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​​ONE

Emily Jarvis sat in her favourite battered armchair in front of the fire grinding her dentures together. She was watching her favourite afternoon programme, Get One Over. It was a simple formula. Four antiques buffs were filmed visiting three locations to locate bargains. The venues could be jumble sales, car boot sales, even junk shops, and the point of the whole show was to decide who had got the best bargain, having thus ‘got one over’ on the other three.

The real twist came at the end of the show. The amateur experts were only allowed to spend a certain sum of money and, when all their purchases had been made, a professional antiques dealer was called in to value the items and work out what the amount of profit per expert should be. The items were then auctioned, and only after the profits from that had been calculated was the winner declared. When one of the amateurs had won five shows, the profits accrued from those editions were donated to a charity of their choice.

The show was very popular because it was so easy to identify with and emulate. Anyone watching could easily go treasure hunting themselves and make a profit if they so desired, but the point of the show itself was not profiteering but friendly competition, with regular sums paid to charity. Also, the ‘experts’ were changed twice a year, so there was plenty of opportunity to pick a new ‘favourite’. Being such a popular yet low-budget production and in such a popular genre, it wasn’t long before it was broadcast nationally instead of regionally, and the experts travelled to different parts of the country every week, so everybody – the antiques trade, the experts, and the happy viewers – was a winner.

Get One Over had been high on Emily Jarvis’ list of favourite television shows since it had begun a few years ago, but there was one fly in her ointment. It was made by her regional TV company and so she had recognised many of the locations. She had also liked the amateur dealers that had been contracted to hunt for the best buys. What she didn’t love was the narrator, a terribly irritating and over-the-top chap caller Peter Potter-Porter. His wordy and pun-laden scripts made her cringe and, lately, had been slowly but surely leeching out her pleasure in the little bits of one-upmanship that the show filmed by the inanity of his jolly, joking voice, and she had begun to hate him. Her dearest wish for Christmas was a button where she could mute the narrator and just watch the show for what it was.

Since she had put up the Christmas decorations and little tree that she always decorated in December, she had taken to sipping a small sherry with the programme, but this man was becoming the bane of her life. He was ruining one of the little pleasures left to her in her old age, and she found that difficult to forgive. She knew that the Christmas special was to be filmed soon in Market Darley, and had decided to go into the market town that day to see if she could see any of her favourite amateur experts – but the thought of what that idiotic narrator would make of it didn’t bear thinking about.

As the show finished on a flurry of dreadful puns, some so bad they made her wince, she did something she had never done before and went over to the sideboard to refill her sherry glass. Really, this irritating young man was going to turn her into an alcoholic if he carried on behaving like this, and she didn’t think she could stand it much longer.

The narrator’s voice was one that seemed to talk down to the viewers, as if he considered them of very little intelligence, while simultaneously sneering at the ‘experts’ and putting them down too. She was so cross that she swallowed her second sherry in one gulp, and spent the rest of the afternoon muttering under her breath, ‘Peter Potter-Porter picked a peck of pickled pepper ...’ over and over again, and fighting her rage at how this superior young man was ruining her enjoyment of such a simple pastime.

That evening, she had three friends over for a few rubbers of bridge, and got them all talking about how this programme was being spoilt by being so patronising to both those who liked to watch it and those who took part in it.

‘Fellow needs horsewhipping,’ commented Theodore Matthews from a few doors down. ‘Simply not cricket. Should be drummed out of the regiment.’

Emily Jarvis smiled in agreement, but reminded him that the war had been over for some time, and he had been out of the army for a couple of decades, a fact that he often forgot in his daily life. He may be a bit hazy about everyday details, but he was a devil with the cards, and could seem to memorise every one played in a hand, damn him.
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