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_LiST OF ILLUSTRATIONS

1a Basil examines the collateral for Lord Melbury’s loan
1b Basil enquires about O’Reilly’s health

2a Basil outlines the morning’s work

2b Sybil takes a critical line

3a Polly tells Basil that the chef is indisposed

3b Basil goes to the heart of the problem

4a Basil reminds Sister that Sybil’s foot is on the end of her leg
4b He prepares the moose

5a He accidentally mentions the war

5b Basil wishes Manuel goodnight

6a Basil does some expert fawning

6b Basil is concerned about a hinge

7a Mrs Richards checks her change

7b Basil and Manuel embark on a tricky undertaking

8 Polly impersonates a nest of vipers

These photographs are reproduced by kind permission of BBC
Enterprises.
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The Fawlty Towers reception lobby. The main entrance is at
the back, with the stairs to the right. The entrance to the
dining room is in the right wall; on the lefi, the reception
desk running along the left wall, with the entrance to the
office behind it. The entrance to the bar is beyond the desk.

(on the phone) One double room without bath for the
16th, 17th and 18th . . . yes, and if you’d be so good as
to confirm by letter? . . . thank you so much, goodbye.
(puts the phone down)

(bustling in) Have you made up the bill for room twelve,
Basil?

No, I haven’t yet, no.

Well, they’re in a hurry. Polly says they didn’t get their
alarm call. And Basil, please get that picture up —it’s
been there for a week. (goes into office)

It’s been there since Monday, Sybil . . . Tuesday . . .
Wednesday . . . Thursday . . . (to passing guests) Good
morning . . . Friday . . . Sat — (realizes Sybil is no longer
there; goes across to Manuel who has come in carrying three
breakfast trays) Manuel! There — is — too — much -
butter — on — those — trays.

Qué?

There is too much butter on those trays. (ke points to
each tray in turn)

No, no, no, Serior!

What?

Not ‘on- those~ trays’. No, sir — ‘uno, dos, tres.’

Uno. . .dos... tres.

No, no. Hay mucho burro alli!

Qué?

Hay. .. mucho. .. burro. .. alli!

Ah, mantequilla!

What? Qué?

Mantequilla. Burrois . . .is . . . (brays like a donkey)
What?

Burro . . . (does more donkey imitations)

Manuel, por favor. . .

RY R

(coming back in) What's the matter, Basil?

Nothing, dear, I’'m just dealing with it.

(to Sybil) He speak good . . . howyousay . . . ?
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English!

Mantequilla . . . solamente. . . dos. . .

Dos?

(to Basil) Don’t look at me. You’re the one who’s
supposed to be able to speak it.

Basil angrily grabs the excess butter from the trays.
Two pieces! Two each! Arriba, arriba!!

He waves his hand towards the bedrooms and Manuel runs
off:

I don’t know why you wanted to hire him, Basil.
(sitting at typewriter) Because he’s cheap and keen to
learn, dear. And in this day and age such . . .

But why did you say you could speak the language?

I learnt classical Spanish, not the strange dialect he
seems to have picked up.

It’d be quicker to train a monkey.

Misses Tibbs and Gatshy come down the stairs.

(turning on the charm) Good morning Miss Gatsby,
morning Miss Tibbs.

(imitating the charm ironically) Good morning, good
morning.

Basil!

Yes, dear?

Are you going to hang the picture?

Yes I am, dear, yes, yes . . .

When?

When I’'ve, when ’ve . ..

Well, why don’t you do it now?

Well, I'm doing this, dear (indicating typewriter) . . . I'm
doing the menu.

You'’ve got all morning to do the menu. Why don’t you
hang the picture now? . . . Well?

(jumping up) Yes, all right, I won’t do the menu.. . .1
don’t think you realize how long it takes to do the
menu, but no, it doesn’t matter, P’ll hang the picture
now. If the menus are late for lunch it doesn’t matter,
the guests can all come and look at the picture till they
are ready, right? (he starts to hang the picture to the right of
the dining-room door)
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A Touch of Class 5

Lower . .. (helowersit) ... Lower...upabit...
There! (she disappears)

Thank you, dear. Thank you so much. I don’t know
where I’d be without you . . . in the land of the living,
probably.

He holds the picture in position. A young couple, the
Mackenzies, come hurriedly down the stairs and ring the
reception bell.

Yes?

Er. .. could we have our bill please?

Well, can you wait a minute?

Er...I’m afraid we’re a bit late for our train — we
didn’t get our alarm call.

Basil glowers at them, then puts the picture down and strides
back to the typewriter.

Right. I was up at five, you know, we do have staff
problems, I’'m so sorry, it’s all done by magic.

He starts typing the bill. Sybil looks in from the office.

(accusingly) Basil, are you doing the menu?

No, I'm not doing the menu, dear. [ am doing the bill
for these charming people who are in a hurry.

(to Sybil) 'm sorry to cause all this trouble, but the
reason we’re late is we didn’t get our alarm call.

Oh dear, I am sorry. (sweetly) Basil, why didn’t they get
their alarm call?

Because I forgot! [ am so sorry I am not perfect!
There you are, there’s the bill. Perhaps you’d pay my
wife, I have to put the picture up . . . if there aren’t any
dustbins to be cleaned out . . .

He walks towards the picture again. A newspaper boy comes
in and puts his papers on the tables.

Newspaper boy Newspapers!

Basil
Sybil

Basil turns after him aggressively, tapping his watch — the
bay exits rapidly. The Mackenzies leave; Basil’s farewell
smile lacks integrity.

Goodbye. See you again!
Don’t forget the picture, Basil.
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I won’t, dear, leave it to me.

I’'m going out now. I expect it to be up when I get back.
(she leaves)

(through his teeth) Drive carefully, dear . . .

He takes the papers into the dining room, and, ignoring the
other guests, gives one to Major Gowen.

Ah, good morning, Major.

Morning, Fawlty.

I do apologise for the tardiness of the arrival of your
newspaper this morning, Major. I will speak to them
again, see if something can be done.

Ah, more strikes . . . dustmen . . . Post Office . . .

It makes you want to cry, doesn’t it. What’s happened
to the old ideal of doing something for your fellow
man, of service? I mean, today . . .

(from his table) Mr Fawlty?

Yes, I’'m coming, I'm coming! (to the Major, quietly)
They treat you like dirt, you know . . . of course it’s
pure ignorance, but with the class of guests one gets
nowadays . . .

Ah! D’Olivera made a hundred!

Did he? Did he really? Good for him, good old Dolly.
Well, well, well . . . (Polly arrives with a cup of tea; he
takes it, and gives her the other papers) Thank you, Polly.
We’re only staying till Sunday!

Right, thank you . . . (he picks up some food from the
sideboard and goes through the lobby into the office; he has
Jjust sat down when he hears Sybil coming and hurriedly
pushes his snack out of sight) Ah, I thought you were
going out, dear.

(holding out a copy of Country Life) What’s this?

I decided, Sybil, to advertise. I. . .

How much did it cost?

Oh...Ihaven’t... fifteen?

Forty.

(vaguely) . . . Forty . ..

I have told you where we advertise.

Sybil, I know the hotel business.

No you don’t, Basil.

Sybil, we’ve got to try to attract a better class of person.
Why?
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Well, we’re losing tone.
We’re making money.

Yes, yes . . .

Just.

Yes, but now we can try to build up a higher class of
clientele! . . . Turn away some of the riff-raff.

So long as they pay their bills, Basil.

Is that all that matters to you, Sybil? Money?

This advertisement is a waste of forty pounds. (turns to
leave)

One moment! One moment, please! (proudly hands her
a letter from the desk) Well?

