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INTRODUCTON





This dramatisation for television of Parade’s End by Ford Madox Ford comprises a little more than was broadcast and less than was scripted. I have included some scenes and parts of scenes which were shot but squeezed out by the running time (five one-hour episodes); and some which were scheduled but not shot because there are never enough hours in the day, especially when you’re waiting for the rain to stop; and some which were cut before we began because the budget wouldn’t run to them. The pincer movement of time and money had the last word. In all this there is much to regret but nothing to complain about, given the imperatives under which broadcasters work.


A play I wrote for the BBC in 1977 – Professional Foul, directed by Michael Lindsay-Hogg – when shot and edited turned out (I’m relying on memory here) to last seventy minutes, so it went out as a seventy-minute play. As it happens, seventy minutes would have done nicely for the third episode of Parade’s End; in other words, I had overwritten. Since I couldn’t see any reason why Episode Three shouldn’t be a bit longer than the others, and not wanting to cut it, I wrote to the BBC’s Head of Drama suggesting as much. Considering that my letter must have struck the Head of Drama as one of the more bizarre proposals he had ever received, his reply was a model of courteous deflection. But, in retrospect, the most strange-seeming thing about the making of Professional Foul is that I can’t remember Michael or I receiving any notes from above. We were pretty much left alone to deliver the piece; for a writer brought up in the theatre, the experience was really not very different. By contrast, in 2012 the cutting room was on the receiving end of notes from five directions – six counting mine, because by the editing stage I was as prolific as anyone in my comments on successive versions. But of course I had an author-centric view of things. Everyone else was ‘giving notes’; I, on the other hand, was fulfilling my natural authorial function.


The underlying difference between 1977 and 2012 was that Professional Foul was made and paid for by the BBC, while Parade’s End was a BBC production in a different sense. The BBC commissioned the script, and in due course commissioned an independent production company, Mammoth Screen, to make the piece. But Parade’s End was always going to cost more than the BBC’s ceiling for drama-per-hour, so a partnership with a foreign broadcaster, in effect an American broadcaster, was built in from the beginning as the way to go. In due course the home team went to Los Angeles to pitch Parade’s End to HBO. It is a truth universally acknowledged that for a British TV drama in want of an American partner, HBO is Mr Darcy. It was a great day for Parade’s End when HBO proved receptive. As was normal and expected, their actual commitment – the cheque – was conditional on approval of the director and the principal actors, but everything took a big step forward when Susanna White agreed to direct, with a fervour, luckily for us, which kept her with us against competing blandishments for a whole year before Parade’s End went into pre-production. My greatest debt is to her.


Parade’s End is a quartet of novels, or as Ford himself came to see it, a trilogy and a coda. It was Damien Timmer of Mammoth who conceived the idea that it would make a good TV drama and that I should be asked to write it. Like a lot of people, I knew Ford’s The Good Soldier but had not read Parade’s End. Subsequently I discovered that many of those who had read it cleaved to it as a favourite novel and a masterpiece. I read it at Damien’s suggestion, and was converted. The story is of Christopher Tietjens, the self-proclaimed ‘last Tory’, his beautiful, disconcerting wife Sylvia, and Valentine Wannop, the virginal suffragette who completes the triangle of love among the English upper class before and during the Great War. Before I had read very far I knew I wanted the job.


When he came to write Parade’s End Ford counted himself among the modernists, indeed an experimentalist. He often drops the reader into the middle of a situation, drawing up the past to give bearings to the present. A single remark or incident might have its moment in two or more places a hundred pages apart. The characters’ thoughts seem to occur in an echo chamber. Getting the chronology clear is often the reader’s reward for just staying in the moment and not fretting about it. Possibly I am making the book sound more difficult than it is. Parade’s End is not a ‘difficult book’, it’s a good read. But whatever else it is, it is not a linear book. It seemed to me that as an episodic drama, with a week between episodes, the storyline had to be unravelled. Unravelling it was an absorbing exercise and not straightforward: at one point I realised I was in the wrong year.


At my second or third meeting with Damien and Piers Wenger, the attached BBC producer (who was to leave us too soon when he moved to Channel 4), I produced a double-folio card on which I had broken the book into five episodes, and that remained the format. But would it be five sixties or five nineties or five seventy-fives, or what? Perhaps the best thing would be to write the first episode without worrying too much and see how it came out. And another thing: should I be keeping an eye on costs? Damien and Piers urged me to write freely; often, things which looked expensive could be done quite thriftily. I was not to think about it. So they were word-perfect producers, and I was glad to be ingenuous. In September 2008 I started writing, and by the following September delivered the fifth episode.


We hoped that Parade’s End would start filming within a year, but it would take two. Months went by in finding actors who were available, willing and acceptable to both sides of the Atlantic. It would be wrong to think that star casting is an American cross which the British have to bear; nowadays the BBC takes a keen interest in marketing, too. In 1975, when Stephen Frears directed my adaptation of Three Men in a Boat for the BBC, I remember how the leading role was cast. Stephen mused one day that he thought Tim Curry was a good idea, so he phoned him up and asked him. There was to be none of that when it came to casting the leading role in Parade’s End.


But delays can work in one’s favour, too. Actors who had been unavailable become available again, and sometimes better known, and there came the day when with everyone’s blessing I met Benedict Cumberbatch at the National Theatre, where he was alternating the starring roles of Frankenstein and the Monster, to talk to him about Christopher Tietjens. On that very day, HBO withdrew from Parade’s End. We had been left at the altar! To its credit, the BBC didn’t miss a beat. The global sales arm, BBC Worldwide, raised the tempo in selling the drama abroad sight unseen, and the valiant Mammoth set about reconciling the budget with the production.


The rural England of the first two episodes would be pre-eminently East Sussex. Susanna already had her eye on those green downs and flat marshlands. An important scene in the novel takes place on the golf links at Rye. We all made a recce and were delighted. One could take a camera around the golf links and see nothing which wasn’t there in 1912. However, in the modern world of TV (and cinema), budgets can be reconciled by filming in the wrong place. In effect you can get, for example, Canadian money by taking the filming to Canada; and Canada beckoned. Susanna put her foot down. Then Northern Ireland beckoned. Susanna went to have a look, and reported that there was a golf links near Belfast which wasn’t half bad, but pretty much everything else was wrong, the look of the countryside, the look of the houses, and she put her foot down again. We were saved by Belgium. France and Flanders figure importantly in the novel, and there was Belgian money available in return for taking the production – and some of the post-production – there for a few weeks, employing a Belgian crew and other elements including Belgian actors where possible (which is why ‘Captain Thurston’ became ‘Capitaine Thurston’ with good effect). It was a happy solution. The golf game of June 1912 was filmed on the Rye links, albeit in the intervals between the rain.


The mention of a scene which came whole from the novel brings to mind the absence of much that is in the book, and – even more – the presence of much that is not. Most of the audience would be none the wiser but the remainder would be wise indeed, so for them explanations are owed. The first problem is that structurally the novel does not fall into five equal parts. I used the first three episodes of the script to encompass the first book of the trilogy, and an episode for each of the two remaining books, while pillaging the ‘fourth book’ (the coda) for anything which threw light on the first three. The coda takes place some time later. It’s impossible to say how much later because the internal evidence is conflicting, but that is when the all-important Groby Tree is cut down, and it is my vandalism which brings the tree down early.


The second problem is to keep several foreground characters in view and active in each episode, which accounts for whole scenes balanced on a passing reference, or not even as much.


The third problem is that the book is crammed with good stuff expressed through the inner lives of Christopher, Sylvia and Valentine, without, very often, a concrete dimension, let alone a dramatic momentum. This does the book no harm at all. It is equally compulsive reading whether it is staying still or moving forward, and compulsive, too, when the people are some where in particular or nowhere in particular. To keep the fiction going I turned to life. I put Valentine in the National Gallery at the moment, in 1914, when a feminist named Mary Richardson slashed ‘The Rokeby Venus’ by Velázquez. My Valentine, not Ford’s, also profits, dramatically speaking, from the publication in 1918 of Married Love by Marie Stopes. My Eton versus Harrow cricket match at Lord’s, published here as written, ended up on screen as a small affair played purportedly at Eton (with a computer-generated Windsor Castle in the back ground) and was none the worse for that, especially as there is no cricket match in the book.


