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INTRODUCTION





I have never been smitten with the romance of film or been much of a film buff. When I was a child the cinema seemed a less exciting place to visit than the theatre, partly, I suppose, because I was taken to the theatre less often and never took it for granted.


‘The pictures’, on the other hand, were routine; as a family in the forties we regularly went on a Monday and a Saturday (always to the first house) and sometimes on a Wednesday, too. Programmes changed once and sometimes twice a week and, with half a dozen cinemas within a mile or two, it was seldom hard to find a film you hadn’t seen.


This might make us seem film fans, but not then; in the years before television it was what people did. Thus in the course of my childhood I must have seen some of the classics of the screen at theit first outing – Casablanca, Citizen Kane, My Darling Clementine – with no notion that these were films of a different order from our usual twice-weekly fare. So the romance of film passed me by.


When I came to work with film directors like Lindsay Anderson, John Schlesinger and Stephen Frears I became more conscious of this gap, a gap not so much in my education (I had seen a lot of films after all) as in my sensibility. I didn’t understand the grammar of film (and still don’t); I didn’t carry a library of shots in my head and couldn’t draw on memories of classic films and how they were cut, the director’s touch and style seldom something I noticed.


I was most conscious of these shortcomings with Lindsay Anderson, whose living room was lined with videos of his favourite films, the virtues of which (sometimes quite obscure) he was always ready to expound. John Schlesinger was less of a teacher than Lindsay and was also more camp in his affiliations, and didn’t like to be thought in any way ‘arty’, so with him I felt less ignorant. Stephen Frears kept his enthusiasms to himself, sometimes seeing or contriving similarities with his favourite films, but never so explicitly as to be dubbed hommages, though his first film, Gumshoe, written by Neville Smith, was packed with such references, most of which were lost on me.


To begin with, though, the word ‘film’ did trail a certain glamour and mystery, and film acting seemed a subtler and altogether more calculated business than the acting I’d done on stage or on television. In retrospect, this seems absurd. The first filming I ever did was in Lloyd George Knew My Father (1965), a short film for television directed by Jack Gold. It starred John Bird, John Fortune and Eleanor Bron, with all of whom I was at that time regularly working on television … and on live television, too, which, if I’d thought about it, was a much more daunting process than film. At least on film you could have several goes at it (and didn’t need to know more than a few lines at a time). But it was the word ‘film’ that threw me into panic. It seemed so adult, whereas television was just playing about and being silly.


By the time I got round to writing films this sense of awe had long since gone, and when I did come to write a film it was almost without realising it. The first two television plays that I wrote, A Day Out (1972) and Sunset Across the Bay (1974), were done on location and on film, and to this day I don’t know whether to call them plays or films. They were only television films, it’s true, and in those days people working in feature films were quite condescending about television … but when I did eventually graduate to writing the occasional feature film there didn’t seem to be all that much difference anyway. The techniques were the same (though probably not the film stock), as were the personnel and even the food. It’s true feature filming was slower and more finicky, and the baggage train of vans, trucks and caravans more cumbersome, but this was presumably because feature filming was more expensive than filming for television and less routine. Certainly the fees were more generous; the actors were paid more; the writer was paid more; everyone, probably, was paid more. But it was hard not to wonder if this was one of the reasons why tempers on feature films were generally shorter: there was more at stake.


Certainly on my first feature film, A Private Function, there was more interference from the producers (to the general detriment of the film) than I’d ever experienced in a decade of making television films for the BBC. Scenes were cut without consultation, the budget was slashed, the score made jokier: all the usual weary litany of complaints film-makers have about ‘the money’. One of the producers was Denis O’Brien, the other George Harrison, and I never worked with either of them again. Experience in the world of entertainment is simply a list of people you would be happy to find yourself working with and another list of those you never want to see again; with luck the first list is longer than the second.


Included in this volume are the introductions originally published with the scripts of A Private Funotion, Prick Up Your Ears and The Madness of King George. The introduction to Prick Up Your Ears explains the circumstances in which this life of Joe Orton came to be written and the lengthy process whereby it eventually found a producer in Zenith. The earlier producers who, thinking the deal was in the bag, had then revealed their real intention to make ‘an English Cage aux Folles’ were Chrysalis Records.


This pre-production had been so protracted, though, that when at last we came to make the film I was just glad to get it out of the way so I could get on with something else. This is not the best frame of mind in which to do anything, though I can’t see how it doesn’t often afflict film-makers or at any rate scriptwriters. Besides which, as I explain in the introduction to the play, since I had mixed feelings about Orton himself it’s not surprising if I was sometimes in two minds over the film of his life.


I felt subsequently that so far as the sex scenes were concerned the film was a dry run for My Beautiful Laundrette, where Stephen Frears found a way of making the goings-on much more playful (and sexier). It was only towards the end of shooting Prick Up Your Ears that I noticed that in the bedroom scenes neither of our supposedly uninhibited characters even had their hands under the blankets.


To some extent this restraint can be put down to the times, though even in 1986 this was a little old-fashioned; and were a similar film to be made today it would need to be much more explicit (though that wouldn’t necessarily make it a better film). In the same way, I think the cottaging scene could have been earthier. It was filmed ‘artistically’ because, had it been more explicit, it would have been censored or received a harsher certificate. I have no experience of cottaging, but I’d be surprised if it was like this. Much truer in its way was a sillier lavatory scene Malcolm Mowbray improvised in A Private Function which was both funny and not implausible.


The scenes I particularly like in Prick Up Your Ears are Orton at home as a boy, Julie Walters as Orton’s mother shouting up the stairs, ‘I bet Dirk Bogarde didn’t distemper his mother’s bedspread,’ then having to bend double to avoid what she thinks is the rent-collector at the door. The scenes in Islington Public Library are also quite droll, though this, of course, is often the way with films and plays and for all I know novels: the characters who don’t carry the burden of the main plot are always the most fun to write; they’ve got time to be silly and don’t have to drive the action along.


102 Boulevard Haussmann (1990) came out of wanting to write about Proust, which in turn came out of having written about Kafka, around whom I had done two plays, one for television, The Insurance Man (1985), and a stage play, Kafka’s Dick (1986), both directed by Richard Eyre. All three scripts have to do with writers and their lives, and how life and art don’t always measure up.


Virtually contemporaries, Kafka and Proust both gave up their lives for their work, though the self-sacrifice didn’t quite make them saints – how they lived sometimes falling short of what they wrote. This is a not uncommon discrepancy, and and why writers are such tempting subjects for biography, clay feet always making for a good read. Kafka himself said that to write is to do the work of the devil, and there is a sense in which both he and Proust were supremely selfish, allowing nothing and nobody to stand in the way of the work.


Proust is tempting to write about for other reasons. The difficulty in dealing with writers in films or plays is that so often they have dull lives. Proust on the other hand had such an eccentric way of going on that it wasn’t simply a case of showing someone tearing an unsatisfactory sheet from the typewriter, screwing it up and throwing it in the wastepaper basket (Proust didn’t have a typewriter anyway).


Proust’s way of life, though well known, has not often been presented on the screen. He worked at night and slept much of the day; he had elaborate rituals involving food and clothes, and was rich enough to indulge them or have them indulged by his lifelong servant, Céleste Albaret. We took trouble about the exact representation of this life, making sure that the layout of the set at Elstree corresponded to the actual topography of Proust’s airless and cork-lined apartment in the Boulevard Haussmann; not, I’m sure, that anybody noticed or would have cared if they had.


In other respects, too, it’s a film that is faithful to the facts of Proust’s life. The quartet were summoned to his apartment to play for him in the middle of the night; he did (over) pay them in notes from a box of money from the sideboard before sending them off home in cabs having earlier fed them on food from the Ritz, which he was accustomed to use as a takeaway. There are, of course, much darker and more sensational episodes in Proust’s life, but for all its sad undertones this is one of the most appealing.


It was not an easy film to make, fiercely hot throughout most of the shooting, and no fun at all for Alan Bates, who was decked out in Proust’s suffocating assortment of vests and undergarments. At the time I thought the film would attract little notice, nor did it, and it’s never been repeated or the script printed until now. Still, we must have had a good time, and there’s a photograph of Alan Bates and myself (reproduced in Writing Home) sitting on one of Proust’s sofas, both of us helpless with laughter.


About The Old Crowd and The Madness of King George I have nothing much to add to what I’ve already written. The Old Crowd, the original TV script of which is printed in an earlier volume, was one of a succession of films that Lindsay Anderson developed but never managed to make. The money in this case had been allocated by the Swedish Film Institute, and I adapted my TV script, which Lindsay then rewrote. It was wasted labour for both of us as we then found that someone in Sweden had pocketed the funds, a circumstance which Lindsay found entirely unsurprising.


No such setbacks affected the making of The Madness of King George, which was an entirely happy experience. Nigel Hawthorne, who had played the part so notably on the stage, was anxious lest, like other stage successes of his, the part might be taken over in the film by an actor with more box-office clout. This had happened with the film of Shadowlands, in the play of which Nigel had had a great success as C. S. Lewis, but which, when it came to the film, was played by Anthony Hopkins.


So identified was Nigel with the part, no other actor was even considered, nor indeed any other director, though it would not have been hard to find one with a better track record than Nicholas Hytner, who, never having made a film, had no track record at all. The upshot was that the film was made with the same team as had done the play, a circumstance which gained us some moral credit in the profession. I’m not sure that this was entirely deserved, as my cupidity had never actually been put to the test. If someone in Hollywood had offered me five million dollars for the script on the understanding that George III was played by Sylvester Stallone, who knows what my reaction might have been?


Unsurprisingly, though, nobody did.
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CAST








in order of appearance


PIANO TUNER


GEORGE


BETTY


HAROLD


GLYN


RUFUS


PAULINE


STELLA


DICKIE


BRIAN


KEVIN


SVEND


OSCAR


MOTHER


PETER


SUE


MR GREGORY


MRS BROOKSTONE


TOTTY


CAPTAIN


SERGEANT


ASSISTANT DIRECTOR, WARDROBE MISTRESS, YOUNG FAMILY, SCHOOLMASTER, PUPIL, NUNS, PATIENTS, CONDUCTOR, SOLOISTS, CABBY, SOLDIERS, MEDICAL AUXILIARIES, NURSE, OFFICIALS, ORDERLY, FUMIGATION SQUAD, DRESSER, ASSISTANT, DIRECTOR













EXT. ENGLISH ROADS. DAY.