... Well?

My dear woman, Sir Richard and Lady Morris,
arriving this evening. For two nights. You see, they saw
the advertisement in Country Life.

I wish they were staying a week.

Well,sodol...

Might pay for the ad then. (makes to leave again)

Sybil, look! If we can attract this class of customer, I
mean . . . the sky’s the limit!

Basil, twenty-two rooms is the limit!

I mean, have you seen the people in room six? They’ve
never even sat on chairs before. They are the
commonest, vulgarest, most horrible, nasty . . .

But Sybil has gone. The reception bell rings. Basil goes
to the reception desk; standing there is a very
non-aristocratic-looking cockney, Danny Brown.

’Allo! (Basil stands appalled) Got a room?

... I'beg your pardon?

Got a room for tonight, mate?

... I'shall have to see, sir . . . single?

Yeah. No, make it a double, I feel lucky today! (smiling
appreciatively at Polly, who is passing) ’Allo . . .

(smiling nicely) Good morning.

Danny watches her as she leaves. He turns back to Basil
who is staring at him with loathing.

Only joking.
No we haven’t.
What?
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Danny

No we haven’t any rooms. Good day . . .

(coming in) Number seven is free, Basil.

What? . ..oh...Mr Tone is in number seven, dear.
No, he left while you were putting the picture up, Basil
... (to Danny) You have luggage, sir’

Just one case. (to Basil, pointedly) In the car . . . the
white sports.

Basil closes his eyes in agony. Sybil rings the bell.

Fill this in, would you, sir?

(quietly) If you can.

I hope you enjoy your stay (looking at register), Mr
Brown.

Manuel arrives.

(slowly) Er, Manuel, would you fetch this gentleman’s
case from the car outside. Take it to room seven.

... Is not easy for me.

What?

Is not easy for me . . . entender.

Ah! It’s not easy for you to understand. Manuel . . . (to
Danny) We're training him . . . he’s from Barcelona . . .
in Spain. (to Manuel) Obtener lavalisa. . .

Qué?

Lawvalisa en el, er, auto bianco sportiv . . . y . . . alasala
.. .siete. .. por favor. Pronto.

Is impossible!

What?

Is impossible.

Look, it’s perfectly simple!

(fluently) Manuel — sirvase buscar mi equipaje que esta en
el automovil blanco y lo traer a la sala numero siete.

Serior habla Espariol!

Solo un poco, lo siento. Pero he olvidado mucho.

No, no, habla muy bien. Muy muy bien. Formidable!
Gracias, gracias.

Lovoy a coger ahora. (runs off to get the case)

.. . Well, if there’s anything else, I’'m sure Manuel will
be able to tell you . . . as you seem to get on so well
together. (goes into the office)

(calling after him) Key?
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A Touch of Class ¢

Basil comes back, takes the key from the hook and slams it
down on the desk. Returning to the office he sits down, and
smitches on a cassette of Brahms. He settles back in rapture,
but hears Sybil coming and rushes back to the picture in the

lobby.

Hallo dear . . . just doing the picture.

Don’t forget the menu.

... I beg your pardon?

Don’t forget the menu.

I thought you said you wanted . . . Right! (puts the
picture down) I’ll do the menu.

You could have had them both done by now if you
hadn’t spent the whole morning skulking in there
listening to that racket. (goes out)

Racket? That’s Brahms! Brahms’s Third Racket!! . . .
(to himself) The whole morning! . . . I had two bars.

In the dining room, Polly is taking Danny’s order.

Ready to order?

Er, yeah. What’s a gralefrit?

Grapefruit.

And creme pot . . . pot rouge?

Portugaise. Tomato soup.

I’ll have the gralefrit. Now — balm carousel . . . lamb?
Casserole.

Sounds good. Does it come with a smile?

It comes with sprouts or carrots.

Oh, smile’s extra, is it?

You'll get one if you eat up all your sprouts. (exits)
(half registering a figure on the other side of the room)
Waiter!

Basil freezes and then comes balefully towards Danny.

... I'beg your pardon?

Oh, ’allo. Can I have some wine please?

The waiter is busy, sir, but I will bring you the carte des
vins when I have finished attending to this gentleman.
(indicates the table he has just left)

Oh, fine - no hurry.

(muttering on his way to the other table) Oh, good, how
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nice, how very thoughtful . . . (at the other table) 1 trust
the beer is to your satisfaction, sir?

... Yes, fine.

Ah, good. May [ wish you bon appétit. (snaps his fingers)
Manuel! (Manuel runs in) Would you fetch the wine
list, please?

(not moving) Si, serior.

... The wine list. The wine . . . vino. (Manuel starts to
move) No, no. The list! There, there, the list! (points to
it — it is on another table) The list, there! Thered. . .
there! . . . There!!

He picks up the list, hands it to Manuel, then gets Manuel to
hand it to him so that he can give it to Danny.

’Ave you got a half bottle of the Beaujolais?
Yes.
Oh, fine.

Basil withdraws the wine list with a flourish, knocking the
grapefruit out of Polly’s hand as she approaches the table.

Right! Never mind! Never mind! Manuel — another
grapefruit for table twelve please . . . Manuel! (pointing
at the grapefruit on the floor — to other guests) I do beg your
pardon...I’msosorry. ..

Manuel picks up the grapefruit and cleans it. He is about to
replace it on the table.

...No!...Throw it away.

Qué?

Throw. . .it. .. away!

Throw. . .it. . .away?

(miming a throw) Throw it away!! Now!!!

Manuel throws it away; it lands on another table. Basil
retrieves it, grabs Manuel, and runs with him out of the
room.

(to the other tables as he passes) Sorry! . . . Sorry! . . .
Sorry!

They disappear into the kitchen. There is the sound of a slap
and a yelp from Manuel. Polly appears bearing Danny’s
new grapefruit.
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Sorry about that.

No, I like a bit of cabaret. (picks up Polly’s sketch pad
from the table) You left your sketch.

Oh! Sorry.

It’s very good. Do you sell any?

Enough to keep me in waitressing. (she leaves as Basil
reappears with the Beaujolais)

One half bottle of Beaujolais. (e is about to open the
bottle when the reception bell rings) . . . Sybil!

(popping her head round the door) Someone at reception,
dear. (she vanishes)

(Basil hurries bad-temperedly into the lobby. Melbury is
standing there.)

Yes, yes, well, yes?

... Er, well, I was wondering if you could offer me
accommodation for a few nights?

(very cross) Well, have you booked?

... Pmsorry?

Have you booked, have you booked?

No.

(to himself) Oh dear!

Why, are you full?

Oh, we’re not full . . . we’re not full . . . of course
we’re not full!!

I’d like, er. . .

One moment, one moment, please . . . yes?

A single room witha . . .

Your name, please, could I have your name?
Melbury.

The phone rings; Basil picks it up.

(to Melbury) One second please. (to phone) Hello? . . .
Ah, yes, Mr O’Reilly, well it’s perfectly simple. When I
asked you to build me a wall I was rather hoping that
instead of just dumping the bricks in a pile you might
have found time to cement them together . . . you
know, one on top of another, in the traditional fashion.
(to Melbury, testily) Could you fill it in, please? (to phone)
Oh, splendid! Ah, yes, but when, Mr O’Reilly? (to
Melbury, who is having difficulty with the register) there —
there!! (to phone) Yes, but when? Yes, yes . ..ah!. ..
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the flu! (1o Melbury) Both names, please. (to phone) Yes,
I should have guessed, Mr O’Reilly, that and the
potato famine I suppose . . .

I beg your pardon?