A favourite source book for me was The Perfect Summer by Juliet Nicolson, packed with social detail of the period. It is thanks to her that at breakfast in Lowndes Square in the first episode we can note a small Union Jack ticket tied to the teapot for Darjeeling tea, and a yellow ‘coolie hat’ ticket for the China tea. But my favourite detail from The Perfect Summer never made the cut: I gave Sylvia a blue pencil with which to delineate the vein on one temple. We filmed the action but somehow it suggested that she had missed with an eyebrow pencil. The loss of Sylvia’s blue pencil is a grief to me but of no significance to Ford fans. However, something which might be is that the dramatised Parade’s End contains nothing substantial outside the upper classes. This is not wholly true of the novel. The golf game at Rye, for example, makes quite a lot of a couple of vulgarian golfers, ‘City men’. We had no room for them, but a little of their presence survives here. More seriously, a platoon of Cockney infantry men in the trenches became a casualty of my over-extended script.


A painful omission, a scene we did film, had Rebecca Hall in superb form as Sylvia verbally laying in to a pair of young staff officers who’d had the temerity to try to pick her up. Alas, the picking-up part, which explained the officers’ presence, was too expensive in time and money (street location, sports car, traffic, passers-by), and not much cheaper in the rewrite (interior lift in provision merchant’s). A bare-bones version succumbed to scheduling problems. I have included the original scene here (in Episode Three). It becomes quite a game, finding ways to save scenes in danger of falling out of the schedule, and adds to the fun of the fair. There are four ‘Victoria Station’ scenes in the film, one written for Victoria Station, three not. Changing locations costs time which is money. But one of the conflations mothered by necessity was appealing: the hotel in France in which we find Sylvia and her lover in 1912 becomes in the screen version the very same hotel in which Sylvia and Christopher are reunited in the war in 1918: neatness, resonance and economy all in one.


On the economy front, things brightened in March 2011. Mr Darcy returned. His fortune was apparently diminished but the engagement was on again. America is naturally an important market for BBC Worldwide, and by that route HBO came back into the picture. To this day I never worked out the ranking between the BBC and HBO on Parade’s End. As far as I knew, I was working for the BBC (they paid me) but there was an undeniable frisson that accompanied the distribution of ‘the notes’ from Los Angeles, and more than once in the cutting room momentum stalled until the latest notes arrived. But this was fair enough, since HBO ended up paying for refinements which were outside the post-production budget. From my point of view, a great thing about HBO’s notes was that a BBC note I disagreed with would disappear off the radar if it happened to cut across the notes from Kary Antholis who was HBO’s voice on Parade’s End. Often enough, however, Kary’s notes would be about something in the script, or something missing from the script, which either way might make for difficulty for an American audience. My instinctive reaction was, ‘Possibly so, but why are you telling me this? I sometimes have difficulty with The Wire but it wouldn’t occur to me that David Simon should change The Wire on my account.’ I was in the toils of an outmoded notion. The notion was that the ‘creatives’ (a useful new noun, meaning Susanna and me, mainly) deliver the piece as they think fit and the broadcasters broadcast it. Let it be said that it is a self-defeating notion. Most ‘notes’ from every direction are sensible correctives, or at the very least things to ponder, and quite often strokes of brilliance. Damien’s notes were offered with a modesty (‘Do you think perhaps …?’) which belied their acuity time and time again. Kary nagged at me for weeks to write some lines to spell out what Christopher stood for. He didn’t know where the lines would go, or quite what they would say, but he was insistent that they were needed to let the audience in on the character. When I stopped bridling, I wrote the lines I would most miss if they weren’t there.


Ought that to be the last word on authors’ amour propre? I don’t think so. It’s a counter-example. There were many more instances where I stuck to my guns, usually from a horror of explicitness (over-explicitness, as I saw it), and some where I didn’t stick to my guns but should have. In the novel, Christopher’s father watching a ploughing team at work (in 1912) remarks, ‘The motor plough didn’t answer.’ Kary and I seemed to spend days arguing over that one word. I loved ‘answer’ for being precise to the old-school ways of the character, but I got tired of fighting for it. There wasn’t much wrong with my compromise offer (‘The motor plough didn’t serve’) but it evades a principle that divides writers from broadcasters. Writers don’t really care if half the audience doesn’t understand ‘answer’. They are writing for the other half. Otherwise, writing tends towards the mean.


That said and more unsaid, my residual sense is one of indebtedness, good fortune and a measure of awe when one considers the combination of resources, resourcefulness and sheer artistry that over the course of three years turned three hundred pages of script into five hours of television. Excluding one experience of directing a film, this was the first time I felt as involved in film as in working in theatre. My immersion in Parade’s End from the writing to the finishing touches took up the time I might have given to writing my own play but, perhaps to an unwarranted degree, I think of this Parade’s End as mine, such was the illusion of proprietorship over Ford’s characters and story. I frequently couldn’t remember whether a spoken sentence, or sometimes even a scene, came from the novel or from my head. While it was all going on, or failing to go on, I used to get cross from time to time and no doubt petulant. When it was over I knew that for a writer in television drama, Parade’s End had been the best of times.


TOM STOPPARD


August 2012
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	HULLO CENTRAL (EVIE)
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	SYLVIA TIETJENS

	Rebecca Hall






	CHRISTOPHER TIETJENS

	Benedict Cumberbatch






	MACMASTER

	Stephen Graham






	PORTER

	Jordan Long






	GERALD DRAKE
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	MARK TIETJENS

	Rupert Everett






	FATHER CONSETT

	Ned Dennehy
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	Janet McTeer






	MARCHANT

	Sylvestra Le Touzel






	MICHAEL (4 YEARS OLD)

	Misha Handley






	BRIDGET

	Tessa Parr






	BOBBIE PELHAM

	Anna Skellern






	POTTY PEROWNE

	Tom Mison






	SIR REGINALD

	Denis Lawson






	WATERHOUSE

	Tim McMullan






	LADY CLAUDINE
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	BERTRAM

	Jonathan Coy






	GLORVINA

	Sasha Waddell






	JOHNNY PELHAM

	Garrett Moore






	LORD BEICHEN

	Leslie de Gruyter






	SANDBACH

	Malcolm Sinclair






	GENERAL CAMPION

	Roger Allam






	EFFIE

	Candida Benson






	TIETJENS SENIOR

	Alan Howard






	MOTHER

	Christine Cox






	CAPITAINE THURSTON

	Pierre Van Heddegem






	VALENTINE WANNOP

	Adelaide Clemens






	GERTIE

	Naomi Cooper-Davis






	POLICEMAN

	Howard Ward






	REVEREND HORSLEY

	Michael Mears






	EDITH DUCHEMIN

	Anne-Marie Duff






	MISS FOX

	Sheila Collings






	MRS WANNOP

	Miranda Richardson






	REVEREND DUCHEMIN

	Rufus Sewell






	PARRY

	Lee Whitlock


















 


 


INT. HOTEL SUITE – NIGHT


Paris, 1908. 


Lamplit luxury – the suite of a bride on her wedding eve, with everything laid out ready: the dress, underwear, the white satin shoes, coronet. There are orchids, wrapped gifts and honeymoon luggage. A lady’s maid is completing the packing. Part of a bedroom is visible through the connecting door. The telephone shrills. 


It is answered in the bedroom by Sylvia. Her voice has a low pitch. She is twenty-six, tall, slim, beautiful, with abundant reddish fair hair. Her manner is contained.




SYLVIA


(on the phone)


Oui …? Qui …? Non. Ah, non – dites … dites à ce monsieur que c’est trop tard. (She hangs up.) Too bloody late.


She begins to take off her earrings. She wears – always – a small gold St Anthony medallion on a thin gold chain.


The phone call has upset her. 


(Calls.) Evie.


The maid has a distinctly ‘telephone tinny’ voice, which will later explain her cognomen: Hullo Central. She comes to the bedroom. 


HULLO CENTRAL


Yes, mod’m?


SYLVIA


You can undress me now.


Hullo Central starts to help Sylvia out of her dress.


EXT. STATION PLATFORM (VICTORIA) – NIGHT


The Dover-for-France train is about to depart. A Railway Porter steps down from the open carriage door (first class), touching his cap and receiving a coin from Christopher Tietjens. The carriage is marked LONDON CHATHAM AND DOVER RAILWAY, and the Porter has LCDR on his cap.


PORTER


Thank you, sir.


Christopher is a tall, bulky young man, grim-faced now. He shakes hands with Vincent Macmaster, who is slightly older, shorter, dark, with a small jutting beard, a dapper Scotsman risen above his origins.


MACMASTER


… wish you every happiness, Chrissie.


Christopher nods, grim.


CHRISTOPHER


Paris is a backdoor way out of it. What do they say at the office?


MACMASTER


Sylvia’s mother was married in Paris, I let it be known.


