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,
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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]




PURTHRR Uy THRE ROAD, BsYOWD THE SHOPS,

ARW SOMw LITTLE, DYRFED -~UP TERRACED HOUSES.
SOMEOWE IS8 JUST WMOVING IN. A VAE IS PARKED
OUTSINE AND 4 YOUNGISH COUPLE, KNIGHTSBRIDG!
STYLE, ARE SUPERVISING TIIE TWC YOUNG MEN
WHO ARE DOING TH® HOVING. THE WOMAN IS
DEING SWEST, BUT IS OF THE EDGE OF FERVES,
THE MAN IS UNDISGUISEDLY POMPOUS AWD

BOSSY. THE TWC YOUWG WEN GO ABOUT THEIR
YORK SILENTLY AND COMPATENTLY, CARAYING

IN THE FURNITURE AWD DEPOSTITING IT
ACCORMBHG TO NMADAM'S DEMANDS. THEY GARRY

IN A SHMALL KNEEHOLE DESK, AT A HOMENT

WHEN MER ATTSNTION IS DISTRACTED..AND

¥OD BRIBFLY TC SACH OTHRER. THIS PIECE

I5 CARRIED STkﬂdGHT THROUGH THY HOUBE,

DOWKN THE PATH AND OUT OF THE BACK GATE

OWTO A SHALL OPEN THUCK WHICH DRIVES OFF

S0 SMARTLY THAT THEY ONLY JUST HMAWAGE

TO GET IT ABNARD. NOT A WORD IS SPOKEN.

AT THE FRONT OF THE ICUsSE THE NLW
HOUSEIDLDAERS AKE GETTING WEARY. TWO
PRIENDS DRIVE UP, PARK AND AFPROACH.

WOMAN2: Darlings.... how are you getting
on, we've come to help.

WOMANETs I'm ekhausted! Trying to get

Anything done!

AW I: I say, why don't we go and have
a drink?

WOMAN I: Do you think it's all right?

TOBBY: (THE REMOVAL B0Y) Don't orry.
We'll keep an eyve on ‘things, won't we
Terry?

TRRRY: (8SBPT AND GRAVE FACED) Sure..

WOMAN 2: I'd zdore a poke round the
shops. Such a fascinating area.... you
ARE lucky!



THEY SAUNTZR OFF, WATCHED BY THE BOYS.
WHO DON'T SAY 4 WORD, BUT UNLOAD WITH
A=NEWED VIGOUR, TAKING THE ITUFF
STRﬂEGHT THROUGH. THE VAN SWOOSAES UP
TO GREET THEXN AS THEY WADDLE, ARMS FULL,
DOWN THE GARDEW PATH.

THE FOUR SHOBS WALKING DOWN PORTOBELILO
ROAD LDOKING IN WINDOWS AND AT THE
STUFF ON THE PAVEMENTS. THEY REACH
VERA'S SHOP., WOMAN I LOOKS IN AND GIVES

A SORBAM.

WOMAN T Darling, look! 4 1little
desk Exactly like mine...the exact image!

THEY CROWD ROUND THE WINDOW,

WOMAN I: How extraordinary, it's a
complete facsimile...I wonder how much
they want for it?

MNE I: No harm in asking.
THEY GO INTO THE SHOP.

OUTSIDE THE SNOBS' HOUSE. THE LITTLE
OPEN TRUCK ZO0OwsS UP, WITH THE DESK IN THE
BACK, JUST AS THE FOURSOME, SoROLLING
HAPPILY, REACH THE HOUSE. VERA JUMPS QUT
AND HELPS THE WO MEN LIWPT DOWN THE DESK
AND CAR«Y TIT INSIDE WITH REVERENTIAL
CAdE. THE TW0 WOMEW WATCH WIWH PLEASURR
AND PRIDE.

WOMAK 2: What a marvellous pieze ofi luck.
They'1l1l be worth So much more.. having
the pair.

WOMAN I: I Know! It's going to be
30 easy to pick Up things!

VERA, EM-RGING, GIVES HER A WARM SUILE
AS HE GOES.

INSIDE THE COUNTRY HOUSE. W& SES, OR



HALF SEE, THE INTERIOR OF A GRAND
BEDROOM WITH A POUR POSTER BED AS THE
DOCTOR ZHERGES. HE CLOSES THE DOOR VERY
QUILTLY. THE BUTLER LOOKS AT HIM.

HE SHAKES HIS HEAD WITH A& XKIND, ©AD
GLANCE. THE BUTLEx USHsSRS HIM DOWN THE
STATRS, SHAKING HIS HEAD.

A GRAND LOWDON SALEROOM, JUST BEFORE A
SALE. THE ROOHM IS FPILLING. SOME

DIEATLBRS ARE ALuBADY SEATED AT THE CENTRE
TABLE, OWE IS ADJUSTING HIS HEARING AID,
TWO PONE OVsR A CATALOGUE, A WOMAN

K BATHES ON HER GLASSES AND POLIHHES THEM
ABSIDUQUSLY. A MAYN WITH A 3HALL BEARD
GLARES ROUWD..WARNING OFF COMPETITION.

T0 ONE SIDE STAND THE FULIIAM RING, A
3MALL GROUP OF MEN, DOMINATED BY

RALPHIE RAY, THEIR O3TsSNSIBLE LEADER...
@EHIND RATLPH IS A MR. BI@. HE I35 TALL,
RATHER BINE LOOKING aBOUT THE HEAD,

STILL YOUNG, THOUGH HIS HAIR IS5 DEGINNENG
T0 RECEDE. HIS LOOKS AnrE MARRED BY HIS
JBERKY HOVEMENTS, THE TWISTING HBEAD OF
THE DEALER., AND HE WEARS OUHOEED GLASSES,
WHICH MAKHE HIM LOOK A% SINIBTER AS HE IS.

W5 MOVE ALONG TO THE CARPLT MEN, ALL SMALL
ABD LEBANSSE LOOKING. THEY ARE BENDING
OVER THE CARPETS AND LOOK UP AS HR.
CRITCH, THE AUCTIONEER, CORAECT IN DARK
3UIT AND ETONIAN TTIE APPROACHES.

CRITCH: (VERY GRAND ACCENT) DMorning
Parouk, morning Herman, morning Saleem.

THEY NOD.

HsRMAN: Very nice morning. What you

gnt for us this morning Mr. Critch?

CRITCII: One or two very nice rugs. Rather
a lot of carpets today.. I shall need

your help.



TARQUK: What are we here for? (HE HAS
A SOFT, SIGHING PARSTAN VOICE) We hekp

things along, that's business.

CRITCH: Much »bliged to you. By the
way, lot 42 is a nice Aubusson.. came out
of the Belgian Empbassy.

HERMAN: Thank you HMr, Critch. Saleem
was a little diappointed in the silk
carpet.

CRITCH: Yes, I'm sorry about that. Not
very often our boys make a mistake.

SALEEM: Was a bad carpet.. you was wrong.

HERMAN: We thought it wasn't right..
but, you know, the boys think if Mr.
Critch says it's a right one. We all

make mistakes. The Aubusson is good?

CRITCH HESITATE®S, VERY SLIGHTLY.

CRITCHH: As far as I Imow. I'll have

a word with the clerk.
H® GOES..WATCHED BY THE CARPET IEW,

SAT@AEM: (HISSES) Aubusson is mended..
is Darned!

HERMAN: (READS HIS CATALOGUE ALOUD,
RAPIDLY) Lot 42, Aubusson carpet,

20 feet by 14, centre medallion in lemon
and cerise, with roses and azure banding
on turgonise backzround - bordered -
darned?

SALEEM: (QUITE LOUD) Darned!

CRITCH LOOKS AT THE!M SHARPLY. HE HAS
CLIMBED ONTO HIS ROSYRUM AND LEANS DOWH
FOR A WORD WITH HIS SHARP-BEYED CLilRK:
WII0 COMES OVER TO TIE CARPET BOYS.

CLERK: Mr. Critch has asked me to point
out tn you, gentlemen, that 1ot 42 has

heen darned in several places. he felt



CLERK: (CONT.) +that you would like
to know.

HERMAN: Thank Mr. Critch please.

THE AUCTIOWsuR IS WAITING TO START. HE
LOOKS AT THE CLOCK BEHIND HIM ON THE
WALL AND THEN AT HIS WATCH. HE LEANS
DOWN TO THE CLBRK,.

CRITCH: Weinstock not here?

CLERK: There's nothing for him $ill
Lot ninety. They'll be heve....Il should
get started.

CRITCH: Ye-est I1'11 run the Fulham

mob up a bit, they'll think they're on

a good thing before he shows, we might

as well have some of it (RUNS STRARGHT ON
BUT HIS VOICE TAKES ON A CL<RICAL, CHILLY
FORMALITY) ..good-morning ladies and
gentlemen. lay we have the first lot
please.. as in your cstalogue...

khelim rug, six feet by three, and a
small prayer rug.-....

LATER IN THE SALFTROOM.

«+.. seventy-five guineas, all Done at

seventy-five..... Chepstow Mill Antiques.

ABADS TURN AS MR, WSINSTOCK ARRIVES., H E
I5 MAB3IVE, TALL, ARAVY aND ELOERLY, AND
DRAGS HIS FE#T SLIGHTLY. HE IS SUPPORTED
BY HIS SONS JACK AWD MAURICE, AND
SEY.RAT, OTHIRS OF HIS RING. THAY ALL

WEAR GOOD DARK OVERCOATS WITH VELVSET
COLLARS. THEY LOOK LIKE MOBSTERS. THERE
TS AE SLIGHT PRISHON AR THEY ENTER, AND
THE FULHAM MOB THROW KNIFY GLANCES.

WEINSTOCK: (TO0 RATPH RAY) Good worning
Ralph.

RAY: Morning Mr, Weinstock. You're

late thiz azorning.



WINSTOCK: I am, my bhoy, I am. Int getting

any vounger.