Would you put both your names, ptease? . . . (fo phone)
Well, will you give me a date?

Er...Ionlyuse one.

(with a withering look) You don’t have a first name?

No, I am Lord Melbury, so I simply sign myself
‘Melbury’.

There is a long, long pause.

(to phone) Go away. (puts phone down) . . . I'm so sorry to
have kept you waiting, your lordship . . . [ do
apologize, please forgive me. Now, was there
something, is there something, anything, I can do for
you? Anything at all?

Well, I have filled this in . . .

Oh, please don’t bother with that. (he takes the form and
throws it away) Now, a special room? . . . a single? A
double? A suite? . . . Well, we don’t have any suites, but
we do have some beautiful doubles with a view . . .
No, no, just a single.

Just a single! Absolutely! How very wise if I may say
so, your honour.

With a bath.

Naturally, naturally! Naturellement! (he roars with
laughter)

I shall be staying for one or two nights . . .

Oh please! Please! . . . Manuel!! (he bangs the bell;
nothing happens) . . . Well, it’s . . . it’s rather grey today,
isn’t it?

Oh, yes, it is, rather.

Of course usually down here it’s quite beautiful, but
today is areal old .. .er. .. rotter. (another bang on the
bel)) Manuel!!! . . . Still . . . it’s good for the wheat.
Yes, er, I suppose so.

Oh yes! I hear it’s coming along wonderfully at the
moment! Thank God! I love the wheat . . . there’s no
sight like a field of wheat waving in the . . . waving
in...Manuell!!! (he bangs the bell as hard as he can; no
result) . . . Well, how are you? I mean, if it’s not a
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personal question. Well, it is a personal . . . (he dashes
from behind the desk) Let me get your cases for you,
please allowme . . .

... Oh, thank you very much, they’re just outside.
Splendid. Thank you so much. I won’t be one
moment . . .

He sprints off; collects the cases, and returns to find Sybil
talking to Lord Melbury at the counter.

... Ah, Lord Melbury. May I introduce my wife?

Yes, we have met.

My wife, may I introduce your lordship.

Thank you, Basil, we’ve sorted it out.

Splendid, splendid.

I wonder, could I deposit this case with you . . . it’s just
a few valuables?

Valuable, of course. Please let me take it now. I'll put it
in the safe straight away. Sybil, would you put this in
the safe, please?

I’m just off to the kitchen, Basil.

(muttering angrily) Yes, well, if you’re too busy . . .

Nice to have met you, Lord Melbury. I hope you enjoy
your stay. (she leaves)

Thank you so much.

Yes, well I'll do it then, then I'll do the picture . . .
(suddenly polite again) T'll put this away in one moment,
your lord. (to Manuel, who has appeared at last) Manuel,
will you take these cases to room twenty-one.

... Qué?

Take . . .toroom . ..twenty-one. (he surreptitiously
signals the number with his fingers)

... No entender.

Prenda las casos en . . . oh, doesn’t matter. Right! I'll do
it, Pll do it. Thank you, Manuel. (picks up the cases)

I take them. (grabs cases)

(not letting go) No, no, go away!

Qué? (they struggle)

Go and wait!

Wait?

(indicating the dining room) In there! Go and wait in
there ! Go and be a waiter in there/ (Manuel runs off; to
Melbury) 1 do apologize, your lordship. I'm afraid he’s
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only just joined us. We’re training him. It'd be quicker
to train a monkey, ha ha ha!

Basil’s laugh freezes as Melbury does not react. Then he goes
upstairs with the cases, reappearing a moment later.

Do please follow me . . . I mean, if you’re ready.
There’s no hurry . . .
Oh yes, yes, fine. (follows Basil upstairs)

The dining room. Guests are eating peacefully until Basil
rushes in and goes to the window table where Mr and Mrs
Wareing and their son are eating.

Excuse me, I'm so sorry to bother you. Would you
mind moving to that table?

... What?

Could I ask you please to move to that table over there?
But...

I’m so sorry to trouble you.

(getting up, protesting) We’re halfway through . . .
Thank you so much.

Yes, but. ..

This is Lord Melbury’s table, you see.

What?

Lord Melbury. When he stays with us he always sits at
this table.

Well, why did they put us here?

Ah, an oversight . . . on my wife’s part. I’'m so sorry.
He’s just arrived, you see. Would you mind? — Polly! -
Would you help these people to that table? Thank you,
thank you so much.

The family get up very unwillingly. Polly, slightly puzzled,
starts moving the dishes. Mrs Wareing is particularly
slow . ..

Come on! Come on!! . . . Thank you. (they move; Basil
grabs a vase of flowers from another table and puts it on
Melbury’s; Melbury enters) Ah, Lord Melbury! Do
please come this way . . . your lordship . . . I have your
table over here by the window . . . as usual . . . (grves
Melbury a slight wink, but gets no reaction) Just here . . .
thank you so much.
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A Touchof Class 15

Thank you, thank you very much . . .

Basil holds Melbury’s chair, but moves it back just as
Melbury sits down. Melbury falls, knocking the table over.
Basil clouts Manuel, who happens to be passing.

I’m so sorry! Oh my Lord! Oh my God!!

(to his wife) 1 think he’s killed him!

Get on with your meals!!! Thank you so much. (ke
starts trying to make amends)

In reception: Basil is at the desk doing the pools. Melbury
comes out of the dining room wiping himself down with a
handkerchief.

Lord Melbury, I really must apologize again for . . .
Please, please, think nothing of it.

Butitwasso. ..

Please! It was the smallest of accidents. It could have
occurred anywhere.

Yes, but. ..

No, no, no, I’ve forgotten all about it.

That's most . . . you're really . . . er, your lordship,
would you allow me to offer you dinner here tonight
.. .asour guest’

That’s extremely kind of you. Unfortunately I have an
engagement tonight . . .

(mortified) Oh!

Oh actually . . .

Yes?

There is one thing.

Good! Good!

I was wondering . . . can you cash me a small cheque?
I’m playing golf this afternoon.

Oh, delighted!

And I'd rather not go into the town . . .

Absolutely . . .  mean, er, how much? . . . er, if it’s not
a rude question.

Erwell ...er...could youmanage...fif... (looks in
his wallet) Oh! . . . a hundred?

(stunned) A . . . h. .. hundred? (recovering) Oh
absolutely . . . Oh yes, I mean, will a hundred be
enough? . . . I mean a hundred and fifty . . . two . . . two
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... er,a hundred and sixty?

... Let’s see, that’s, er, dinner tonight . . . few tips . . .
oh, and it’s the weekend, isn’tit. . . is two hundred all
right? .

(momentarily shattered) Oh! (extravagantly) Oh! Please!
Yes! Oh, ha, ha! - oh, tremendous! Oh.. . . 'm so
happy! I'll send someone to the town straightaway and
have it for you here when you get back.

Yes, well, that would be splendid.

Thank you, thank you, your lordship.

Thank you so much.

Oh, not at all, my privilege . . . (Melbury exits) . . . What
breeding . . . sheer. . . ooh! (ke starts to write the cheque,
but Sybil walks in; he hides the book hurriedly and gives her
a peck on the cheek) Hallo, dear.

What are you doing?

P’m kissing you, dear.

Well, don’t.

Just thought it might be nice to . . .

I'heard about lunch.

What? . . . Oh, that! Oh, think nothing of it.

What?

It was the smallest of accidents. Could have occurred
anywhere.

Anywhere? First you move that nice family in the
middle of their meal, and then you attack Lord
Melbury with a chair!

Look, Sybil, I've had a word with Lord Melbury about
it. He was quite charming . . . Oh, it’s delightful to
have people like that staying here . . . sheer class, golf,
baths, engagements, a couple of hundr. . .

h,h,horses . . .

