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SCENE 1 

     

MARGARET: We can trace our family back to William the Conqueror. He 

gave this land to his cousin, William Bernay in 1068, made him 

a Duke and we have lived here ever since. The house as it 

stands now was built in the sixteenth century although as you 

can imagine it has been added to many times over the years; 

most notably around the Restoration when the west wing was 

built by a certain Christopher Wren.     

Naturally, the family has been through many ups and downs 

over the centuries. The interregnum of course and various 

Labour governments and we have had our own fair share of 

scandal but I am very proud of the fact we have never ever 



͞/�ǁĂŶƚ�ƚŽ�ŵŽǀĞ�ŝƚ�ŵŽǀĞ�ŝƚ͘�zĂ�ůŝŬĞ�ƚŽ�ŵŽǀĞ�ŝƚ͘��ůů�ŐŝƌůƐ�Ăůů�ŽǀĞƌ�

ƚŚĞ�ǁŽƌůĚ͘�KƌŝŐŝŶĂů�DĂĚ�^ƚƵŶƚŵĂŶ�WŽŶ�ǇĂ�ĐĂƐĞ�ŵĂŶ͊͟ 

MARGARET:   Xander! 

XANDER:   ARGH!...... Mummy what are you doing here? 

MARGARET:   This is my bedroom. 

XANDER:   Is it? I thought I was...... 

MARGARET: /�Ăŵ�ŵŝĚ�ǁĂǇ�ƚŚƌŽƵŐŚ�ŵǇ�ĚŝĂƌǇ�ĞŶƚƌǇ͊��ŶĚ�/�ĚŽŶ͛ƚ�ĞǆƉĞĐƚ�ƚŽ�ďĞ�

disturbed by my own son.... who is drunk!  

XANDER: /�ŽŶůǇ�ŚĂĚ�Ă�ƚŝŶǇ�ůŝƚƚůĞ�ǁŝŶĞ�ĂŶĚ�ƚŚĞŶ�,ĞĐƚŽƌ�ƐĂŝĚ͕�͞tŚǇ�ĚŽŶ͛ƚ�

you try this Xander͘͟��ŶĚ�/͘͘͘͘͘ 

MARGARET: Drunk!  

XANDER: SorƌǇ�DƵŵŵǇ͕�/͛ůů͘͘͘͘ 

MARGARET: Go! 

XANDER: zĞƐ�/͛ůů�ŐŽ͘͘ 

 XANDER LEAVES AND CLOSES THE DOOR BEHIND HIM. 