EVERYTHING WATITS WITIL®
A SPOONTUL OF MEDICINEG Pf ! i
MOPPING WIM UP WITH A SPLOIAL RAG. IE
THEN OFFERS THE 0LD MAN A TABLET, WHICH
HE 5UUKS5 HOIBSILY. WEINSTOCK WODS, THE
SALE CONTIWUES.,

CRITCH: Lot ninety. Important bureau
bookcase in banded mahogany, with original
crystal and ivory handles to bureaun
drawers, cross-banded....

HIS VOICE PAOES A5 WE ATFROACH FULHAR,

RAY'S HENCHMAN: It's catalogued a hit
early. What do you think?

RAY: T don't know. We'll seec if the
nld man wants it. If he does we'll get
it., We'll go by him.

FRIEND: I don't see why they've put it
in so early. There's something funny.

RAY: (IRRITABLE) OK.. if be leaves it
alone, WE leave it alone.

URITCH: ... what am I »id? Who'll
start me at fifty guineas.... fifty
guineas sir...fifty-five...

THE BIDDING RUNS UP, SOME BIﬁ”BERS

NODDING, SOME WAVING A4 HNND, OTHsR TOUCHING
THEIR GLASSES, OR THEIR EYEBROWS, OR
PATP?TNG TMHEIR CHESTS... A REAL MUSIC

HALL ACT. WEIN3TOCK DOESW'T 3TIR. RAY
WATCHES HIM.

CRITCH: ...seven thousand Eight hundred
guineas.... seven thausand, Nine
hundred guineass... who'll give me

eight thousand..

A PAUSE., STILEINCE.
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WEINSTOCK: (CONTEMPTUOUS WITIH THIS
DALLYING) Ten thousand sir.

IEADS TURK.

CRITCH: (WOT A FLICKER) Ten thousand
guineas,..l am bid ten thousand...at ten
thorusand for tis beautiful burea bookcase,
the most important we have seen in this
salernom for some time...

RAY'3 FACHE I8 WORKING.

20D, FRIEND: It's a fiddle. He's letting
him have it... they've got tagethermx
on this.

RAY LIFTS HIS Awrii IN A 3ORT OF HAZI
SALUTE,

CRITCH: (ACKNOWLEDGING THIS) Ten thousand,
five hundred.

WiINSTOCK TURWS, HIS FPACE BLACK. HE HODS
TO0 CRITCH, RAY BSALUT=ES, AND THE BIDDING
RUNS UP TO FOURTEEN FIVE.

WEINSTOCK: (WITH AN AIR OF FINALITY)
Pifteen thousand, (HE TURNS AND SNEERS
AT RAY)

RAY: (B0FT) And five.
WBINSTOCK SCOWLS, AND GLARES AT RAY.

CRITCH: Against you sir. The bhid is
with the gentleman on my ri,ht. I am
bid fifteen thousand, five hundred for
this important bureau bookcase...any
more sir?

WEINSTOCK, ARKMS FOLDED, GLARES AT THE
FLOOR, SHAKING HIS HEAD.

MDT

CRITCH: Tifteen thousand five hundred,
fifteen thousand five hundred, is there
: Py any advance....HdE BANG3 Til GAVEL...
P - VMN8N Churchill Antiques.
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THE FULHA: MOB BMILE AND BXPAND.

MAURICE: (TO HIS FATHZR) What did you
do that for?

WEIN3TOCK: Shut up a.d look miserable.

MAURICE: Do you want a tablet? It might
make you feel bhetter.

WoINSTOCK: My boy, sometimes I wonder
if I did right bri:f{’-tng you into the trade.

THE BUREAU BOOKCASE IS MANHANDLED INTO

A HAYPATR WINDOW, WATCHED BY RAY. HE
DIRECTS ITS PLACEMZNT, GOES OUTSIDE

AND NODS HIS SATISFACTION, PAUSING FOR

A HOMEWT TO ADMIRE IIIS SPOILS., HE GOES
INSIDE AND LOOKS AT IT...AND THEN TLOOKS
0UT OF THE WINDOW, WHERE A VERY SHALL,
DARK MANW, IN A LONG DARK OVERCOAT WITH

A VELVET COLLAR, IS LOOKING IN. RAY'S
PACE PALTERS. WE CAGNOT SEE Tk FACE

O THI MAN LOOKING IN, BUT RAY IS
OBVIOUBLY NOT nBEASSURED. HE SHAKES

HIS HEAD IN ENQUIRYZ. AND THE AN LOOKING
IN SHAKES HIS HEAD FROM SIvE TO JIDE,
SLOWLY. RAY I3 AGIABT. AND THEN HIS

PACE SHOWS FRIGUTENING RAGE. HE REALISES
THAT HE HAS BEEW TiE VICTIM O A PUTUP
JOB. HB SHOWS PEAR a3 Tds LITTLE HAN
WALKS INTO IHs SHOP.

IN A COSY PUB WEINsTOCK 3ITS WI-II HIS
SONS AND ASSOCIATES. THE WAITRESS BRINGS
THEIR SHEPHERDS' PIE AD THE OLD HAN
PINCHES HER BOTTCM. HE IS IN FINE FETTLE.

THEY LAUGH, ANWD HE SLAPS HIS KNEE.

WEINBTOCK: Just the same, we bought
very little. Pive hundred to come from

Criteh is nont enough....that's nnt a

morning's work.
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JACK: (HIS OLDER S0N) Sverything's so
short, Daddy (H& I3 A ¥ORRIED FAMILY HMAN)
.. The Australians, the Italians, they're
buying Everything! The Greeks take all
the deconrated stuff...all the Vactorian's
going to Denmark., dnd there's nothing
coming in from the country.

PRIBND: There hasn't been a gnod country
hnuse sale for...I can't remember when..

can you liaurry?

MAURAY, HIS PACE ROUND s CRISP BREAD
ROLL, SBUAKES HIS HEaD IN A FLURKY OF

CrUuBG .

JACK: They all go abroad to die now...
Nasszau, MaXta...

FrIEND: Well, it stands to reason. You
can't afford +to die here, it's so costly!

JEINSTOCK: It's a great pity for our
trade we don't see him no more... the
English gentleman. He was a good sport,
that type.. we was rubbish to him, and

he would come running whenever he needed
the money.gyriheir stuff meant nothing

tn them..they never worked for it. Those
were the days...I've cleared out mansions.
And, you know, if he says he will dn if%,
he will do it, @&fen if it is against his
advantagegxxxihzegxx the bloody fnol.xxx
You knew where you were, they kept their
word..well, it makes for solid structure,
FRARXERXE XA NR XK Y YT RRUX K AER X WAE X EX R DR
ERERXXEXLRIEEXExFEY 1 was corporal to

a gentleman, during the war, the Ureat

CHndR

War, the real Eir He was a sporty boy,
a.dL\erught up by servants..

miserable bast
but very good with horses. TLaddie,we
used to call him. Well, I suppose he's

dead now, maybe.



A MATD RUNS ALONG 4 COURRIDOR. SHE RATS
O A DOOR, URGENTLY.

MATID:  Your ladyship... your ladyship,

are you awake?

AﬁURSB STICKS HER IEAD OUT OF THE
INVALIND'S ROOHM, IWN ATARM. A WOMAN,
THRERTY-FTVISH, IN A SENSIBLE DRESSING
GOWN, COMES RUNNING.

WOMAN: My mother's c-ming.
WE SEE THRE DYING MAN, PROPPED UP AGAIWST
THE PILLOWS. HE IS5 HEAR TO DELTH, HIS

THIN OLD #U=maAD EXHMAUSTED, HIS RYES

CLOSED. I3 [IE DEAD ALREADY? 2ut suddenly
HIS EYES 5PEH, BULGING AND PAL®, AID

HE LIFTS HIS HZAD., WE LIFTS AN ARM

AND POINTS A PINGsSR AT THE DOOR, WIERE

THE BUTLER IS HOViERING.

LORD LAODIL LLOUDON: Two pounds each
way on Dbast Trump!

AND HE FALLS DEAD. HIS O0THER HAWD CLUTCHES
A COPY OF SPOHTING LIFE.
THE NURSE CLO3ES HIS EYES.

MARGARET: (HIS DAUGHTER, IN THE DIE3SING
GOW) Well, that's that. DPoor Daddy.
e was so awful. I must gon and tell
—
HMummy .

THE BUTLER ATPROACHES SADLY. HE 3STAWDS
REVERENTLY BY TilE BED.

BUTLER: It was Jjust as well he went, then.
That horse won't do anything. The trouble
with his Lnrdship was that he always liked
dodgy ondds.

THE NURSE COMPRESSES HIR LIPS. AS THE
DUTLER LEAVES HE NOTICES Tillh OLD HAN'S
CUFY LINKS.. AWD SWuiPS THEM ABSENITY
IHTO TIS POCKET WITH A SINT WAVBLHRNT.
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THE NURSE 335d8S IRATITABLY A5 THE DOOR
SLAMS, AWD TIEN HBALISES THAT IT DOESN'T
MATTER ANY MO:E. SHE STARTS TO CLEAR
UP.'THE CLD BOY'S THEIH ARE IN A GLASS
ON THH BED3TI Ol TABLE. 3SHE PICKS UP

THE GLASS, THEN LOOKS AT THRE TusTH,
FISIES THAE OUT, SEES THE GLINT CF

GOLD, ANWND 3LIPS THE TwETH IN ISR

POCKET.

THE HEWS PERMEATHS TIE HOUSE. THE
HOUSEKSEPER DOES A JIG IN THE HALL.

THE BOY COMES ROUWD THE 3A.E CORIER
OF THE HOUSE, A WINDOW FLIES UP AND HE
LODKS UP, HE 3INGS! LeX Hitk
Y EQPLE,_ } = ) .
AGERY.  FROM THE KITCHEN WIDHOW THERE
IS A BLAST OI' JAZZ, TW0O DOGS PLAY...
ROUND AWD ROUND ON THE TERAACE,

ONLY & HORSE, TN TIE CORWER OF A FIFLD,
DROOPS HIS EECK, AL IF IN SORROW.

