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GOING, GOING, GONE

by Jan Carew

SCENE 1.

(Bragwell Hall. LADY BRAGWELL and her friend MRS, SMPER, are having
coffeein the sitting room. DITHERS, the butler, comesin).

Dithers: You rang, my lady?

Lady B: Yes, Dithers. Takethe tray away and bring us somereally hot coffee.
This stuff wasalmostcold by the time you got it here. Can'tyou walk a bit
faster?

Dithers: Sorry, my lady.

Lady B: And don't forget the brown sugar this time.

Dithers. No, my lady.

(He goes out with the tray).

Lady B: Really! Thethings!| haveto put up with! It's time we gotrid of Dithers.
He's always dropping things and getting mixed up.

Mrs. Smper: What does Lord Bragwell say?

Lady B: He sayshe wouldn't dreamof partingwith Dithers.He'sbeenwith the
family all his life. But I'll get my own way in the end. | always do.

Mrs. S Yes, you're so good at managing people, Lady Bragwell.

Lady B: Oh,it isn'tdifficult. Lord Bragwell'sall right, really. Evenif heis rather
childish. He just needs a firm hand.

(DITHERS comes in with the tray).

Lady B: Put it there, Dithers. Oh, and Dithers....

Dithers: Yes, my lady?

Lady B: Don'tforgetthe menarecomingto collectour jumble for the churchsale
this afternoon. I've put it all over there.

Dithers: Yes, my lady.

(He goes out).

Mrs. S: Are you going to the auction sale, Lady Bragwell?
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Lady B: No, I'm not. I've arangedo go riding today. | hopel won't misstoo
many bargains.

Mrs. S: Butit's antiquesyou collect,isn'tit? Therewon't be manyof thoseat the
church sale.

Lady B: Thatremindsme. | mustshowyou my latestbuy. Whatdo you think of
that? (She pointsto a very large, ugly brown vase).

Mrs.S: Er .... what is it exactly? An umbrella stand?

Lady B: No! It's a vase. It's very old and valuable. What do you think of it?

Mrs. S: Well .... it's very striking. | mean, you certainly notice it.

Lady B: Yes, It's the only one of its kind.

Mrs. S: (Under her breath). Just as well.

Lady B: What did you say?

Mrs. S: | said, was that the bell?

Lady B: | didn't hear anything.

Mrs. S: | mustbegoing now, Lady Bragwell. | promisedto help getthingsready
for the sale. Thanks for the coffee.

SCENE 2

(A little later. The sitting room is now empty. LORD BRAGWELL peeps round the
door and then comesin).

LordB: Good! Thesittingroomis empty. Now | canreadmy newspapein peace.
My God,what'sthat? (He looks at the vase). Whatcanit be? Somesort of
vase, | suppose. Its's the ugliest thing I've ever seen.

(DITHERS comesiin).

Dithers. Excuse me, my lord.

Lord B: Yes? What is it, Dithers?

Dithers: Lady Bragwellhascollectedsomejumblefor the churchauctionsale. It's
on that table over there.

Lord B: Yes, | can see it. What about it?

Dithers: I'm sorryto botheryou, my lord, but| haveto do the shoppingnow. The
men maycall for the jumble whenl'm out. Will you be sogoodasto give it
to them?

Lord B: Of course, Dithers. Leave it to me.
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Dithers. Thank you, my lord.
(He goes out and LORD B. settles down to read his paper. The bell rings).

Lord B: That mustbe the menfor the jumble. What a load of rubbish! Lady
Bragwell musthavefoundit all in the attic. Still, I xupposesomeonewill
buy it. Though God knows who would want a vase like this!

SCENE 3
(Later. LORD BRAGWELL isstill reading his paper. DITHERS comesin).

Dithers: I've finished shopping for dinner, my lord. Have the men come yet?

Lord B: What men?

Dithers. The men to collect the jumble, my lord.

Lord B: Ohthat! Yes,Dithers,don'tworry. | told you I'd seeto it. You cansee
it's all gone.

Dithers: Yes, my lord. Oh dear!

Lord B: What's wrong?

Dithers. Did your lordship seea large,brown vaseof ratherugly appearancet
was on this little table.

Lord B; Thatthing like a big, browntoad-stool?Of cousel sawit. | couldhardly
miss it. The most ghastly thing | ever saw. | was glad to see it go.

Dithers: Oh dear! Oh dear!

Lord B: Why areyou wringing your hands,Dithers? | thoughtpeopleonly did
that in books.

Dithers: My lord, this is terrible!

Lord B: What is? Speak up man. Don't be afraid, whatever you've done.

Dithers: Itisn't what I'VE done. It's what YOU'VE done, my lord.