Well, I’ve never seen such tatty cases.

Of course you haven’t. It’s only the true upper class
that would have tat like that . . . It’s the whole point!
... Oh, you don’t know what I’m talking about . . .

No I don’t. But don’t ever move guests in the middle of
a meal again . . . and get that picture up. (she goes into
the office)

... Sour old rat. (Polly comes in) Ah! . . . Polly. ..
would you do me a favour? When you’re down in town
this afternoon . . . just between ourselves, don’t
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mention it to my wife . . . pop into the bank and just . . .
(writing the cheque . . .)

In the town. Polly leaves the bank, crosses the street, and
walks past a parked car. She checks, looks into it and is
surprised to see Danny Brown sitting in it with another
man. Danny sees her, motions her urgently to get into the
car; she does so. He shows her an official-looking card and
points to a jeweller’s shop. At that moment Lord Melbury
comes out of the shop, looks round furtrvely and hurries
down the street. Danny nods in the direction of a waiting
colleague who follows Melbury. Danny and Polly watch . . .

In reception: Basil is holding the picture against the wall,
marking the position with a pencil. The phone rings.

... Could somebody answer that, please? (it goes on
ringing,) . . . Hallo! Is there nobody who can answer
thai? There must be someone . . . (Manuel runs in and
heads for the phone) Not you. (Manuel goes away; Basil
puts down the picture) . . . I'll never getit up. I'll cancel
my holiday . . . do it then. (picks up the phone) Hallo,
Fawlty Towers . . . ,

The ringing continues. Sybil comes in and answers the other
phone.

Hello, Fawlty Towers . . . Oh, hello, Brenda.. . . (t0
Basil) Basil, it’s six o’clock.

Basil puts down his receiver wearily as Sybil continues her
conversation. Polly comes in.

(whispers) Ah, Polly . . . did you cash it?

Yes, er... MrFawlty. ..

Good, good.

(urgently) Could I have a word with you? (hands him the
money in an envelope)

What?

Could I speak to you in the office for just a minute . . .
Not now Polly!

It’s very important, I . . .

Later! Later!
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Basil!
I’'m just going, dear. Thank you, thank you so much,
Polly.

He rushes into the bar. From behind the counter he hears
someone come tn. As it is exactly six o’clock he doesn’t need to
see who 1t is.

Ah, good evening, Major.

Evening, Fawlty.

The usual?

(looking at his watch) Er . . . er . . . oh, why not, indeed,
why not? . . . 've just been watching one of those
nature films on television.

Oh yes?

Did you know that a female gibbon gestates for seven
months?

Seven months? Well [ never . . . there you are, Major
...seven...myword ... (the Wareing family have come
in) Ah, good evening, Mr Wareing.

(coldly) A gin and orange, a lemon squash and a scotch
and water please.

Certainly.

Is there any part of the room you’d like us to keep away
from?

What? . . . (false jollity) Oh, ha ha ha.

(curtly) We’ll be over there, then.

(to the Major) Seven! Well, well . . .

(entering) Evening, Fawlty.

Ah, good evening, Lord Melbury.

(makes his point again) Anywhere?

Yes, anywhere, anywhere . . . Your lordship, may I
offer you a little aperitif . . . as our guest?

That’s very kind of you . . . dry sherry if you please. (ke
wanders off)

(to the Major) . . . Whatelse? . . . Such. .. oh, I don’t
know what . . .

Je ne sais quoi?

Exactly! Exactly! (Sybil enters) Ah, there you are, Sybil.
(he departs lord-wards with the sherry)

Good evening, Major.

Evening, Mrs Fawlty.
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Melbury is glancing at some coins in a display case. Basil
brings him his drink.

There you are, your lordship.

Ah, thank you very much.

I see my little collection of coins tickles your interest.
What? Oh, yes, yes.

All British Empire of course. Used to be quite a hobby
of mine . . . little investment too . . .

Quite . . . oh . . . talking about, er . . . did you manage
to...

Oh yes. Here you are, your lordship.

Meanwhile Polly runs out of the hotel front door and signals
to Danny, who is sitting in a car; he flashes his lights in
acknowledgement. Back in the bar . . .

... Oh yes, you know, these sorts of things, their
value’s soared this last couple of years.

Have they really?

Yes, yes. You take my advice. Get them revalued, and
insure them for the full amount.

Yes, yes, [ will.

Can’t take any risks nowadays, I'm afraid.

No, no, quite.

Well, I must be off.

Thank you, thank you, your lordship. I’ll certainly . . .
(leaving) Goodbye.

Basil!

Yes, yes, | was just talking to Lord Melbury, dear . . .
A gin and orange, a lemon squash, and a scotch and
water please!

I do apologize, I was just talking to Lord . . .

(coming back in) Fawlty!

(leaving the Wareings in mid-sentence) Yes, Lord
Melbury?

... I'wasjust thinking . . . I'm having dinner tonight
with the Duke of Buckleigh . . . do you know him?
Not. . . personally, no.

Oh. .. well, he’s a great expert, you know, Sotheby’s
and all that . . .

Is he?

Well, if you liked, I could take them with me, ask him
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to have a quick look at them and find out their current
value.

(overwhelmed) Would . . . would you really?

Yes, yes, certainly. Well, I'll be off in a few moments.
(he leaves)

Well that’s really . . . soincredibly . . .er. ..

Basil!!

I’m talking to Lord Melbury!

(slow and loud) A . . .gin . . . and orange . . . a lemon
squash . . . and a scotch and water please!

All right! All right!

The reception bell rings urgently; it is Polly. Basil runs out
clutching the coins in a box.

Oh, Mr Fawlty . . .

Was that Lord Melbury? Has he gone?

Irang. .. Mr Fawlty, I must speak with you.

What? . . . can’t you see I'm busy?

Please! It’s very important — can we talk in there?
(indicating the office)

Ican’t!

(calling from the bar) Basil!!

It’s very important!

(shouting) I'm just dealing with something important
out here, Sybil, thank you. (to Polly) All right! (they both
go into the office) Yes? Yes, right, well, yes, yes, what is
it?

It’s about Lord Melbury.

Yes?

He’s not Lord Melbury . . . he’s a confidence trickster.
... Ibeg your pardon?

Mr Brown told me.

(contemptuously) Haaa!

Mr Brown’s from the CID. They've been watching
Melbury because he’s pulling some big con trick in the
town. They’re going to arrest him when he leaves the
hotel so as not to cause you embarrassment. But he
asked me totellyou . ..

(not believing a word of it) Oh, how nice of him!

Please, Mr Fawlty . . .

Oh, I don’t know what other tales Mr Brown of MI5
has been impressing you with but . . .




Polly
Basil

Sybil
Basil
Polly
Basil
Sybil
Basil
Sybil
Polly
Basil
Polly

Sybil
Basil

Sybil
Basil

Sybil
Polly

Sybil

Basil

A Touch of Class 21

He’s a con man!

Oh of course. It stands out a mile, doesn’t it. He’s so
common - unlike that cockney git whose ulterior
motive will soon no doubt become apparent to you,
poor innocent misguided child that you are.

(entering briskly) Basil, what is going on?

Nothing, my dear, nothing at all.

Mrs Fawlty . . .

Now look!

Yes, Polly?

I don’t know what she’s . . .

Basil!!!

Mr Brown’s from the CID.

Hah!

He showed me his identification. They’re watching
Melbury. He’s a confidence trickster.

... Isee. (she goes straight to the safe)

What. . . what do you mean, you see?

Let’s have a look at these valuables . . .

