HE DISAPPEARS DOm 
THE P~SSAGE) AliD BRlNG US A OO.UPLE 
OF NICE FAT mOUT EH?~ 

SEE CEASES MIXING AND STANDS LIST-
EIITNG. HIS FOO'ISTEPS DIE AWAY. "SHE 
BEGII~S MIXING SLOWLY AGAlN. 

:MIX THROUGH TO 11:0RE KI'lCmN 'WORK, 
THIS TIME AT MRS HARRIS fS: THE Q,UICK 
INDENTATIONS OF A KNIFE on 'IRE EDGE 
OF AN APPLE PIE., PULL BACK TO SHOVl 



GEORGE AT WORK IN AN APRCN. FRED, 
IS STANDING BY THE DOOR. 

FRED:' Nice-looking pie you've g'ot 
there. 

GEORGE NODS GENIALLY. 

FRED: Sean Cliff today? 

GEORGE SHAKES HIS HEAD. 

FRED: Heard he'd gone on his hol-
idays. 

GEORGE: Oh yes? 

MIX TBROOGH TO APPLE PIE NOW COOKED 
AND nTI\D:NISEED BY A Q,UARTER ON THE 
TABLE BEFORE FRED IN THE LOu:Jro.E. 

FRED CROSa$ES HIS LIDS, GAZES BEFORE # 

HIM t YAWNS. AND HE Bm-INS: BLOWING' 
UP AT THE MOBILE AGAIN. FADE SLOW-
LY~ 

OPEN' AGAIN ON THE EXTERIOR OF '!HE DUCK 
AFTER DARK. WAIT-FOR FRED TO WALK 
DOViN THE LANE. HE EN~S THE PUB. 

CUT TO THE II~TERIOR OF THE PUB 'C1BERE 
MABEL, JACIK, WnLOUGHBY AND GEORGE ~ 
ARE SITX'ING AT A TABLE. FRED WALKS 
IN. 

~BEL: Hullo Fre·a.l ;'ny trout? 

FRED: N~. The cement wears their 
fins off. Not tasty after that is it? 

: 

MABEL (BREEZILY) Thatts rightl 

TRACK AFTER FRErrY TO BAR. MANSFIELD 
IS ~7AI TING, ELBOflS ON BAR. 

MANSFIELD: Sarne as usual;J Fred? 

FRED:~ That?s right~ 

CUT 'r0 THE TABLE WHERE THE OTHERS 
ABE SITTING. • THEY NOD AND S\,ilLE: TO 
EACH OTHER. 

WILLOUGHBY: I see in the paper today 
this might hold out till the autumn. 

,MABEL: Go on? 

JACK: Good for my oorn. No acts 
of God this year, I hope. (W'ITH A 
\7INK) So expensive for the insurance 
companies. 

FRED ENTERS THE FRM[E TIlTH HIS DRINK. 
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WILLOUGHBY: Well Fred, I don't suppose 
you'll be sorry to leave us at the end 
of thw week, it gets a bit quiet! 

FRED:' It wasn·'t quiet When 1. used 
to live here. 

WILLOUGHBY: Well sane people might 
say there was a damned-sight-too much 
boise. I remember when the kids used 
to play football against the const~b­
ulery wall anyhow.. We sc otoned that 
lark •. 

FRED: .rim not so keen on noise myself, 
really" It isn't t.hat. . But I think 
we were a friendlier bunoh, all said 
and done. Present company exoepted, 
it don't seem to me there's muoh give 
and take here, not like where I live. 

WILLOUGHBY: 'It's all -give and take" 
Fred" You can't judge by the appear­
arioes mate. 

FRED: I can judge if my best pal 
walks out of a plaoe, without a blime 
word, after I h,aven' t seen him for _ 
five years nor more. loan judge that~ 

WILLOUGHBY: 
a change,. 

Oh----Cliff. 
Eh, l\[abel? 

He needed 

MABEL: yes. 
morni~~. 

