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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 



άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ƛǘ ƳƻǾŜ ƛǘΦ ¸ŀ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ƛǘΦ !ƭƭ ƎƛǊƭǎ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ 

ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ hǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ aŀŘ {ǘǳƴǘƳŀƴ tƻƴ ȅŀ ŎŀǎŜ ƳŀƴΗέ 

MARGARET:   Xander! 

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

MARGARET:   This is my bedroom. 

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

MARGARET: L ŀƳ ƳƛŘ ǿŀȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ŘƛŀǊȅ ŜƴǘǊȅΗ !ƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ǘƻ ōŜ 

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

XANDER: L ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǘƛƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ IŜŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

you try this XanderΦέ !ƴŘ LΦΦΦΦΦ 

MARGARET: Drunk!  

XANDER: SorǊȅ aǳƳƳȅΣ LΩƭƭΦΦΦΦ 

MARGARET: Go! 

XANDER: ¸Ŝǎ LΩƭƭ ƎƻΦΦ 

 XANDER LEAVES AND CLOSES THE DOOR BEHIND HIM. 

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

XanderΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŀƳ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ōȅ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƛǎ ŀƴ ƛŘƛƻǘΦ  hƴŜ Řŀȅ L ǎƘŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ .ŜǊƴŀȅ IƻǳǎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

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



and a fool. HeΩǎ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǘŜƭŜǾƛǎƛƻƴ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ 

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 willΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ bƻ Řƻǳōǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ 

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 thŜ ǎǘƻŎƪ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ΨŘŜŀƭǎΩ 

ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ΨŘƻƴŀǘƛƻƴǎΩ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘΦ 

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 



SCENE 2 

    BREAKFAST NOISE. DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES 

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

XANDER:   Have I missed breakfast? 

MARGARET: ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭǳŎƪȅΦ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ aǊǎ tƻǇƻǾ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀǿŀȅΦ 

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: hƘΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ 

XANDER: Why does Mrs Popov never answer the door? 

MARGARET: {ƘŜΩǎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƛǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƳƳƛƎǊŀǘion people. If I could 

ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜ ƘŜǊ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǎƻ ƎƻƻŘΦΦΦΦΦŀƴŘ ŎƘŜŀǇΦ 

XANDER: LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƛǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘΦ 

MARGARET: LǘΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ŎƭŜŀƴŜǊΦ IŜ ǊŜŦǳǎŜǎ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ 

ǘǊŀŘŜǎƳŀƴΩǎ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘΚ 

What about breakfast? 

XANDER:  LΩƭƭ take a piece of toast.   Just going for a quiet stroll. Gather 

Ƴȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΦ ¢Ƙƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ aǳƳƳȅΦ 



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. L ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ /ƘǳǊŎƘƛƭƭΦ ά ²Ŝ ǎƘŀƭƭ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

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

ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΦΦΦΦōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ΦΦŜǊƳΦΦΦL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΦΦ ǘǳǊƴΦΦΦΦΦΦέ  tǳƭƭΗ 

 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 ¢ŜƭŜǾƛǎƛƻƴΦ {ƻǳƴŘǎ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƎƻƻŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΚ 

²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŘƻŎǳƳŜƴǘŀǊƛŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŦƛǎƘƛƴƎ 

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

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

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǉƭŀȅƛng at it.  She thinks I should be learning 

how to run the estate ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦΣ ΨƳŜǎǎƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦǊƛǇǇŜǊȅΩ 

as she calls itΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƛƎ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ΨōƻƴŜ ƻŦ 

ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΩ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜ ǎŀȅ ƛǎΦΦΦΦǿŜƭƭ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳōƭƛƴƎΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜǎ 

about me ending up like 5ŀŘŘȅ ōǳǘ LΩƳ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ ƛǘΦΦΦΦ²Ŝƭƭ 

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



the Bristol. I just had one too many cheeky ǿƘƛǎƪƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭΦ 

Pull! 

 WANG OF THE THROWER AND TWO GUNSHOTS. 







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: !ƴŘ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ [ǳƭŀ .ŀȅΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƻ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƻǾŜƭȅΦΦΦΦ 

MARGARET: A prostitute? 

XANDER: ²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΦΦΦΦΦ 

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

XANDER: Yes. 

MARGARET: ²Ŝƭƭ ƘŜ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ 

XANDER: I gave him the deeds. 

MARGARET: Ohhhhhhhhh. 

XANDER: I took them from the safe. 

 SLAP 

XANDER: Owww that hurts! 

MARGARET: L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ȅƻǳΦ 

XANDER: But...... 

MARGARET: Go to the Priest Hole! 



XANDER: aǳƳƳȅ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘǊŜŀǘ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜΦΦΦΦΦ 

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

see you in the morning. 

 

 

SCENE 4 

MARGARET:  CƻǳǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŀnd 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 

ŎŀǊŘΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ aŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƭŜƎŀƭΦ hƘ ǿƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ L ŘƻΚ L 

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

ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ Ǝǳƴ ŀƴŘΦΦΦhƘΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΦ aȅ 

ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ƛƴ ǇǊƛǎƻƴΣ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ tǊƛŜǎǘ IƻƭŜ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

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

Bernay House must be kept for future generations of the 

ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƛǘΩǎ ŀǎ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΦ aƛƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ Xander 

ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƛƳpossible 

ƘŜΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŦƻǊǘȅ ǎƛȄΦΦΦΦƻǊ ŦƻǊǘȅ ǎŜǾŜƴ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦΦΦΦ5ŀƳƴ ƛǘΗ  !ǎ 

ǳǎǳŀƭ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ōŀƭƭǎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ Ƴǳǎǘ 



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

ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƛǘΩǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΗ ΦΦΦΦΦΦ¢ƻ ƳŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƳŜΦΦΦΦ²Ƙat a 



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

XANDER: .ǳǘ aǳƳƳȅΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƛƴŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŜǘ ƛǘ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦΦΦ. 

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: hƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘǊƻǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƛŎŜ Ƴȅ ōƻȅΦ LǘΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƻǊ ƎƭƻǊȅ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΦ 

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

MARGARET: ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ CŜǘŎƘ ƳŜ ŀ ŎƛƎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƎǊŜŜƴ 

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

XANDER: Yes Mummy. 

 

 

 

 

 

SCENE 6. 

 CLOCK TICKING 

XANDER: {ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƎƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƻǳǊǎΦ LǘΩǎ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǘǿƻ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ LΩƭƭ 

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



ƎƻŜǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ƻƴ ƘŜǊΦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ Ǝƻ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ 

ŦŀǳƭǘΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǎƪ ǘƻ ōŜ ōƻǊƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƛǎǘƻŎǊŀŎȅΦ 

I sometimes wish I was from the lower orders like George 

hǎōƻǊƴŜ ƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ōƻǊƴ ƻƴ ŀ ŎƻǳƴŎƛƭ ŜǎǘŀǘŜ ƭƛƪŜ [ƛƭƭȅ 

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 tǊǳǎǘ ŦǳƴŘΦ hƘ LΩƳ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŦƻƻƭΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ L ŜǾŜǊ ǇƛŎƪ ǳǇ 

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 awayύ άLΩƳ Spinning around. Move out of 

Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴΩ ƳŜ ΨŎǳȊ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

XANDER: Mummy. Have you been drinking?     

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

ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ  

XANDER: Pardon? 

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

fellow there who had been to a comprehensive school? 

Imagine. 









 

 