MARGARET: (clears throat) As you have probably guessed, that was my son, 

Xander͘�/�ĚŽŶ͛ƚ�ƚŚŝŶŬ�/�Ăŵ�ŐŝǀŝŶŐ�ĂŶǇƚŚŝŶŐ�ĂǁĂǇ�ďǇ�ƐĂǇŝŶŐ�ƚŚĂƚ�

ƚŚĞ�ďŽǇ�ŝƐ�ĂŶ�ŝĚŝŽƚ͘��KŶĞ�ĚĂǇ�/�ƐŚĂŶ͛ƚ�ďĞ�ŚĞƌĞ�ĂŶǇŵŽƌĞ�ĂŶĚ�ƚŚĞ�

ƌƵŶŶŝŶŐ�ŽĨ��ĞƌŶĂǇ�,ŽƵƐĞ�ǁŝůů�ďĞ�ŚĂŶĚĞĚ�ƚŽ�Śŝŵ�ĂŶĚ�ƚŚĂƚ͛Ɛ�

what he should be focussing on. But no......The boy is a wastrel 



and a fool. He͛Ɛ�ƐĞƚ�ƵƉ�ŚŝƐ�ŽǁŶ�ƚĞůĞǀŝƐŝŽŶ�ĐŽŵƉĂŶǇ�ŝĨ�ǇŽƵ�ĐĂŶ�

imagine such a thing. Once upon a time the aristocracy would 

send the idiot of the family into the church....now they seem 

to drift into the media.   I could blame his father and do you 

know....I think I will͘�/ƚ͛Ɛ�Ăůů�ŚŝƐ�ĨĂƵůƚ͘�EŽ�ĚŽƵďƚ�ǇŽƵ�ŚĂǀĞ�ŚĞĂƌĚ�

of him, Oliver Norman Bernay. I would put the title, Duke in 

front of his name if I thought he deserved to keep it. Like his 

son, the man was a drunken fool, cavorting in town and 

lording it over the boys at thĞ�ƐƚŽĐŬ�ĞǆĐŚĂŶŐĞ�ŵĂŬŝŶŐ�͚ĚĞĂůƐ͛�

ĂŶĚ�ŵĂŬŝŶŐ�͚ĚŽŶĂƚŝŽŶƐ͛�ƵŶƚŝů�ŚĞ�ĨŝŶĂůůǇ�ĨŽƵŶĚ�ŚŝŵƐĞůĨ�ĂƌƌĞƐƚĞĚ͘�

My lawyers told us we had a choice. We either paid millions in 

fines and compensation or Oliver went to prison. So naturally, 

Oilver went to prison. Ten years but as I keep telling 

Śŝŵ͘͘͘͘͘͘͘͘͘͘zŽƵ͛ƌĞ�ĂŶ�ƵƚƚĞƌ�ĂƌƐĞ͘�^ŚƵƚ�ƵƉ�ĂŶĚ�ďŝƚĞ�ƚŚĞ�ďƵůůĞƚ͘��ŶĚ�



SCENE 2 

    BREAKFAST NOISE. DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES 

MARGARET:   Ah, you have decided to rise. Good morning. 

XANDER:   Have I missed breakfast? 

MARGARET: zŽƵ͛ƌĞ�ůƵĐŬǇ͘�/�ǁĂƐ�ũƵƐƚ�ĂďŽƵƚ�ƚŽ�ŐĞƚ�DƌƐ�WŽƉŽǀ�ƚŽ�ƚĂŬĞ�ŝƚ�ĂǁĂǇ͘ 

XANDER

�z��X



heart broken. I suggest you go to your den of gambling and 

buy it back. It can come out of your trust fund. 

XANDER: Yes Mummy. But I think Mr Sweet likes it so I.... 

MARGARET: I hope you feel ashamed boy. 

XANDER: I do Mummy. 

MARGARET: Loosing the odd thousand pounds is one thing but when it 

comes to heirlooms then you need to look at yourself and 

think; do I want to be the sort of person that cannot be trusted 

or loved by his own family. 

 DOORBELL GOES. OLD STYLE ACTUAL BELL. 

MARGARET: KŚ͕�ǇŽƵ͛ůů�ŚĂǀĞ�ƚŽ�ŐŽ͘ 

XANDER: Why does Mrs Popov never answer the door? 

MARGARET: ^ŚĞ͛Ɛ�ƐĐĂƌĞĚ�ŝƚ�ŵŝŐŚƚ�ďĞ�ƚŚĞ�ŝŵŵŝŐƌĂƚion people. If I could 

ƌĞƉůĂĐĞ�ŚĞƌ�/�ǁŽƵůĚ�ďƵƚ�ƐŚĞ͛Ɛ�ƐŽ�ŐŽŽĚ͘͘͘͘͘ĂŶĚ�ĐŚĞĂƉ͘ 

XANDER: /͛ůů�ŐĞƚ�ŝƚ�ŽŶ�ŵǇ�ǁĂǇ�ŽƵƚ͘ 

MARGARET: /ƚ͛ůů�ũƵƐƚ�ďĞ�ƚŚĞ�ǁŝŶĚŽǁ�ĐůĞĂŶĞƌ͘�,Ğ�ƌĞĨƵƐĞƐ�ƚŽ�ƵƐĞ�ƚŚĞ�

ƚƌĂĚĞƐŵĂŶ͛Ɛ�ĞŶƚƌĂŶĐĞ͘�tŚĂƚ�ĚŽ�ǇŽƵ�ŵĞĂŶ�ŽŶ�ǇŽƵƌ�ǁĂǇ�ŽƵƚ͍�

What about breakfast? 

XANDER:  /͛ůů�take a piece of toast.   Just going for a quiet stroll. Gather 

ŵǇ�ƚŚŽƵŐŚƚƐ͘�dŚŝŶŬ�ĂďŽƵƚ�ǁŚĂƚ�/͛ǀĞ�ĚŽŶĞ�DƵŵŵǇ͘ 



SCENE 3 

 (EXT) BIRDS TWEETING 

XANDER: PULL! 