CHRISTOPHER


Thank you for that. But she’s bitched me, Vinnie, old man. I don’t even know if the child is mine.


He climbs aboard. A Guard closes the carriage door behind Christopher.


INT – HOTEL SUITE – PARIS (AS BEFORE)


Hullo Central hangs up Sylvia’s dress. Sylvia is in a peignoir at the dressing table.


SYLVIA


Tea tray at 6.30.


HULLO CENTRAL


Yes, mod’m. Goodnight, mod’m.


No answer expected. Hullo Central goes to the main door. The door buzzer sounds as she opens it, and a man, Gerald Drake, pushes past her: a good-looking, well-built English beast, half-drunk and raging. Sylvia has heard the buzzer.


DRAKE


Sylvia! – God damn you, I won’t be –


Sylvia is at the bedroom door.


SYLVIA


(coolly)


Quite so.


Hullo Central leaves, closing the door.


Your wife must be wondering where you are.


DRAKE


I said, I won’t be seen off like an errand boy!


SYLVIA


This is not fair.


Drake tries to grasp her.


SYLVIA


And you’re drunk.


DRAKE


(losing the rage)


Sylvia, don’t do this!


SYLVIA


(flares angrily)


Do what? – Save myself from ruin?


DRAKE


Whatever you want, it can’t be that – that ox!


SYLVIA


(coming apart)


What I want is to die – death is what I –


Drake kisses her violently.


SYLVIA


No – don’t – please, darling – Gerald – it’s not fair – it’s not …


His assault rips the silk off her shoulders. She kisses him back with equal violence.


INT. MOVING TRAIN – NIGHT


Christopher, on the train, reflects.


FLASHBACK – INT. TRAIN – DAY


The train is a ‘local’ pulling away from a tiny station in the English countryside. Christopher, in occupation, lifts Sylvia’s suitcase up on the luggage rack. There is no corridor.


SYLVIA


Thank you. Are you going up to town?


CHRISTOPHER


Yes. My name is Tietjens.


SYLVIA


I’m Sylvia Satterthwaite.


CHRISTOPHER


I know.


She gives him a smile for that.


EXT. ROLLS-ROYCE (MOVING) – PARIS – DAY


The Rolls-Royce moves through Paris.


INT. ROLLS-ROYCE (MOVING) – PARIS – DAY


Close on Sylvia, composed, unblemished, the church-bound bride, using the mirror of a gold powder box to touch in, with a blue crayon, the vein on her temple.





INT. HORSE CAB (MOVING) – PARIS – DAY


Christopher, the bridegroom, is with Mark Tietjens, his half-brother, who is fifteen years older, dark, disapproving.


CHRISTOPHER


… a small house in Knightsbridge. Lowndes Street. Her mother will live with us. Mrs Satterthwaite has contributed handsomely.


Mark grunts, unbrotherly.


INT. ROLLS-ROYCE (AS BEFORE)


Sylvia snaps shut the powder box. With her in the back of the Rolls are her mother, Mrs Satterthwaite, rich, emaciated, overdressed; and a priest, Father Consett, big, brawny, unkempt, fiftyish, with the accent of a stage Irishman.


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


I haven’t seen that pretty box …


SYLVIA


Gerald Drake gave it to me.


FATHER CONSETT


Ye have no shame! On your wedding day …!


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


When did he?


SYLVIA


Last night.


She takes pleasure in her mother’s consternation.


FATHER CONSETT


You’re a lying devil to say so! (To Mrs Satterthwaite.) I saw her with it on the Channel ferry.


SYLVIA


(laughs)


So you’re going to give me away twice in one morning! Will you give me a cigarette?


FATHER CONSETT


No, I will not. I’m glad your father’s dead not to know this day’s work, and I’m sorry for your mother.


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


Well, don’t be. Christopher Tietjens is a godsend.


FATHER CONSETT


(deeply offended)


God-sent is one thing he is not!


INT. HORSE CAB (AS BEFORE)


CHRISTOPHER


Did Father send word?


MARK


He sent me.


Christopher nods.


CHRISTOPHER


And my mother?


MARK


Your mother’s soft, and brought you up soft. Not your fault. Second wife, late child, and no Yorkshirewoman – a bad combination.


CHRISTOPHER


My mother’s Yorkshire.


MARK


(dismissively)


South Riding by a whisker. So you get yourself trapped by a papist bitch carrying a seven-month baby.


His face is a thundercloud.


Yes! – I won’t marry now. You’re next, after me, and after you it’s that whore’s child who will be the fourteenth Tietjens of Groby.


CHRISTOPHER


(to the Coachman)


Ici – c’est bien – merci!


The horse cab arrives (at a church). Mark prepares to alight.


MARK


One heard things about you … that you were a wrong’un, but better a wrong’un than a mug.


CHRISTOPHER


Yes, I suppose I was a mug …


FLASHBACK – INT. MOVING TRAIN (ENGLAND) – DAY


In the rocking, racketing ‘local’, Sylvia, in disarray, her skirts hoisted, bucks astride seated Christopher, kissing him deeply.


INT./EXT. – HORSE CAB (AS BEFORE)


CHRISTOPHER


(following Mark)


And yet there’s something glorious about her.


FLASHBACK – INT. TRAIN (AS BEFORE)


The train’s steam-whistle blasts a long, human shriek as Sylvia rears up and throws back her head in unsimulated satisfaction.


EXT. LOWNDES STREET (1911) – NIGHT


An elegant address, dark windows, street lamps.


INT. MARITAL BEDROOM (LOWNDES STREET, 1911) – NIGHT


Sylvia sleeps. Next to her, Christopher is woken by Michael crying in the room above.





INT. CHILD’S BEDROOM (LOWNDES STREET, 1911) – NIGHT


Marchant, brought from sleep, comforts Michael. She is middle-aged, formerly Christopher’s nursemaid. Christopher, with a dressing gown over his pyjamas, joins them. There is almost no light. Michael is barely three years old.


CHRISTOPHER


What is it, old fellow?


MARCHANT


We had a nasty dream, didn’t we? (Firmly.) Lie back now …


CHRISTOPHER


No, no …


He turns on a shady lamp.


I know what to do. A little warm milk, Marchie. Best thing for bad dreams.


Marchant clucks but goes obediently. Christopher gently lifts the boy on to his lap.


A bit of conversation till we’re sleepy, that’s what I do, hmm?


Michael nods, snuggles, comforted, thumb in mouth. On the wall the largest picture is a print of Groby, a very old, very large country house overshadowed by an immense cedar.


CHRISTOPHER


I had bad dreams sometimes when I was little at my papa’s house … see there? I could nearly touch Groby Tree from the night-nursery window.


FLASHBACK: INT. NIGHT NURSERY. GROBY – NIGHT


Flash of lightning.


All we see is a very small boy in the shock moment of a thunderclap and a tree branch slapping the rain-slashed windowpane by his head. It’s barely more than a beat. This is Christopher in pyjamas on the window seat at Groby.





INT. CHILD’S BEDROOM {AS BEFORE) – NIGHT


CHRISTOPHER


There’s a wishing well in the stableyard. They say it’s twice as deep as the Groby Tree is high, and you can drop in a penny and make a wish … Should I tell you how long it falls?


Michael nods.


CHRISTOPHER


I used to count, as long as this: one … two … three …


Christopher keeps counting and lays Michael back on the pillow and covers him. Michael falls asleep while Christopher counts. Marchant arrives with the milk, watches a moment until Christopher notices her. There is an intimacy, and things which cannot be spoken.


CHRISTOPHER


(wry about himself)


Soft.


MARCHANT


(on the brink of tears)


Oh, Mr Christopher!


CHRISTOPHER


Now, now, Marchie.


He turns off the lamp.


EXT. LOWNDES STREET – DAY


At the open front door, a parlourmaid, Bridget, is accepting a telegram from a Telegram Boy, while Marchant and Michael are leaving the house, both dressed for their routine morning outing. Michael carries a simple sailing boat.


INT. BREAKFAST ROOM, LOWNDES STREET – DAY


Modernity in 1911: Post Toasties on the sideboard, with an array of electrical gadgets for toasting, warming, kettle-boiling. An excess of hothouse flowers. Three at breakfast: Mrs Satterthwaite, wearing an immense hat with her negligee, is rattling and reading The Times; Christopher, dressed formally for the office, is tucking into haddock and poached eggs while skim-reading a volume of the new edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica; Sylvia has an ‘illustrated paper’, a celebrity mag of its time, devoted to high society.


Bridget enters with the telegram for Christopher, who thanks her. He reads the telegram, which seems to be unimportant, and he puts it in his pocket.