I was telling Fred this 

FRED: But he sits here last nignt 
telling everYbody hets'going to miss 
his holidays this year; and next morn­
ing first thing he's paoked up and 
gonel Blimey if' that's not at.range 
I don't know what 1$1 

WILLOUGHBY: I think you're at, range 
not seeing the look on his f80e----

FRED: Yes he wa~ so~edS 

WILLOUGHBY: Oh don't talk rot Fred'. 
Drink your beer up like a good boy and 
'I'll get you another one~ 

JACK: He was getting irritable with 
the· kids. 

WILLOUGHBY (HETTING Up) 
a game'· of darts? 

Anybody for 

.. 
GEORGE NOm GENIALLY AND THE MINi GET 
UP WITH THE EXCEPTION OF FRED. 
VI.ILLOUGHBY' PUTS HIS HAND ON HIS SHOULD­
ER. 
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WILLOUGHBY: You play along of" me, 
Fred. We can beat these old baskets 
any Ida y of the we,ek. 

FRED GE'lS UP AND THE DARTBOARD LEAVES 
ARE OPENED~ THEY CHOOSE TEEIR DARTS. 

MIX THROUGH TO THE EXTERIOR OF THE PUB 
AT CLOSn~G TIME. Q,UI,TE A LI'ITLE CROWD 
ON THE PAVEMENT. PUSH IN TO OUR GROUP. 

WILLOUGHBY: Well good night all. 

HE TAKES FRED'S Amyl AND DRAWS HIM 
AWAY AS IF THEY HAD ARRANGED TO WALK 
H01ffi! TOGETHER. 

FRED: Good nightJ 

MABEL: Good, night FredJ 

JACK: Sleep tightl 

WILLOUGHBY- AND FRED WALK OFF DOWI~ THE 
DARK STREET. STJcr ON TEEM UNTIL THEY 
ARE A GOOD WAY OFF, WALKING RATHER 
APART. 

CU,T TO TEE INTERIOR OF THE' C ONSTABULARY~, 
WITH 'flILLOUGHBY SWI'ICHING ON THE LIGHT. 
FRED COMES IN BEHnIn HIM.. ( 

. ---"-... 
WILLOUGHBY (SITTlliG DQ\VN AT HIS DESK)""-",, 
Right now, F.redj take a seat;. The' 
walls havenJt got no ears here. 
(ELBOWS ON DESK MATTER OF FACTLY) 
Listen, do you like getting people 
1nto trouble? 

FRED: lIe? of course I don't! 
I 

WILLOUGHBY: 
night~---

Well you heard Cliff last 

FRED: All he said was he didn't want 
a holiday, he was fed up and wanted 
a change, not the same 014 seaside 
hotel with all the same faces----

~ILLOUGHBY: Yes, I know he did. 
And I'd like to talk like that some­
times too. I mean it I s good to: 
shoot your mouth off now and again. 
If you can get away with it. But 
I wonder if we can. In a Top Secret 
area. You can. But I wonder if 
we can. Now supposing -I shot my 
mouth off? It might be quick march 
for me. Might be. I dan"t know. 
You see, Fred; I did this for Cliff's 
good. I said get out, tonight. And 
he got. 
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FRED: Oh , so it was your ideal 
But what beats me is where you get 
the blinking right, sending people 
away, it's like a dictatorshipl 

WILLOUGHBY: Who sent him away? 
I asked him to go. And he went. 
That's all. I expect he was scared, 
But not of me. Because I'm scared 
tool 

FRED; But what of for God's sake? 

WILLOUGHBY: Well, of putting a foot 
wrong I suppose. Because once you!ve 
done it, Fred, it's too latel And 
then there,' s George. 

FRED: What about George? surely to 
God you're not scared of him? 

WILLOUGHBY: Well, you know, we always 
ask his advice before we· make a move. 

And did he advise you on this 

WILLOUGHBY: Oh yes. 