A large furniture-removal van drives speedily across an empty landscape.


EXT. TOWN HOUSE (STILL PHOTO). NIGHT.


A still shot of the outside of a large, early twentieth-century London house. Camera tracks slowly in. Sound of piano tuning heard over.


INT. HOUSE. HALL AND MUSIC ROOM. NIGHT.


A spacious, completely empty hall. Walls are bare and white. Naked electric light bulbs – unshaded. No carpets on the floor. Windows are covered with newspaper. Through a door we see a large grand piano. At it is seated a Piano Tuner, a big man wearing dark glasses. Beside him is sitting a large dog. The camera tracks round until it is looking up an important staircase.


INT. UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR. NIGHT.


Camera tracks very slowly down the long corridor. The sound of voices from a room far down on the right.


BETTY   Careful!


GEORGE   That won’t work.


BETTY   My idea was better.


George and Betty emerge slowly from the room, carrying a large mirror between them. She is in her undies: he is half-dressed in evening clothes. They edge across the corridor, disappearing into the bedroom on the left.


GEORGE   I refuse to be defeated.


BETTY   We shouldn’t be having to do this at all.


GEORGE   (as they disappear into the bedroom) Over in the corner.


The corridor empty again. The piano-tuning noise continues downstairs. Sound of heavy bump.


The camera continues to track slowly down the corridor and eventually peers round the bedroom door. We see George and Betty, a middle-aged couple, getting dressed for a dinner party. The room is  bare, with two camp beds with sleeping bags on them. Open suitcases on the floor; a travelling clock. A bathroom gives off the bedroom.


INT. BEDROOM AND BATHROOM. NIGHT.


George sits on his bed, cleaning his shoes. Betty gets her dress and carries it into the bathroom. She does her make-up in a cracked mirror propped up above the basin.


GEORGE   You think we’re making the right decision?


BETTY   What?


GEORGE   You think we’re making the right decision?


BETTY   Don’t let’s start all that again.


GEORGE   I only wish Totty could be here.


BETTY   Mmmm …


GEORGE   It sounded quite serious.


BETTY   It can’t be all that serious. She was talking about Scotland.


GEORGE   It’s organic.


BETTY   Is that serious?


GEORGE   They’re called antibodies. Apparently she’s got too many. Or too few.


BETTY   (running the tap) Oh dear!


GEORGE   Poor Totty.


BETTY   (switching off the tap) What?


GEORGE   I said poor Totty.


BETTY   (switching the tap on again. More slowly) Oh, yes.


GEORGE   Is Oscar bringing that boy?


BETTY   He does have a name.


GEORGE   What is his name?


BETTY   Svend. With a ‘d’.


GEORGE   He never speaks.


BETTY   He’s Swedish. I like him.


GEORGE   He’s an improvement on the German.


BETTY   Did you call the children?


GEORGE   Yes.


BETTY   Are they coming?


GEORGE   If it’s humanly possible. I warned them to set off in good time just in case.


BETTY   They’re both very sensible.


GEORGE   No regrets?


BETTY   No regrets.


GEORGE   And you’re sure we’re doing the right thing?


BETTY   Yes, we are.


GEORGE   Just think, at this moment all over London our friends are making their way towards us.


They advance towards one another to embrace when the telephone rings. They look at the telephone. George picks it up. It is dead.


INT. CORRIDOR. NIGHT.


George and Betty emerge into the corridor as the telephone continues to ring. They listen outside doors. Betty opens a door, switches on a light, and signals to George. He comes up, and walks ahead of her into the room.


INT. EMPTY ROOM. NIGHT.


George comes up to telephone, on the floor in the middle of the empty room, still ringing. As he comes to it, it stops. George, picks it up, puts it to his ear. Nothing. He passes it to Betty. As she is handing it back to him, the front doorbell chimes.


INT. STAIRS AND HALL. NIGHT.


George comes down the stairs; he is still not completely dressed. The doorbell chimes again – two notes. The Piano Tuner echoes the same two notes on the piano. George goes to look through the open door at him.


INT. MUSIC ROOM. NIGHT.


The Piano Tuner senses George’s presence in the doorway and raises his head, but doesn’t strike any more notes. George softly closes the door.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


George unbolts the front door. Two men are waiting outside. One is tall, in his fifties, the other slighter and very unkempt, in his twenties. Harold, the elder, carries a small attaché case. Glyn, the younger, carries two large suitcases.


HAROLD   Mr Nelson?


GEORGE   Who are you?


HAROLD   The slaves.


GEORGE   The slaves! Of course. Enter. Enter.


George makes a point of bolting the door, looking out first. The waiters look round.


GEORGE   (joining them) You got here all right? No problems?


HAROLD   Harold.


GEORGE   Harold.


HAROLD   Glyn.


GEORGE   Glyn.


George has put out his hand but somehow it is not seen and he puts it away again. The sound of piano tuning starts again.


GEORGE   I’m afraid we have only the barest essentials at the moment, pending the arrival of our furniture … one’s bits and pieces. Still I think you’ll find we have gas, water and electricity. All mains services.


George leads the way towards a door connecting with the kitchen stairs. Harold and Glyn follow.


INT. KITCHEN STAIRS AND KITCHEN. NIGHT.


A large, old-fashioned kitchen with a door that gives on to a basement area outside. Large new oil stove and sink fittings. There is a large crate in the middle of the empty floor. George appears down the staircase.


GEORGE   I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised by the kitchen. Plenty of elbow room here. And – (He indicates the crate.) – your people brought this round earlier. I imagine it’s all in there.


Harold puts his attaché case on the crate and opens it. Glyn snoops around, opens and closes the back door.


GEORGE   Do you do this full-time?


HAROLD   We’re actors. We act.


GEORGE   Acting. That is exciting. Are you ‘resting’?


HAROLD   Excuse me?


GEORGE   That’s what it’s called, isn’t it, when you’re out of work? Resting?


HAROLD   I call it out of work.


GEORGE   What sort of parts do you play?


HAROLD   Glyn frequently plays policeman’s parts, don’t you, Glyn?


Glyn smiles.


GEORGE   He’s a bit slight for a policeman.


HAROLD   That’s the sort of policeman he plays. The sensitive one who cracks under the strain of the constant brutality.


Harold has opened his attaché case. It contains a roll of cloth which he opens to reveal various tools in pouches. George picks up one out of curiosity but Harold takes it from him and puts it on one side.


GEORGE   And what do you play?


GLYN   Where is the toilet?


HAROLD   I also play policemen, at a more senior level.


GEORGE   Well, it’s all acting, isn’t it?


Harold hands him a large card.


GEORGE   Ah. The bill of fare.


GLYN   Where is the toilet?


HAROLD   Where is the toilet?


GEORGE   This looks delicious. Are you desperate?


GLYN   I am.


GEORGE   Well, we have a problem. Typical story. Workmen here going on six months … floors up, ceilings down. Nightmare. Job completed. Workmen depart. We come to use the toilet and it doesn’t work. Four toilets and three don’t work.


HAROLD   He had every intention of going at the station, only the vandals had got there first.


GEORGE   Come upstairs.


INT. HALL AND STAIRS. NIGHT.


George and Glyn emerge from the kitchen staircase, cross the hall and start to climb the stairs. We hear the piano tuning again.


INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.


Harold has hung his dress suit from a hook in the ceiling. He finishes brushing it. He takes a tape from his case and starts to measure the walls.


INT. UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR. NIGHT.


As Glyn follows George down the corridor, he checks, tries a door, finds it open and goes inside, turning on the light. George goes back. He follows Glyn into the room.


INT. EMPTY UPSTAIRS ROOM. NIGHT.


As George goes into the room, Glyn disappears through another door, back into the corridor, so he is now ahead of George. George withdraws into the corridor again. 


INT. UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR. NIGHT.


Glyn is now waiting innocently for George, who walks on down the corridor past him, again leading the way.


GEORGE   This way.


INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT.


George enters, followed by Glyn. Betty, now dressed, enters from the bathroom.


GEORGE   Glyn here is just going to use the bathroom.


Glyn edges his way past Betty, unnecessarily close. He grins unpleasantly and goes into the bathroom. Betty glares. George smiles.


INT. STAIRS AND HALL. NIGHT.


George is following Betty down the stairs; he is now fully dressed.


BETTY   All I’m saying is, one doesn’t ask to use the loo before one has barely set foot in the house.


GEORGE   They’re only human.


BETTY   It’s a mistake to encourage them.


George opens the door into the music room. Betty follows.


INT. MUSIC ROOM. NIGHT.


As George and Betty enter, the Piano Tuner plays an ornate flourish. He then strikes up the waltz ‘Destiny’, and they start to dance. They waltz round the empty room. As they dance, Glyn appears in the open doorway. He looks in for a moment, then disappears.


George and Betty waltz past a gap in the set, through which we see camera, monitors, crew, etc., but we follow the dancers. They complete the circuit of the room, then suddenly the Piano Tuner stops playing. He starts to pack up his tools.


GEORGE   It’s a mystery to me.


The Piano Tuner turns his head.


Music.


PIANO TUNER   I’ve never liked it. I used to be a policeman.


BETTY   Before you lost your sight?


PIANO TUNER   (closing piano lid) Naturally.


GEORGE   Hooligans?


PIANO TUNER   A nuclear waste disposal demonstration … My coat?


The Piano Tuner gets up. George looks around.


GEORGE   Yes. Now. Ah – here we are! (He crosses to fetch the Tuner’s coat from a window sill. Then brings it back to help him with it.).


You didn’t have a stick?


Betty pantomimes: George understands and takes a note out of his pocket. He puts it into the Piano Tuner’s hand.


PIANO TUNER   What’s this?


GEORGE   It’s just a little something for your trouble.


PIANO TUNER   Is it a tip?


GEORGE   Yes. Is it all right?


PIANO TUNER   It’s not generous, but it’ll do.


GEORGE   Thank you.


The Piano Tuner takes a folded-up white stick out of his case, and unfolds it.


GEORGE   I say, that’s handy.


As he unfolds the stick, they all seem to become aware of a distant sound. They stand listening expectantly.


EXT. ENGLISH ROADS. DAY.


The furniture van drives up to and past camera in an urban area.


INT. MUSIC ROOM. NIGHT.


Continuation of interior shot. As the group stands listening, we hear the front door chime.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


Into the empty hall comes Glyn, still struggling into a very tight-fitting waiter’s costume. The bell rings again, as he goes to the front door and unbolts it. Rufus, a big, hearty man, and his voluble wife Pauline are waiting. Pauline is carrying a large potted plant.