SYLVIA


While you’re there, please, Bridget, teapot.


BRIDGET


Yes ’m.


Bridget goes to the sideboard for a teapot which has a Union Jack ticket tied to it. Bridget’s inscrutable listening face is the fourth corner of the conversation.


SYLVIA


‘Maisie Mulgrew wishes it to be known that she is enjoying sexual connection with Captain W. M. O’Donnell …’


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


(startled)


What?


SYLVIA


(to Bridget)


No! China!


Bridget goes back to the sideboard for the other teapot, which has a yellow ‘coolie hat’ ticket.


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


Oh, you! Pulling the strings of the shower bath.


Mrs Satterthwaite returns to her Times. Sylvia reads out the real version of the gossip item, a photo caption.


SYLVIA


‘The Hon. Mrs Frederick Mulgrew, whose husband, we hear, is spoken of for the Vienna Embassy, enjoys the polo with Captain W. M. O’Donnell …’ That’s Maisie getting even with Freddie Mulgrew for his fling with Lady Egret.


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


You have no reason to say so.


She holds her cup and saucer high in the air, her eyes on her paper.


Thank you, Bridget – Darjeeling. And Mr Tietjens needs more coffee, I expect.


Bridget makes the necessary journeys. Meanwhile …


SYLVIA


Oh, I don’t think Maisie’s got the gumption to go through with it. But the readers like a whiff of sex coming off our crowd … like a vapour, like the bit of steam on the water in the crocodile house at the zoo.


Sylvia flings her paper aside and stands up, stalking up and down nervily with a plate and a piece of toast.


I’m bored!


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


Only you could be bored with the end of the world upon us.


SYLVIA


Who says?


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


I says. A hundred degrees in the shade recorded yesterday at Greenwich, and the Prime Minister has asked the King to create four hundred Liberal peers so the working classes can have free medicines. (Still reading.) Oh, but I see the Association of Domestic Servants is against the Insurance Bill. Why would that be, I wonder.


Christopher writes in pencil in the margin of the encyclopedia.


CHRISTOPHER


Now is your chance to ask. (To Bridget for the coffee.) Thank you.


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


(missing his meaning)


Go on, then.


CHRISTOPHER


(in a kindly tone)


Well, Bridget?


BRIDGET


I’m sure I don’t know, sir.


CHRISTOPHER


I’m sure I do. It’s because the National Insurance Bill would violate the beautiful intimacy that exists between servant and mistress.


Bridget is free to go now (the sideboard is for self-help), and she leaves.


CHRISTOPHER


The Association of Domestic Servants are Tories through and through! It is the duty of employers to look after the welfare of their employees, and those who don’t should go to prison.


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


Who thinks that?


CHRISTOPHER


I am the last, except for a few dukes like your cousin Westershire.


Christopher’s calm superior manner infuriates Sylvia.


SYLVIA


Do you wonder I can’t bear him?


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


No. You married above your intellect and don’t take kindly to disadvantage.


CHRISTOPHER


(to Mrs Satterthwaite)


However, the new Liberal peers won’t be necessary. The Upper House will cave in and vote to make itself irrelevant.


SYLVIA


(caustic)


And is that the end of the world?


CHRISTOPHER


No. The world ended long ago, in the eighteenth century.


Sylvia flings her plate at him. It misses and smashes.


SYLVIA


(almost screaming)


Do you know what he’s doing? He’s making corrections in the Encyclopaedia Britannica! If I’d killed him no jury would convict!


INT. KITCHEN LOWNDES STREET (SAME TIME) – DAY


Bridget, Hullo Central and also Mrs Satterthwaite’s Maid and Cook, at their own breakfast, can hear Sylvia’s continuing outburst and the smash of another plate. Their only reactions are expressive sighs, eye-cockings, lip-pursings. Bridget is reading a ‘society page’ over her cup of tea. A bell jangles. She gets up to go, passing the paper meaningfully to Hullo Central … who looks to see: a photograph of Sylvia ‘sharing a joke’ with a handsome man, Perowne, at a garden party.


HULLO CENTRAL


(sniffs)


Him again.





EXT. WHITEHALL – DAY


In hot sunshine Christopher alights from a hansom cab. Horse-drawn cabs are outnumbered by motor taxis and motor buses in the heavy traffic, but many goods vehicles are horse-drawn.


CHRISTOPHER


(paying the cabman)


You’ve been giving the mare less liquorice in her mash. I told you she’d go better.


CABMAN


Trust you to remember, sir!


Christopher, top-hatted, enters the portals, which announce ‘Imperial Department of Statistics’.


INT. DEPARTMENT LOBBY (SAME TIME) – DAY


A Porter salutes Christopher, who ascends the staircase, nodding to two or three formally dressed men coming and going.


INT. WHITEHALL STAIRCASE (SAME TIME) – DAY


The staircase is quite grand.


Macmaster, arriving for work in formal dress like Christopher, hurries up the stairs.


MACMASTER


Tietjens! – you received my telegram?


CHRISTOPHER


(walking on)


And a very good morning to you, too, Macmaster. So you looked over my figures.


MACMASTER


The Chief will have my head if I give them to him.


CHRISTOPHER


Well, don’t then. You asked for my help.


MACMASTER


But you’ve weighted the calculations as though people become ill according to what they have to pay for medical treatment!


CHRISTOPHER


(calm)


They do – and they’ll ruin the Exchequer. I intend Sir Reginald to know it.


INT. MARITAL BEDROOM, LOWNDES STREET – DAY


Sylvia’s pal Bobbie, a young married woman, is watching Sylvia trying on hats, and trying on one herself.


BOBBIE


Suppose you could bolt with a new man every week and no questions asked. Ripping! (With hat.) Can I have this?


SYLVIA


No.


BOBBIE


But the question is, how long would it stay ripping before you’re simply yawning to get back to your husband?


SYLVIA


How long?


BOBBIE


It’s not a riddle, Sylvia. I’m asking.


SYLVIA


It would have to be weekends only. One would still need a home – a husband for show midweek, and a place to store one’s maid. I couldn’t do without Hullo Central.


Alerted by the noise of an arriving car, Sylvia looks down from the window.





EXT. LOWNDES STREET (SAME TIME) – DAY


Perowne, the man in the society page photograph, is the driver of the enormous gleaming car. He gets out and approaches the front door. He wears smart ‘country clothes’.


Bridget answers the door, and gives him the bad news. Perowne returns to the car, angry, and drives away.


INT. MARITAL BEDROOM (SAME TIME) – DAY


Sylvia is settling on a hat.


SYLVIA


I’m not dressed for a picnic. Anyway I’ve realised there’s no point in a fling if one’s husband doesn’t notice.


BOBBIE


I’ll go!


SYLVIA


No use. Potty loves me. He wants me to leave Christopher and go abroad with him. Oh, I’d like to shake him!


BOBBIE


Who?


SYLVIA


My husband, of course. Shake some reaction out of that great lump!


INT. SIR REGINALD’S OFFICE – DAY


The same hot day shows through Sir Reginald’s window. A grand office. Sir Reginald is somewhat in awe of Christopher and bewildered by him. Macmaster is present, anxious, and furious with Christopher.


SIR REGINALD


… Don’t be obtuse, Tietjens – dammit man, it is the Department’s duty to support the Minister in making his case to the House. Do you understand that? The Minister has to show that the figures for the Insurance Bill will balance.


CHRISTOPHER


Well, they won’t, and I should have thought it was the Department’s duty to tell him so.


Macmaster is agitated into interruption.


MACMASTER


Forgive me, Sir Reginald, may I –?


SIR REGINALD


Yes. Tietjens, you’re the cleverest young man in London, Macmaster says, and I’m inclined to believe him, but he and I with our blunt instruments have managed to grasp something that you cannot –


MACMASTER


(murmurs)


You’re very good, Sir Reginald.


SIR REGINALD


Which is that if they don’t get what they require from you, they’ll put some competition-wallah Head Clerk on it and take our credit from us.


CHRISTOPHER


I simply wished you to be aware of the facts. There’s no difficulty in adjusting the calculations to produce a more congenial result, and I can let Macmaster have that in the hour and ten minutes remaining. But I insist on his taking the credit for it.


Macmaster would like to demur but –


SIR REGINALD


Good man!


EXT. GLORVINA HOUSE, LONDON – DECEMBER – NIGHT


The wheels of a car move through snow as the chauffeur-driven vehicle draws up outside the brightly lit door of a house in, perhaps, Eaton Square. The Chauffeur lets out a formally dressed man. Suddenly the man is under siege, not quite under attack, from a group of shouting Suffragettes, some with placards. Their target is called Waterhouse, a Liberal Cabinet Minister.