LADY g;oﬁmom SITTING Up I BED, ©SHE
IS BLDERLY BUT 3PRY. JHE WEARS A PRETTY
BEDJA&&ET AND A TACEK IIOBCAP. HER HANDS
AxR TOLISED OVER A LARGE BiEAKFAZT TRAY,
HER EYES 4B ALIGHT WITH ANTICIPALION.
WE SiE THE MATD, HEAD BENT OVir AN
OCCABIONAL TABLE. VERY NICE FURNITURE..
WE GET A QUICK TLABH AT EACH PILCE, ALL
BEATTINUL POLISHED, ALL VERY GOOD
ANTIUUE PEICES. BUT WE MUSTN'T STARE.
MOLLY, THE HAID, IS WINDING UP AW OLD
GRAMOPHOWE. IT PLAYS AN OLD RICORDING
OF LET YOURSBELF GO. LADY %L SINGS
CRACKILY TO THE HUSIC. HER DAUGHTER,
STILL IN SEN3SIBLE HAW'S DRESSING GOWN,
ENTERS, AGHAST AT THE WOISE.

MARGARET: What's come over everyhody?
Hother, honestly! Molly, turn it »ff!
Honestly!

HMOLLY DOX3 80 AND 3CUTTLES OFF, WITH A
LITTLE SKIP AT THE DOOR.

MARGARLT: TFonestly. I don't know What'c

zot into you. ALl morning vou 've been...
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MARGARET: well, I don't like to say it...
LADY LL: Go on darling, I don't mind.

HMARGARET: And you're eating breakfast!
You haven't eaten breakfast for twenty
years.

LADY L: Only because Laddy couldn't
bear the smell nf food in the mornings..
or the afternoons, or the evenings

come to that. I got out of the habit.

MARGARET :Eggs, bacon, mushrooms...
sausages? It's indecent! Where are

your liver salts and lemon juiwe?

LADY It I don't think I shall be nseding
them. (SHE EATS UP WIWH RULISH) Poor
Laddy! You know in spite of everything
it's awful to think of him lying there.
You'd better ring the vet.

MARGARET: The vet?

LADY L: (PIC.ING UP Hik ANCIENT
PEKINESE) I told you Pooty wasn't
feeling we%}. I'mguite worried
about her. ° d, by the way, ring the
undertaker for me, we can't leave Laddy

lying about all over the place.

FARGARED G133 UP FROM TiHE LSND OF THE
BED..SHE IS USED TO DOING AVERYTHING.

Oh and darling... I've been thinking...
you'd better ring up Stoatie Warren..

MARGARWT: Btoatie?

LADY L: On second thoughts I'm T NS
do it myself,

MARGARET: What do we want him for?

LADY L: To sell up. (SHE LAVISHES
MARMALADE OW H®R TQAST) We'll never be
able ton stay here. It won't be possible

darling.
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HMARGARET'S PFACE IS LOST.

LADY L: (CONT) We'll go on the jaunt.
Never know, we may find you a husband.

MARGARET: Not much chsnce of that.

LADY L: Don't you he so sure. A nice
ginger hairpiece and some of those Mary

Quant boots.

MARGARET: I doubt if they come in sigze
eight.

SHE GOES. TLaADY ﬁﬁ LIZ3 BACK ON THE
PTILLOW AND HUMS..

LADY L: Da-da da, da-da da da-da da,
da-da da dah, da-da de dah, da da da,

ERFEERXE CAMPF IN THE VILLAGE CLOSE BY,.
ERIC AWD YVONNE HAVING A COFFEE, SHE
LOOKS VERY GLUM. AND PREGNANT.

BERIC: Our Hum says we can live with
her.

YVONNE: I knows why..cos she do want
the haby..ever since your LErnie went
to school..ﬁell, she've had ten she'm
not having t:2is one.

BRIC: At least she's offered us the

front room it's more than what your

Mum's done, she don't want to know. Every
time I do see your Dad ce'its me.

YVONNE: Well what dn you expect?
SILENCE.

sRIC: (WITH A CAREFUL TLOOK) There's
old Toddy's place.

YVONNZ: (A SCREECH) What? I'm not
having my baby in a old rathole like

that. It's running with damp, there's



YVONNZE: (CONT) all snails up the walls,

BRIC: We could clean it up... put

some new paint on.

YVOWNE: Yeah, I can see you. Anyway,
it would cost a Ionrtune.

ARIC: ‘“here's four r-oms. And a kitchen.

YVONNE: And where's the lavvo, at least
in our house we can piddle indoors. We'll
aff to get a furnished place. We'll

aff to! Anyways, 1'd rather be in the
village.

ERIC: Wot near that bloody coffee bar
you ain't. Look, I'm taking on this baby,
you knows damnwell you got no idea
whether it's mine or not..all right.
'"Tisn't everybody would do it., Hy

mates think I'm daft.

YVOWNE: (MUTTER$>You do as you like.
(BUT 3HE IS WORRIED)

BRIC: (PREGSIHG HIS ADVANTAGE) Fum
says she'll help pay for the zhzmg
dtess, and the shnes, and she'd like to
give you the veil as a little present.
We'll have a nice proper little old

wedding,

YVO.0E: With bridesmaids?

EgTIC: Well, I suppose so.

YVORNE: TI'11 have to have the three..
there's Carol, and we'll have to have
your Dawn, and Cilla's already asked
me. oShe says she'll pay for herself.

BRIC: All right. Took, if we tonk
21ld Toddy's place Dad says he'll help
do it up. You'd have your own front
door, nire little garden tn put the
baby out in. We could »naint it up
really pretty, that's all it wents

s
nice vellow windnw frames, vynu cnould
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BRIC: (CONT) choonse the wallpaper.
Better than some old flat.

YVONNE: We ain't got no furniture.

BRIC: Buy it on the HP! Everyboéy

else does.
YVONHE: Could we get a hedroom suite?

BRIC: Yesh, anything you like! You
don't have to pay nothing...we can

get a settee, armchairs, washing machine,
telly....

YVONNE:  Our #nz's only gont two roomsg,
the cow,

STOATIE WARREN IN RIS QFFIOE, WITH TWO
ELDERLY CLIRNTS,

STGATY: (W2 AS SILK, SLIGHTLY RUSTIC
ACCENT, MATCHING THEIRS) T don't think

you'll vregret it., I say it myself, that's
& property I've had my eye nn. If I

could persuvade the wife to move.. I'd give
a lot for that garden., Iittle bit of
work on 1%, you could oven it to the
public as a showplace. I mean, it's

not large, but it's showy... all those
trees.. bhesautiful.

MAN: We shall need some help »f course..
(HE INDICATES IS STICK) ..my wife and
I don't enjoy the hest ~f health.

¥

VW

TOATIE:  0Oh ns trouble..no frouble at
v11.  All the help you need in this
part of the world, that'll bhe the least
of your troubles.

n:

HIS GIRL GIVES HIM A WARNING LOOK.
HE GETS UF BLANDLY.

WAN:  You were going to put us in touch

witr your colleague, about a damp course.

STOATI®: A1l in hend. T've had 2 word

gy o H m e i G e,



STOATY:  (CONT) with him. He'll be

in- touch, sir.

WIFE: Well, we mustn't take up your

time, Mr. ¥Warren.

SHE HELPS HE'. HUSBAND TO HIS PuwiT..
STOATY IS JUST T.:» LATE. HE ESCURTS
THE TO THE DOOR.

WIFE: So long as it isn't Damp, HMr.
Warren. We don't Want the expense of
a survey, as you say, if it isn't

hecessary...

8TO0ATY: Take my word for it, madam,
you'll be as snug as a bug in a rug.
Goodbye then, for the present. We

shall look forward to receiving the

balance...quite an exciting day, isn't it?
MAW AND WIFZE: Goodbye.
THEY B3HAKHE FANDS AND TODDLE OWER,

STBATY: Joan.... scrap the bumf on the
bog hut. It's in the bag. The 0ld ginks
will take it.

HE LE T3 OUT A BELCH OF SATISFACTION.
THE TELEPHONE RINGS.

Whoever it is, I'm out.. I deserve
& drink after that.

e

?i)ziﬁﬂ( Warren and Partners..oh yes,
who is calling? (70 B3TOATY) It's
lady Loddon, shall I tell her you're -

WITH A GLARE HE SWATCHES THE PHONTD
SROM HER [{AND. SHE IS QUITE USED TO
TIIS AND DOESN'T REACT. HIS ACCENT
CHANGES TO AN AUTHEWTIC SOUNDING
LADZDA.

3T0ATY: Oh good morning Lady Loddon,
Ronald Warren hah. Oh vay well, vay
well. What? (H& AGITATES TO JOAW WHO
GIVES WIM PEF AWD PAPSR..H. GLEAMS 'GOOD
NEWS' AT HER AND CAW WARDLY COWTATN
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H{S BXCITEMENT) Oh I'm Taibly sorry

tn hear that.. we knew his Loréship
wasn't in the best of health »f course..
(JOAN RBGISTERS GLEHX).. he'll be taibly
missed, taibly missed in the county..oh.....
oh? (FEIGNING -sURPRISHE) Oh be vay glad
to give any advice I can. Wn, no, not
at all, vay wise... yais..{ffzis... yais...
mmm. . well....Yais... but of course, no
trounle at all. Of course....a taible
shock.. no, no, I think it's a vay sound
idea. Our experience is that there's
absolutely no point in sending up to
town nowadays... you get Euch better
nrices with a good country house sale.
Oh absolutely, I couldn't agree with you
more. And you know (LOWERING HIS VUICE)
between ourselves, some of these London
salerooms take a devil of a time to

pay up. A{l vay well, but you know...
one wants to know where one is, eh?