RUFUS   (crossing the threshold) Greetings. Greetings. As we enter these portals for the first time – greetings!


Led by his dog, and escorted rather tentatively by George and Betty, the Piano Tuner is heading for the front door. Rufus and Pauline edge out of the way. Pauline manages to trip over the step leading down from the door, and falls heavily.


GEORGE   Be right with you.


PAULINE   What a large dog. How sweet.


George pushes the Piano Tuner out through the door, but does not go down the steps with him.


GEORGE   Three steps. One. Two. Three. You’ll be all right now? (He closes the door and bolts it.) Sorry about that. Blind.


RUFUS   Blind? And venturing through the streets?


GEORGE   Yes. He’s been a policeman.


BETTY   (as it were beginning the ceremony of welcome afresh) Well! You got here.


GEORGE   No problems?


Rufus takes out a large truncheon-like torch.


RUFUS   No problems at all.


BETTY   Oh my goodness.


RUFUS   It’s perfectly simple. You just have to walk as though you’ve got somewhere to go to. Somewhere you’ll be missed if you don’t turn up. Walk as if you mean business.


GEORGE   March.


RUFUS   Exactly.


Betty kisses Rufus and is about to kiss Pauline.


PAULINE   Are you all right?


BETTY   All right?


PAULINE   You haven’t been in contact with the virus?


BETTY   What virus?


RUFUS   Where have you been, you two?


BETTY   We’re a bit out of touch, I’m afraid.


GEORGE   We haven’t been reading the papers.


PAULINE   It’s supposed to be Syrian but they’re not sure. Apparently you just feel vaguely ill, slight fever, sweating. Like ordinary flu. Two hours later it’s all over.


GEORGE   Better?


PAULINE   No. Dead.


BETTY   How frightful!


RUFUS   It’s everywhere, though of course they’re playing it down. Plymouth is a ghost city.


PAULINE   Manchester is at a standstill.


GEORGE   What are they doing about it?


RUFUS   What can they do about it?


Glyn approaches for their coats.


RUFUS   Ah, he has the look of a man wanting to take my coat. Well, there it is. Plus the coat belonging to my good lady. Camouflage.


INT. CLOAKROOM. NIGHT.


An empty room off the hall. Glyn brings Rufus’s and Pauline’s coats in, goes through their pockets and abstracts Rufus’s heavy torch. He throws the coats on the floor and practises cosh-blows with the torch. Pauline’s voice continues, off.


PAULINE   … they say the vaccination’s worse than the disease.


RUFUS   Bang through the stomach lining.


BETTY   How awful!


PAULINE   Naturally one thinks antibiotics, but it thrives on antibiotics. They’re its breeding ground. So of course the first places to be hit are hospitals. Don’t go to hospital whatever you do.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


The group are continuing to talk.


RUFUS   Typical of this cockeyed world. The experts bring out a cure-all, and before you know where you are it’s killing everybody off.


BETTY   How ghastly!


Pauline now embraces Betty.


PAULINE   Betty!


They kiss and Pauline hands over a present she has brought: a large plant.


BETTY   Is this for me? Look, George! Oh, Pauline.


They kiss again.


PAULINE   (looking around) What a super house! Whee! The space. No things, no clutter. Lovely.


RUFUS   I give you full marks for courage, Betty.


GEORGE   Thank you, only the truth is: our furniture just hasn’t arrived.


PAULINE   But it’s meant. It’s a style. Betty – Scandinavian. No?


George starts to lead the way down the hall. Rufus walks with him. Betty follows with Pauline.


GEORGE   Thing was we’d invited everybody. Stella and Dickie, Oscar, Peter and Sue …


BETTY   You and Rufus …


GEORGE   Rufus and you. Invitations all sent out on the fairly reasonable assumption that we should be settled in by now.


INT. DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT.


They progress into the empty drawing room. There are some gilt chairs piled against the far wall. Windows covered with newspaper.


BETTY   That was three weeks ago.


GEORGE   Still no sign.


PAULINE   But where is it?


BETTY   It’s still in transit.


PAULINE   In transit?


GEORGE   On the road. ‘Misrouted.’


PAULINE   Misrouted? Oh Betty, where?


BETTY   Leeds was mentioned.


PAULINE   Oh, Betty!


GEORGE   Same old story. Them.


PAULINE   Three weeks! It’s incredible.


RUFUS   I wish it was. I hope you gave ’em hell.


GEORGE   It’s so difficult to get hold of anyone. Our phones don’t seem to be connected yet.


RUFUS   I know, though you applied six months ago.


BETTY   There is a box on the corner, only –


RUFUS   Don’t tell me. Vandalised.


BETTY   Naturally our first thought was cancel.


GEORGE   But then we thought, no –


BETTY   To hell with it.


GEORGE   – just because some dreary little lorry driver is trying to notch up some buckshee overtime by ferrying our precious possessions up and down the country, why should that stop us having a good time? Why not camp out?


RUFUS   Camp out?


GEORGE   Squat?


BETTY   So we’re squatting.


GEORGE   Living out of a suitcase and loving every minute of it.


INT. DRESSING ROOM. DAY.


The actress playing Stella is putting the final touches to her dress, helped by a dresser.


A knock at the door.


STELLA   Come in.


A boy enters and says something in Swedish. The dresser replies.


Is that me? … Thank you very much.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


Harold is crossing with a tray of drinks: He enters the drawing room.


INT. DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT.


RUFUS   And you’ve no idea where the van’s got to?


GEORGE   None.


BETTY   Nobody seems to care.


RUFUS   They don’t.


PAULINE   I think they do it deliberately.


BETTY   But why?


PAULINE   Envy.


RUFUS   Spite. God, I hate this country.


PAULINE   He doesn’t really.


Rufus is taking a drink from Harold.


RUFUS   This piss-stained ammoniacal little island. This floating urinal. This rectal fistula of a nation. Where you can’t wipe your bottom without filling a form in first. And you can’t transport your worldly goods from point A to point B without getting pillaged in the process. It’s a pigsty.


BETTY   Dear Rufus!


RUFUS   Look at me, only last week I go into the office one morning, place a complete shambles. Paint all over the place.


BETTY   Paint?


RUFUS   Paint, glue, sand.


PAULINE   And that was only half of it.


BETTY   Oh no.


RUFUS   Soiled clothing.


BETTY   How frightful.


RUFUS   It’s the same everywhere.


GEORGE   It’s all round here.


PAULINE   They never catch them.


RUFUS   You are on your own these days. Wartime.


Rufus has turned, so that the camera, shooting directly on him, also takes in the stage behind. We see Dickie walking briskly past, accompanied by an assistant.


INT. STUDIO. OUTSIDE FRONT DOOR. NIGHT.


Stella is having last touches done to her hair.


Dickie walks into shot. A prop man rings the doorbell. 


STELLA   Got your radio?


DICKIE   (panicking) Oh hell! …


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


The bell sounds again. Glyn crosses to the door, unbolts it. Stella enters. George and Betty come forward to greet her.


BETTY   Stella, thank God!


STELLA   Thank God, thank God! What a journey: I’m dead. Are we late?


GEORGE   Not a bit.


STELLA   What’s happened to the street lights?


BETTY   There were some.


STELLA   There aren’t now. Then Dickie would insist on looking for a policeman.


GEORGE   A policeman?


STELLA   Of course there weren’t any.


Pauline appears from the drawing room.


PAULINE   Stella!


STELLA   Pauline!


GEORGE   Where’s Dickie?


Glyn takes Stella’s coat.


STELLA   Oh, thank you very much.


GEORGE   Come on, Dickie, hurry up. Let’s get this door closed.


As Glyn takes Stella’s coat to the room off the hall, he passes the open door. We stay on the door as Dickie comes in. George bolts the door. Glyn removes Dickie’s coat. Dickie hastens after him to remove a small transistor radio from the pocket.


INT. DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT.


In the drawing room Rufus is left alone with Harold. Offstage we hear a reprise of the dialogue about the absence of furniture.


GEORGE   On the road.


STELLA   On the road? Where?


BETTY   Leeds, possibly.


STELLA   Leeds!


BETTY   It was just going to be the old crowd, you and Dickie, Rufus and Pauline …


GEORGE   Oscar, Peter, Sue.


BETTY   Thinking we’d all be settled in.


Voices fade and return.


So we thought to hell with it. Why not camp out?


GEORGE   Squat.


STELLA   Squat.


BETTY   So we’re squatting.


GEORGE   Living out of a suitcase and loving every minute of it.


Rufus wanders round the room. Goes up to take his empty glass to put on Harold’s tray. Takes a full one. Looks hard at Harold, who is unperturbed.


RUFUS   I’ve seen you before.


Harold says nothing.


RUFUS   I know you. You don’t work for me, do you? You’re not one of my employees?


HAROLD   I’m an actor.


RUFUS   Really? I’ve never seen you. Are you out of work?


HAROLD   Not at the moment.


RUFUS   I could use someone like you. What are they giving you for this? Twenty pounds? Thirty? I could double that. You’re wasting your time here.


EXT. ENGLISH ROADS. DAY.


Camera tracks with the van. Brian is driving. Kevin is feeding him with sandwiches and coffee from a thermos.


INT. DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT.


Dickie, with his transistor in his hand, is surveying the papers which cover the windows. He is carrying an empty glass in his free hand. Rufus approaches him.


RUFUS   Where’ve you been, Dickie?


DICKIE   Valparaiso.


PAULINE   Where is that?


GEORGE   Old Dickie’s been in Valparaiso. Now why’s that, Dickie?


DICKIE   I needed to see what was happening over there at first hand. Taking the temperature of the water, you know.


STELLA   The week before it was Delhi. And Washington before that.


PAULINE   Did you see the Post-Impressionists?


DICKIE   I was looking at the dollar.


PAULINE   George. Betty! You must leave it like this. Bare. Empty. No things. We have too many things. Listen, everybody! We all have too many things.


BETTY   Drinks, George. Drinks.


GEORGE   (looking around, he realises that Harold and Glyn are not present) Yes. Drinks.


BETTY   Where are they? You hire people to see to things, and when the time comes they behave as if they own the place.


DICKIE   They were here.


PAULINE   Two of them.


BETTY   Find them, George.


George leaves the room.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


George looks round the empty hall, and through the music room and cloakroom doors. Deserted. He listens a moment – then makes for the door to the kitchen stairs.


INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.