 THE WANG OF A CLAY PIGEON THROWER FOLLOWED BY A 

GUN SHOT. 

XANDER: Bullseye! Nothing better than a feeling the kick of a 12 bore 

first thing in the morning. Makes me feel like I can do 

anything. /�ĨĞĞů�ůŝŬĞ��ŚƵƌĐŚŝůů͘�͞�tĞ�ƐŚĂůů�ĨŝŐŚƚ�ƚŚĞŵ�ŽŶ�ƚŚĞ�

beaches. We shall fight them...somewhere else....U turn if you 

ǁĂŶƚ�ƚŽ͘͘͘͘ďĞĐĂƵƐĞ�͘͘Ğƌŵ͘͘͘/�ĚŽŶ͛ƚ�ǁĂŶƚ�ƚŽ͘͘�ƚƵƌŶ͘͘͘͘͘͘͟��WƵůů͊ 

 THE WANG OF THE THROWER FOLLOWED BY A GUNSHOT. 

XANDER: Bullseye! I could do this all day. But I have a day job now you 

know. Bernay dĞůĞǀŝƐŝŽŶ͘�^ŽƵŶĚƐ�ƌĂƚŚĞƌ�ŐŽŽĚ�ĚŽŶ͛ƚ�ǇŽƵ�ƚŚŝŶŬ͍�

tĞ͛ƌĞ�ŐŽŝŶŐ�ƚŽ�ŵĂŬĞ�ĚŽĐƵŵĞŶƚĂƌŝĞƐ�ĂďŽƵƚ�ŚƵŶƚŝŶŐ�ĂŶĚ�ĨŝƐŚŝŶŐ�

and shooting. Bloody hard work though I can tell you. Had to 

go to the office twice last week.  Mummy thinks work is vulgar 

ĂŶĚ�ƚŚĂƚ�/͛ŵ�ũƵƐƚ�ƉůĂǇŝng at it.  She thinks I should be learning 

how to run the estate ŝŶƐƚĞĂĚ�ŽĨ͕�͚ŵĞƐƐŝŶŐ�ĂďŽƵƚ�ǁŝƚŚ�ĨƌŝƉƉĞƌǇ͛�

as she calls it͘�dŚĞ�ďŝŐ�ƉƌŽďůĞŵ�ƚŚŽƵŐŚ͕�ƚŚĞ�ďŝŐ�͚ďŽŶĞ�ŽĨ�

ĐŽŶƚĞŶƚŝŽŶ͛�ƐŚĂůů�ǁĞ�ƐĂǇ�ŝƐ͘͘͘͘ǁĞůů�ŝƚ͛Ɛ�ƚŚĞ�ŐĂŵďůŝŶŐ͘�^ŚĞ�ǁŽƌƌŝĞƐ�

about me ending up like �ĂĚĚǇ�ďƵƚ�/͛ŵ�ƌĂƚŚĞƌ�ŐŽŽĚ�Ăƚ�ŝƚ͘͘͘͘tĞůů�

apart from last night when Mr Sweet took me for a grand and 



the Bristol. I just had one too many cheeky ǁŚŝƐŬŝĞƐ�ƚŚĂƚ͛Ɛ�Ăůů͘�

Pull! 

 WANG OF THE THROWER AND TWO GUNSHOTS. 





MARGARET: 



XANDER: Mummy? 

MARGARET: You stupid idiot of a child! 

XANDER: I thought I could win back the Bristol mummy..... 

MARGARET: You bet our family seat against a car? 

XANDER: �ŶĚ�Ă�ŶŝŐŚƚ�ǁŝƚŚ�>ƵůĂ��ĂǇ͘�^ŚĞ͛Ɛ�ĞǀĞƌ�ƐŽ�ƉƌĞƚƚǇ�ǁŝƚŚ�Ă�ůŽǀĞůǇ͘͘͘͘ 

MARGARET: A prostitute? 

XANDER: tĞůů�ƚŚĂƚ͛Ɛ�Ă�ďŝƚ�ƐƚƌŽŶŐ͘͘͘͘͘ 

MARGARET: You lost to your precious Mr Sweet again no doubt. 

XANDER: Yes. 

MARGARET: tĞůů�ŚĞ�ƐŝŵƉůǇ�ĐĂŶ͛ƚ�ŚĂǀĞ�ŝƚ 

XANDER: I gave him the deeds. 