Absolutely, I couldn't agree more.

HE AGITATES AN ARM. JOAN GOES TO A
CUFBOARD AHD GITS OUT THE WHISKY. SHE POURS
HIM A STIFEF ONE AND WITH GOOD GRACE HE
WAVES HER TO HBELP HeR3ELF. THIS DORES
SURPRISE {4R. SIIE GOES BACK TO M2 TYPE-
WRITER, WARVELLING.

A PORTER, OUTSIVE A LONDON HOTEL. NEXT

TC THE HOTEL A§MART HMIDDLE-AGED COUTLE
BHERGE FROW A DISCRssT HOUSE. A CHAUFREUR
DRIVEN BENTLEY AWAITY THEM AxD THE BAGS
ARE PUT EpFICIENTLY IN THE BOOT. THE
POUTER APPROACHES AND TOUCHRES HIS CaP.

=

PORTEZ: Can I help Sir?

MAN: Oh good morangg, Tom, lovely mornng.
Just my wife's bag. Thanks awfully.

THE WIFE SMILES AND G«TS IN.

POrTER:  Have a nice tr p sir. Going
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POxTsr: (CONT) abroag?

HAN: Yes, a couple of weeks in the Swiss
Alps. Iy wife likes to see the flowers..
it makes a breath of fresh air.

PORTER: Very nice sir. I hope you

have goo@(weather. Oh, thank you sir,
much obliged. HE CLOuiS THE DOOR
RESPECTF LLY, POCLETS THE TIP, AND SLIPS
INTO Tuf TELEPHONE BOOTH IN THE HOTEL
LOBABY.

THE PORTER, NOW WEARING AN IMPRESSIVE
SHINY MAC, TOR IT IS RAINING, SHELTERS

A GROUP OF PEOPLE WITH HIS UMBRELLA AS

THEY LEBAVE THE HOTAL AND HWTRR A CAB.

A TARGE FPURNITUXE VAN DRAWS UP OUTSIDE

THE HOUSE WEXT DOOR. THEZ PORIER, ALERT,

LOOKS UP AND DOWN TIIZ STRAERT.

LATER. TWO MEN IN WHITE COATS RMERGE

FROM T:is HOUss CAI.YING A BEAUTIFUL

CARLTON HOUSE DZSK. THE PORTER LOOKS our,

A5 IF TO A33885 T8 RAIN, and GOES IN AGATIN.
THE VAN DOORS ARE CLOSED, AND IT MAKES OFF
.. PAST MY HOTEL, GIVING A LIGHT

TOCT-TVOT. TIE PORTER HUMS A LITTLE

TUHE. . THEN GOBS TO Tilw FHONE.

EVA LODDON AND MARGARET HAVING BREAKFAST
O THE TERRACE.

EVA: Will you read the rest for me?

SHE HAWDS OVIR TuUR LETDE (3, ABTAINING
AH OPEFED LEWTER IR HERk HAND.

Stoaty wants to put up a marquee.... for
the outside ef ects he says. Well,
Boodness knows there are ensugh of them.
I don't kmow. I wonder if we're doing
the right thing,

i

HARGARET:  But you've been sn sure.
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EVA: I know. I bought this place for
552 and it's heen a prisnn to me.
But you were born here - it Is your
home. There's still time for us to
change our .inds. Wheaet would you really

like?
MARGARET'S FaCB «ORKS.

Wever mind darling .. SHE LEAND OVER
AND PATS SR HAND... It's going to be
muca better, I promise. We're gring
to have a lot of fun, I haven't lost
the knack. We'll go to dear nld Monte.

MARGARET: I
sance you were ther

oy

eliev

{D

it's rather changed

(V)

EVA: That darling old Aga...what times
we had. Yes, I expect it has. Never

mind. You wait and see.

MsRGARKET: T shall miss the garden.

EVA: The trouble with the ZEnglish is
that they garden when they should be
having sex., You'll love it.

MARGARET: T wonder. ©Oh, do listen

to this.... 'Dear Aunt Eva, 5o sorry

to hear z2bout darling Pootie, it must
have been 2 terrible loss, did she.. what?
Juffer much...I'm desperately sorry to
tell you that we lost Jethro. He was
..what?.. »h, crushed, unfortunately

Wy Daddy, with the..sometring...and...I
can't read this... something about bad
pawg I think, anyway, it..Grew? And Hr.
Tucker said to have him put down. Daddy
shot him, something for the best, how
you will miss Fontie. Roger was here at
the weekend, his leg no better, they
think it may have to come off..what?

I can't read it. 8o sorry to hear

about the geese, and most of all about
poor dear Footie, it is never the

same, is it..Your affectionate niece,
Rogsemary. PSS B3Bo sorry to hear about



MARGARET: (CAHT) Uncle.

EVA: Bhe never forgave him for running
her over. 3Shall we go in? Steaty's
coming this morning, I must see he
doesn't steal the silver.

MARGARET: Me's an awful rogue.

TVA: And I'm a fool. Hot much in it
really. I can't be bothered. I
rather think the world is for those
who can.

STOATY: (F4%47 ON DESK) o, no, Miss
Bellingham, I shouldn't dn that. Inok,
the plates in thn=e bnoks alone are
worth twice your bid. Yes.. right,
well, we haven't lotted them up yet, of
course but I think we might manage that.
I'11 see that you get a catalogue smartly...
right..so shall we say... twenty for the
Uoppards... twenty five for the

Arnold ZBennett and forty..fifty for

the @kher first editions. Well, we

may he lucky. TI'll keep in close fouch,
mugt look after my specialists....and to

JoU...
HE RINGS OFF AND DIALS AWOTHELR N MBER.

STOATY: Major Warren here, Mr. Fielden
please. Hullo, Jack, Ron here...I've
been talking to Annie... she'll go
fifty...we|l, vou're laughing, aren{t
you. o, no, she won'y dn no more....
she's stretched as it is....I've 1lotted
up so's she can take the rubbish at the
end, she'll do that she likes to take
something home...hs~ha, what was that,
Dustbin Apnie... that's a grod phrase,
I must remembar that...keep in touch...



MOTRA AWD JOHW AT DINNG:. THEY ARE
SUSINESS LANDOCRACY, HEIGHBOURS OF THE
LODDONS ., THEY DAT IN 3ILENCE HE GETS
TP PROM TIME 0 TIWR TO FRETCH ITUFF FROM
THE SINHBOARD. SHE 2 FUSES 4 LOT. SHE
TOOKS MENOPAUSAL A¥D UNHATPY. NOW AND
TUEN SHE LOOK UP AT HIM. OCCASIONALLY
HE LOOKS AT ¥R, A3 IF ABOUT TC 3AY
SOMRTIING. BUT THEY IZEVIR CL

3

JOHN: (AT LA_T) Ynu hear about Laddy
Loddon?

MOTRA: Yes. I've written to Eva.
JOHN: She's gelling up.
MOTIRA: Yes. Pity.

JOHN: ¥o point in keeping it on. They
dan't farm or breed. The land's wgsted.

mOTIRA: It's such a nice 5ld place

JOHT: Oh they're finighed, that sort

nf gentry. There's nn room for amateurs
any mnre. Somebndy's gnt to care enough
about this country %o keep it from going
broke. These people uase land as & social

appurtenance, Land is for hmaking money.

MOTRA: Tot if it destenys beauty, and

calm.

JOHW: Beauty frr who, calm for how

many? You're a romantic, Heira., Iou
women will read Jane Austen...country
estates and the lord of the mennr and
sll that stuff. It's self indulgent as
T see it...self indulgent.

RS HIM A LIDTLSE GULA<E OF HATA.
S HIS HEAD AS E LO S kR AND
R WY

JOHN: How have you been feeling %oday?

Moiag! ESgihgr.



JOHN: Well, anyway, you used to like
gsales. We'll probably pick up & few
things from *“addy's nlace. I wonder
if she'll sell off his wine. He had
some very nice binnculars, I remember.

MOTRA LOOKS AT HIH WITH HORXOR AHD HE
CATCHES HER AT IT.

Well what's the point nf being soft?

She needs the money. He was a weshed up
0ld drunk who never made an honest penny
in his 1ife. If wvou do go to the sell-up,
I'd he obliged if you'd bid for the
binoculars.

16 THx0WS DOWW HIS NAPKIN AWD GOES TO
PHE SIDEBOARD POR A DRINK. NOIRA
CRUMBLES BREAD WITH A SHAKING HAND.

BRIGHTON, SMART AND BUSY, SPARKLING IN
THE SUN.

DOWH THE LANES. THE ANTIQUE SHOPS LOOK
RHARHIRE S CEHEXE IR SR IR AFFREETREAL GOUD,

THE CLEVERLY PRESERVED SHOPFRONTS ENHANCING
THE MEREGANDISE WITHIN.

AT THE END OF AN INTZRESTING ROW OF
SHALT, ANTIQUE SHOPS, IN A LITTLE POKY
CORWER, IS AN OPEN DOOR, AND A FLIGHT
OF WHITEWASHED STRPS CURVING DOWN OUT
OF SIGHT. THE J0UND OF MUSIC.

=

W@ DESCEND TO 4 SMALL BAR, BEYOND

WHICH ARE TABLES AND A TINY OVAL STAGE

A GIRL IS STRIFPPING TO TII& HUSIC. NO-ONE
I35 TAYING A BLIND BIT OF NOTICE OF HER
oeo. SHE PLIFS IIER GLOVES NOHNCHALANTLY,
CHEWING GUI.