George comes down the stairs. There is the sound of a pick being wielded against brickwork. He listens for a moment. The figure of Harold can be glimpsed, mostly hidden, operating in a pantry at the opposite end of the kitchen.


GEORGE   Hello. Hello.


The picking stops, not quite immediately. There is the sound of an implement being thrown down. Harold appears, in shirtsleeves, wiping his neck and hands with a handkerchief.


HAROLD   Yes?


GEORGE   People are wanting drinks.


HAROLD   I’ve only got one pair of hands.


GEORGE   Where’s your friend?


HAROLD   I expect he’s finding his way round. (He crosses to the sink and starts washing his hands.)


GEORGE   We must have somebody doing the drinks. We want this to be something of an occasion.


The doorbell sounds. George and Harold look at each other. Harold dries his hands.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


Glyn is coming downstairs, adjusting his dress. The doorbell rings again. Glyn opens the door. There is no one to be seen. He steps out into the darkness. There is a pause, then Svend comes in, a beautiful young Swede, in an expensive brown suede overcoat. Glyn returns, looks at Svend, and is closing the door when a walking stick is thrust in to stop the door closing. Oscar, a tall, theatrical figure wearing a scarlet-lined opera cloak, steps in, between Svend and Glyn. George and Betty approach, from their different doors.


GEORGE   Oscar!


BETTY   Oscar!


They kiss Oscar.


OSCAR   Svend –


Oscar looks on indulgently as Betty and George (self-consciously) kiss Svend. Glyn takes hats and coats.


EXT. ENGLISH ROADS. DAY.


The van circumnavigates a complex motorway junction (for instance ‘Spaghetti Junction’, seen from overhead).


INT. DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT.


George, Betty, Rufus, Pauline, Stella, Dickie, Oscar and Svend stand talking and drinking. Harold circulates with a tray of drinks, Glyn with canapés. Rufus, Betty and Dickie are in a group, glasses in hand.


RUFUS   In the 1930s one could buy a three-bedroom house in a London suburb for between six and seven hundred pounds and a good second-hand car for less than a hundred pounds. A typical dinner in 1937 would consist of soup, sole Colbert, roast chicken and bacon or roast beef with appropriate vegetables, chartreuse of fruit or sherry trifle, biscuits and cheese and coffee. The price was five shillings a head. The wine list might offer a 1923 vintage champagne for thirteen-and-sixpence, a Liebfraumilch for five shillings, and a Graves for four-and-six.


Harold moves in with the drinks; they each take another glass.


BETTY   With coal twenty-seven-and-six a ton.


DICKIE   The 1930s was a decade of increasing prosperity – except of course for the unemployed. And they were very much a minority.


Harold walks on to another group. Oscar is holding forth to Svend, Stella and Rufus.


OSCAR   We have seen it.


STELLA   Isn’t it terribly bleak? We’re going next week.


RUFUS   Terribly bleak. You can’t get in.


OSCAR   The true optimist does not maintain that cruelty and misery are optical illusions. The optimism that gives life instead of denying it simply declares that the universe does make sense. I have no doubt (for the limits of foolishness have not yet been reached by the human race) that some will call this piece sentimental and therefore false. Dolts! While they stand on one leg and itch, this beautiful, funny and ripely theatrical parable is demonstrating that it is true precisely because it is true.


Glyn is handing out canapés from a plate on a small silver tray. We follow him across to where Betty is standing with Svend.


BETTY   Do you like champagne?


Svend is politely impassive.


I adore champagne … I simply adore it.


After a pause she gives up and moves to another group – Oscar standing with George, Pauline, Stella.


GEORGE   How’s mental illness, Oscar?


OSCAR   I shall shortly be opening another clinic.


PAULINE   That’s three.


OSCAR   Four.


GEORGE   According to one forecast, the mad will soon outnumber the sane. One in three people under the age of sixty already have some experience of a mental institution.


BETTY   How gruesome!


Harold passes with drinks again.


OSCAR   Your father sends his love.


STELLA   How is he?


OSCAR   He sat in a chair yesterday for a full quarter of an hour.


STELLA   He sounds wonderful.


PAULINE   What a pretty bracelet, Svend. Is it gold?


STELLA   It looks like gold.


Svend smiles and says nothing.


GEORGE   What’s it for?


OSCAR   Nothing. No function at all. That’s the beauty of it.


Oscar and Svend move away.


GEORGE   How did he meet him?


PAULINE   How does he meet any of them? Applied for a job at the clinic. He’s a male nurse.


STELLA   Too good to waste on the patients.


Glyn passes Dickie with his tray as Oscar and Svend come up: gradually the others circle round.


OSCAR   And what has Dickie been doing? Making lots of money in clever-Dickie fashion?


PAULINE   He made me go into commodities, didn’t you, Dickie?


DICKIE   Did I?


PAULINE   Coffee. I had to buy coffee in the forward market. And a forest. We bought a forest.


BETTY   Where?


PAULINE   Where was it, Rufus?


RUFUS   In Sussex somewhere.


GEORGE   Someone was telling me if you went into wine you couldn’t lose. At the right time, of course.


RUFUS   What is the right time, Dickie?


DICKIE   Not now.


GEORGE   Somebody told me the thing to do now is sell money.


PAULINE   I hope commodities are still all right. There’s nothing wrong with commodities, is there, Dickie? It’s all in coffee. Should I sell the forest?


DICKIE   Everybody seems to be selling money. I’m more inclined to buy it.


PAULINE   Should I sell the forest?


DICKIE   No point in selling the forest.


Stella, bored, moves away and helps herself to a canapé from Glyn’s plate.


RUFUS   (out of shot) What about the coffee?


DICKIE   (put of shot) It’s hard to get a true picture. If we were in South America I could tell you exactly what to do. Brazil. Paraguay.


PAULINE   (out of shot) Paraguay! Isn’t he brilliant!


RUFUS   Now, everybody – a toast! A toast to this house!


Glyn fills Stella’s glass.


PAULINE   But where’s Totty? Shouldn’t we wait for Totty?


GEORGE   She’s not coming. She’s ill.


PAULINE   Totty ill?


STELLA   Totty? Is she?


BETTY   Don’t spoil things, George. She’s perfectly all right. It’s just something she’s got.


PAULINE   It’s not …


STELLA   Oh, shut up, darling.


RUFUS   A toast to this house – to its warmth and its welcome.


Everyone drinks.


And to George and Betty, our dear friends, and the life they will have here. George and Betty!


They repeat the toast and all drink again.


GEORGE   What about a conducted tour?


PAULINE   Yes, please. I love houses.


GEORGE   Everyone all right? … Follow me.


George leads the way. They all follow. Glyn eyeing Stella as they go. Dickie remains, his attention caught by the newspapers over the window.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


Led by George, the party cross to the stairs and start up them.


OSCAR   Dare one ask what it cost?


BETTY   Oh, nothing.


OSCAR   Nothing?


BETTY   It was in the family.


GEORGE   It belonged to Betty’s uncle. You should have seen it when we got it.


STELLA   What was it like?


BETTY   A pigsty.


GEORGE   Filthy.


BETTY   Uncle had lived here all his life: never done a thing to it.


GEORGE   He was very old.


RUFUS   Was he an eccentric?


BETTY   No. He was a banker.


STELLA   (calling) Dickie!


INT. DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT.


Dickie turns away from the window, which he has been studying. His way is barred by Harold and Glyn, who start to set up a trestle table. He listens to his transistor radio. 


INT. STAIRS. NIGHT.


The party is climbing the stairs – coming up towards camera.


GEORGE   Of course before the war it was a palace.


BETTY   When my aunt was alive.


GEORGE   There were servants then.


BETTY   Servants. A chauffeur. All devoted.


RUFUS   Of course. Another world.


INT. UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR. NIGHT.


George and Betty lead the way down the corridor.


BETTY   In due course she died, the servants left, he struggled on alone but for his little dog.


GEORGE   Which he adored.


BETTY   One day he picked it up and flung it against the wall.


Pauline screams.


RUFUS   Tragic.


OSCAR   Senile dementia.


RUFUS   I suppose it had to be destroyed.


GEORGE   When he died it was three weeks before anyone found him.


BETTY   Anyone? Me … in here. (opening the door) Dead under a pile of newspapers.


INT. EMPTY UPSTAIRS ROOM. NIGHT.


The guests crowd in the doorway. The room is empty except for a telephone on the floor.


PAULINE   Didn’t that put you off?


RUFUS   Is must be worth all of two hundred.


OSCAR   No. Two-fifty at least.


BETTY   We haven’t decided on a colour yet. White will do for the time being.


PAULINE   I’m never sure about white. So pitiless somehow.


INT. LARGE ATTIC ROOM. NIGHT.


Rufus, Betty and Stella are strolling through the empty room.


BETTY   It’s not a particularly safe area, of course.


STELLA   Where is nowadays?


RUFUS   Nowhere. Nowhere’s safe. And the country’s as bad as the town. A cousin of mine was on a bus the other day …


STELLA   On a bus?


RUFUS   Country bus … night time, nine o’clock. Quite full, one of these jobs where the driver takes the fares.


STELLA   They’re all getting like that now. It’s the wages.


RUFUS   Opposite her there was this young chap, nineteen, quite well dressed, sitting there moaning.


STELLA   Moaning?


RUFUS   Coat wrapped round him, rocking to and fro, moaning. Naturally she thought drugs …


BETTY   As one would.


RUFUS   I say, this is a nice room … but she watched him out of the corner of her eye for a bit and she decided, ‘No. This young man is ill. Really ill.’ She went and had a word with the driver. He doesn’t like stopping, nine o’clock at night, middle of nowhere, but eventually he pulls up and comes back down the bus to investigate. And as they look at this youth they see that just where he’s hugging himself there’s a great patch of blood. Blood soaked right through his coat. (opening a door) What’s in here? Ah. So the bus driver gets this young lad to let him open his coat so they can see where he’s hurt. He opens his coat and out falls a hand. A human hand.


STELLA   His hand?


RUFUS   No, somebody else’s. With a ring on it.


BETTY   What sort of ring?


RUFUS   Gold. He must have cut off the hand to get the ring.


STELLA   What happened then?


RUFUS   I don’t know what happened then.


BETTY   And where did you say this was – New York?


RUFUS   Horsham.


INT. MOTHER’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.


Television image of a large eye fills the screen. As we cut back, we see an elderly lady watching a medical movie in an otherwise empty room. George, Pauline, Oscar and Svend enter.