Lord B: What do you mean?

Dithers. Thatvasebelongedto Lady Bragwell. She'donly just boughtit at great
expense.

Lord B: What? That brown horror?

Dithers: It may havelookedugly, my lord, but Lady Bragwell saidit wasa very
valuable antique. She paid a lot of money for it.

Lord B: No wonder I'm always broke. Oh Lord, Dithers! What are we to do?

Dithers. Lady Bragwell will be very angry, my lord.
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Lord B: And when she's angry, she makes life hell for us.

Dithers: As you say,my lord. Canyou not go to the auctionand get thevase
back? Tell them it was a mistake.

Lord B: | canhardlydo that, Dithers. It would seemvery mean. To give it away
and then ask for it back. No, there is only one answer,

Dithers: Yes, my lord?

Lord B: We mustgo to the saleandbid for thevase. Lets'sfaceit, it's prettyugly.
No one will want it unless they know its value. We ought to get it for a song.

Dithers. That seems a good idea, my lord. There's only one thing.

Lord B: What's that, Dithers?

Dithers: Someof Lady Bragwell'sfriendswill beatthe sale. They'll seeusbuying
the vase, and may tell her. Then her ladyship will guess what happened.

Lord B: And she'llstill beangry. | know, Dithers! We'll go to the salein disguise.
Then we can buy the vase.

Dithers. Ohmy lord, do you think we dare? Whatif we arefoundout? How will
we explain?

Lord B: NonsenseDithers. It'll be fun. Where'syour senseof adventure? Or
would you rather face Lady Bragwell in a temper?

Dithers: Say no more, my lord. I'll go and look for some disguises right away.

SCENE 4
(The auction salein the church hall. There are alot of people at the sale).

Auctioneer: Whatam| bid for this lovely old toastingfork? Comeon, ladiesand
gentlemen Don't forget the saleis all in a good cause. We want to raise
money to repair the church roof. Who'll start the bidding?

Man: Fifty pence!

Woman: Seventy-five pence!

(LORD BRAGWELL and DITHERS come in at the back of the room. They are
dressed up as women).

Lord B: GoodheavensDithers! Did you haveto getme a hatwith a silly veil on
it? It makes it very difficult to see where I'm going, you know.

Dithers. Sorry, my lord. | thoughtit would helpto hide your face. And | didn't
have much time to find theseclothes,you know. | did the best| could.
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Anyway, your hat can't be as bad as mine. This peacock'sfeatherkeeps
tickling my nose and making me sneeze.

Lord B: Well, don'tsneezevhenwe'rebidding for the vase. It'll putthe price up.
You know what salesarelike. You daren'tmovea musclein casesomeone
thinks you're bidding.

Dithers: Are we in time, do you think? Is the vase still there, my lord?

Lord B: Yes,| canseeit. Thereit sitsin all its ugly glory. God,isn'tit awful? No
- onecould want it.

Dithers: May | makea suggestionmy lord? We oughtto standin different parts
of theroom. Thenno-oneis likely to seethroughour disguise. We'll become
part of the crowd.

Lord B: Good idea, Dithers. See you later.

Dithers. Yes,my lord. Goodluck. And don'tforgetto speakin a high voice when
you bid. You don't want to be recognised.

ENE 5

Auctioneer: And now, ladiesand gentlemenwe cometo a very interestingold
vase. Not beautiful perhaps, but very old and er.... interesting.

Man: Look atit! He'll have to pay someone to take it away.

Woman: Yes, isn't it terrible? Fancy anyone putting that in the sale.

Man: Glad to get rid of it, | expect.

Auctioneer: Will someonestartbidding? Whataboutfive pounds?Four? Three?
Surely someone will pay three?

Lord B: (Inahighvoice). I'll give three pounds for it.

Voice from the back: I'll give four pounds

Lord B: Five pounds.

Voice: Six!

Lord B: Seven!

Voice: Ten pounds!

Lord B; (To himself). Blast! This would happen! Someonemust know it's an
antique. Nevermind, | mustn'tlet themhaveit. | mustgetthatvaseor life
won't be worth living.(Loudly). I'll give fifteen pounds!

Auctioneer: That'smorelike it! Any advanceon fifteen poundsfor this beautiful,
interesting, old vase?

Voice: Twenty pounds!

Lord B: Thirty pounds!



Voice: Forty.

Man: They must be crazy. What are they bidding like that for?

Woman: | don'tknow. Thatvasemustbe somethingspecial. Perhapsve oughtto
bid as well. Forty-five pounds!

Lord B: Fifty.

Voice: Sixty.

Lord B: Seventy.