SUFFRAGETTES


It’s him! … Votes for women! … Shame! Shame on you! … (Etc.)


The Chauffeur defends Waterhouse, who hurries into the house as a police whistle is heard and two Policemen run up and struggle with the women who break away and run off, pursued. It’s all over in seconds.


INT. GLORVINA HOUSE (SAME TIME) – NIGHT


A Christmas party and dance at the London home of a senior Tory and his wife: Bertram and Lady Glorvina. In society, Glorvina is a famous and imperious hostess.


Waterhouse, the hero-martyr of the hour, is telling his story to a group including Paul Sandbach MP, his wife Lady Claudine, and General Campion, Lady Claudine’s brother, who is tall, thin, pink-cheeked, white-haired, moustached.


WATERHOUSE


(accepting a drink)


… came through without a scratch! Thanks, Bertram.


BERTRAM


My fault for inviting a Liberal – Christmas spirit, you know.


This is overheard by Johnnie Pelham, passing by. Johnnie is Bobbie’s husband, later described by her as a ‘good old sausage’ … which is to say that he is a comfortable, good-natured dimwit.


JOHNNIE


I see you also invited Beichen – I don’t think they go in for the Christmas spirit, Bertram.


LADY CLAUDINE


Lord Beichen? Where?


Johnnie indicates a portly press baron, who happens to be bending over Bobbie’s outstretched hand. Bobbie is smiling, having a good time.


JOHNNIE


Kissing my wife’s fingers. What’s his charm for you, Bertram?


BERTRAM


A million readers, half of them with the vote.


The women are in long dresses, the men in white ties. It is not a ball – the music is from a gramophone – but there is dancing. The party is loud and crowded.


Sylvia is dancing animatedly with Perowne. Her eyes search out Christopher. Christopher, elsewhere, is for once slightly agitated … but it’ s Macmaster he finally spots and moves towards.


Sylvia sees him, abandons Perowne without ceremony and intercepts Christopher.


SYLVIA


You’re here at last.


CHRISTOPHER


Yes – I’m sorry. You look lovely.


SYLVIA


You look like thunder. You didn’t mind that I let Potty bring me ahead?


CHRISTOPHER


Of course not.


SYLVIA


Will you dance?


CHRISTOPHER


I would if this were dancing. Will you save me one when there’s a tune?


Sylvia, feeling snubbed, turns on her heel.


Macmaster has a Lady on his hands.


LADY


(trills)


You’re a writer!


MACMASTER


No, no … at odd moments. A critic, perhaps, yes a little of the critic. My little book on Rossetti will be appearing –


Christopher grips his arm.


CHRISTOPHER


Macmaster.


The Lady is fortuitously squired away by another Guest.


MACMASTER


(annoyed)


That was rude.


CHRISTOPHER


(indicating)


That fellow there with Sandbach is the Right Honourable Stephen Waterhouse – he’s the swine who made us fake that schedule at the office. I’m going to have a word with him.


MACMASTER


(in agony)


For God’s sake, Chrissie!


Christopher makes his way over. Bertram has departed on host duty.


LADY CLAUDINE


I would have them whipped till they bled!


SANDBACH


Spank them, that’s what I say.


GLORVINA


What have we come to, when a Government Minister can’t go anywhere without a policeman …?


WATERHOUSE


I ought to have invited them to talk things over in my office.


CHRISTOPHER


Perhaps if the Prime Minister had kept his promise to address the women’s concerns after the summer recess …


CAMPION


Chrissie, dear fellow –


CHRISTOPHER


The women kept their promise to stop demonstrating while the police had their hands full with the Coronation –


CAMPION


Give the PM a chit – he had the dockers holding the country to ransom, and the railwaymen – troops under canvas in Hyde Park –


SANDBACH


Quite right! Tietjens, hark to my brother-in-law the General!


WATERHOUSE


Tietjens?! – You must be the genius. Allow me to thank you.


CHRISTOPHER


Good God, what for?


WATERHOUSE


We couldn’t have got the Insurance Bill before the House till next session without your figures.


CHRISTOPHER


(taut with fury)


You’re taking the credit from Macmaster.


WATERHOUSE


Oh no, we know whom to thank – Sir Reginald let it out.


LADY CLAUDINE


Macmaster? That fellow you brought with you? Who are his people?


CHRISTOPHER


His father was a shipping clerk in Edinburgh.


Christopher walks away rudely.


LADY CLAUDINE


Well!


WATERHOUSE


Was he angry with me?


SANDBACH


(indicating)


Angry with his wife, I expect – we got the brunt.


Sylvia is still dancing with Perowne where the party is louder. They can shout in confidence.


SYLVIA


No.


PEROWNE


Yes.


SYLVIA


No, Potty.


PEROWNE


Don’t call me Potty.


SYLVIA


(laughs)


But it suits you!


PEROWNE


Will you?


SYLVIA


Well, I might. One day.


The party noise and jollity come to a peak.


INT. MARITAL BEDROOM, LOWNDES STREET, FEBRUARY – DAY


Heavy frost on the window. Christopher sits on the bed. Drawers are pulled out, wardrobe doors are open, the dressing table mostly bare. He sits expressionless, thinking, holding a very short letter.


INT. WHITEHALL STAIRCASE – DAY


Christopher and Macmaster come down the stairs, leaving from work.


CHRISTOPHER


Sylvia has gone off with that fellow Perowne.


MACMASTER


Ah!


CHRISTOPHER


I’m letting Lowndes Street and warehousing the furniture. I’m taking Michael to my sister Effie. She’s married to a vicar who has one of our livings. Marchant will go with him.


MACMASTER


Then you’ll be wanting your old rooms.


EXT. GROBY – DAY


The drive to the great house has rose bushes on either side. The Head Gardener, mysteriously, is placing a clay pipe (smoker’s) in a rose bush. He has several more filled pipes in an open shoebox. He takes another pipe and places it in another rose bush further on. He pauses to salute a dog cart (pony and carriage) coming towards the house. Effie, Christopher’s older sister, is driving.





EXT. GROBY STABLEYARD – DAY


Christopher stands by the well, watching Michael, who drops a penny into the well, looking down after it. Michael starts counting, almost to himself.


INT. GROBY WELL


The penny falling.


EXT. GROBY FRONT (SAME TIME) – DAY


A Footman puts luggage into the dog cart. Marchant is there with more luggage.


INSERT – INT. GROBY WELL


The penny falling.


EXT. GROBY STABLEYARD (AS BEFORE)


Effie is approaching on foot. Christopher waves to her. Michael is still counting … ‘Four … five …’


INSERT – INT. GROBY WELL


The penny falls into a circle of reflected light, breaking it.


EXT. GROBY FRONT – DAY


The loaded dog cart, Michael and Marchant sitting by Effie, trundles away, the pony breaking into a trot. Watching them go are Christopher and his father and mother, who is dying in her late fifties. She is in a wheelchair, attended by a Nurse. Christopher takes her hand. Tietjens Senior is elderly, old school.


FLASHBACK – THE SAME POV AND REVERSE


– of a pony trap taking seven-year-old Christopher away to school with his school trunk, looking back unhappily at his young Mother waving goodbye.


EXT. GROBY FRONT (AS BEFORE) – DAY


CHRISTOPHER


Bear up, old girl. You’ll be nearer at hand now for Michael.


MOTHER


Your wife has shamed you both. All of us.


Michael, unhappy, looks back at them. Mother waves. Christopher waves, stone-faced. The Nurse takes Mother indoors.


TIETJENS


I thought your mother would see me out with time to spare.


Tietjens retrieves a clay pipe from a rose bush, and lights it.


You will divorce?


CHRISTOPHER


No! Only a blackguard would submit his wife to that. Mrs Satterthwaite has established herself at a German spa so that Sylvia may be said to have gone abroad to nurse her. The mother’s a bitch but a sensible one.


TIETJENS


(pause)


Dutch William took Groby for us from the papists. God chose sides then.


He watches a ploughing team at work in the field.


The motor plough didn’t answer.


CHRISTOPHER


(bitterly)


It will, though. It’s all coming.





EXT. ROUEN HOTEL – DAY


The front of the Hôtel de la Poste.


INT. ROUEN HOTEL (LOBBY) – DAY


There is a young married couple in a lounge/conservatory adjoining the lobby. The man, Thurston, sees Sylvia and Perowne enter the lobby.


Sylvia glances at Thurston, who smiles and inclines his head.