FRE:> :. Well I'll be ble-ssed., 

WILLOUGHBY: You see, Fred, I always 
think to myself (WIT.H A GLANCE AT THE--~·­
DOOR) you never know what power t~ere 
is behind somebody. Here's a man 
comes to the village along with a 
contractor·'s firm, a shy, fa.t little 
man; you'd think he was trying to -
hide all the t~e. But he sticks. 
He just stays here. He takes over Mrs 
Harris's. Gets a job in the post 
office. Listens. Notice that? 
Listens all the t~e. Newer says 
a word. (WI 'm A1\fO'IHER G uro E AT mE 
DOOR) He's a good ohap, George •• ~ 

rvIIX TO GEORGE OPENlliG 'IRE FRONT DOOR 
OF MRS HARRIS'S TO FRED A LITTLE LATER. 

FRED: Hullo George. 

GEORGE: Come in Fred. 

CUT TO mE LOUNGE AS THEY WALK IN. 

GEORGE: I'll get you e cup of tea; 
shall I? 

FRED: . I've just been with Mr Will­
oughby. He said he sent Cliff away 
on your advice. 

.. 
GEORGE: Oh yes. I'll just get your 

., 
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tea. 

HE LEAVES :aUT FREiD WAlKS AF'mR HIM. 
TRACK BEHmD THEM TO THE KImHEN'. 
GEORGE GOES STRAIGHT TO THE KETTLE. 

GEORGE (NOTIClliG Hm) 
on the boil. 

I had it nearly 

HE TAKES DO\7N 'IRE TEA CADDY. FRED f S 
TEA TRAY IS ALREADY NEATLY LAID. 

FRED: They tell me you used to be in 
the contracting line, ~eorge. 

GE ORGE:: That's right. 

FRED: And are you a sort of boss 
round here? 

GEORGE: Boss? (LAUGHmG) No. 
Would you like a game of cards? 

FRED (GAPING) OK. 

GEORGE: I'll just get your tea. 

FADE QUICKLY it 

OPEN .AGAIN ON THEM PLAymG CARDS m 
THE LOUl\fG E • THEY I-IA VE BOTE: HAD TEA.. 
TICK-TOCK OF THE CLOCK.if THE SLIGHT 
SLAP OF CARre ON TEE TABLE. FRED 
WAWHES GEORGE. 

MIX THROUGH TO THEM SOME HOURS LATER 
STILL AT CARDS. THE CLOCK S1fRIKES A 
CillillrORTABLE THREE. : 

GEORGE (S'IUDYmG ~ CARDS) Yes, '1 
liked the, old village so I sta,ed. 

FRED (GIVING H~l'i pqZZLED LOOK) Oh yes. 

PAUSE WHILE THEY CONTINUE PLAYIN~., G 

GEOIDEt Itm shy. That·ts my trouble. 
And greedy ~oo. Makes enemies some­
times (BUSY WITH HIS CARDS) • 

.. 
FRED: But what made you come to a 
TOp Seoret area George~ 

GEORGE GENIALLY PLAyS HIS CARD WI'lH­
OUT ATTEIJPTING TO MAKE AI~ ANSWER. 

FRED: And why does everybody ask 
;. 

your advice? 

GEORGE ~(LAUGHING) Yesj whyl 
. ~ 

WITH A Q,UICK LOOK AT FRED HE GETS UP 
AND GOES TO THE \7INDOTI', PEEpS BEHIND 
TIm! CURTAINS AND SATISFIED THAT THERE 
IS N.O ONE THERE RETURNS TO TEE TABLE. 
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GEORGE (WITH GREAT EFFORT SO THAT 
HE SWEATS) I just say yes or no. 
I don't give 'em advioe! 

FRED: But. how do you know which to 
say? 

-:-
GEORGE: I say whichever they want. 

FRED: Ohl So you never advise 'em 
against their will like? 