MARGARET: Ohhhhhhhhh. 

XANDER: I took them from the safe. 

 SLAP 

XANDER: Owww that hurts! 

MARGARET: /�ĐĂŶ͛ƚ�ůŽŽŬ�Ăƚ�ǇŽƵ͘ 

XANDER: But...... 

MARGARET: Go to the Priest Hole! 



XANDER: DƵŵŵǇ�/͛ŵ�ŶŽƚ�Ă�ĐŚŝůĚ�ĂŶǇŵŽƌĞ͘�zŽƵ�ĐĂŶ͛ƚ�ƚƌĞĂƚ�ŵĞ�ůŝŬĞ͘͘͘͘͘ 

MARTGARET: The Priest hole Xander and think what you have done. I shall 

see you in the morning. 

 

 

SCENE 4 

MARGARET:  &ŽƵƌ�ŝŶ�ƚŚĞ�ŵŽƌŶŝŶŐ͘�/�ĐĂŶ͛ƚ�ƐůĞĞƉ�Ănd who could with such 

news lying so heavy and fresh..... Oh to think Bernay House 

could be lost forever over a deck of cards. Lost by my own son. 

The fruit of my womb. Oh what a mess we are in.... I knew I 

should have had an abortion.      

Nine Hundred years of history wiped out over the turn of a 

ĐĂƌĚ͘�/ƚ͛Ɛ�ŶŽƚ�ƌŝŐŚƚ͘�DĂǇďĞ�ŝƚ�ŝƐŶ͛ƚ�ůĞŐĂů͘�KŚ�ǁŚĂƚ�ĐĂŶ�/�ĚŽ͍�/�

could send Mr Popov to steal the deeds back or maybe he 

ĐŽƵůĚ�ƚĂŬĞ�Ă�ŐƵŶ�ĂŶĚ͘͘͘KŚ͕�/͛ŵ�ŶŽƚ�ƚŚŝŶŬŝŶŐ�ƐƚƌĂŝŐŚƚ͘�DǇ�

ŚƵƐďĂŶĚ͛Ɛ�ŝŶ�ƉƌŝƐŽŶ͕�ŵǇ�ƐŽŶ͛Ɛ�ŝŶ�ƚŚĞ�WƌŝĞƐƚ�,ŽůĞ�ĂŶĚ�/͛ŵ�ŽŶ�ƚŚĞ�

verge of losing the only thing with any meaning in my life. 

Bernay House must be kept for future generations of the 

ĨĂŵŝůǇ�ŝƚ͛Ɛ�ĂƐ�ƐŝŵƉůĞ�ĂƐ�ƚŚĂƚ͘�DŝŶĚ�ǇŽƵ�ƚŚĂƚ�ŵĞĂŶƐ�Xander 

ĨŝŶĚŝŶŐ�Ă�ǁŽŵĂŶ�ĂŶĚ�ŚĂǀŝŶŐ�ĐŚŝůĚƌĞŶ�ďƵƚ�ƚŚĂƚ͛Ɛ�ŶŽƚ�ŝŵpossible 

ŚĞ͛Ɛ�ŽŶůǇ�ĨŽƌƚǇ�Ɛŝǆ͘͘͘͘Žƌ�ĨŽƌƚǇ�ƐĞǀĞŶ�Žƌ�ƐŽŵĞƚŚŝŶŐ͘͘͘͘�ĂŵŶ�ŝƚ͊���Ɛ�

ƵƐƵĂů�ƚŚĞ�ŵĞŶ�ďĂůůƐ�ƚŚŝŶŐƐ�ƵƉ�ĂŶĚ�ŝƚ͛Ɛ�ƚŚĞ�ǁŽŵĞŶ�ǁŚŽ�ŵƵƐƚ�



rebuild the empire. Right.....Calm and... Think....Think! Come 

ĂůŽŶŐ�ǁŽŵĂŶ�ŝƚ͛Ɛ�ƵƉ�ƚŽ�ǇŽƵ͊�͘͘͘͘͘͘dŽ�ŵĞ�ŝƚ͛Ɛ�ƵƉ�ƚŽ�ŵĞ͘͘͘͘tŚat a 



MARGARET: Especially as I will be gambling with your Trust fund. 

