THE COUNTRY HOUSE SALE

ABEAUTTIFUL COUNTRY HOUSE, IN A PARK.
ALL LOOKS STILL AND SERENE IN SFRING
SUNSHINE AS WE APPROACH.. A SCENE OF
RURAL, TIMELESS DIGNITY.

THE DRIVE ¥WINDS, FLANKED BY CATTLE
FPENCING. ONE OR TWQ HMORSES GRAZE,

THE FRONT OF THE HOUSE. THE CALM IS SHATT2
ERED BY A BOY WHO COMES AROUND A CORNER

O0F THE HOUSE, WHISTLING. A WINDOW OPENS
ABOTE AND 4 MIDDLE-AGED HOUSEKEEPER

LEANS OUT AND PUTS HER FINGER TO HER LIPS.
HE REMEMBERS, AND CLAPP HIS HAND TO HIS
MOUTH.

AT THE FRONT OF THE HOUSE A HUMBER DRAWS
UP AND A DIGNIFIED MAN, WITH A DOCTOR'S
BAG, GETS OUT. THE FRONT DOOR OPEN3 AND
THiE BUTLER, OLD AND CRONKY, COMES DOWN THE
STEPS TO GR&BT HII.. THE DOCTOR SAVES

HIM FaOM A NASTY FALL,

DOCTOR: Any change, Iould?

THE BUTLER SHAKES HIS OLD i(EAD BADLY.

PORTOBELLO ROAD OF A SATURDAY MORWING.

THE ATR IS FILLED WITH RAUCOUS BUZZ, TOFPED
BY WO CONFLICTING STREET MUSICIANS, A
WOMAN WITH A PTIERCING VOICE INTONING A
PR&ZST SONG, AND A WASHBOARD GROUP., SOMB
OF THE STALLS ARE 35°LING CLOTHRES,



n

THERE ARE ARGUWMENTS WITH FOTBHIIAL
CUSTOMERS, ONE 3TALL HOLDZR IS STOLIDLY
BEATTHG A BUN, PAUSING ONLY T0 SLAP THE
WRIST OF A CUSTOMER WHO I3 HENDLING THE
GOODS .

ALONG THE BHOP3. WE GO INTO ONE, DARK
AND SMALL. TFROMN WITHIN WE SEE A MAN

WHO STICKS HIS HEAD IN THE DOOR, BLOTTING
OUT THE LIGHT.

ARTHUR: (AT THE DOOR) Anything?

OWNER: (W& DON'T S®E HIM) Nothing to
sell Tosh,

AHMHUR LIFPTS HIS HeAD IN DISAPPOINTMENT

AND 'GOES. WE FOLLOW HIM TO TA8 NEXT ZHOP,
WHERE THE OWhiSR COMES OUT BRISKLY AND TRIES
TO SELL HI« 4 DOZY SOFA CON TiE PAVEHENT,

A GREAT BIG UGLY PIECE. HE SHESRS AND
[OVES ON. AT THE THIRD SHOP HE IS GREETED
BY A BIG-BOUTOMED WOMAN, WHO STANDS IN

THE DOOR.

WOMAN: You're too late Arthur. The
Aussies been round this morning, they
ad everything worth shifting. There's
no stuff about.

ARTHUR: We conuld do with your old man
on the jobh.

WOMAN: Yeah, well, only another eight
months,

HE PATS HkR ON THHE SHOULDAR , AND IIOVES
ON, CHOSSING WESTBOURNE PARKE ROAD., PUTS
HI3 MOS8 INTO & GRANDLOOKING 3HOP.

OWN«R: (ELDEERLY AND POSH) Out.

HE MOVES ON. HE COMES OUT OF THE NWEXT
BHOP WITH A HMUBICAL BOX FLAYING UND#R HIS
ARM. AND INTO ANOTHER SHOY, WHEHE Hi ﬁAITS
WHILE THE OWWER DO3 A BIT OF 85Z.LING,
LOOKTNG AgOUND AND M1:3THG HOTHING.



owWwiR: (70 YUUNG COUPLE) Belonged to
Pauline Borghese, that chaise longue.
dister of Napoleon.

YOUNG MAXN: TI'l1l believe you.

OWNER: The only reason it's fifkty instead
of five hmndred is because it's pinched,

so I should make your mind up before
Sergeant Brown looks in. Go on, buy

it, 1it'11 give you ideas.
GIRL: He dnesn't need any.

09W«R: Tike that, is it? Hullo Arthur,
I've got nmnthing for you, there, aren't
I mean, no... those chairs you've seen,
terrible aren't they, I'll sell them
tom these two for twopence, I wouldn't
land you dears, you two must have
beautiful thingsz.. I'll say anything for
a szle..... buy it.. it's such a lewd

piece....you'll not regret it.
YOUNG MAX: Thirtyefive.

OWEER: Done, take it away yourself,

my van's got a hermia...... make 1t out
to cash dear and write 'vplease pay cash'
all over it, you don't hapven to have

the money? No, well, never mind, I shall
need Pantastic identity. What's this..
last demand for rates, well, we can't
fault wou for style..Arthur dear, if you
could be back in, =ay, half an hour...
Bobby and Terry are helping move

somebody in..(THEY EXCHANGE A QUICK GLANCE)

.. ¥OU Mnever Know.....
AHTHUR: OK Vera, I'll be back.

VERA: It won't be much I dare say. (HE
SHRWES) Thede's nothing about, you
know, very dead. What we want ig e nice

country house csale.

o]