GEORGE SHAKES HIS HEAD. WITH A SILENT 
'LAUGH, SYiEATING PROEUSELY. 

FRED (AS THEY GO ON PLAYlNG)' I've 
been thinking it 'over George. I'm 
going to cut my holiday short. 1'11 
be off tomorrow morning. ldy wife·' 11 
be---well, she might be anxious. 

GEORGE IS SILENT, BUSY WITH HlS; CARDS • 
. 

FRED: You see, it's funny, George, 
I like' you all, but I ~onrt feel aj 
home. .r don't k:nOYI Where I am, 
things aren't clear to me like they 
are down at.our place---do you see 
what I mean? 

GEORGE (PUTTING DO\,.'N HIS HAND OF 
CARDS SLOWLY AS IF ALL THE HAPPINESS 
HAD DRAIN'ED OUT OF HIM) Oh yes ~ 

FRED: I think you've dane marvels. 
I do really. I'll bring my Rache1 
over one day, and the kids. But 
old Cliff leaving like that, I mean 

it did upset me. 

GEORGE ~ MOTIONLESS. 

FRED: 
we? 

We're finishing the game aren't 

GEORGE SHAKES H'IS HEAD IN SILENCE, 
GAZING DOwN AT TEE TABLE rmERE HIS 
HAND: OF CARDS LIES ABANDONED. 

A SLOW FADE. 

OPEN AGAIN ON FRED COMING DOWN TME 
STAmS NEXT MORNlNG. FOLLOYf HI1! ll\fTO 
THE ElvIPTY LOUNGE. HIS BREAKFAS T IS 
ALREADY LAID. HE LOOKS ROUND. NO 
ONE ELSE ABOUT. HE SITS DOWN AND 
BEGINS BUTTERING TOAST WITHOUT MUCH' 
ZEST. THEN HE NOTICES A BILL FOLD-
ED Ol'l A PLA TE • HE TAKES I T AND 
OP]NS I-T, THEN COUNTS OUT SOME: NOTES 
FROM HIS V'IALLET. 
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HE POURS HIMSELF 801m COFFEE AND THEN 
SIm BACK AS IF LITTLE INTERESTED. 
HE LOOKS UP A T THE MOBILE AND SETS IT 
IN MOTION WITH A BLOU OR TaO. 

PAN' UP TO THE MOBILE. IT TURNS AND 
TURNS, SLOWING GRADUALLY. 

PAN DOW.t~ TO THE TABLE AGAm WHICH IS' 
NOVl WITHOUT FRED. BREAKFAST IS FIN-
ISHED,. THE BILL AND BANK NOTES RE-
IvIAm T}JERE .. 

FRED (FROl\I THE PASSAGE) 

CUT TO ~ PASSAGE VlHEmE FRED IS 
STANDING WITH HIs SUIIDASE AND FISH-
ING TACKLE. HE LOOKS m AT THE 
KI'IC HEa"J BUT THE' CAVEmTOUS AREA C ON"­
TAINS NO GEORGE. 

FRED: George, I'm off: 
- . 

As THERE IS NO REPLY TO 'nIIS HE TAKES 
HIS BAGS .AND GOES TO '!HE; FRONT DOOR. 
IT CLOSES BEHIND HIM. 

MIX TO DOREEN OPENING HER FRONT DOOR 
TO FRED "\ffiO IS 'STANDThTG THERE WIm 
HIS SUI EASE &\fD F ISHIN'G TACKLE. 

DOREEN: Hullo Fred! 
. . 

FRED: I've CClIJa to say good bye. 

DOREEN: ~y; are you leaving already 
then? 

FRED: You was .right about Cliff. 
He went off. 

DOREEN: The t t S right. 

FR:ED: Well Doreen» It 11 remember you 
to Rachel. 

DOREEN: Yes give her my love. And 
bring her over some time won ,~t you? 