GEORGE   We won’t disturb you, Mother. We’ve given this room to Mother. It’s all right. She’s not one for social occasions.


George leads the way round the room. One of the walls is missing. A group of technicians watch.


PAULINE   It’s so spacious. I long to see it furnished.


OSCAR   I imagine there’ll be a good view.


GEORGE   Splendid view. The whole of London.


OSCAR   The whole of London? That’s handy.


PAULINE   You’re not overlooked?


GEORGE   We have neighbours, but we’ve never seen them.


OSCAR   Probably foreigners. Only people who can afford to live here these days.


PAULINE   You had it rewired, I suppose?


GEORGE   Top to bottom.


PAULINE   It’s the best.


OSCAR   Cheapest in the long run.


PAULINE   Are you oil-fired?


GEORGE   Gas.


OSCAR   Safest in the long run.


PAULINE   Oh, much.


GEORGE   Thank you, Mother.


They go out. Elderly lady continues watching television.


INT. UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR. NIGHT.


The whole party, minus Dickie, is strolling down a wide corridor.


STELLA   I sometimes think – should one just go somewhere else?


GEORGE   You mean emigrate?


RUFUS   Why not?


BETTY   But where?


OSCAR   Precisely. One almost finds oneself thinking in terms of New York.


PAULINE   Surely not New York?


They have arrived at a bend in the corridor. George halts them.


GEORGE   Sorry, everyone – we haven’t got around to doing the windows here yet. Better keep down.


They continue down the corridor, crouching as they pass the windows, through which moonlight shines, and the occasional searchlight.


STELLA   The thing about New York is they will at least let one work.


RUFUS   Not officially they won’t. Officially one can’t work. Especially us. Not without a green card.


PAULINE   A green card?


OSCAR   People will do anything for a green card.


BETTY   Do they all have green cards?


RUFUS   No. That’s the point. The Chinese don’t.


OSCAR   New York is full of Chinese, working, saving, going home to China. The authorities turn a blind eye.


PAULINE   Communist China?


OSCAR   Communist China.


They are past the dangerous part of the corridor now, and they get up from the floor.


STELLA   How extraordinary.


BETTY   Without the Chinese their restaurant business would fall apart.


GEORGE   That couldn’t happen here.


STELLA   People working illegally.


RUFUS   Oh no. People don’t work here anyway, do they? Can’t work legally, never mind illegally. That’s the trouble.


They walk on, laughing. Dickie appears, trailing after them. He stops to listen to his transistor.


INT. DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT.


A long, immaculate dinner table has been laid: linen and silver. Harold is checking. He corrects a knife and fork laid the wrong way round.


He looks up as Glyn enters, staggering under the weight of a large mirror, which he proceeds to prop on the serving table. As Harold and Glyn position the mirror, we see in it reflected the studio, cameras and lights. As they finish placing the mirror the door chimes go.


EXT. ENGLISH ROADS. EVENING.


The van is parked in a lay-by. Camera tracks past. Brian and Kevin are brewing up a pot of tea on a small spirit stove, sitting on two ornate wing chairs. The chimes sound again.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


Glyn unbolts the front door. Two figures in black motor-cycle gear advance, helmeted, gloved, anonymous. George and Betty appear at the top of the stairs.


BETTY   Darlings. Look who’s here!


PETER   Hi!


SUE   (lifting her visor) Hi. We’re not late, are we?


BETTY   It’s the children.


GEORGE   Not late a bit. Anyway, what’s late these days?


They begin to take off their gear.


PETER   We thought we’d never make it.


Pauline, Rufus and the others appear on the staircase.


PAULINE   Oh look. It’s Peter and Sue. (calling) Sue, Peter!


PETER   Hello, Auntie Pauline!


SUE   Hello!


PAULINE   Come on, everybody. The young people are here.


BETTY   We were beginning to think something had happened.


RUFUS   No fear. They’re young. They can look after themselves.


BETTY   Hugs, hugs, hugs!


Universal greetings, kisses, handshakings are exchanged.


PETER   Hello, Auntie Betty. Auntie Pauline. How are you, sir?


RUFUS   Hello again.


PETER   We had a couple of close shaves but we pressed on.


GEORGE   That’s the spirit.


OSCAR   Sue, my precious. You don’t know Svend, do you?


BETTY   This is Svend, Oscar’s friend. This is Sue, Svend; she’s my sister’s daughter.


GEORGE   And this is Peter, my brother’s son.


BETTY   Now married to each other. And very dear.


PAULINE   Let me kiss you again. Aren’t you pretty! And you, dear. Aren’t they pretty.


GEORGE   (into a pause) Well, here we all are.


Piano Tuner appears, in a short overcoat and scarf, carrying a suitcase.


PIANO TUNER   Well, goodbye, everyone: that’s me finished.


ALL   (ad lib) Jimmy! You off already? Are you finished?


PIANO TUNER   (making for the front door and leaving with a wave) So long – good luck – see you when I see you.


A pause again.


GEORGE   Well, here we all are!


Harold appears from the kitchen door, holding a silver tray and large covered dish. He moves through the crowd to the drawing room. Betty crosses to Glyn, with hostess formality.


BETTY   Would you announce dinner now?


Glyn slouches to the staircase, goes up three stops and announces aggressively.


GLYN   Dinner is served.


Cries of laughter and chatter as they all move off.


INT. DRAWING (NOW DINING) ROOM. NIGHT.


BETTY   (moving to a serving table at the side) Place people, George. Harold removes the silver lid from the dish and stirs an anonymous-looking stew. He discovers a pink rubber glove in it, which he abstracts and carefully places, folded up, in his inside pocket.


GEORGE   Right, Stella here – Pauline there – Rufus, now, can’t have you sitting next to your wife, can we? You go there – Oscar and Svend there … (etc., etc.)


The guests start to sit, unfold napkins, etc. As they sit, we see that the table is at least eighteen inches too high – or the seats too low. This makes them look like children at a grown-up dinner. Nobody comments or complains.


STELLA   Did you do this yourself?


BETTY   No, we’ve had it all done.


STELLA   How clever. Who by?


GEORGE   This girl. She’s built up a vast organisation virtually from scratch and now they cater for practically everybody. The City, the Palace, government ministries. Everybody. Down to the last detail. She started off with nothing.


RUFUS   There you are, you see. It can still be done. Provided you’re prepared to work.


Glyn is pouring wine. Betty has been putting some food on a plate while Harold waits with a tray.


INT. HALL/STAIRS. NIGHT.


Dickie is coming down the stairs, listening to his transistor radio. As he moves towards the dining room, he is passed by Betty, who goes upstairs followed by Harold with the loaded tray.


INT. UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR. NIGHT.


Harold follows Betty down the corridor. They turn into a room.


INT. MOTHER’S ROOM. NIGHT.


Mother is still watching television. Harold follows Betty in with the tray and they position it on a portable table in front of her. For a moment all three watch the TV image – sea-cows moving gracefully in the depths of a river. Then Betty and Harold leave. Mother continues to watch as she lifts her knife and fork. The camera moves into the TV screen. A commercial break interrupts the programme. 


TV SCREEN. COMMERCIALS.


Two commercials – to be selected from actual examples of luxurious petty-bourgeois living – follow.


INT. DINING ROOM. NIGHT.


A large sponge pudding is being carved by Harold. The guests are eating; Glyn is going round, pouring a thick white sauce from a sauce boat. Rufus is holding forth.


RUFUS   No – to tell the unpleasing truth. I don’t see any light at the end of our particular tunnel. Talking to a man the other day, managing director of a small family firm in the Midlands. Employing about 250 people. Mainstay of the local community. Making electrical components for use in heart-support machines – chief customer the Health Service. Right. One morning, letter from the Department of Health. Dear Sir and so on. New marketing developments cause cancellation of all forward orders. Components can now be obtained at a third of the price. Where? Taiwan. Come Friday night this chap locks up, puts key in an envelope, puts it through his bank manager’s door. That firm is now dead. I mean, what is the point?


GEORGE   It’s the same all over the country.


RUFUS   An entire community now on social security. And getting more than they would if they were working. Cost that in economic terms.


RUFUS   Life is poorer.


PAULINE   (between Peter and Sue) Aren’t they pretty? Every time I look at them I just think, ‘How pretty.’


SUE   Lovely pudding.


PAULINE   Sweet.


GEORGE   A toast. Absent friends.


ALL   Absent friends.


RUFUS   (rising, solemn) Absent friends … Wherever they may be.


They drink. There is a sudden silence. Pauline puts her glass down heavily.


GEORGE   Sorry. Didn’t mean to put a damper on the proceedings.


PAULINE   I keep thinking about Totty.


BETTY   Yes. Poor old Totty.


OSCAR   Poor dear Totty.


PAULINE   It’s not the same without Totty.


SUE   I wish I’d met her. I’ve heard so much about her. I thought she might be here.


STELLA   How long do they think it’s going to take?


OSCAR   Three months.


SUE   How awful!


GEORGE   That can mean anything.


BETTY   We seem to have known Totty for ever.


OSCAR   Longer.


PAULINE   Peter was her special favourite, weren’t you, Peter?


PETER   Well, Auntie – she really brought us up, when …


PAULINE   Peter’s no stranger to sadness either, are you, Peter? When you’ve lost both your parents in two separate air crashes you understand pain. Don’t you, Peter?


PETER   I don’t know, Auntie, one presses on.


PAULINE   He calls me Auntie, but I’m not really. He just wants someone to hold on to. I think that’s why he married so young. Aren’t they pretty? You’re pretty too, my dear. Isn’t she?


STELLA   Yes. I gather you’re also an accomplished clarinettist.


SUE   Oh, I’m not much good really.


Stella, who has been eyeing Glyn, folds her napkin up and drops it deliberately. Glyn moves towards the table, and suddenly drops down on all fours, disappearing.


OSCAR   Is there money? Totty?


GEORGE   I take it there is.


OSCAR   Is there money, Dickie? Totty? Money?


DICKIE   There’s some money.


RUFUS   What sort of money though? There’s money and money.


BETTY   I don’t think anybody’s going to starve.


RUFUS   Oh, I don’t think anybody’s going to starve.


Under the table, Glyn is creeping on all fours towards Stella. He reaches her, takes her foot and removes her shoe, putting it inside his jacket. He takes a small pair of scissors from his pocket and cuts away the stocking round Stella’s big toe.


BETTY   (out of shot) Talking of starving, George, look after people.