PHE BRIGHTON BOYS ARE DRINKING AT THE BAR.
THE UNIQUE THING ABOUT THENM IS THSIR
YOUTH. TWO ARS SKIWN®RS, ONE IS DREISED
LIKE JINT (JIiMI?) HEWDRIX, BUT MUTID,
PHE OTHER TWO ARE DANDIES IN CRUSHED

VELVET,



BRT: (PALE, PALE HATRED AND EFFETE, UNTIL
URK SPEAKS. HIS PALE LIS30WMNESS IS
ENTIRELY BRLIED BY HIS CUTLiR STREET
ACCENT) I hear Stoaty Warren's got

something coming up.

JTMMI: (SHARP BUTPON EYRS AND AN HERVOUS
MANNER) Private house?

IST SXIN: The one in Dorset?
BERT: How did you get to hear of it?

2ND. SEIN: Same way as you cock.

QBQEE; géecond beau, eton accen{} I hear

there isn't much to it.

THERE IS A SILENCE. THEY ASSESS QNE
ANOTHER.,

I3T. SKIN: I hear there's Georgian,
s4dzar, pictures, books, carpets,
flatware, the lot.

ROGER: Secen Farouk lately?

BERT: He's probably heard about it.
Bloody carpet boys, they don't miss much.

JIMiT: Whet sort of silver?

IST. SKIN: (700 QUICK) Silver? I never
said silver. What's silver? You'll be
lucky.

oWD. SKIN: Anyway, he'd get it off them
private. Our Stoaty.

ROGEH: Trotter's ruin. I've seen Stoaty
Warren take a set of chairs up to
fifty quid -~

BERT: Yeah and then say'Who'll give me
ten bob, then?'

oND. SKIN: Yeah. feal music hall turn.

BERAT: We had him last tim@ though.
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JIWMI: Oh?

BERT: Big sale near Exmouth. (HUE COMBS
HIS HATR CASUALLY) You was on holiday.

JIMHT: T heard about it.
ROGER: You didn't miss much.
THE SKINS NOD AGREEMENT.

BERT: Nah, there wasn't much in the house
it was all brought in, lot of rubbish

and bent pieces. He had about five

hureau hookcases, place was like a

public library, you know what a

weakness he's got for them,

BOGER: Stoaty's dream of respectability.

BERT: Well there was one good one.

A1l written up in the catalogue. Anyway
(HE LAUGHS AT THE Is3T. SKIN)..3nouty here
bought a packet of labels and did a bit

of messing around, I mean, it was very
‘erude my old man would have laughed his
head off still it confused them, din it...
Stoaty knew which was the goodun, S0 did
we, but everyhody else, all the porters,
they all got put about...what did we

get it for? They was all put right off...
they thought there was something funny
going on..

IST. SEIN: BSeventy-five.

OND. SKIN: We knocked it out for four
hundred.

RarT: Stoaty's printing his own tickets
now. Nice big red numbers.
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IsT. SKIN: Like the time Dodgy Baker
switched them Worcester plates.. They
never knew, you krow. Old Rowbothan
fell out with his porter, little Jimmy,
stopped him taking bread for letting us
have a look, he goes off to pub in =&
huff, leaves cross-eyes, the daft one.
We gives him a quid to lonk at the stuff
late, after they puts it all out ready
for the morning..it wasn't handled again
... we done very well out of that.
Serves them risht for mixing up the

dud and the real to fudge the marks.

28D, SKIN: Yeah.. they never knew. We
nearly caught Weinstock.

ROGER: (IMPsESSED) No, really?

I3T. SKIN: Woulda done, he'd heen over
the stuff with his nose, but Dodgy
overdone it, bought him a drink in the
pub just before, put him right on his
zuard, he never put in a bid. You taking
the hig van?

ROGER: Frobably.

THAY ARE STARTING TO ¥ENCE FOR POSITION
AGAIN. THEY LOOK AT JI:MI.

JI«#I: TI'11 drive down.
2KD. 3KIN: Wight before?
JIwiiI: Yeah..it's a big sale.

IST., SKIN: We was thinking of hiring
a car.

S ILENCE.

JI1u4iT: Come down with me. You might as
well.

SILENCE.

I5T. SXIN: OKX cock.
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BERT: He's looking ~fter his tyres.

2ND. SKIN; We wouldn't do that... not
to Tan.

IST. SEIN: Nah.

ROGER: We'll stick together then.
IST SKIN: Yeh.

2ND. SKIN: Sure.

MEY LOOK AT OWE ANOTHIR APPRAISINGLY.

A SHALL CHEMIST'S SHOP. YOUNG MAN COMES
0UT, CALLS Tu AN OLDsR MAN.

YOUNG WAH: Want a laugh?

THEY GO INTC THE DARK ROOM. HANGING UP
TO DRY ARl YVONHE'S AND RRIC'S JEDDING
LRINTS. SH&E IS EWORMOUSLY PRAGNAWT,
THE BULGE BHINING IN WHITE SATIN. SHE
CLUTCHES A 3AGGI.JG BUNCH OF ROSES AND
LILIES WHICH COMPLEMENT Hzr CONDITION.
BRIC LOOKS AvuL WRONG IN HMIS BEsT SUIT.

STOATY, IN HIS JAGUAR, DRIVING UP
TOTTEWHAM COURT ROAD, IS STOFPED BY
TRAFRIC OUTSIDE HABITAT., HE SCOWLS.

STOATY: Bloody new stuff, pinching
the business!

HE DRIVES ON. WE S¢B HIM WEXT IN THE
BACK STREETS OF CAMDEN TOWN. MHE PARKS
OUTSILE HIGH, ANONYWOUS WCODEN BATES.
THERE IS A SHALL DOOR. HE RINGS A BELL
ON THE WALL, PIVE SHORT <INGS. HE WAITS.
A SLOT OFEL3 AND A FACE PEERS. HE IS

LET TN,
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IWSIpE IS A COURTYARD FLANKED BY WORKSHOES.
THE SOUND OF BAWS AWD A SWALL MOTOR. FURN-
2ITURE ZVERYWHERE.... NaW AND OLD. A

LARGE LORRY, wITH BRAITHWAITE'S ANTIQUES
ON TiE sIpgE. I8 THE ONE WE SAW DRIVE UP
OUT3IDE THE HOTEL. STOATY GOES INTO

THE OFFICE.

= oo

STOATY AND THE FAKER IN THE MAIN WORKSHOL.
TUul3 IS WHSERE THE NEW STURF IS5 BEING

YAGED'. A MAW IS SMASHING CHAIRS IN
ORDEX TO HEND THEM. THEY WATCH.

BAKER: TLook, Gewmrge, don't always
gmash them in the same place..use your
imagination.

THEY WATCH MEDIEVAL STATUES 3EING AGED,
DITTO CORWER CUPBOARDS, AND, TO STOATY'S
OBVIOUS SURPRISE, NICHELY SHAPED VICTORIAN
ARIICHATIRS.

=3

PAK IR :
xpect to find. They don't Expect to
pick up Georgian piecrust any more, you
can't do it.. but they =till look for
Vicey armchairs, the women like them.

et

Zt's a question of what people

(o]

That's taken off an original, nice work
vou know. Fits right into the kidne¥s
the back of that chair, you don't get
design like that now, it's all for sex
and show-off now. Course the way they

used to eat, you needed to sit comfy.

STOALTY : (POINTING AT 4 BUNCH O CLUB
FENDERS) I could do thoge.

PAKmi:  Yeah, so could eveyybody else,

gorry, Ron, they're for my regulars.

STOALY: Keep me in mind.




PAKER: Course they're much ton small.
Gveryhody wants club fenders, weil,
they're handy.. cosy looking things.

The real ones was all made to order, for
bloody great firepl

aces. 5till, this
is the gize that cells

; nohody ever

workse it out.

5T0ATY:  5ti11 dning the Sheraton
gideboards?

PAKEL:  Yeah, mostly for older sgnobs.
SBHAEY: I might shift & couple.

FaKiER:  They etill go. This is what

we're doinz for the young hurrays.
2 J g

STOAMY s Yes..oak dnes very well with

us now.

THEY LOOK AT SEVERAL VAsT? OLD OAK PIECES
WHICH LOOK LIKE PROPS @#x0M ALFRED THn
GAEAT.

PAK=R: Three, four hundred pounde a

viece these fetch.... seventeenth
century,.HE LAMIHS), We're getting the
wond from the chapels..now that piéce,
that's not made up, that's an altar

table. come out »f a chanel in Ffestiniog..
courgse we toonk . 1 the carving off the
legs, roughed it up a bit, what about

2 Chesterfield?

3TAATY: Ho-n, they can zet them new

for the zame price, itls over.

FAKSL: Yesg, Tom don't want anything

doubtful, nice sale like yeou gnt. You
want something sge@éal. Come round the
back.

THEY GO ROUKND AND HE Orsds A DOOR WITH
A KEY FROM HIS CHATW. 4 AN LOOKS AT
THEM AND AWAY. THE INN&R R00M IS A

TRAEAGURY CHEST. EVEN STOATY IS SURFRISED.

STOATY: You're very well stocked.



33

PAKtR: {DRY) Yes. What about the

Carlton House desk?

3T0ATY: (WIMT A GOCD LOOK OVaRr) It's

had some work done on it.

PAKZR: Needed it. *et@h ggu thoudands,
that piece.

§TOATY 15 TEMPTED, BUT NERVOUS.

FAKSR: There's no trouble about it.
Came out of a house in Scotland.
Executors got rid of everything a bit
guick, couldn't give a damn. Upset
the family, still, there it is.

STOATY BLOWS TH«OUGH IS CHEEKS WITH
TEN3TION.

FAKSR: Bight or nine thousand..at least.
Done your catalogue yet?

STAATY: There's still time to put it in.

FAKER: Tell you what, I'll make you up
» Boad..bit of this, bit of £RSh..it'll
flesh you out nicely.

STAATY: Yemutiful desk.

PAKER: Needs a good sale to fetch its
price.x That's the piece for you,Ron,
shouldn't be surprised if Weinstock has
it off you.

3TOATY: Why hasn't he seen 1t?