-
FRED (ABOUT .. T·G GO) -Oh Doreen'; I 
couldn I t find George, so I left the 
money on the breakfast table. He 
put a bill with my egg like this 
morning; 

DOREEN: I'll xell h~. Don't worry 
about it Fred. It's been good to 
see y.ou again. 

FRED: Well I brought SQ,me good 
weather B.{lyhow. 
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DOREEN: I only hope you don't take 
it away again1 

FRED: Uell cheerio Doreen. Er---­
(LOOKING ROUND) does th~s vi~lage r~ 
to taxis, do you know? ' 

DOREEN: Well not after the qld 
smithie died---

FRED: Oh well. 

DOREEN: Listen why don't you give 
Jack a tinkle? He might run you to 
th~edge. 

FRED: Yes, well, I could ~ry. 

DOREEN: Come in e. moment. 

CUT TO TEEM STANDlliG BY THE 1tH0lUE 
IN THE FRONT SITTING ROOM. 

DOREEN: It'S---Oh well, let me dial 
~t for you. 

SEE DIALS TEE NUMBER. 

DOREEN: Is tnat you Jack? Itts 
Doreen. (PAUSE FOR REPLY) Hold on, 
I've got Fred here. Fred powel~. 

FRED (TAKING TEE PHCNE) Morning 
Jaok. Listen Jaok, you can't run me 
to th-e sta---to the edge, can you? 

A PAUSE' WHILE' THE OTHER PARTY REPLIES. 

FRED: Oh I see. I thought it was 
muck-o learance yes terday • (PAUSE') 
Oh I see. Yes, well, forget about 
it, Jac~. Thanks very much. 

HE PUTS TEE PHONE DOWN. 

FRED: He's got muck-clearance two· 
days a week and it has to have his 
whole attention like. 

DOREEN: ah I forgot about that. 

FRED: I'll walk then •. , It's not so 
far. 

DOREEN: ~ I'd drive you myself (~ THEY 
VIALl{ TOWARDS THE FRONT DOOR) if I didn't 
have a lesson. 

FRED : That's all right Doreen. 

DOREEN: You could put yo'ur head in 
at the garage an-a ask one of the 
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meohanios. He'll pop you to the 
edge. 

FRED: Yes, all right, I'll do that. 

CUT TO HItl OUTSIDE AGAm, PICKlNG UP 
HIS BAGS, 

FRED: Well good bye Doreen. All 
the best. 

DOREEN: All the best; Fred. 

SHE' 11AWHES HIM LEAVE BUT HAS CLOSED 
THE DOOR BEFORE BE REACHES THE l!ND OF 
THE GARD:EN PA'lH. HE BEGINS HIS muroE 
TO 'TEE EOOE t • • 

CUT TO HIlvl NEARmG CLIFF'S' GARAGE. 
HE IS ON THE OTBER SIDE OF THE LANE 
FROM TlE GARAGE. TRACK AFTER Hill .AS 
THE SOUNDS OF SPRAYING Ai'® HAMMERmG 
APPROACH. HE BEGINS CROSSING THE 
LANE TO THE ENTRAI\]"CE. 'THEN HE STOre 
DEAD. 

A SHOT OF THE INTERIOR OF THE GARAGE 
SHOWS .CLIFF WORKING AT ONE OF THE 
VEHICLES. HE' IS LIFTI~rG A CYLINDER 
HEAD OUT OF A BATH OF PETROL. 

, . 
FRED (BEGINNING TO SHOUT) 01----1 

BUT HE STOPS. DID CLIFF LOOK ROUND 
FOR .AN TI\!PERCEPTIBLE MOMENT, MEET HIS 
EYES AND THEN RETURN ABRUPTLY TO HIS . 
WORK? 

CLOSE UP OF FRED SHOre Hm m PUZZLE-
MENT, GAZJNG. • . , 

FRED (ALMOST TO HIMSELF')' Cliff ..... 