Voice: I'll give a hundred pounds for the vase.

Auctioneer: | ambid onehundredpoundsfor this marvellous beautifulvase. Any
advance on one hundred pounds?

Lord B: (To himself). It's nouse. | can'tgo onbidding. A hundredpoundsis all |
canraise. I'll justhaveto facelLady Bragwellandtell herthetruth. I'd rather
face a firing squad.

Auctioneer: Any advanceon onehundredpounds?No? Very well. This vaseis
now going at one hundredpounds....going, going,gone! (He knocks his
hammer on the table). Sold to the lady with the peacock feather.
Congratulationsmadame. You havea fine vasethere. And now, we will
continue the sale.

Lord B: What! Thelady with the peacoclkieather? Don'ttell meit wasDithersl
wasbidding againstall thetime! Theidiot! Didn't heknow it wasme? We
could have got the vase much more cheaply. Oh, thereyou are, Dithers!
What did you bid against me for?

Dithers. Sorry,my lord. | couldn'tseeyou in the crowd. And whatwith thatfalse
voice you put on....

Lord B: Oh, nevermind. We'vegot the beastlyvaseanyhow. Now let's pay and
get it out of here.

SENE 6

Lady Bragwell: Justa moment,my good woman. Yes, you with the peacock
feather in your hat. | want a word with you.

Lord B: (To himself). Oh Lord! It's my wife. Shewasn'tsupposed tde here
today.

Lady B: (To DITHERS). | missedthe startof the sale. In fact, | didn'tintendto
comeat all. But it wastoo rainy to go riding. | arrived just asyou were
buyingthatvase. | wastoo late to bid myself. Now, how muchdo you want
for it?



Dithers: (Inahighvoice). | don't understand.

Lady B: Comenow. | wantthatvase. I've got oneat homeexactlylike it. They
would make a fine pair.

Dithers: But it's not for sale

Lady B: Nonsense! Of course itis. I'll give you what you paid for it.

Dithers. (Gets excited and forgets to use his false voice). Really Lady Bragwell, |
can't let you have it. Oh deatr!

Lady B: | know that voice! You're not a womanat all. | know you. Good
heavensit's Dithers,our butler! In women'sclothes! Really, Dithers,| didn't
know you went in for this sort of thing.

Dithers: What sort of thing?

Lady B: Dressingup and pretendingto be a woman. Really! | don'tknow what
his lordship will say.

Lord B: Butheisn't....| meanhehasn't. Ditherswasonly trying to getme out of
trouble.

Lady B: GoodLord! | know thatvoicetoo. It isn't....it can'tbe.... takeoff that
veil at once. Lord Bragwell!

Lord B: | can explain everything, my dear.

Lady B: You - you monster! Both of you, dressedip aswomen! Goingaround
in drag! You ought to be locked up.

Lord B: But my dear ....

Lady B: Don't you dare call me your dear.

Lord B: No, my dear. | mean ....

Lady B: I'm goinghometo pack. We'll seeaboutdetailslater. | shallhaveto have
a decent allowance, of course. You can't expect me to live on nothing.

Lord B: You don't mean .... you're leaving me?

Lady B: What do you expect? Of course I'm leaving you. Goodbye.

SCENE 7

Lord B: Well, Dithers, this is a fine state of affairs.

Dithers: Itis indeed, my lord.

Lord B: | got the vase.

Dithers: Yes, my lord.

Lord B: But now I've lost Lady Bragwell.

Dithers. Yes, my lord. What are you going to do?

Lord B: Oh,I shalltry to live without her, Dithers. We Bragwellsnevergive way
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to our feelings. | shall just be brave and try to carry on.

Dithers: That's the spirit, my lord.

Lord B: | supposeawve'd bettertakethis vasehome. Do you think Lady Bragwell
will have packed and cleared off by now?

Dithers: | think it likely, my lord. She looked as if she was in a hurry to leave.

Lord B: Good! | mean, how sad. But she just wouldn't listen to our excuses.

Dithers: No, my lord. I'll carrythis vasehomefor you. It's a bit heavierthanit
looks. (He lifts the vase). It's a bit slipperyaswell. Not at all easyto get
hold of .... Oh! Watchout my lord. I'm goingto dropit. (The vase smashes
to bits). Oh dear! I'm so sorry. A vasethat costyou a hundredpounds.
Why are you smiling, my lord?

Lord B: Nevermind, Dithers. I'll getoverit. | don'tknow wherel'd haveput it
anyway. And whenyou think aboutit, thatvasewasjustlike my marriageto
Lady Bragwell.

Dithers. How do you mean, my lord?

Lord B: You know .... Going, Going, and thank God, Gone!

THE END