PAKER: Ah, I'm fed up with him. These
big ring, they think they can cut you
down, do as they like. I've got a nice
clean business hem, we're going to keep
it that way.

THAY Eil4RGE, AND d% LOCKS THE DOOR
WITH CaRE, PAUSES BY A GROUP OF IFPaKD
WUBIAN BOYS.

BERERX: Couple of spades?

STOATY HODS. A @Aw TOUCHZES Tilf FAKER'S
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ARM AND SHOWS HIM THE OPEN DRAWER OF A
VERY WICE CHEST OF DRAWARS. IT IS INCISED
10, DOWNING STRuZT. THE FAKSR PUTS HIS
POREFINGER 0N THE SFACE BEFORE THw FIRST
FIGURE,

FAKSR: Cut in another one there, Change
of address.

A COUNTRY ROAD, BUCOLIC. AN OLD VAN BOWLS
INTO VIEW AND CARS RS OFF DOWH THE WINDING
ROAD.

THE VAN, SEEN ALMOST HEAD OW. WE SEE
THAT Tiis : ARE THRYES PEOPLE.

INSIDE THE VAN. JIM IS DRIVING. A8 IS
A DARK, BURLY MAN, SOMEWHE (E DATWEEN
FORTY AND BLFTY. A GRESDY, WMERKY FACE.
NEXT T0 HIM IS TED, 3MALL AND SPARE,
OLDER AND I¥MOBILE. HE I3 IHINKING
ABOUT NOTHING. BY TH% WINDOW IS JIM'S
30N, KSEITH, KNOWN A5 KEEF. DaRX AND
GANGLING, HE HAS HIS PATHER'S HOT EYES.
THE RADIO IS OW, PLaYING A DOLOROUS
LOVE30NG, VExY BAD OF ITS TYPE, JIM'S
FPACE 3HOWS FPAIN. HE SWITCH®s OFEF THE BET,
A CRACKLY PORTABLE.

KEITH: 'ere!

JIM: (A¥FABLY) You listen to all that,

don't you son, morning noon and night.
KEITI: What's wrong with it?

TED: He don't know no better.

JIM TAKZ3 A COANKR WITH PAWACHE.

JIl: Don't get him nowhere. He's not

a bit of good.
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KAITH: Speak for yourself.
JI: FRre, give us the map, Ted.
HE SLEWS TO A HALT, COWSULTS THE #AP.

TED: Where we meeting the doc, at the
house?

JIM: W§o. His piace. He's cleaned her out.

JIM SLAPS THA HMAP BACK, TURNS THE CAR IN
il PTINY LANE, AwD THEY RETRACE THEIR
STEPS. ON Ti=x SIDE QF THE VAN IS PAINTED
JAMES HOWALL, ANTIYUS3, OBJECTS D'ART
AND BRIC2A-BRAC.

A SHATL, DFEAD WELSH VILLAGE. THE VAN
HALTS BXFORE A DUSTY JUNK SHOP. JIM
CLAWGS THRE BELL, A WITCHY OLD WOMAN, ALL
CHIN, COMES TO TiE DOOR AND STICKS OUT
HER HEAD. THAE THRMYE EWTER, PUSHING PAST
iR. SHE GLARES.

JIM: Hullo, Mrs. fvans, got you up, have
we? Is the doctor about?

WOmAN: Nooh.

JIM: YNot arrived yet? In that new car
of his? I thommht he'd do better than that

WOMAN: What do you want him for?

JIM: Din he say we was coming? We're
supposed to meet him here. You remember
me, Mrs. Bvans, four poster bhed, Chimese
vase and that parrot cage. 41l rusted
through under the paint that cage was,
by the way. I's a job to get rid of it%.

TOMAN: Well that's all right, you din

zive nothing for it, did you?

JIM: DBit nippy out, we been on the road

all night, any chance of a cup of tea, Ma?

ESETHT HAS Bkl PrROWLIWG noUND THE SHOP.
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HE LIFTS A JUG, PUTS IT DOWN AGATIN, THEN
KNOCKS A SMALL TABLE..BOTH 3IGHS PICKED
UP BY HIS FPATHER.

WOMAN: That &able's not for sale.

SHiE GOLS INTO THE ROOM AT THE BACK AND
FUTS THE KETTLE ON.

JIM: (CALLS) Iow long's he going to be?

WOMAN: (EMBKRGING FAST.. SHE DOESW'T WANT
TO0 LEAVE THEM ALONE IN HER 340P) He'll

e in for his dinner soon.

JIk: Nothing in the way of china..
jewellery?

WOMAN: Jewellery is it?

JIM: Do very well. I bought a lot of
garnets the other day.. naid a bit...

WOMAN:  Was those off the Cantrells?
JIM: Yesaht

WOWaN: You pzid too much.

SHE MAKES TIE TEA.

TED: TIs he coming?

WOMAN: My son has patients to see to. He
can't be bothered with riff-raff all hours
of the day and night.

(BITH: (WITH THE JUG) What do you want
for this?

WOMAN: I'm not oven. I don't open of
a Wednesday.

THE MEW STAND THERE CSMILING. BUT THERE
IS MEWACE. IT IS BROKEN BY THE DUORBELL
AB I DOCTOR BHTERES. 1B IS YOUNG,
FLE3HY, OUICK-EYID.

DOC: Hullea, Mam. WMornin., Mr. Berry,

nice tn see ynu.
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JIM: Hullo dnc, we just got here.
FOMAN: Tea Hervyn?

DOC: Thanks.

JIi aND TIE DOCTOR ASIDE.

JIM: What's the old lady got?

DOC:. Kothing of much value but there's

2 lot nf it. Set of chairs.. ropeback.
JIM: How many?

DOC: Pive and s carver, near match.
Big bureau, French library chair, there
might be some age *to that, I'm keeping
that...few bits of Meissen, hroken of

course, o lot of glass, bhit of newser,

hrass, steel fender, bedside fables..
1nt of snall oriental stuff, they was

in India.
JIM: ¥here is 1t?

JTil AWD THE DOC 30 INTO THE DBACK YARD.
THE WOMAN WATCHES AS QLEY OPEN TEE GARAGE.

LAT®R. IN TIE YARD JIM AWD THE DOC SEEM
TO BE MAVING AN ARGUWENT.

LATER, THE DOC TRIES TO GET BACK INTO HIS
HOUSE, HE WAS HMAD AWOUGH. BUT JIM TURNS
HIM ROUND AND CUFFS HIM OHE.

JIM: Wow come on lervyn, see seunse.

TED: Yeah, you shouldn't of said that,
Doc. Jim couldn't let you say a thing
1ike that, now, could he?

THE DOC HOLDS HIS SINGING HEAD., HE LOOKS
SWAKY.

KRTTH: After 211, you tonk it off the old
girl. I bet you didn't give her much. I bet
you give her a couple of hundred the lot..

you told us she's gone daft.
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THY DOC ANY HIS KOTHsAR EXCHANGE & LOOK.
KEI?H dAS HIT IT.

g
o]
ot

KEITH: Yeah.. see their faces? 1 g

it right, din I?

JIM: You do all right, don't you lerv?
Nice new car, vou ‘'ve got..Il'd like =z
car like that.

DOC: That was left to me.

JIM: Who by? Grateful patient? What
was he grateful for.. being pushed off?
We've come here to do a deal, mate. We've

come a long way.
THXY ALL GO INTO THE HOUSE.

IV THE HA« OW PASSAGE THLY Axk AT IT AGAIN.
JIM AWD THE DOC, WITH THE OLD WOMAN
BELABOURING KEITH WITH A COPPER STICK.

IN THE BACK ROOM. IT I3 CHAOTIC AND FILTHY,
BUT TUE SMALL, ROUND TABLE IS LATD UP FOR
A SORT OF MiAL. THE OLD WOWAN BHOOS THE
CAT OF® THE TARLE..IT HAS BEE LICKING

THE BUTTAR.. AND THEY AnD 3IT ROUND, ON
THE ALS0RTED RICKETY 'ANTIQUE' CHAIRS.

THE DOCTOR AND JIM HAVE STICKING FLASTER
O THEIR FACES.

TED: Who's going to be mother?

A TUSCIOUS SPuEAD OF COLD FOOD ON A SIDE
TABLE AT A POSH COUNWTRY CLUB. mMUSIC IN
THE BACKGROUND, A BIT OF GAMING GOING ON.
A MAW COMES UP T0 THE MANAGER, WHO IS
STA%?HG WITH STOATY AWD RALPH RAY.

MAW: TForeign coin in the fruit machine

again, Guv.
BOsi3:  Oh Yhrist, not again.

MAN: It's Zgselmont.
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RAY: Who's he?

»POATY: TLocal MP. (ME IS ALL DRESSED UP
IN A DINWEx JACKHET, FRELING UP IN THE
WORLD)

B0O3S: He does GO abroad. It could be
a mistake. Again.

RAY: I'd like tn ieet him. What sort
of a place has he got? ’

STOATY: Rubbish.

BOS3: te's ingklectronics. Buys his
stuff from Maples.

THE MP AFPROACHES.. A LARGE MAN.

BOSs: Sorry to hear you've been having
trouble with one of our machines, Sir
Yeoffrey.

WpP: Wah-wah, wah-wah, wah-wah.....
goodnight.

THEY WATCH IHIM GO.

B0OSS: He never gets in the way. DLikes
his food.

RAY: Well, I must be goins. (HE SHAKES
STOATY'S HAND) Thanks for a very nice
evening. I shall look forward to seeing
your catalogue. And thanks for helping
us out. We shan't forget it.

HE GOBS, BOS3 AND STOATY WATCH.
BO3S: I hope you know what you're doing.

STRATY: T don't get this sort of sale

eveyy week., I'm making the best of it.

HE LOOKS HUNGRILY AT A DISHY WOMAN
AT THE ROULETTE TABLE. SHE IS ACCOMPANIED -
BY JOHN, MOIRA'S HUBBANWD.