HE BACKS TOWARDS THE 0 '!'HER S IDE OF 
THE LANE AGA·JN SLOWLY. AND HE ~.7ALKS 
ON • 'IHEN BE STOPS, GLANCES BACK, 
WALKS ON AGAIN. 

MIX TO Hlll WALKn~G ACROSS COUNTRY AS 
AT THE BEGlNHlNG. 

A L8 OF HIli VIAIKlliG. 

HE COI~S TO THE IiILEPOST HE EEAMINED 
AT THE BEGINNING AND S1m DOY~r 01~ IT, 
RESTING. 

CUT TO HIM HOT AND UNTIDY NOW J WALKJNG 
AGAIN. , 

A LS OF mH: APPROACHING ~ 'V100DEN 



ARCH AT 'THE EDGE,'. 
"-

CUT TO HIM WALKING TOWARDS THIS ARCH. 
TRACK BEHIND HI~,~. HE STOre SUDDENLY. 
CLOSE UP OF HIM WIPlliG HIS BR OWl , HIS 
OASES DO~1N AND THEN S~ING HARD BEFORE 
HIM, STRAIN'):NG HIS EYES TO ~lA.I<E ~URE 
OF SOME'IH ING • 

A SHOT OF THE ARCH SHOWS THE WORDS 
'MILITARY .AREA'. THEREFORE HE IS 
WALKING OUT OF THE MILITARY ZONE, INTO--­
THE MILITARY "'ZONE??, AND HE NEVER 
Klml IT BEFORE?? 

HE PICKS UP HIS 'BAGS AND APPROACHES 
THE ARCH WITH ~IS E~ FIXED ON"THOSE 
WORnS. HE GOES UNDER THE ARCH, . 
PEERIID UP ALL THE Tn~, .AND THEN J 

ON THE OTHER SIDE, HE ~LOOKS UP: 
AGAIN THE WORDS 'llILITARY ZONE' 
AS HE SAYf THEI\[ ON ARRIVAL IN-·~THE 
TAXI. 

HE RETURNS UNDER THE ARCH AND LOOKS 
UP AGAnT. WALKS THROUGH THE ARCH 
AGAIN AND ONCE :MORE SEES THE WORDS. 
AND mIS TIME HE STA1IDS STILL~, 
TRYING TO THINK IT OUT. 

HE LOOKS UP '!HE ROAD TOrlARDS THE 
VILLAGE, TEEN TURNS' TO LOOK AT THE 
ROAD HE ARRIVED BY m TEE TAXI. 
THEY SEEM IDENTICAL. THEY S'IREWH 
INTO THE DISTANCE, Q,UITE DESERTED, 
IN PRECISELY TEE SAME JJAY. HE 'IURNS, 
TURNS AGAIN, BEW ILDERED. 

CUT TO HI~~ C ONTINUmG HIS WAY. TRACK 
BEHIND HIM IN SUCH A WAY THAT THE 
ROAD BEFORE Hn~ LOOKS IDENTICAL TO 
TEE ROAD HE TOOK ON ARRIVAL. HE 
'IURI~ IN CLOSE UP, LOOKS BACK·. 

BACKTRACK IN FRONT OF RD.! IN CILOSE UP 
AS HE CONTINUES 'HIS flAY. HE IS GAZING 
DOWN'.:' HIS FACE QUI'm CHAlSfGED WIm PER-
PLEXITY CLOSE TO PANIC. WE SEE THE 
ARCH BEHIND HIM. 

INTERCUT A SERIES OF SHOTS WITH Hill 
STOPPING AND LOOKTI'JG BACK AS TEE ARCH 
GRADUALLY DIS1lPPEARS INTO THE DISTANCE·. 

CUT TO ANOmER BACKTRACKING CLOSE UP 
WI TH H Thf STILL PERPLEXED AS IF BE IS 
RETHINKING AIL OF LIFE ON A NEW BASIS. 

A LS OF HIM WALKING ALONG THE DESER TED 
ROAD AS THE TITLES OOME UP. 