GEORGE   (out of shot) Oh yes. More pudding, anybody? More pudding, Pauline?


PAULINE   (out of shot) Well, just a little – it’s delicious … Not too much.


GEORGE   (out of shot) Sue?


SUE   (out of shot) I’d love to, but I mustn’t. Really.


GEORGE   (out of shot) Stella?


STELLA   (out of shot) I won’t if you don’t mind.


RUFUS   (out of shot) Have you heard about these holes?


BETTY   (out of shot) Holes? What holes?


Glyn puts his scissors away in his pocket and starts to suck Stella’s toe.


RUFUS   (out of shot) There are these holes that keep appearing. Opening up in places. One in Camberwell yesterday, apparently. A couple last week near Norwich. Happening all over. Bristol. Dundee.


OSCAR   (out of shot) Sabotage?


RUFUS   (out of shot) Who knows?


BETTY   (out of shot) How big?


RUFUS   (out of shot) Varies. Cardiff one was two hundred feet across.


We cut back from Glyn under the table to the guests.


GEORGE   Cardiff? I know Cardiff.


RUFUS   Cardiff. Everywhere. Being hushed up, apparently.


Glyn appears from under the table. He proffers her napkin to Stella.


GEORGE   They hush everything up. If they can.


The doorbell goes.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


Harold opens the door to admit a distinguished figure in a long overcoat, homburg hat, smoking with a cigarette holder. Mr Gregory looks perhaps like a leading actor. He is followed by a homely, rather stout lady. He carries a very expensive-looking attaché case. She carries a large canvas grip. Mr Gregory gives Harold his card. Harold goes to bolt the door while the arrivals look round.


INT. DINING ROOM. NIGHT.


OSCAR   And that’s another thing they’ve hushed up – rabies in Burgess Hill.


BETTY   Oh, how depressing!


OSCAR   Four cases in the past week.


GEORGE   Once that kind of thing gets a footing –


RUFUS   Spreads like wildfire.


Harold has entered, and whispers to George. He rises, nodding significantly at Betty.


GEORGE   Excuse me a moment. Something rather special. Betty will explain.


He leaves the room with Harold. Betty looks disconcerted.


BETTY   No, George – you … we must tell them together.


STELLA   Tell us what together?


OSCAR   Secrets – secrets!


PAULINE   I love secrets.


RUFUS   Give us a clue.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


George greets Mr Gregory.


GEORGE   Mr Gregory – you found us. This is so good of you.


MR GREGORY   This is Mrs Brookstone. Mrs Brookstone is my acolyte.


GEORGE   We thought this room – if it’s suitable.


He shows the way into the music room.


INT. MUSIC ROOM. NIGHT.


MR GREGORY   Admirable, Ah – a Bechstein! (to Mrs Brookstone) You’ll enjoy that, Lily … Some of the instruments we’re offered are wretched.


Mrs Brookstone sits down at the piano and rattles off a few bars of ‘Goodbye, My Lady Love’, which modulates into ‘O Sacred Head Sore Wounded’. Mr Gregory opens his case and starts to erect a collapsible cross.


George is intrigued and picks it up to examine it. Mr Gregory removes it from him reproachfully.


East? East, Lily?


MRS BROOKSTONE   (taking out a compass) That’s east.


Mr Gregory positions the cross. He continues to smoke.


INT. DINING ROOM. NIGHT.


The guests are still trying to guess the nature of the ‘surprise’. George returns.


PAULINE   George!


STELLA   We give up.


GEORGE   Well – the truth of the matter is …


BETTY   After all these years …


GEORGE   We thought the time had come …


BETTY   We decided to …


GEORGE   Get married!


PAULINE   Get married!


RUFUS   When?


GEORGE   Now.


STELLA   Where?


BETTY   Here.


DICKIE   Who’s getting married?


PETER   Aren’t you married already?


BETTY   Not to each other, darling.


GEORGE   We’ve both of us been married before but not to each other.


SUE   You’ve been living together?


BETTY   Yes.


PETER   (who is obviously disconcerted) But we’re delighted, aren’t we. Sue?


SUE   Oh, yes.


PAULINE   You’re so brave, Betty.


RUFUS   What now, for Christ’s sake?


PAULINE   Totty ought to be here. Now they’re getting married, I just miss her more. (She weeps.)


STELLA   Oh, shut up, Pauline.


GEORGE   If you wouldn’t mind waiting a moment … Betty and I have to receive instructions from Father Gregory. Then we’ll have the ceremony.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


George and Betty cross the hall. Evidently nervous, Betty takes George’s hand. They knock.


MR GREGORY   Enter!


INT. MUSIC ROOM. NIGHT.


George and Betty enter, rather shyly. Mrs Brookstone is pushing the piano into position. Mr Gregory, now fully robed, is doing the crossword.


MR GREGORY   Nearly there. Mrs Brookstone is a tower of strength. She is a deaconess in her own right.


Mrs Brookstone erects some telescopic candlesticks on the altar. 


Ceremonies in the home are becoming more and more popular. Cassettes the next stage, I fear. Though why not? At the turning points in one’s life one is entitled to expect a personal touch. Now, George, Betty. This is a moment of great importance for you both. The moment when together you embark on this great adventure of marriage.


He takes out a cigarette, which Mrs Brookstone, having just lit the candles on the altar, now lights.


MR GREGORY   Marriage is of course a sacrament, and not one to be undertaken lightly.


GEORGE   Are you married?


MR GREGORY   I am married to God.


BETTY   But not besides?


MR GREGORY   No, though I have several friendships which, while stopping short of physical intimacy, supply that human contact none of us can do without. Shall we pray together?


INT. DINING ROOM AND STUDIO. NIGHT.


The guests are waiting in various attitudes of patience or fatigue. Only Dickie continues to eat steadily at the table: he positions his transistor set in front of him, switching on to a current-affairs programme. Stella, strolling behind him, raises her eye in weary boredom. She continues to stroll, out of the dining-room set onto the stage, where two or three of the cast are grouped, standing or sitting, round a tea trolley.


Pauline is sitting on a chair in her underwear; beside her is a wardrobe mistress stitching her dress.


STELLA   I’ve been having some bizarre dreams lately. I can’t account for them at all.


PAULINE   I can’t bear dreams. What’s the point? As if life wasn’t bizarre enough.


PETER   Tell us your dream.


STELLA   Well –


INT. EMPTY ROOM. DAY.


On the walls are empty picture frames. Stella is in the centre of a group of tourists (played by the guests in different garb) going through empty rooms and corridors (perhaps the studio corridor and an empty stage). The group remains together in the centre of the large room (stage?) while Stella moves out alone to investigate one of the doors.


A soldier sits against the wall by one door, guarding it, his chair tipped back against the wall.


From the room inside comes the sound of terrible tortures. Screams, groans, pleadings.


Stella ventures along the wall, ignored by the sentry, and looks in.


What she sees is a young family, idyllically happy. Husband, wife, the husband holding up their baby and laughing.


INT. DINING ROOM AND STUDIO. NIGHT.


The group round the tea trolley receive Stella’s dream with detached interest.


PAULINE   Are you sure that was a dream? I’m sure I read something like that in the paper.


PETER   That’s very like a dream I’ve been having. Quite different of course.


INT. EMPTY ROOMS. DAY.


The same hall. The same tourists. Another of the doors investigated by Peter. This time the sounds of sex, pantings, groanings.


Peter looks through the door and the two occupants look up, surprised. They are a gentle old schoolmaster and a young pupil, doing a Latin exercise.


INT. DINING ROOM AND STUDIO. NIGHT.


SUE   I don’t dream at all.


PAULINE   Very sensible of you.


SVEND   (speaking good English) I dream a lot. All the time.


STELLA   Tell US.


INT. LARGE EMPTY ROOM. NIGHT.


Like an impromptu hospital, the room is full of sick and dying people. They lie on camp beds or squat against the walls. Nuns are tending them. At the end of the room is a large door covered by a curtain. Music plays beyond the curtain: the last section of Beethoven’s Choral Fantasy.


Striding through the room comes an official: he is in a dress suit – white tie and tails. He holds back the curtain as the music ends, and the room fills with the sound of applause. A conductor and soloists come down steps into the room, flushed with effort and achievement. They ignore the sick and congratulate each other. As the applause continues the conductor goes back, then the soloists.


The performers return carrying large bouquets, out of which they distribute flowers to the dying.


INT. DINING ROOM AND STUDIO. NIGHT.


An Assistant Director comes into the set through the dining-room door, passing Dickie, still sitting at the dining table. He calls the group round the tea trolley.


ASSISTANT   (speaking with a Swedish accent) Everybody ready, please, for Scene 68. (to Dickie) When you’re ready, sir. Refreshments off the set, now. (He adds a few words of Swedish.) Everybody stand by now, please. Hurry up, please. Collect your chairs.


The actors put down their cups, tidy themselves. Stella grabs her script for a last look, putting on glasses to read it. Pauline struggles back into her dress.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


Carrying their chairs, the guests cross the hall and enter the music room – George beckoning them in. We hear the sound of ‘Jesu Joy of Man’s Desiring’, which Mrs Brookstone is playing on the piano.


INT. MUSIC ROOM. NIGHT.


As the guests file in and position their chairs, Mr Gregory, smoking, is having his face powdered by a make-up girl. Peter has brought two chairs. He offers one to Betty, who sits. Harold and Glyn are issuing hymn books.


STELLA   (looking round) Where’s Dickie? Dickie!


GEORGE   (looking out of the door) Dickie! Dickie! We’re starting.


MR GREGORY   Is that everyone? Right: off we go.


He plainly wants to get rid of his cigarette. Harold comes forward and takes it from him, stubbing it out in an ashtray on the piano.


MR GREGORY   Dearly beloved, we are gathered here in the sight of God and in the face of this congregation to join together this Man and this Woman in Holy Matrimony … It was ordained for a remedy against sin, and to avoid fornication; that such persons as not having the gift of continency might marry and keep themselves undefiled … But first, I think, a hymn. One of my favourites and I hope one of yours … Number 267 … ‘The Day Thou Gavest, Lord, is Ended.’


Mrs Brookstone reaches up to a tape recorder on the piano and switches it on. The sound of an organ fills the room, and the singing of a large congregation. The guests rise and start to sing.


As the second verse starts Stella turns, puts her book down on her seat and leaves. Her departure is noted by Mr Gregory and Harold. Betty looks round.


Stella leaves, closing the door. A few moments later Glyn, who has been standing by the door, follows her.