What are you doing, Sybil? . . . Sybil, I forbid you to
open the safe! (she opens the safe) Sybil, I forbid you to
take that case out! (she takes the case out) Sybil, do not
open that case! I forbid it! (sits down in dismay; she opens
the case) I never thought I would live to see the day
when a peer of the realm . . . entruststo us . . . a case
of valuables.. . . in trust . . .

Sybil places the open case in front of him. He looks into it for
a long time. Then he lifis out an ordinary house brick.
Disbelievingly, he shakes it close to his ear, lifts out another
and sniffs it, then clinks them together. He puts them down
and emits a strange growl.

Pli call the police.

They’re here already, Mr Brown’s outside. (she leaves,
the reception bell rings)

Someone at reception, Basil.

Basil rises slowly and goes into reception. Hoping it is
Melbury, he has clenched his fist — but it is Sir Richard and
Lady Morris.

.. Ah!.. . allright...er... (collects himself) Good
evening.
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I believe you were expecting us.

No, I was expecting somebody else. (goes into another
reverie)

Sir Richard and Lady Morris.

(absently) Yes, yes, them as well.

I’m sorry?

How did you know?

What?

Oh. . .you’re Sir Richard and Lady Morris, I do beg
your pardon. I was just think . . . er. . . (he goes off
again, thinking revenge; he comes to . . .) Now, would you
mind filling this out, please, we’ve given you room . . .
(Lord Melbury comes down the stairs) Ah hah!

Ah, Fawlty!

Mr Fawlty to you, Lord Melbury.

I beg your pardon?

Oh, nothing, please, forget all about it.
Oh...er...well...here’s the cheque for two
hundred pounds . . .

Ah, thank you so much. (ke bites the cheque and throws it
away; the Morrises are transfixed) Now, about my
priceless collection of coins . . .
Ohyes...er,doyoustill want. ..

Do I still want you to take them to be valued by the
Duke of Buckleigh, my lord?

Er...yes.

No, I don’t. Because we’ve just heard that the Duke of
Buckleigh is . . . dead! Yes, he got his head knocked off
by a golf ball. Tragic! Tragic! (a pause; he beams at
Melbury) Well, how are you, Lord Melbury? . . . ’Ow
are yer then — all right, mate? (pinches Melbury’s cheek)
’Ow’s me old mucker? (gives Melbury a friendly slap on
both cheeks; the Morrises are totally bemused) Any
valuables to deposit, Sir Richard . . . any bricks?

Melbury rushes off in a panic. Sybil has come up beside
Basil, looking anxious.

(to Sir Richard) I do apologise . . . (shouts afier Melbury)
You bastard!! . . . (courteous again) We’ve given you
room twelve with the view overlooking the park . . . I'm
sure you’ll like it . . . we’ll have your bags brought

up ...
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Melbury rushes from the bar across the lobby to the dining
room, pursued by a policeman.

Hello, Lord Melbury! . . . BASTARD!!

More policemen rush about.
(to the Morrises) Please think nothing of it.

Melbury runs out of the dining room as Polly, running from
the bar, knocks the table into him and catches him in an
uncomfortable place. As he doubles up, Manuel comes out of
the dining room carrying a chair, the corner of which repeats
the attack. Melbury doubles up in agony on the floor and is
surrounded by the police. Basil walks across smiling politely.

(to police) Do please excuse me one moment. (he puts
the boot in, then retrieves the envelope with his two hundred
pounds)

Basil, the Morrises are leaving.

Outside, the Morrises are getting into their car. Basil hurtles
down the steps.

.. . Where are you going? . . . Where are you going?
We’re leaving!

Oh, don’t — please stay —you’ll like it here.

I’ve never been in such a place in my life. (they drive off)
(shouting afier them) You snobs! You stupid . . .
stuck-up . . . toffee-nosed . . . half-witted . . .
upper-class piles of . . . pus!!

He walks disconsolately back up the steps, where he meets
the police escorting Melbury out.

(begging for a chance to thump Melbury) Just one! Just
one!

(restraining him) Sorry, Mr Fawlty.

Oh just one, please.

But the police remove Melbury. Basil gives up, and steps

backwards into a tub of flowers; he threatens it with his fist.
As he goes into the lobby he meets Danny.

Sorry, Mr Fawlty.
Basil walks past him back into the lobby.
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The hotel lobby. Polly is behind the desk sorting the mail. A
guest approaches the desk.

... Sorry, I forgot my key. (Gtves Polly the key and leaves.)
Oh, thanks. (the phone rings; she answers it) Hallo, Fawlty
Towers . ..yes...yes...no, this afternoon, that'd be
fine . . . no, it’s sixteen Elwood Avenue . . . sixteen, that’s
it. Thank you.

She rings off- Basil comes down the stairs carrying two
suitcases, followed by Sybil.

I’ll put these outside, shall I dear?

He goes out through main entrance. Sybil gives Polly a piece of
paper.

Polly, this is where we’ll be if you need us. There’s the
number. So if Mr Stubbs wants to know anything when
he comes, just ring, but don’t if you don’t have to, love,
it’s the first weekend we’ve had off since Audrey had her
hysterectomy.

Not to worry. I know what they’ve got to do. Oh, and
somebody called about a garden gnome.

Oh, yes.

Well, it’s in, and they’re going to deliver it this afternoon.
Oh, good. (10 herself) Golf shoes . . . (the Major comes in)
Good morning, Major.

Very well, thank you.

(to Polly) Now, does everyone know about dinner tonight?
I think so.

But you’ll be able to handle breakfast tomorrow, will you?
Oh yes, there’s just the ladies and the Major.

Now where are those shoes?

She makes for the drawing room (the door to which is in the
rear wall to the left of the main entrance). Manuel enters from
the dining room, practising English to himself.

One moment please. [ will het your vill. I will . . . hhhet
your vill.

Manuel . . . Get your bill.

I will het your bill?

Get, guh, guh.

Get! Guh, guh, guh!
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That’s it.
(trotting off) I will get your vill.

Sybil comes out of the drawing room with her golf shoes.
Oh, Manuel — put these in the cases, will you?

She gives Manuel the shoes and goes into the office. Manuel
looks at the shoes, confused. Basil comes back in.

Ah, now, Manuel! While we’re away . . .

(proudly) One moment please, I will get your bill! (ke bomws)
What?

I will get your bill. .S7?

What are you talking about?

Listen, please . . . Today . . . we have veef, beal or
sothahhhes!

What?!

Bang . . . hhhers.

Shut up.

Qué?

Shut up!

Oh, si, si — ‘Shut up’. Yes, I understand, yes.

Well, will you shut up, then?

S, si, [ shut up.

(very slowly) . . . While we’re away . . .

Shut up.

Shut up! ... While we’re away . . . gone . . . clean the
windows. (Manuel nods blankly) Ah . . . Look. ..
Quando nosotros somos . . . what’s ‘away’ in Spanish?
Qué?

‘Away’ . .. You know . .. ‘away’. Away!

O, s1, si. (starts to leave)

No, not you! Us! (catches him) Clean the windows!
(Manuel stares; Basil points to the dining room)

Green?

No, look - clean . . . the windows . . . (puts a handkerchief
in Manuel’s hand and circulates the latter)

(continuing the circular movement uncomprehendingly) Clean?
Go on, go on!! (ke picks Manuel up and carries him into the
dining room, past the Major . . .)

Morning, Fawlty.




The Builders 29

Basil Morning, Major. (. . . and deposits him in front of the
window)

Basil (demonstrating) The window! See . . . look — clean the
windows!