BO33: (FOLLOWING HIS GALNCE) Well,

don't gzet ton ambitious.
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MOTRA AT (kR DOCTOR'S., SHE LOOKS AT THE
PRESCRIPTION IIE MAG GIVEN HER.

MOIRA: What have you given me?

DOC: Peuper-uppers and calmer-downers.
Don't fret, dMoira. Get about.

MOIRA: T do. You'll be telling me to

get a lover next.
DOC: Perhaps I will.

MOIRA: I wish I could find something. Oh
I'm useful - I'm one of the most useful
people I know, I hardly have a free
moment. I have no pleasure in life.

DOC: This may get better. Try the pills.

I hear Eva's selling up.

MOIRrA: (THEY HAVE BOTH RIGSN) Yes. I've

been quite depressed about it.

DOC: Don't be. They can't wait to get
out of the place.

HMOIRA: Bhe told me once she loved babies.
She wanted lots of children, but Laddy

was impotent. 3She tried to leave him,

but he cried, and she hadn't got the heart.
What do you do?

DOC: (EATRICATING HIMSELEF) Tou don't
dwell on it. You get about and have a
bit of fun. That's what Eva's going to do.

HE HAKES A PACE AFPTEX HBR AS SHE LEAVESS.

YVONNE AD BERIC LOOKING INTO A WINDOW
PULL OF GUASTLY FURWITURE. SHE EGGS AND
PULLS HIW INSIDE IN SPITE OF BiSING SO
FRAGHANT THAT 3HE CAWN HARDLY WADDLE.

THe RACECOURSE. THi HORSES ARL COMING
ROUND THE LAST BERD.
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COMMENTATOR: They're into the straight
and it'sleadbelly in the lead with Zlem-
-ental on his wide outside followed by
Sailo, Gay Lothario Gingerberl and Carew
making ground on the rails, it's Leadbelly
and Yarew, 3ailo holding on, there's
nothing between these three.... I think
bLeadbelly...it's Zarew, Uarew huszing

the rails has his nose in front and at
the line it's Carew, I don't think the
judge will call for a photo, there's no
doubt about it, the outsider Carew has
veaten Leadbelly on the line. The

result of thne Homage Stakes is first,
Carew, ridden by Johnnie Breachdale,
second Leadhelly, and third Sailo...I
think Yathos ran on to take fourth place.

A GrOUP OF WAN COME Uk THE 3TEPS, 1IN THE
CROWD, AWAY #R0OM THE STANDS ON THEIR

WAY TO TIE BAR, TidiErE IS A SOLENN
DIGNITY ABOUT THsM, A3 OF HEN AT A
STATSMAN'S FUMBRAL. IT IS ARYHUR, ViRA,

ARTHIUR: That's torn it.

SORROWRU.LY THIBY ifa¥s THEIR WAY T0 THE
BAR. TERAY PUSIHES AWD SHOVES, AID
HANAGES TO GET DRTWKS.

BO3BY: We was doing so well.

VERA: Too well ducky. I should hever

have let you persuade me fto go for the

Yankee. %We should have dcne the treble
like I said.

ARTHUR: I wasn't too sure about that
bleeder. e had bad legs last year.

BO#RY: Wow you tell us.
ARTHUR: He won the George 2nd Elizabeth.
TERRY: Slow time though.

VERA: Well, that's my last fling. And
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ViERA: (CONT)  we might as well all go

home, there's nothing left to zo sprauncing
down to the country with..we coulan't

buy a lavatory brush.

TERRY: It mekes yvou feel 2ll funny..
losing all that money.

ARTHUR: What are we going to do?

VERA: We could always flog your car,

pussy.

BU3BY: What about the chests? The

campaign chests in the van.

VERA: I've. just sweated tn get those
for my -ustralians. I don't want to be
punched.

BOBBY: Oh you zan get some more, can't
he Terry? They're turning them out by
the barrowload.

ARTHUR: We could flog them on the way..
at least nay for our expenses..we can
pay for Stwaty's stuff with a chegque.
TIIRY ALT, LAUGH.

ERA:  Phere's a lot to unlozd plecemesal.
I don t want to run round, cap in hand,
at my time of life.

TExxY:  (S0PT) Hullo.....

RAY, IN HIZ SMOKED GLASSHS, MAS COME INTO
THE BAR WITH HIS HATES, WHAT IS WORSE,
THEY TOOK FESTIVE. THRY HAVE WON.

-

BOBBY: ‘Wnhat are they doing down here?

ARTTIUR: TI'11 snon find out, as 1if we
don't know.

HE DRI®P3, 50 JUTETLY, 04<0UGH THE
CROWD UNDIL HE I3 BEHIND THE FULHAKM MOB,
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RAY: Allright then. We miss the last
race,cut acrnss to the border tonight.
We'll have to stop for fond, it's e damn
longz drtve.

FOR A 3PLIT 53CONG, HIS ATE LOOKS
CONTUSEL. TIIEN HE Catches on.

HMATHE: Yeah..and we got a long way
to go nast the Welsh barder.

SHORTGUTS: And we don't want to stay in
no fleapit..we want a decent hotel..that
always takes time.. finding a decent
place.

RAY: Can't remember when I was last in
Wales. MNot very often you get the smell
of silver from south Wales. It isn't
that =sort of country..more your aining
village, that &0rt »f thing.

MATES: Yer, yer.

ARTHUR WMELTS AWAY, RAY WATCHES HIM COLDLY.
RAY: THope théy have & nice drive.

SHORTIE: Want me to put a spud in?

MATE: ‘*hat for?

SHORTIE: Well, then they'll think we
seen em and want to keep them out of it.

RaAY: They're too thi@k for that. You

get too refimned, ishortguts, that's why
you never get anywhere. You must fit the
style to the occasion. They're Yfortobello
rubbish.

THEY FPINISH THEIR DRINKS AND WALK OIW.
BOBBY: Did they see you?

ARTHUR: Yes they saw me. Ralphie Ray
put on quite a turn. Well, we know they

ain't going to Wales. We're off to Wales,
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ARTHUR: GCONT) XEXRAXRY.(HEPER{YEXELTRT
he says, hope we gets a good hoteék,
good eats. They're probably putting a
spud in our exhaust so's we think
they've fallen down a silver mine in
Taffland.

YRR X XWH S RE X E RS X EH BN ER T Y X RN ERRX
TERRY: Where are they going then?

VER A: Ag if we didn't know. Same

nlace as us.

ARTHUR: Only they're not down two
and & half thou. Got your funny hat,
Vera?

VERA PUTS ON HIZ HENRY EATH HAT, AND WE
ARE IN AN ANTIQUE SHOP IN &4 HRINKXRENKZIES
TOWH COUNTY TOWN. A WOMAN ENTERSh,

AFTER VERA.

VERA: (BEST VOICE) Oh..ah... do serve

the lady .. I'm in no hurry.
THE PROPRIGTOR GIVHES HIM A PINCHED SHILE.

WOMAN: Oh I just want to know the price
-of the little chest in the window.. the
bow front.

PROP: One hundred and twenty guineas,
madanm.

WOMAN: (FLUSTE:ED) Oh heavens - I'd no
idea.. gcod heavens, {SHE RALLIES) My
sister's got one just likk it, I must tell
her..it's rather nicer, better condition.
Perhaps she would be prepared to sell it.

PROP: We are always interested in good
guality furniture, madam. And do tell
her tn be sure that she has 1t properly
insured, won't you? (HE BOWS Hisk TO THE
DOORY

And how sir, what did you wish to sell?

ViiA:  How on earth did you know? lNymeard.
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IT RBADS ' MAJOR KENN®TH HACKENZIE,
COURT LODGE, NBEAR WINDLESHAM, SURIEY.'

PROP: Oh we become accustomed to these
things, sir. What man I do for you?

VERA: Matter of fact I'm in a bit of a
mess. I've got a nice sort of a chest
in the back of the car, one of those
military things..picked it up in a
decent little shop in Town. I've ,ust
rung my wife to tell her the good news
and she says it's too big for the space
in our little cotta.e in the country...
awful nuisance. I wondered if you'd

be interested in buying it... of course
I realise -

F50P: I ghall be pleased to take a lnok.
ViRA: I'm parked just round the corner.

THEY LRAVE. WH NOTICE THAT ALL OF THE
ATUPP IN TH® SHOP IS MEWDED, PATCHED UP..
WITH FaKse HANDLES, PLASTIC REPAIRS ON
FLATES, CHIPS HERE, BODGE-UFS THERS.

Wie DON'T SERE A SINGLE CLEAN PIECH.

THE TWO RETURN.

PROP: Of course the handles and corner
pieces aren't contemporary.

VERA: I beg your pardon?

PROP: That is to say, they aren't
original. The chest is probably zhmmk
Tate Victorian..the handles I'm afraid
are 1970 repro. I'm afraid you may have
paid too much. What sort of a price were
you asking?

VaRA: Well of course I realise I shall
have to take a loss. (HE SIGHS) If I
could make forty pounds ....

THE PROPRIBTOR SHAKAS HIS HEAD SADLY.

VERA: Took here.. to be perfectly frank
I should be glad to be rid of the dapped




VERAL (CONT) thing. I believe you've
sold one or twe things to a friend of
mine, General Worsley.

THE PROPRIETOR FROWIS.

PROP: Wouldn't it be better to take
the pagce bhack? I'm sure vou could he
credited,

VERA: Oh I can't very well do that,
I'm more than halfway down to the cottage.
Could mou possibly make me an offer?

PROP: TIt's not the sort of stock we
normally handle. ('HO', SAYS VZRA'S
SIDEWAYS LOOK, PLICKING AN BYE AT THE
RUBBISH) If I gave you twenty pounds for
it I might..I.Might make five, handing
it on to the trade. There's nothing
wrong with the chest as a piece of
furniture, but of course, to me (WITH

A SWEET SHILE) .. it isn't antique.