INT. ROUEN HOTEL BEDROOM – DAY


Sylvia and Perowne enter the room.


SYLVIA


He’s someone called Thurston, I met him somewhere. He won’t gossip.


PEROWNE


Don’t care if he does.


SYLVIA


Well, thank you very much.


PEROWNE


Well, what does it matter? Now or later. We’re not going to hide for ever.


SYLVIA


Well, that’s the thing, Potty.


PEROWNE


What thing?


SYLVIA


It’s not for ever.


PEROWNE


Yes, it is!


SYLVIA


I hope you’re not going to behave badly.


PEROWNE


About what?


SYLVIA


About my going back before it’s too late.


Perowne is devastated, shocked, furious.


PEROWNE


Oh no, you’re not. What are you talking about?


SYLVIA


I miss my husband.


PEROWNE


No, you don’t! You call him a great – a great – lump of wood –


SYLVIA


Oh, he is. I often want to kill him just to see if there’s any blood in him. I’m permanently angry with him. But he’s spoiled me for any other decently groomed man in London. He knows everything about everything, it’s the difference between being with a grown man and trying to entertain a schoolboy –


PEROWNE


But you love me! Don’t you?


SYLVIA


I overlooked you, your dullness and, oh, I don’t know, everything really, from being all over me as soon as we were on the train, and sulking if I’m not all over you –


In a rush of rage and despair, Perowne starts opening and slamming drawers until he finds what he’s looking for: a revolver.


SYLVIA


(meanwhile)


– especially that side of things, which became like reading a book you’ve read before – oh! why can’t one get a man to go away with one and be just … oh, light comedy? I say, you’re not going to kill yourself, I hope, Potty.


Perowne goes to the door, locks it and puts the key in his pocket. He points the gun at her.


PEROWNE


I want you to swear on your St Anthony that you won’t leave me.


Sylvia touches the St Anthony she wears on a gold chain round her neck.


SYLVIA


I’ll do no such thing.


PEROWNE


Then I’ll kill you if you try. The French understand these things!


Sylvia goes to the bureau and sits down to write a letter.


SYLVIA


And these hotels one’s been hiding in … the notepaper is simply shaming …


She starts to write. Perowne starts to weep.


EXT. GRAY’S INN – DAY


A Postman delivers to Macmaster’s tall brick building with tall elegant eighteenth-century windows.


INT – GRAY’S INN, BREAKFAST – DAY


Ferens, Macmaster’s servant, enters with a tray, to place a water-heated silver dish of haddock and poached eggs on the table and to deliver the post, including a letter from Sylvia.


MACMASTER


I’ll change into my golfing togs when we get to our digs. One never knows who might be on the train – Mr Sandbach MP going down to his constituency … and General Campion is doubtless of the weekend party at Mountby. Is he a golfer? (Opening his post.) Ah – the proofs of my monograph!


Christopher freezes at the sight of his letter. Macmaster notices. Ferens leaves with the bacon plates. Macmaster watches Christopher open his letter and read it. Christopher stares at the very short letter like a man gone mad.


CHRISTOPHER


Sylvia asks me to take her back.


Macmaster springs up, and at the sideboard pours a brandy for Christopher.


CHRISTOPHER


She’s gone to join her mother in Germany.


MACMASTER


Shall you take her back?


CHRISTOPHER


I imagine so. There’s the boy to be considered. Marchant says he’s already beginning to talk broad Yorkshire. (Pause.) But I won’t have a house again. A certain discredit attaches to cuckolds, quite properly. Anything beyond a flat would look like impudence in a man who can’t keep his wife.


MACMASTER


(passionately)


I wish you’d divorce her, drag her through the mud!


CHRISTOPHER


For a gentleman, there is such a thing as … call it ‘parade’ …


MACMASTER


And if you met someone you wanted to marry?


CHRISTOPHER


It would change nothing. I stand for monogamy.


MACMASTER


You!


CHRISTOPHER


I! Monogamy and chastity. And for not talking about it.


Christopher starts writing rapidly on the back of Sylvia’s letter.


MACMASTER


(reading from his proofs)






‘Better far tho’ hearts may break


    Bid farewell for aye!


Lest thy sad eyes, meeting mine,


    Tempt my soul away!’








Ah, but that’s great poetry!


CHRISTOPHER


(contemptuously)


That … is your obese poet-painter talking about it – in language like congealed bacon fat, rhapsodising a five-shilling model in his grease-stained dressing gown and underclothes he’s slept in.


Christopher resumes writing.


MACMASTER


(frigid with anger)


You’ve a way of putting things.


CHRISTOPHER


I haven’t. If I had, it would be better for me.


Christopher finishes writing.


CHRISTOPHER


Here. (He reads out.) ‘ACCEPT RESUMPTION YOKE ON CONDITION CHILD REMAIN SISTER EFFIE AND ANGLICAN WIRE IF ACCEPTABLE.’


MACMASTER


Well, I for one am sorry. She must have a way of putting things!


CHRISTOPHER


She has! (Reads.) ‘I am now ready to return to you if I can keep Hullo Central, there being no one else’ – underlined – ‘no one else I can bear to have near me when I retire for the night.’ That’s all. She should be the consort of – I don’t know – the Viceroy of India!





EXT. KENT COUNTRYSIDE – DAY


A steam train moves through the Kent countryside, passing the White Horse.


INT. TRAIN – DAY


In an otherwise empty first class compartment, Christopher and Macmaster sit opposite each other, en route to Rye. Macmaster is looking through the proofs of his book.


MACMASTER


Tomorrow we’re breakfasting with a parson who helped me with my book. I accepted for you.


CHRISTOPHER


Did your poet know parsons? But of course he did! – You mean ‘Breakfast’ Duchemin of Magdalene?


MACMASTER


He’s no longer at Cambridge. He has a rectory near Rye.


EXT. GOLF CLUBHOUSE, RYE – DAY


A motor car arrives speedily at the clubhouse, General Campion at the wheel, Sandbach beside him. Christopher and Macmaster are arriving on foot, carrying their golf clubs. Christopher has to skip out of the car’s way as it pulls up. Campion and Sandbach, both dressed for golf, get down. Campion limps now.


CHRISTOPHER


(indignantly)


You’re a menace, General! You’ve already lamed yourself once for thinking you can drive your motor!


Club Servants come to relieve the men of their golf bags.


CAMPION


(genially)


Lady Claude says come and pick a bone tonight at Mountby; you too, Macmaster.


CHRISTOPHER


Thank you, but I won’t. Macmaster would be delighted.


Sandbach notes that there is another distinguished arrival, the Rt. Hon. Stephen Waterhouse MP, accompanied by his male secretary, Sanderson, both clothed and equipped for golf. They have driven from London. Sanderson takes two golf bags from the back of the car. A middle-aged Policeman is waiting for them. He salutes Waterhouse. They exchange a few words.


SANDBACH


(indicating Waterhouse)


We’re honoured.


WATERHOUSE


(to Sanderson)


Get my policeman a drink, would you?


CAMPION


(calls)


Hullo, Waterhouse. I’m president here. Enjoy our links.


There is a movement into the clubhouse, with exchanges of greetings and courtesies. Campion hangs back to have a word with Macmaster.


CAMPION


Get him back to Sylvia as quick as you can. Had a little tiff, haven’t they? Nothing serious?


MACMASTER


Well … I …


CAMPION


Believe me, Sylvia is a splendid girl, straight as a die, takes her fences clean.


Macmaster continues to flounder.


CAMPION


Chrissie must have been running after the skirts. No? I dare say a little. No?


MACMASTER


(strangled)


No! –


CAMPION


It would be resented … half the houses in London would be closed to him … so … do what you can!


Campion pats Macmaster on the shoulder and follows the others indoors.


EXT. GOLF COURSE – RYE


The golf course is by the sea. The natural terrain is sandhills and dune grass. Ultimately we will see that there is a leeward boundary road with a wide, deep ditch alongside.


We are concerned with eight golfers: Two City Men; Waterhouse and Sanderson; Campion, Macmaster, Sandbach and Christopher, who will tee off in pairs. Christopher and Macmaster carry their own (unbulky) golf bags. The rest are shadowed by their caddies.


A. Waterhouse and Sanderson are playing against each other somewhere down the course. Waterhouse lifts a shot towards a green. Sanderson waits by his ball.


B. Waterhouse’s Policeman uses binoculars to scan the terrain from a vantage.


C. Sanderson plays his shot.


D. The two City Men occupy the first tee. They are loud, vulgar, happy and tight. The First City Man drives off.


SECOND CITY MAN


Gawd’s truth, I can piss further than that. So can my old woman!