Manuel continues to do so. Basil turns to leave but Miss Tibbs
and Miss Gatshy have blocked his exit. They look playful.

Miss Tibbs Mr Fawlty.

Basil Ah, good morning, ladies.

Miss Tibbs Ursula and I think you’re a very naughty boy, don’t we,
Ursula?

Basil (to himself) Oh God . . . (with an attempt at charm) Oh
really?

Miss Tibbs Going away for the weekend and leaving us all alone.
Miss Gatsby Tch, tch, tch.

Basil Ah, yes.

Miss Tibbs Ah, but we know where you’re going — the cat’s out of the
bag.

Miss Gatsby (coyly) You and your wife!

Basil Well, it’s only Paignton.

Miss Tibbs (patting his arm) Aah! Well, have a lovely time. I’ll do you
good. You need to get away from things.

Basil Yes, well, we’re going together . . .
Miss Gatsby And don’t you worry about us.
Basil Oh! All right! Now . . . you know men are coming to do

some work here?

Miss Tibbs Oh, yes.

Basil So you have to go to Gleneagles for your din-dins
tonight? Yes? And Polly will be in charge if you need
anything.

Miss Tibbs Now, have a lovely weekend.

Miss Gatsby And don’t do anything we wouldn’t do.

Basil Just a little breathing, surely? (he manages to get away from
them) Well, I must buzz off now. (he goes into the lobby)

Miss Tibbs Buzz?

Miss Gatsby Yes, you know, Abitha . . . bubbity-bumble.

Miss Tibbs Oh, buzz, buzz, buzz. . .

In the lobby, Basil is going behind the reception desk when he
notices, lying on it, a drawing of Polly’s. She comes in from the
office as he stares at it.

Basil Polly, I've asked you please not to leave your strange
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drawings lying around . . . ’'m sorry, but what is this

supposed to be?

Polly Oh, it’s just a sketch. (she reaches for it)

Basil (keeping it away from her) But what is it, what are you
trying to do, this is a junk yard, isn’t it?

Polly Can I have it?

Basil Well, why’s it got a collar and tie underneath?

Polly It’s not finished.

Basil It’s very good . . . you know, old soup tins, broken-down

car, dustbins and mattresses and hoovers . . . and a nice
smart collar and tie underneath. I mean, what’s it

supposed to be?!

Polly It’s not important — can I have it back?

Basil (surrendering it grudgingly) It’s irritating. I mean, do you
ever sell any of those?

Polly I sell a few portraits now and again, thank you.

Basil Choh!

Polly (quietly) I haven’t much hope for this one.

Basil Would you give me the stapler, please. I mean, what is the
point of something like that?

Polly No point.

Basil No point?

Polly What’s the point in being alive?

Basil Beats me. We're stuck with it, I suppose. Will you give me
the stapler please.

Polly (grving him the date stamper) If you don’t go on at me.

Basil The stapler!

Polly Sorry. (gives him the stapler)

Basil What’s the matter with you?

Polly I didn’t get much sleep last night.

Basil We are leaving you in charge.
The telephone rings. Sybil bustles in from the office and
ansmwers it.

Polly I didn’t do it to spite you, I promise.

Basil Oh good! Well, you won’t feel so tired then, will you.

Sybil (to phone) Fawlty Towers . . . (fo Basil) Basil . . .

Basil Who is it?

Sybil (not pleased) It's Mr O’Reilly, Basil.

Basil (taking the phone) That’s odd. Must be about the garden

wall . .. Hallo. .. O’Reilly? Now look! When are you
coming to finish the wall? We are sick and tired of
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having that pile of bricks blocking . . . (seeing that Sybil and
Polly are now out of earshot) Now listen, I told you not to
call. You know my wife thinks Stubbs is doing the doors
... Well what time will they be here? . . . Right, four
o’clock . . . no, listen, if there are any problems get Polly
to call me, you understand? (hears Sybil coming back) So
next week’s definite, is it? Oh good, that’ll be nice, won’t
it — I mean, we’ve waited for that wall about as long as
Hadrian. No, Hadrian. The Emperor Hadrian . . . oh, it
doesn’t matter, I'll explain it next week. Goodbye. (rings
off grandly)

(unimpressed) You don’t believe all that, do you Basil?
We’ve been waiting four months, why should he do it
now?

Oh, I think he will this time, dear.

If you’d used Stubbs.. . .

We’d have had a huge bill.

Look! You get what you pay for. O’Reilly’s a cut-price
cock-up artist.

Oh, Sybil!

With Stubbs, we may pay a little more . . .

A little more?

Yes, a little. But he does a really professional job, and he
does it when he says he will. You’ll see. When’s he
coming?

Oh, about four o’clock, I think, dear.

And you're going to wear that jacket, are you?

Yes I am, thank you, dear, yes.

You just haven’t a clue, have you.

You wouldn’t understand, dear — it’s called ‘style’.
(spotting her friends’ car drawing up) Yoo hoo!! They’re
here, Basil.

Oh, how fabulous!

Do try and be agreeable this weekend, Basil. Now have |
got everything?

(pianissimo) Handbag, knuckle-dusters, flick-knife . . .
Come on, Basil, don’t hang about. (ske goes out)

P’m just coming, dear! . . . Quick, Polly! . ..

(coming out of the office) Yes?

Now Polly, the men will be here at four o’clock. You
know what they’re doing?

Well, they’re putting a door through to the kitchen
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(indicating the right-hand wall beyond the dining room).

Basil At the bottom of the stairs. And . . . ?

Poliy ...And...?

Basil And blocking the drawing-room door.

Polly . . . Blocking it?

Basil Yes, blocking it off, girl! So we can get a bit of privacy

away from the plebs. Don’t you take anything in? Where’s
my cap? (he is wearing it)

Polly Isonyour. ..

Basil (casually) Oh, and one other thing. They won’t be
Stubbs’s, they’ll be O’Reilly’s. Where is that cap? (he
prowls off looking for it)

Polly What? . . . O'Reilly?

Basil Yes, yes!

Polly Does Mrs Fawlty know?

Basil I don’t know, probably not. I wouldn’t mention it though,
they don’t quite hit it off.

Polly But. ..

Basil I had to change it. Stubbs has got a virus or something.

Polly . . . She said you were never to use him again. I don’t
want to be responsible . . .

Basil He’s sending his best men, all you’ve got to do is take a

quick look when they’ve finished. Any problems, call me.
Right — have a nice weekend.

Polly If she asks me, I’ll tell her.

Basil Oh, thank you, thank you Polly, so much. Yes, I’ve always
been a great admirer of loyalty.

Basil exits. Manuel enters: he remembers something, rushes to
the desk where he left the golf shoes.

Manuel I forget.

Polly Oh, it doesn’t matter, Manuel . . . de nada.
Manuel (seeing the drawing) Oh! Is Mr Fawlty!
Polly Shh! Windows, por favor!

Manuel scampers off.

In the lobby, later that day. Manuel is posing for Polly.

Manuel Oh, Polly, finish, I tired.

Polly Oh, that’s wonderful, Manuel — just hold it a second.
Manuel Qué?

Polly Quiero ascender para dormi.
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No, no - you must speak me English. Is good. I learn.
I want to go upstairs in a moment.

Qué?

(pointing) 1 . . . go upstairs . . .

Si. Is easy.

For a little sleep.

Is difficult.

For siesta.

Siesta . . . little sleep?

Yes.

Same in Spanish.

When O’Reilly’s men come, you must wake me.
When Orrible men . . . ? (looks alarmed)

Now Manuel, listen. When men come here . . . Sefior
O'Reilly. ..

When men come.. . .