INT. HALL/STAIRS. NIGHT.


Stella limping slightly (she has only one shoe) comes out of the music room and crosses to the stairs. Waits. Glyn comes out of the door, leaving it ajar. He crosses after her. She starts up the stairs. Glyn follows.


INT. UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR. NIGHT.


Stella walks down the corridor, followed by Glyn. The hymn sounds in the distance. She stops and turns; he stops and throws down her shoe. Stella stoops dawn to straighten her shoe. Glyn watches. She puts her foot in the shoe. A long look between them. He moves forward; she retreats against a door. He opens it and pressures her gently through.


INT. MOTHER’S ROOM. NIGHT.


A travelogue featuring some African tribe is on the TV screen. Glyn and Stella enter: Mother takes no notice of them, but continues to watch intently. Glyn holds out his hand for Stella’s earrings. She surrenders them and he puts them in his pocket. They move slowly round. Glyn sucks Stella’s fingers. Mother glances up with irritation and turns the volume up. They embrace with sudden violence and sink down behind the TV screen.


EXT. ENGLISH ROADS. NIGHT.


Tracking shot past Brian and Kevin as the van speeds down an arterial road.


EXT. HOUSE. STUDIO. NIGHT.


A taxicab (the old-fashioned London variety) draws up outside the house. A large, imposing lady with a cloak and a stick descends and walks up to the front door. She is followed by the driver … an old-style London cabby with a walrus moustache, shapeless overcoat and muffler. He is carrying two cases.


The lady hammers on the door.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


Through the open door we can see the wedding service still taking place in the music room.


MR GREGORY   If any of you know just cause or impediment why these two persons should not be joined together in Holy Matrimony …


The knocking is repeated on the front door. The voice breaks off. A murmur (George is saying, ‘Better go and see’). Betty appears, looking round.


BETTY   Why does it always have to be me?


More knocking. Betty goes to open the door.


BETTY   Totty!


GEORGE   (emerging) Hello! Totty!


TOTTY   I had to come …


GEORGE   Look, everybody! It’s Totty!


The guests emerge from the music room, saying, ‘It’s Totty!’ or expressing surprise or pleasure. They come up to her in turn and kiss her, shake her hand, and she says their names, laughing and embracing.


RUFUS   Totty – darling!


TOTTY   Hello, my love.


Stella appears at the top of the stairs, rather dishevelled.


STELLA   Is there one for me?


TOTTY   Dear Stella.


OSCAR   Que je suis enchanté.


TOTTY   Oscar!


OSCAR   You don’t know Svend.


TOTTY   I feel I know you.


PAULINE   I’m so glad you came.


GEORGE   We’re all glad you came.


PAULINE   George and Betty were just getting married.


TOTTY   I know. Am I too late?


GEORGE   Just in time.


BETTY   As always.


TOTTY   I brought you a present.


BETTY   Totty – you shouldn’t have.


GEORGE   There’s no need.


TOTTY   Cabby!


The cab driver comes in with the cases.


Put them down there, will you.


Totty fumbles in her purse to pay the driver. Betty nudges George, who gives him a note. The driver goes.


PAULINE   What is it?


STELLA   Yes, what is it?


TOTTY   Don’t you recognise it?


PETER   I know what it is.


BETTY   What?


STELLA   I know.


OSCAR   I know too.


BETTY   What is it?


OSCAR   Its the old epidiascope.


PAULINE   Is it? Is it, Totty?


TOTTY   Of course it is. I wanted you to have it.


PETER   And the slides too.


They crowd round excitedly.


PAULINE   Does it still work? Oh, do let’s see.


BETTY   But we’re halfway through our wedding. We can’t keep Mr Gregory waiting.


PAULINE   Oh, do let’s …


STELLA   He won’t mind … ask him, George.


Mr Gregory has appeared in the doorway, watching the proceedings. Mrs Brookstone is behind him.


GEORGE   Would you mind, Father?


MR GREGORY   Not at all. Carry on. If you don’t mind us watching.


GEORGE   Oh please. Peter, bring the machine. Come on, Totty.


BETTY   This way, Totty.


They all move off to the drawing room.


PAULINE   Oh, it’s so good to see you.


TOTTY   So this is your new house.


Dickie appears in the music-room doorway.


DICKIE   Is it all over?


INT. DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT.


George has set up the machine with beside it the box of slides. Peter is just finishing the erection of the screen.


GEORGE   Where shall we start?


BETTY   Start with the holidays.


PETER   Yes, start at Walberswick.


PAULINE   No, the war.


DICKIE   Or Dar es Salaam.


George is holding up the slides to the light.


GEORGE   That doesn’t belong.


RUFUS   Family. Start with family.


GEORGE   They’re all jumbled up.


TOTTY   I haven’t looked at them since Arthur died. He was the expert. He was the one who knew.


GEORGE   Lights, Peter.


Peter switches off the lights.


GEORGE   I hope this won’t seem too parochial, Father.


MR GREGORY   No. We’re looking forward to it.


The lights are switched off.


There follows a selection of slides on different themes … family scenes, pets, weddings, funerals, young people now dead. There are scenes from colonial life and holidays at home and abroad.


A slide of a young woman raking grass.


TOTTY   Who’s that?


GEORGE   That’s you, Totty.


TOTTY   Is that me? Poor me. If only I’d known.


GEORGE   Known what?


TOTTY   I don’t know. Just known.


A slide of two children by a pool.


RUFUS   That child is now in the Foreign Office.


OSCAR   She’s dead.


A slide of a young man.


STELLA   That’s Percival. Before he went to India.


A slide of a cadet.


DICKIE   That boy trod on a land-mine in Borneo.


A slide of a bicycle.


GEORGE   My old Hercules.


A slide of an aeroplane.


DICKIE   That’s the Comet at Dar es Salaam.


Another slide.


PAULINE   Who’s that?


GEORGE   That’s Angela.


RUFUS   No, it isn’t. It’s Hugo.


BETTY   Rubbish! It’s Percival. Surely, it’s Percival.


PAULINE   Who is it?


Loud knocking at the front door.


BETTY   Oh, no … don’t take any notice, George.


Knocking repeated.


GEORGE   Perhaps it’s the furniture. I’d better … Lights, Peter.


Peter switches the lights on; the slide remains on the screen. George goes to the door and opens it a chink. He looks through. There is a murmur of voices.


It looks official. They’re soldiers.


BETTY   Go and see. Tell them to go away.


GEORGE   Good God!


He goes out into the hall in alarm.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


George crosses to the front door, where Harold is talking with an army officer.


GEORGE   What is it? What do you want?


CAPTAIN   Part of a routine search, sir. I’m afraid we shall have to disturb you. You have guests, I gather. How many?


GEORGE   Really, Captain, is this necessary?


CAPTAIN   Absolutely necessary. Sergeant, you’d better flush them out.


A burly Sergeant who has been standing in the doorway turns and shouts over his shoulder.


SERGEANT   Number. 2 Section. Number. 2 Section. At the double. Form search party.


INT. DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT.


BETTY   (peeking through the door) It’s not the furniture.


There is a sudden cry from Sue, who has been attempting to converse with Totty.


SUE   Mrs Nelson! Your aunt! I don’t think she’s well.


Stella, Pauline and Oscar investigate.


STELLA   Totty! Totty!


PAULINE   She’s … She’s not …


OSCAR   She’s dead.


Rufus goes to look.


RUFUS   My God! Do you think it’s …?


PAULINE   (kneeling by her) She was having such a good time.


OSCAR   Keep away. It may be …


Pauline withdraws hastily.


STELLA   We all kissed her.


Betty turns from the door and calls a warning.


BETTY   Look out! They’re coming!


The guests position themselves between the door and Totty, hiding her from anyone coming in.


OSCAR   Tablecloth!


Peter hastily strips the cloth off the table and throws it to Oscar. He drapes it over Totty. The Sergeant strides brusquely through the door.


SERGEANT   All right. Outside, everybody! Let’s have you in the hall. Look sharp.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


The guests file out into the hall. The Captain crosses to stand on the staircase, where Glyn announced dinner. (He is played by the same actor.)


OFFICER   Sorry to break up your party, but this is an emergency. I take it you’re all familiar with the procedure. We’ve reason to believe that a carrier is in the area.


PAULINE   A carrier! Oh, Betty.


OFFICER   It’s obviously in your own interests that we lay him by the heels before more innocent people become victims. Now – will you please have your vaccination certificates ready. We shan’t put you to any more inconvenience than we have to!


The guests make for the cloakroom, where they have left their coats and bags. As they go, they pass medical auxiliaries who are carrying in screens, trestle tables and fumigating machines. Besides the military, there are men in white coats – doctors, presumably.


INT. CLOAKROOM. NIGHT.


The guests start searching for their things, which Glyn has simply thrown on the floor. 


PAULINE   I haven’t got my vaccination certificate.


RUFUS   Too bloody bad. I’ve got mine.


GEORGE   I’ve never been done.


STELLA   Where the hell’s my bag?


OSCAR   Most of them are forged, anyway.


A stout Black Nurse, in Army uniform and Red Cross armbands, appears in the doorway. She shouts aggressively.


BLACK NURSE   Come on, you lot. No dawdling. Get your clothes off and bring your certificates. Women across the hall, men up the passage. Get cracking.


The Black Nurse bustles off.


PAULINE   Why have we got to take our clothes off?


STELLA   They won’t vaccinate us now, will they? They can’t vaccinate us now, can they, Dickie?


DICKIE   They can do anything they like.


OSCAR   Better do as they say – and don’t argue.


GEORGE   Don’t antagonise them.


They all start to strip.


SUE   Does she mean naked?


BETTY   Surely not.


RUFUS   Best to be on the safe side.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


Mr Gregory, still in priest’s robes, is talking with the Captain. Mrs Brookstone, who seems also to be immune, has returned to the music room, where she is softly playing the piano.


CAPTAIN   (to the Sergeant) Hurry them up, Sergeant – and get that fumigation under way.


SERGEANT   Now come along, ladies and gentlemen – we don’t want to be here all night. Gents to the left, ladies to the right. That’s the way.


Now virtually naked, the guests file out of the cloakroom, the men carrying their wallets, the women their handbags. Orderlies direct the men to the drawing room, the women to the music room. Peter and Sue rush to embrace each other, and are forcibly separated. A fumigation squad, carrying spraying machines, dons gas masks and starts up the stairs, spraying as they go.


INT. DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT.