VERA: Oh it's sound enough, absolutely
solid. Well, perhaps I'd better put it
in an auction, it'll probably do rather
well there. Just such 2 nuisance.

PROP: I'm afraid twenty's my best offer.

ViRA: To bel perfectly frank I paid
seventy five for it.

PROP: (QUICK A3 A FL&aSH] Wlavy T see
the invoice?

VERA SEARCHES. TDHE PROP. WAITS, HIS

SHESR SFPEADING. JUsT WHLN Wi THINK VERA IS
COMING OUT WITH THE BXCUSES HE PRODUCES

A CRUMPLEY rIECE OF PAPSR.

ViRA: Ah, here we are.

PROP: Ye-es..yes, I know the »lace.




VERA: I mean, if I could get, say,

thirty-five Db~ck..too awful of course.

BROP: (POLISIING HIS GLASHES) Probably
hed turned wooden handles originally.
What a pity they were removed. They had
a charm of their own, you know. There's
an awful lot of this sort of vandalism
going on. Great pity.

VERA: There's no worm in it, that sort
of thing.

THEY ARE GEPTPING READY TO TRADE.

PROP: Wgll, perhaps T'1l come and take
another 1

THE MONXY CHANGES IIANDS, THIRTY POULDS
IN FIVERES.

THiL PROPRIBTOR O THE TELEFHOWE,

PROP: Hvllo Bunny. Just thought I'd

let you kunow there's a jok<r in a funny
hat flozging campaign chests. I think
he's one of the Portobello rubbish. Don't
zive him more than thirty, there's a dear
boy. And don't buy more than one. We

shall be seeing them everywhere,

THE VAN PULLS UP AT 2

BA
BEATUTIFUL SWALT COUNTRY

RW BEHIND A

HOUSE BEARING
SHALT SIGN'ANWNTIQUEZ'. ARTHUR AND VERA

GET OUT AND TOLL A 3HIP'S BilLL. A FADED

COUNTRY COUFLE, THE ¥RONTS, TO TER

FORWARD. TFROM A BACK CURTAIW A FiARSOME

HEAD IMERGES, AND THE TWO ARE SHOULDERED
ASIDE., A GREAT HAIRY WANW SMRRGES.

TRANK: Huldo hullo. What do you two want?
How's my darling Vera..ah, she's lovely.
HISZ HUG TS5 NOT APPuECTATED. What you got?

YRTHUR: Campeign chests.




FRAVK: How much?

ARTHUR: Forty quid, thirty if you have
a bash.

FRANK: TLet's have a look, mate.

BORBY AWD TERRY HAVE LET DOWN THE BACK
OF THE PANTACHWNICON. IT IS LOADED WITH
CAMPATIGHN CHESTS.

TRANK: All clean are they?

ARTHUR: Pheasant's workshop. He's doing
a line.

¥RAWK: Coming down in the world, innee?
ARTHUR: ©an't get the stuff Tosh.

PRANK: TI'11 ave alf a dozen, twenty-five
nicker the piece.

ARTHUR: You won't you knnw.
FRANK: twenty-seven ten, last offer.
VERA: There are some good ones.

ARERUR: Yeah, you can have a couple of
zood ones.

FRANK: T should bloody well hope so.
(HE CALLS) Xen! Brian! Arnie! Den!

HIS FOUR BROTHER3, HACH ONE BIGGER AND
HATREER THAN THE GLAST, COME QUT IN SINGLE
FILE, ROLLING UP THEIR BSLEEVES.

FRANK: Tetch me down half a dozen of them
chests.

THEY TAKE A CHE3T APIECE ON THEIR BACKS
AND MAKE OFF, WITH THE EXCEPTION OF DEW,
WHO TAKES ONE IN EBACH HAND.

KEN, CLOSE, LOWERS HIS BURDEN INTO THE
BARN. 45 IT REBACHES THE GROUND IT CHAWGES
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T0 TIE BURKAU BOOKCASE THAT W8 LAST SAW
I RAY'S WINDOW. NOW IT IS JUST IWSIDE
THE DOORS 0f STOATY'S AUCTION ROOWS.STBATY

ARTPTH OWTO Ty SCENE.

STOATY: TFor Christ's sake don't leave
that there! Yet it out of the way!

PORTEK: Where do you want it, guv?

STOATY = In the back. It's got to have
some work done on it.

THE POXTERS SIIHANGE A PUZZLED GLANCE.

PARTER: This piece? Nothing wrong with
this, guv. Come off the van from London,
from ¥Mr. -

5TOATY: I know where it came from and
I don t want it seen here. (HE CATCHES
HIMSELF UP) Valuable piece of furniture

that... we don't want to invite crime.
OE GOES. THE PARTERS WATCH HIMe

PORTER: I don't think it needs no
invitation round here.

AR PR TR Y X BN R AR S HE TE XS TR RIHEX
FE PG EEHIFHEIATEIEEICIERTERGTETEERE T E L0

PORTER TWO: He thinks we're bloddy daft.

PORTEH: What say we have him for another
pound a week?

2ND. PORTER: IMake it thiiﬁy hob, My wife's
just gone on the Pill. Well, they cost

money, you know.

A BUS COHiRS ALONG A COUNTRY LANE. IT STOPS,
AND ERIC AND YVONKNE ALIGHT. SHE IS
CARKYING YER N&W BABY, ALL WRAPPED UP. HE
CARRIES MBR CASE. THEY START WALKING.
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ERIC AND YVOWKWE COMING UP THE PATH TC
THETIR COTTAGE. SHE PAUSES.

BRIC: Yhat's the matter?

YVOUAE: I don't like all these trees.
BRIC: What's the matter with them?
YVOrwE: I don't like them.

115 OFPEW3 THE DOOR AND USHERS HER IN..
TIEN WAVES HsR BACK., HE TAKES THE BABY
AD PUTS IT CAREFULL ON THE WEW SETTEE,
BARRED IN BY THE SUITCASH. HE GOES BACK
70 CARRY Hir OVin THE THRESHOLD. ..SHE
IS WAITING BXPECTANTLY. BUT SHE IS TOO
FEAVY #OR HIM AND HE JUST CAN'T MAKE IT.
HE HAS SEVERAL GOES, AND THEN THEY BOTH
TUMBLE INTO TIIE ROOM...S3PRA TLING OVER
Tilw PLOOR. HE L4UGHS. BUT SHE IS NOT
S50 AwUSED.

SHE PICKS UP THE BABY, FLUSTERED, AND
HE SHOWS HER ROUND. HE HAS BuwlN WORKING
HARD ON THME PLACE. SHE WALKS THROUGH,
JOGuING THE 2ABY, BUT IN 3PITE OF THE
PEG-LEG SO0FA, THE SIDS CHAIuw, THE
TRLEVILION, aNp THE THREW PIECE ZUITE
IN THI: BEDROOM, TiHsy COTTAGE IS

WOEFULLY UNDERFURNIBSHAD.

YVONNE: What am I going to put the
babgsx things in?

BRIC: Oh we'll get a little chest of
drawers. 1'11 ask Dad. We could pick
one up.

YVONHE: (HULTERS) What with?

SHE SITS DOWH SUDDENLY ON TilE WEW SOFA,
HUGGING HsR BABY, HEx HEAD SINKsS AND
HE REALISES THAT SHE IS CRYING.

ERIC: Hey, what's the matter? Von, what's

up? You're not crying, are you?
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YVONNE: I want to go back to the
hospital.

ON UM% LAWN, IT THE SIDE OF THE COUNTRY
HOUSE, THE VAST #ARWULe IS GOING UP.

IT IS A R#AL BCUCH UP. SHOUTS AND
IMPRECATIONS. STOATY DOOGES ABOUT,
PA?ERS UNDEIR ARM, GETTING IN THE WAY
A¥D BRECOMING TRNITASLE WITH SVE{YONE.
IT IS ALL GUING T0O HIS HEAD.

JOHMH AWD HIS WOMAN, JEAN, HAVING A COSY
BALCBUSIVE LUWCH. IE IS TALKING. oSHE
IS LIBTENING.

MOIRA, IN A DULL LIvwLiE TEASHOP, AT A
TABLE BY HiedssL¥®, CLOBE TO THE WINDOW.
SHE STIRSy Hi THA, LOOKS AT HIx WATCH.
SHE IS XILLING TIME. THE MIDOLE-AGED,
HOMELT WAITRESS BRINGS HSErR A TOaSTED
PEACAKE.

M0IRA: Thanks, Phyllis, How's your
husband?

PHYLL: Huch better thanks. I'm ever so
grateful for your help about the other

busineses, Mrs. Coombe.

MOIRA: Mot a bit. That's what the fun 8
is for. It'll help them get on their
feet.

PHYLL: They're up to their ears in HP!
I've told them...go down to the local
zuction room, that's the place to get
hargains. Then there's the big sale,
there'll be a lot of pickings there.

MOIRA: When is 1t?

PHYLL: Hext week! Would you like to
t

he catalogue.

MOTRA: Well -
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BUT PEYLLIS IS AWAY. SHE R&ETURNS WITH

ME CATALOGUZ, WHICH I8 VerY GRAND INDEED.
IT APPEARS TO HAVE A COAT GF
THE COVER. MOIRA PLICKS THROTUGH, PAUSING

T0 LOOK AT THH GLOSISY ¥HO RAPHS, rHYLLIS
LOOK3 OViER MH

20
R SHOULDER, BY&S SHINTNG.
PAYLL: Will you be hkoing?

HMOTRA: Oh I shouldn't think so. There's
nothing I need, really.

PHYLL: Oh I should go. Do you gond.

SHE HFAS DATD THE TTRONG THING. Li0TRA
HAWDS BACK THE CATALOGUE ¥ITH A STRATWED
SHILE. SHE SITS, STIRRING AND SLIRRING
TER TEA.

..