You come upstairs and wake me up . . . despierteme.
Ah! When men come, 1. . . vendre arriba para despertartle
en su cuarto.

Antes que ellos comienzan a trabajar aqui, si?

Comprendo, comprendo.

Finished!

She finishes the sketch and disappears upstairs. Manuel relaxes
Sfrom his pose. He goes behind the reception desk and enjoys his
new responsibility. He rings the desk bell in an imperious
manner.

Manuel! (picks up the phone, although it has not rung)
Manuel Towers. How are you. Is nice today. Goodbye.
(rings off as he sees Bennion the delivery man arriving,
complete with a rather large garden gnome) Ah! Hallo. Good
day! How are you?

(referring to delivery note) Number sixteen?

(consulting the register) Si, si, sixteen. But no eat.

What?

Sixteen is free. But not possible . . . (mimes eating)
(indicating the hotel generally) Is this . . . number sixteen?
No no, this . . . lobby. Sixteen upstairs, on right.

Who's in charge here?

No, no, charge later. After sleep.

Where’s the boss?

Boss is, er . .. Oh! I boss!
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No no, where’s the real boss?

Qué?
The. . . . the generalissimo.
In Madrid.

Look, just sign this, will you?

(signing the note) Si, si . . . er . . . sixteen?

What?

You want room sixteen.

No, [ don’t want a room, mate, I'm just leaving him,
right? (points at the gnome and walks out)

You want room sixteen . . . for him?

(as he leaves) Yeah, with a bath, you dago twit.

(calling afier him) Youmad! You . ..mad ... You pay for
room first . . . He crazy! (he picks up the gnome) Room
sixteen . . . No pay, no room sixteen.

He puts the gnome out of sight behind the desk. The phone
rings; as he goes to answer it O 'Reilly’s men — Lurphy, Jones,
and Kerr — enter.

(to phone) Hallo, Fawlty Towers. How are you, is nice day
... No, he not here . . . No, no, he not here, very very
sorry, goodbye. (vings off; to the men) Hallo, men.
Good day, now. (ke is Irish)

You are men?

(dangerously) You what?

... You are men’

(threateningly) Are you trying to be funny?

What. ..?

I'said, ‘Are you trying to be funny?’

(restraining him) Not here, Spud, not here.

But, you are men with Orelly?

... What?

You are Orelly men?

(menacingly) What does that mean’?

You Orelly.

You watch it!

... Where Orelly?

What’s he going on about?

He means O’Reilly.

(understanding at last) Oh yes, that’s right, yes — we are
Orelly men. (to his companions) Thick as a plank.
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You wait here, please, 1 go . . . (indicates upstairs; the phone
rings; he answers it) You wait too, please.

He puts the phone down, hurries upstairs and knocks on the
door of Polly’s room. There is no response; he knocks again. He
opens the door quietly and looks inside. Polly is on the bed, fast
asleep.

(whispering) Polly . . . Polly. ..

But she is in avery deep sleep so he decides to take care of things
himself. Back in the lobby, the men are looking around. The
phone is ringing; Manuel rushes down the stairs and answers
it.

Hallo, Fawlty Towers, how are you, is nice day . . . oh,
you again! No, I say he is not here, very very sorry,
goodbye. (rings off) Choh! Choh!

The men are consulting the plan.

You men know what to do?

Oh, I think so. This is the dining room?

(nods) . . . You are certain you know?

It looks pretty straightforward. We’ve just got to block
this one off.

The phone rings again. Manuel answers it.

Yes, yes, yes . . . Is you again! Listen! He not here! How
many times? Where are your ears?! You great big. . .
hhhalf wit, I tell you, he not here! Listen! (%e holds the
recetver out so that the caller may register the lack of Basilic
noises) Now you understand? . . . (sudden comprehension
and horror) Oh, Mr Fawlty! [ very sorry!! I very sorry . . . is
you. . .yes, is me, Mr Fawlty . . . No, no, Polly is . . . she
very busy . . . Men? Yes, yes, the men are here . . . (fo men,
imperiously) You work, men . . . (to phone) Yes . . . Man
with beard? (o men) Please, which one is man with beard?

Lurphy, wha is the only bearded one, thinks this over for a bit
and then indicates himself.

(tophone) . . . Yes...hid...o0...angtang...tag. ..
tang. . .si...one moment, please. (puts the receiver on the
desk and addresses Lurphy) You are a hid . . . eous.. . .
orang . . . tang. (he bows; Lurphy hits him)
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much. (dialling tone is heard)

The next morning; it is a lovely day. Outside the hotel birds are
singing; moles frolic; weasels dance the hornpipe. Polly is still
fast asleep in her room. Outside, Basil’s car draws up. He leaps
out and runs up the steps. He strides into the lobby.

Polly!

He goes to the wall by the stairs where the new door to the
kitchen should be . . . it isn’t. He looks round to the door to the
drawing room to see if it is blocked off. It isn’t.

Polly! Polly!!

He opens the new door at the foot of the stairs and is halfway
up the flight when he registers that this is wrong. He comes back
and examines the door with mounting fury.

... Polly!! Polly!!! . . . Manuel!!!

He makes for the dining-room door . . . but there is now a
blank wall there. Polly has just opened the stairs door and sees
his apoplectic reaction. She tries to close the door quietly but he
has seen her.

What have you done with my hotel?! Polly!! . . . What
have you done to my hotel?
What?

He grabs her by the ear and shows her the stairs door.

Look!

Oh, it’s nice. I like it there. (he leads her, lobe first, to the late
dining-room door) Ow! You’re hurting me. (she escapes the
ear-lock)

What have you done with my dining-room door? Where
is it?

I don’t know.

Why don’t you know? I left you in charge.

Oh...Ifell asleep.

You fell asleep!!

It’s not my fault.

You fell asleep, and it’s not your fault!!?

He forgot to wake me.
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Who forgot to wake you?

... Itis my fault.

Manuel!!! I knew it!

Don’t blame him.

Why not?

It wasn’t really his fault.

Well, whose fault is it then, you cloth-eared bint — Denis
Compton’s?!!!

Well, you hired O’Reilly, didn’t you?

A pause; Basil’s eyes go oddly glazed.

We all warned you . . . who else would do something like
this?

... I beg your pardon?

You hired O'Reilly . . .

...Oh! Oh,Isee!...It’s my fault, is it? . . . Oh, of
course, there [ was, thinking it was your fault because you
had been left in charge, or Manuel’s fault for not waking
you, and all the time it was my fault! Oh, it’s so obvious
now, I've seen the light. Ah well, if it’s my fault, I must be
punished then, mustn’t I? (slaps his bottom) You’re a
naughty boy, Fawlty! Don’t do it again! (ke catches himself
a real cracker across the head, staggers, and straightens up) . . .
What am I going to do? She’ll be back at lunch time!
Now wait. . .

I’'m a dead man, do you realize!

(soothingly) Easy! . . .

You're dead too. We're all dead!! (ke is quivering violently)
Don’t panic.

What else is there to do? (starts crying)

We'll call O’Reilly — he made this mess, he can clear it
up! (Basil has not taken this in; she shakes him) Oh, just pull
yourself together. (shakes him again) Come on! Come on!

But he is worse. She pauses, takes a step back, then slaps his
face. He goes to hit her back, then realizes it has done him some
good.

... Again! (she slaps him, rather deferentially) . . . Harder!!
(she slaps him really hard) Right! ll call O’Reilly. (runs
behind the reception desk and falls over something) What is
this? (lifts up the gnome) I mean, what is going on here?
Your wife ordered it. Call O’Reilly.
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That golfing puff-adder . . . (he places the gnome on the desk
and starts strangling it)

(banging the phone) Call O’Reilly!!!