FIRST CITY MAN


I know, she showed me!


More raucous laughter. They are being watched by our quartet waiting their turn.


CAMPION


Sorry about the riff-raff.


Christopher, uninterested in golf, follows the flight of a bird over the dunes – and sees something white appear and disappear behind a dune. He watches. Nothing shows.


The Second City Man makes his shot. More loud laughter.


E. The Policeman, already suffering from helmet to boots, moves to keep up with Waterhouse.


F. Our quartet move to occupy the first tee.


SANDBACH


You’re the great Macmaster.


MACMASTER


(deeply gratified)


You’re very good to say so, sir.


SANDBACH


Oh, my caddy has heard tell.


Macmaster is deeply disappointed.


CHRISTOPHER


He’s plus one at North Berwick.


CAMPION


(to Macmaster)


You’re with me, then. Chrissie’s no good, he can take on Paul.


Christopher, still intrigued, looks into the distance and is rewarded: two female hats, white and dark, appear and disappear on the move.


MACMASTER


I think you can go now, General.


Campion hits a decent drive. Macmaster places his ball on the grass, pinching up the ground.


CAMPION


Don’t you use a tee?


MACMASTER


Never have, and I’ve managed without since I was four.


Macmaster hits a prodigious drive.


G. The Policeman climbs to look over a dune.


H. Waterhouse holes a putt watched by Sanderson. He writes on a card.


WATERHOUSE


… puts you seventeen bob and a tanner up.


I. The City Men swig from flasks, joshing, and prepare loudly to drive off again.


J. Christopher and Sandbach (who is slightly lame) walk down the fairway. Distant laughter reaches them from the City Men.


SANDBACH


It’s swine like those two that turn decent girls into suffragette whores.


INSERT: SOMEWHERE


Sandbach in his underwear, holding a golf club by the wrong end, brings it down on a bare female bottom.


BACK TO SCENE


CHRISTOPHER


I loathe this game.


SANDBACH


So do I, but it gets one away from the memsahib. What’s your excuse?


CHRISTOPHER


Macmaster has no one else.


K. Waterhouse has got himself into the rough. Suddenly ‘from nowhere’ he is ambushed by two young women, Valentine (white cap) and Gertie (black brimmed hat pinned to her hair). Valentine shouts suffragette slogans into his face. Gertie attacks Waterhouse physically, throwing a rotten cabbage athim and then splattering him with ‘blood’ – red ink – from a bottle.


GERTIE


(cockney)


Is it our blood you want before you give in!


VALENTINE


Run, Gertie!


The elderly Caddy stares open-mouthed.


L. Sanderson wakes up to the situation and runs towards the action.


M. Gertie runs one way, to safety for now.


N. Valentine runs towards Sanderson, deliberately, drawing Waterhouse after her. She ‘dances’ around and between them, shouting ‘Votes for women’ etc., eluding the men effortlessly and trotting away.


O. The Policeman is running down a small hill when he sees Gertie running. He changes course to run after Gertie, shouting for her to stop.


P. Elsewhere, Valentine runs between Macmaster and Campion, who see and hear Waterhouse and Sanderson chasing.


Campion reacts to Valentine. He knows her.


CAMPION


By Jove!


Macmaster also gives chase. Campion walks, following.


Valentine changes course sharply.


Q. Elsewhere, Gertie runs slap into the City Men. Way behind her, the Policeman is hollering.


FIRST CITY MAN


Suffragettes!


The Second City Man makes a grab for Gertie and is left with a piece of her blouse.


SECOND CITY MAN


Skirt hunt!


They stagger after her.


Valentine runs into the scene, circles around the City Men, calling them ‘beasts’.


POLICEMAN


Stop! You’re under arrest!


Valentine skips round him and runs. Gertie is getting away. The City Men stagger after Gertie, delighted and vindictive.


R. Far from the action, Christopher is near the boundary road. He is glad to be alone, with his mis-hit ball. He chooses a club. He considers the ball.


VALENTINE


I say …


Christopher ignores the voice.


VALENTINE


Sorry to spoil your shot, but …


Christopher drops his club and straightens. He sees: a fair young woman scowling at him from under a white canvas cap. She’s wearing a striped cotton blouse, a ‘short’ tweed skirt and boy’s white sandals. She’s a little out of breath. Her name is Valentine Wannop.


VALENTINE


I say, go and see that they don’t hurt Gertie. I’ve lost her …


She points beyond the sand dunes, further along the course.


S. A hundred yards away, Sandbach plays his shot, and then notices that a young woman is with Christopher. Perked up, he walks towards them.


T. With Christopher and Valentine.


VALENTINE


There looked to be some beasts among them.


Noises are heard – yip-yip-yip of hunt followers, and ‘Hi-hi-hi!’ from Sanderson waving his club.


CHRISTOPHER


You’ve been demonstrating.


VALENTINE


Of course we have, but you won’t let a girl be manhandled.


The Policeman is on top of the nearest sand dune, windmilling and shouting. From behind him, Macmaster breasts the slope. Waterhouse, waving a club, enters the view on the flat with Sanderson. They’re all shouting.


V. With Christopher and Valentine.


VALENTINE


A regular rat-hunt. I led them off except for two drunk beasts who couldn’t run. But neither can Gertie.


CHRISTOPHER


Cut away, then. I’ll look after Gertie.


He picks up his bag.


VALENTINE


No, I’ll come with you.


CHRISTOPHER


Clear out! Unless you want to go to gaol.


There are screams heard and Gertie comes round the corner, her black skirt sanded from rolling down a sand dune, her blouse partly torn away, showing her white camisole. The two City Men now appear on the shoulder of the slope. One of them waves a piece of Gertie’s blouse.


FIRST CITY MAN


Strip the bitch naked! Strip the bitch stark naked!


The City Men jump down the little hill, cannoning into Christopher.


CHRISTOPHER


Stand still, you swine! – I’ll knock your head off if you move!


VALENTINE


Come along, Gertie – it’s not far!


The City Men stare at Christopher, their jaws dropped. Christopher hears Gertie give a scream behind him. He turns round to see the Policeman lumbering downhill unenthusiastically towards the girls, who are staggering towards the road.


W. Sandbach from a little distance sees and reacts to what happens next.


X. The Policeman is only a yard or two from Christopher … who slips his golf bag off his shoulder and throws it between the Policeman’s legs. The Policeman pitches forward, his helmet over his eyes. He gives up. He mops his brow with a handkerchief.


Christopher offers his silver flask to the Policeman.


CHRISTOPHER


You couldn’t have done more. I expect you’re a bit shaken.


POLICEMAN


Anyone would be! Thank you, sir.


The girls cross the road to the dyke’s steep bank, Valentine holding up Gertie’s hat as it flaps from a hairpin. Waterhouse, Sanderson, Macmaster and Sandbach have arrived.


SANDBACH


We’ve got them!


But as the four men approach, they see Gertie crossing the dyke on a plank, and Valentine – amazingly, neatly – leap the dyke, and help Gertie ‘ashore’. Valentine then pulls the plank towards her and drags it up on the grass.


VALENTINE


(crows)


You’ll have to go round by Camber railway bridge.


The two girls run away across the vast marshy field. The pursuers, standing in a line on the road, consider the nine-foot wide jump and the ten-foot drop to deep mud.


SANDBACH


Come on! We have to do something!


WATERHOUSE


Oh, chuck it, Sandy. Who’s for finishing the round? Come on, Sanderson.


Bloody but unbowed, Waterhouse walks off. The Policeman gets smartly to his feet and makes to follow him. Sanderson gives the Policeman an ironic put-down look, and follows Waterhouse. The Policeman trails unhappily after them.


Sandbach comes to Christopher, snorting.


SANDBACH


I refuse to play with you. In fact I’ve a good mind to issue a warrant for your arrest for obstructing justice.


CHRISTOPHER


You can’t. You’re not a borough magistrate. Look it up.


Campion arrives at a walk.


SANDBACH


(to Campion)


Tietjens scuppered the bobby, I saw him do it. I bet he put them up to it.


Sandbach stalks off. The City Men, who have been mesmerised, fascinated, turn on Campion.


FIRST CITY MAN


That man called us a swine!


CAMPION


Well, you are ruddy swine, and you’ll never get another ticket at this club.


The City Men stare at him. Campion turns to Christopher and walks him firmly away. Macmaster, ignored, remains, out of everything.


Y. A little later …


CAMPION


Chrissie, you are the bloody limit!


CHRISTOPHER


The bobby didn’t want to catch the girls, he was yearning not to.