XANDER: �Ƶƚ�DƵŵŵǇ͕�ƚŚĂƚ͛Ɛ�ŵŝŶĞ͘�zŽƵ�ƐĞƚ�ŝƚ�ƵƉ�ĨŽƌ�ŵĞ͘͘͘. 

MARGARET: I set it up for the heir to Bernay House and the Dukedom not a 

whimpering coward. Gird your loins and show some support. 

XANDER: Yes Mummy. 

MARGARET: KŶĞ�ůĂƐƚ�ƚŚƌŽǁ�ŽĨ�ƚŚĞ�ĚŝĐĞ�ŵǇ�ďŽǇ͘�/ƚ͛Ɛ�ĚĞĂƚŚ�Žƌ�ŐůŽƌǇ�ĨŽƌ�ƵƐ͘ 

XANDER: Shall I get the cards and help you practise? 

MARGARET: dŚĂƚ͛Ɛ�ŵŽƌĞ�ůŝŬĞ�ŝƚ͘�&ĞƚĐŚ�ŵĞ�Ă�ĐŝŐĂƌ�ĂŶĚ�ĨŝŶĚ�ŵĞ�ƚŚĂƚ�ŐƌĞĞŶ�

visor of your fathers. I do like to look the part. 

XANDER: Yes Mummy. 

 

 

 

 

 

SCENE 6. 

 CLOCK TICKING 

XANDER: ^ŚĞ͛Ɛ�ďĞĞŶ�ŐŽŶĞ�ĨŽƌ�ŚŽƵƌƐ͘�/ƚ͛Ɛ�ŶĞĂƌůǇ�ƚǁŽ�ŝŶ�ƚŚĞ�ŵŽƌŶŝŶŐ͘�/͛ůů�

give her half an hour and then call the police. I hope Mr Sweet 



ŐŽĞƐ�ĞĂƐǇ�ŽŶ�ŚĞƌ͘�/�ƐŚŽƵůĚŶ͛ƚ�ŚĂǀĞ�ůĞƚ�ŚĞƌ�ŐŽ�ďƵƚ�ŝƚ͛Ɛ�ŶŽƚ�ŵǇ�

ĨĂƵůƚ͘�/�ĐĂŶ͛ƚ�ŚĞůƉ�ŝƚ͘�/�ĚŝĚŶ͛ƚ�ĂƐŬ�ƚŽ�ďĞ�ďŽƌŶ�ŝŶƚŽ�ƚŚĞ�ĂƌŝƐƚŽĐƌĂĐǇ͘�

I sometimes wish I was from the lower orders like George 

KƐďŽƌŶĞ�Žƌ�ƚŚĂƚ�/͛Ě�ďĞĞŶ�ďŽƌŶ�ŽŶ�Ă�ĐŽƵŶĐŝů�ĞƐƚĂƚĞ�ůŝŬĞ�>ŝůůǇ�

Allen or someone. Life might have been easier. All this 

responsibility and pressure. I suppose I shall just have to wait 

here for Mr Sweet to come and take over the house and rape 

me of my tƌƵƐƚ�ĨƵŶĚ͘�KŚ�/͛ŵ�ƐƵĐŚ�Ă�ĨŽŽů͘�tŚǇ�ĚŝĚ�/�ĞǀĞƌ�ƉŝĐŬ�ƵƉ�

a deck of cards or a glass of whisky? And now I shall be hurled 

out onto the cold street with just a Rolex and a Television 

company to my name. 

 DOOR FLIES OPEN. 

MARGARET: (Tipsy and singing awayͿ�͞/͛ŵ�Spinning around. Move out of 

ŵǇ�ǁĂǇ͘�/�ŬŶŽǁ�ǇŽƵ͛ƌĞ�ĨĞĞůŝŶ͛�ŵĞ�͚ĐƵǌ�ǇŽƵ�ůŝŬĞ�ŝƚ�ůŝŬĞ�ƚŚŝƐ͘͟ 

XANDER: Mummy. Have you been drinking?     

MARGARET: For the game to mean anything one must have a whet whistle 

ĚŽŶ͛ƚ�ǇŽƵ�ƚŚŝŶŬ͘� 

XANDER: Pardon? 

MARGARET: Well, what an unusual evening. Do you know, there was a 

fellow there who had been to a comprehensive school? 

Imagine. 





MARGARET: 



XANDER: You beat him Mummy! 



 

 