Two officials are seated at a table, a security official and a medical orderly.


George is at the table. The official puts out his hand for a certificate without looking at George. George has no certificate.


GEORGE   I’ve never been done.


OFFICIAL   Fill out this form.


While George fills out the form, Oscar is dealt with. He presents his certificate. The Orderly examines it suspiciously, before filing it.


ORDERLY   Forged.


OSCAR   It can’t be. I’m a doctor.


Orderly motions him behind the screen to be vaccinated, just as George is completing his form. Oscar disappears. A moment later he gives a terrible scream. George reacts.


Svend, whose turn it is next, does not react in the slightest. He is still wearing his bracelet, which the Orderly orders him to take off. He pockets it.


OSCAR   (behind screen) Svend! Oh Svend! Help me.


Svend hands over his certificate.


ORDERLY   OK. Get dressed.


George is next.


INT. MUSIC ROOM. NIGHT.


There is a similar arrangement with trestle table and screens. Stella presents her certificate to a woman orderly and as she does so takes some banknotes from her bra and hands them over with it.


The orderly glances at the certificate, staples the banknotes to it and motions her behind the screen.


STELLA   Dickie! Dickie!


She is dragged behind the screen, screaming. Then suddenly stops, emerging a moment later, very cool, saying to Pauline who has been processed and is just going to be done:


STELLA   It actually doesn’t hurt at all.


PAULINE   Really?


She goes behind the screen and it is terribly painful.


PAULINE   (screams) Oh, Betty!


Stella shrugs.


INT. UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR AND MOTHER’S ROOM. NIGHT.


The fumigation squad advances down the corridor, opening doors and spraying into the rooms. They enter Mother’s room: she continues to watch TV. They start spraying and she takes a gas mask which is hanging from her chair and puts it on.


INT. DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT.


The guests huddle under blankets, recovering from their ordeal.


PAULINE   It’s the worst pain I’ve ever had in my whole life.


STELLA   Not worse than childbirth, surely?


RUFUS   We’ve got to remember – they’ve got a job to do.


GEORGE   We expect them to be there when we need them.


OSCAR   The alternative is worse.


BETTY   We should be grateful.


Harold appears with mugs of tea on a tray and serves the guests. The Sergeant appears in the doorway, and calls to Harold.


SERGEANT   You! You there!


Harold goes to the Sergeant and is led outside.


STELLA   What do they want him for?


RUFUS   I never liked the look of him.


Stella crosses to the door and looks out on the hall.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


In a corner Harold is being interrogated. A group of soldiers, including a white-jacketed man, gather round him, hiding him from camera. There is a sudden, agonised cry from Harold.


INT. MUSIC ROOM. NIGHT.


Mrs Brookstone is at the piano, playing, while a group of soldiers softly sing ‘There’s a Long, Long Trail’. Mr Gregory is chatting with the Captain.


MR GREGORY   An unpleasant job, but carried out with minimum of fuss. I shall send my appreciation to the Brigadier.


CAPTAIN   That’s very good of you, sir. We try not to cause any more inconvenience than we need.


The Sergeant is at the door of the music room. Harold is behind him, guarded.


SERGEANT   Sir! (He nods.)


CAPTAIN   Well done! Carry on, Sergeant.


INT. KITCHEN/HALL/UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR. NIGHT.


Harold leads the Sergeant and three men down to the kitchen. He indicates a sheet of plastic sheeting which covers the pantry where previously he had been wielding his pick. He stands aside. The Sergeant pulls the sheet away. Glyn is hiding behind it. There is a scuffle. Glyn manages to escape. He bolts up the kitchen stairs, pursued by the soldiers.


Glyn rushes through the hall, where the guests are crowding in the doorways. He clutches at Stella, who pushes him off. Again he evades the soldiers and dashes up the stairs. There is much shouting.


In the upstairs corridor Glyn runs into the fumigators, advancing on him with gas masks and sprays. He is overpowered.


In the hall the guests watch as Glyn is carried, unconscious, down the stairs. His body has been wrapped in a transparent plastic bag.


Tables, screens, etc. are now carried out of the house.


SERGEANT   I want this place left exactly as I found it.


The Captain leaves. The guests crowd into the cloakroom to get dressed.


INT. CLOAKROOM. NIGHT.


The guests start getting into their clothes. Pauline is peeking out through a window where the newspaper is loose.


PAULINE   What are they doing?


The others crowd to the windows and try to find chinks to look out of.


INT. STREET OUTSIDE (STUDIO). NIGHT.


Glyn is lifted, still in his plastic bag, between orderlies, who are going to put him in an ambulance. The Captain has a word with the Sergeant, lifts his revolver and shoots Glyn. The plastic bag fills with blood.


INT. DRAWING ROOM. NIGHT.


The guests are gathered round the shrouded figure of Totty. Oscar strips the sheet away.


BETTY   You’re absolutely sure she is dead?


OSCAR   Have we got a mirror?


They lift the large mirror from the mantelpiece and hold it with difficulty over Totty as Oscar checks.


RUFUS   Steady, steady. What would you say, Padre?


MR GREGORY   I don’t know. I’ve never met the woman before.


OSCAR   She’s dead all right.


GEORGE   Totty, Totty.


PAULINE   Totty.


OSCAR   It’s what people do. Die.


RUFUS   We can’t notify the authorities. Not now.


OSCAR   We’d be in quarantine for months.


RUFUS   Only one thing to do. Bury her.


DICKIE   What about a service?


RUFUS   The padre here can do the honours.


MR GREGORY   I’d be happy to.


STELLA   Where?


OSCAR   Is there a garden?


BETTY   Yes, but it’s a frightful mess. Builders’ rubbish.


PETER   Any spades?


GEORGE   I think there are.


They go out to dig the grave. The others cluster round Totty.


SUE   It’s so sad.


BETTY   It is sad.


STELLA   She had a very full life.


BETTY   Oh yes.


OSCAR   One dies … that’s what one does – dies.


DICKIE   How are we going to get her out?


RUFUS   It’s a case of all hands to the pumps. Now gather round, everybody.


They gather round Totty.


Prepare to lift … Lift!


They hoist her up and carry her out.


INT./EXT. GARDEN SET. NIGHT.


The camera starts with an overhead shot that makes it quite clear we are in a studio. George and Peter have used a builders’ ditch as a grave. They have a lantern.


The cortège arrives.


PAULINE   What do we do now?


RUFUS   Lower her in – get her on the tablecloth.


As Totty is lowered in, flashes illuminate the sky and there is a low rumble. A couple of distant explosions.


PAULINE   It’s like the war.


STELLA   If only it was.


BETTY   Poor old Totty – goodbye.


Various murmurs – ‘Goodbye, Totty’, ‘Farewell, old friend’, ‘Goodbye, Totty. Till we meet again,’ etc. Pauline weeps.


MR GREGORY   Earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust, forasmuch as it hath pleased Almighty God of His great mercy to take unto Himself the soul of our dear sister here departed, In sure and certain hope of Resurrection …


Mr Gregory throws a handful of earth on the body.


GEORGE   We’d better cover it up.


BETTY   There are some planks here. Help me, George.


As George and Betty start to lift a long plank, the guests begin to stir, look at watches, cough, etc.


RUFUS   We really ought to be going.


PAULINE   Yes. Rufus has to be up in the morning.


STELLA   Dickie has to be up in the morning too. Come along, Dickie.


BETTY   You’re not all going?


OSCAR   I think we ought to, out of respect.


BETTY   Respect?


PAULINE   She had such dignity.


RUFUS   It wasn’t your fault. It wasn’t anybody’s fault.


Betty and George are left covering planks across the grave.


EXT. ENGLISH ROADS. DAY.


The van is lost in a maze of suburban streets, Brian giving Kevin directions off a map.


BRIAN   First left – next right – second right.


KEVIN   There used to be a cinema on that corner.


BRIAN   Three-quarters round the roundabout.


The van circles a roundabout and speeds off down a broad, straight road.


INT. HALL. NIGHT.


Betty and George return to the hall. It is empty. The front door is open.


BETTY   Have they all gone? Where is everyone?


Peter and Sue emerge from the cloakroom in their motor-cycle gear.


PETER   They went on. They wanted to stay together. They said goodbye.


SUE   We’d better say goodbye, too. Goodbye, we did enjoy it.


PETER   It was lovely seeing you all again.


GEORGE   Goodbye.


PETER   Goodbye.


BETTY   Goodbye.


SUE   Goodbye.


GEORGE   Goodbye – and take care.


As George goes to close the door, he hears a discreet cough. Mr Gregory and Mrs Brookstone have emerged from the music room. Mr Gregory has changed back into mufti.


MR GREGORY   We must go.


MRS BROOKSTONE   Yes, it’s very late.


BETTY   But what about us? …What about George and me?


MR GREGORY   (vaguely) Another time.


But he waits still.


BETTY   George.


GEORGE   Oh yes. Sorry, sorry.


He hands Mr Gregory an envelope.


GEORGE   I think you’ll find that’s right … all things considered.


They leave. George bolts the door.


GEORGE   Well – it might have been worse. Shame about Totty.


Betty begins to put out the lights.


BETTY   I think she enjoyed it.


GEORGE   A good way to go – when you have to.


BETTY   Yes.


There is a cry from the top of the stairs. Mother appears. She is walking with the aid of a frame.


MOTHER   George! Betty! I can’t get anything on my set. It’s not working.


George and Betty go upstairs. Mother turns and they follow her down the corridor.


INT. UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR/MOTHER’S BEDROOM/STUDIO. NIGHT.


George and Betty follow Mother as she hot-foots it down the corridor and into her room. She sits in front of the TV set, which is emitting static and noise. George, hits it but without effect. He switches it off.


MOTHER   Don’t switch it off. It may come on again.


She switches it on again.


George and Betty leave the room, leaving Mother looking at the screen of her set, which continues to show only atmospherics and emits only a hoarse roar.


As the word ‘Cut!’ is heard, the camera pulls back, up into the roof of the studio, showing the whole set, technicians, camera, etc. An assistant comes forward and escorts Mother from her chair, out of the set. Rapidly the unit disintegrates and a cover is thrown over the camera. Lights are switched out. Credits roll over the scene.


An assistant comes forward to the centre of the floor and calls up to the camera.


ASSISTANT   Is that all, sir? Everything OK …?


A reverse shot zooms up to the camera unit on the gantry in the corner of the studio.


DIRECTOR   Yes, that’s all. Excellent. Thank you very much.


End of film.
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