CAMPION


Was that skirt your … a friend of yours? Had you arranged it with her? If it was the Wannop girl – if the woman that’s come between you and Sylvia – dammit – is our little suffragette …


CHRISTOPHER


Good God!


CAMPION


Put her back, Chrissie!


CHRISTOPHER


I give you my word –


CAMPION


They say they’re all whores … I beg your pardon if you like the Wannop girl … Her father was a great friend of your father’s.


Christopher has a moment of realisation.


CHRISTOPHER


Of course, I remember Professor Wannop the classicist.


CAMPION


He didn’t leave a farthing, and there’s a son at Eton. The widow and daughter have a deuced hard row to hoe. I know Claudine takes them all the peaches she can cadge out of Paul’s gardener. Perhaps you feel sorry for her, is that it?


CHRISTOPHER


I think that’s enough confusion to go on with. But you should know that Mrs Satterthwaite is much recovered at her German spa, and I’m expecting to go over there in a day or two to bring Sylvia and her mother home.


CAMPION


Good boy! Kiss her fingertips for me. She’s the real thing, you lucky beggar.


They have been walking, and now suddenly the view opens hugely to sea and sky. Christopher stops to breathe it in.


CHRISTOPHER


(voice-over)


The littleness of it, our drawing-room comedy of sex-obsession! When the war comes …


INT. ‘DIGS’, RYE – NIGHT


Christopher and Macmaster, in evening dress, in Christopher’s room in their digs – beams, sloping floors, old furniture. Christopher is drinking whisky, the bottle to hand.


CHRISTOPHER


… it’ll blow right through it, thank God!


MACMASTER


How old-fashioned you are, Chrissie. War is impossible, at any rate with this country in it.


CHRISTOPHER


Is that what they said at your dinner with the Tories? In two years, round about the time of the grouse-shooting, there’ll be a European war with Britain plumb in the middle of it.


MACMASTER


Ah, the Tietjens exactitude! Where’s your evidence?


CHRISTOPHER


At the office.


MACMASTER


It’s late. We’re expected at Duchemin’s breakfast – if you haven’t been arrested.


CHRISTOPHER


(laughs)


I gave the policeman a five-pound note from the swine of a Government Minister, though I shouldn’t call him that, he gave me dinner; besides which he’s a decent fellow. So it’s hands off the Wannop girl. The fair one is Miss Valentine Wannop, holder of the quarter-mile, half-mile, high-jump and long-jump records for East Sussex, and housemaid-typewriter for her mother, the novelist. The other girl was not local, probably from London. Never underestimate the Sussex constabulary. Oh, and it is generally believed that Miss Wannop and I are in cahoots, if not worse.


MACMASTER


Why do you look like that?


CHRISTOPHER


I’m waiting for my wife to wire me to fetch her home, and this is what I look like.


EXT. HOTEL (GERMANY) – NIGHT


Establish the exterior of the German hotel.


INT. HOTEL SUITE (GERMANY) – NIGHT


The hotel is a gloomy spa in a remote place, formerly a hunting lodge, shabbily furnished. Mrs Satterthwaite is playing cards with Father Consett, by oil lamp. A painting or two of dead and bleeding game.


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


There are times when a woman hates a man, even a good man, as my husband was … I’ve walked behind a man’s back and nearly screamed because of the desire to put my nails into the veins of his neck. And Sylvia’s got it worse than I.


FATHER CONSETT


If the woman, as the Church directs, would have children and live decent …


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


But Sylvia’s had a child.


FATHER CONSETT


Whose?! It was Drake’s, wasn’t it?


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


But Sylvia’s had a child. It was probably Drake’s.


SYLVIA


I am here, you know!


Sylvia speaks from a writing desk, where she is busy. The room is the sitting room of a suite.


I am done with men. Think of all the ruin that child has meant for me … and Christopher’s perfectly soppy about him.


MRS SATTERTHWAITE


You don’t deserve your husband, anyway. I can’t imagine why he sent that telegram. ‘Resume yoke’, indeed!


SYLVIA


He sent it out of lordly, dull, full-dress consideration that drives me distracted. He couldn’t write a letter because he’d have to write ‘Dear Sylvia’ and I’m not. He’s that precise sort of imbecile. I’ll settle down by his side and I’ll be chaste. I’ve made up my mind to it. I’ll be bored stiff for the rest of my life. Except for one thing. I can torment that man, and I’ll do it, for all the times he’s tormented me.


Sylvia appears to be deranged, mad-eyed and gasping for breath. She calms.


I’ve come from Normandy without sleep, you see.


FATHER CONSETT


I wish you’d remember that you were once the pure young girl I knew.


SYLVIA


(laughs)


I don’t believe I ever was. If the nuns had known me I would have been expelled.


Sylvia tears up the paper she has written on.


Oh! … I’m going to tell them downstairs to telegraph simply: ‘Righto’.


Sylvia leaves the room.


FATHER CONSETT


Her hell will come when her husband goes running blind and mad after another woman. Then she’ll tear the house down.


EXT. MARSHES NEAR RYE – DAY


A sunny morning. Christopher and Macmaster are on their way on foot to the Duchemin rectory for breakfast.


INT. DUCHEMIN RECTORY – DAY


The room is large and high and panelled, with tall windows looking over a lawn and garden. The furniture is the best of the eighteenth century. The pictures are mostly Turners. The silverware on the sideboard and on the breakfast table, laid for eight, is opulent. The table holds chafing dishes, chinaware supporting peaches, great silver rose bowls, two large silver urns, a silver kettle on a tripod and a tall vase of delphiniums. The arrangement seems designed to blockade one end of the table, an effect confirmed by Mrs Duchemin adding yet another vase.


Mrs Duchemin is thirty, in dark blue silk and heavy amber necklace, with a rose in her black hair – a Pre-Raphaelite beauty, almost. Looking on is Valentine Wannop: well-groomed, neat in a silk blouse and woollen skirt, blonde, bright and shiny.


VALENTINE


That’s perfect. Nobody will even see him.


MRS DUCHEMIN


(hopefully)


Well, he may say nothing, or only in Latin. I’m not sure it’s playing the game, asking you to be here, Valentine. If your mother knew what …


VALENTINE


Women must back each other up, these days. Mother wanted to come with me when I told her it was to meet a critic.


MRS DUCHEMIN


Oh! – I hope …


VALENTINE


And don’t worry about shocking me, either! Latin makes no difference because Father used to talk Latin to me and Edward as soon as we talked at all. And when he died, I worked as a backstairs slavey in a house with a drunken cook, which completed all the education I need to ensure that nothing your husband might say will be news to me.


MRS DUCHEMIN


Oh, you darling. You were seventeen!


VALENTINE


Oh, but don’t misunderstand me – I’m entirely virtuous – quite pure!


Mrs Duchemin takes Valentine’s hands and kisses them.


MRS DUCHEMIN


You’re a heroine, Valentine!


VALENTINE


I’m not a heroine. Gertie has been to prison, and forcefed, and it was she who went for the Minister yesterday, while I just hopped about stuttering at him, ‘V-v-votes f-f-for w-w-women!’ I did get a big golfing idiot to save Gertie, though. Now I’m terrified every moment that the police are coming for me.





EXT. RECTORY (SAME TIME) – DAY


Christopher and Macmaster turn into the gateway. The Wannop carriage, with its driver, Joel, on the box, is waiting. A big bruiser in clerical clothes, insecure on a bone-shaking bicycle, overtakes them in the short drive, ringing his bell and roaring. He is the curate, Horsley.


HORSLEY


Welcome, welcome! I’m the curate here!


Horsley, raising his hat, loses control of the bicycle, which falls over, sliding almost into the carriage mare, which dances dangerously. The mare is too large for the carriage. Macmaster is alarmed. Christopher goes straight to the mare, enraged.


CHRISTOPHER


(to Joel)


Here, get down, you!


He goes to the mare’s head, calming the animal.


There, there! Yes …


The mare rubs its forehead against his chest. Joel comes awkwardly down from his high seat.


Macmaster comes to assist Horsley, who continues booming and roaring. He has a nervous vocal tic: he makes a giggling sound like ‘tee-hee!’ every few words.


HORSLEY


Thank you, thank you! – tee-hee! – ups-a-daisy – Horsley’s my name.


CHRISTOPHER


Where did you get this job lot? Blast you, don’t you see you’ve got a thirteen-hands pony’s harness for a sixteen-and-a-half-hands horse? Let the bit out three holes, it’s cutting the animal’s tongue in half. Put her in the shade and don’t go anywhere till I tell you.
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