What?

Shall I call him?

(releasing the gnome) No, 'll do it, I'll call him . . . (dialling)
You go and see if the roof’s still on . . . (Polly is drawing
him) . . . What are you doing?

Stay there!

You can’t do that now!

Hold it, hold it.

Go and see if they’ve started breakfast! . . . Now!!

Polly completes her lightning portrait and hurries
off.

(to phone, silkily) Hallo, Mr O’Reilly, and how are you this
morning? . . . Oh good, good, no rare diseases or
anything? . . . Oh, I do beg your pardon, Basil Fawlty, you
remember, the poor sod you do jobs for . . . Well now,
how are things your end . . . Oh, good. Good, good, good.
Well now, how would you like to hear about things my
end? . .. Oh well, up to your usual standard I think I
could say, a few holes in the wall, the odd door missing,
but nothing you couldn’t be sued for.

(trotting in) Good morning.

(to Manuel) . . . 1 beg your pardon?

Good morning!

(to the phone) One moment please. (walks round desk to
Manuel) Did you say ‘Good morning’?

57!

I see. Well, what are you going to do now, then?

Qué?

What...you...do...now?

I serve breakfast.

Ah! Let’s see you, then.

Manuel looks for the dining-room door, without success.

Where is door?

Ah ha!

Door is gone. (points to wall) Door was here.

Where? (picks Manuel up and slams his head against the wall
in three different places) Here? . . . or here? . . . or here?
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Manuel droops. The Major enters and strolls up to them.

Morning, Fawlty.

Good morning, Major. I’m so sorry, I'm afraid the
dining-room door seems to have disappeared. (knees
Manuel in the back)

Oh yes, so it has. It used to be there.

Yes, well, I was silly enough to leave the hotel for a few
minutes.

Well, these things happen, you know. Now, [ wonder
where it’s got to? Don’t worry — it’s bound to turn up . . .
Er, have the newspapers arrived yet?

No, not yet, no, Major. Manuel! — would you please show
the Major how to get into the dining room via the

kitchen?

... Is difficult.

Major, will you please show Manuel how to get into the
dining room via the kitchen?

Oh, yes, yes, of course . . . come here, come on . . . what's
your name . . . Manuel. (ke leads Manuel off)

(back on the phone) . . . Now look here, O’Reilly, I want my
dining-room door put back in and the other one taken out
by one o’clock, you understand? . . . No, no, [ don’t want
a debate about it. If you’re not here in twenty minutes
with my door, I shall come over and insert a large garden
gnome in you. Good day. (rings off with panache)

In the lobby, one hour later. O’Reilly is nearly at work on the
dining-room door.

Well, I'm sorry, Mr Fawlty, but my men won’t work on a
Sunday and that’s the way it is. There’s nothing I can do
about it.

Well, how long’s it going to take you?

I’'m working as fast as I can.

Well, it had better be fast enough. I mean, she is back in
four hours!

(coming through the main entrance with tea and biscuits) Tea
up!

What?!

Brewed a cuppa for him, guv.

Lovely!

He hasn’t got time to drink that now!
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Biscuits?

Oh, these look good.

Give them to me. (ke confiscates the biscuits) Now, will you
get on with it! ’

Look, look — this lot here (pointing to the dining-room
door . . .) an hour and a half. That one (pointing to the
stairs) — easy. Lick of paint all round, one hour. What’s
the time now?

Ten to nine.

All right. Ten to nine and two and a halfhours s . . .

is . . . plenty of time. Give us a biscuit.

No. You can have one when you’ve done that door. Polly,
take them away. (t0 O Reilly, confiscating the cup of tea) You
can have that when you’ve finished the door, too.

Polly exits with the tea and biscuits.

The trouble with you, Mr Fawilty, is that you worry too
much. You keep it up like this, you’ll have a stroke before
you're fifty. Stone dead you’ll be.

Suits me.

Oh! That’s a dreadful thing to say.

Not at all. Get a bit of peace.

Don’t be so morbid. The Good Lord made the world so
that we could all enjoy ourselves.

Look, my wife enjoys herself. I worry.

Well, let me tell you, if the Lord had meant us to worry,
he would have given us things to worry about.

He has! My wife!! She will be back here in four hours
and she can kill a man at ten paces with one blow of her
tongue. How am I supposed not to worry?

(calmly) Just remember, Mr Fawlty, there’s always
somebody worse off than yourself.

Is there? Well I’d like to meet him. I could do with a
laugh.

Youw’ll have to worry for the both of us. I tell you, if the
Good Lord . . .

Is mentioned once more, I shall move you closer to him.
Now, please . ..

(running in) Mr Fawlty! . . . She’s here!

What?

She’s here!

Oh God.
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Goes to main entrance and sees Sybil. She gets out of the car,
sees O'Reilly’s van, and strides furiously towards the entrance.
Basil runs back into the lobby.

Quick — hide!! Hide!! I’ll try and get rid of her! Hide!!
Where?
(pointing towards the bar) In there!

O Reilly runs into the bar.

Mr Fawlty!

P’ll try and stall her . . . God help me! (e strides into the
forecours) Hallo, Sybil!

(coldly) Hallo, Basil.

Well, you finished your golf early!

We haven’t started yet, Basil.

Where are you going, dear?

Up these steps.

Oh, don’t do that! — it’s such a lovely day. Let’s go for a
walk. We haven’t done that for years. (she pushes past him)
Oh, Sybil, I nearly forgot! You’re not going to believe
this. (he manages to get into the lobby ahead of her) Let me
show you! (gestures dramatically at the construction fiasco)
There! . . . Look at that! That’s Stubbs for you. Mind
you, I warned you! But still . . . a reputable builder like
that! Choh! Tch, tch, tch.

.. . Stubbs?

Wicked. Tch!

Where’s O’Reilly, Basil?

(to himself) Criminal! . . . (0 Sybi)) Hmmm?

Where’s O’Reilly?

... OReilly?

Yes, O’Reilly.

Sybil, you never cease to amaze me. Just because of this
. . . you automatically assume that it has to be O’Reilly.
You just assume that I have been lying all along! I mean
... Why...OReilly?

Because his van’s outside.

Well, he’s here now! Of course he’s here now!! He’s
come to clear up this mess that your Stubbs has made.
That’s why his (with passion) VAN’S OUTSIDE!!! . . . on
a Sunday. That’s what I call service.

I agree.



42 The Complete Fawity Towers

Basil
Sybil

Basil
Sybil

Basil
Sybil

Basil

Sybil
Basil
Sybil
Basil

Sybil

Polly

Sybil

Basil’s voice

...Youdo?

Yes. But if Stubbs has made this mess then I think he
should come and clear it up.

Well, yes, but there’s no point now that O’Reilly’s here,
dear. We want it done straight away.

There’s no point in paying money to Mr O’Reilly when
Mr Stubbs would have to do it for free. I’ll call him now.
He won’t be there on a Sunday.

Well, then I’ll call him at home.

Basil is suddenly racked by a spasm of pain from his old war
wound.

Aaaaaaaagh! Oooh! Getting a bit of gyp from the old leg
this morning. Not to worry. Anyway, I've called him at
home and he’s not there.

When did you call him?

Oh. .. first thing. Before I called O’Reilly.

Wasn’t that rather early? For a Sunday?

And I called him five minutes ago, just before you

came in. There’s nobody there. Aaagh! (ke flexes his

leg; the telephone rings; he answers it) Yes, hallo, Fawlty
Towers, yes!? ... Who? . . . Er, yes, I think you’d better
have a word with my wife. (offers her the receiver;
matter-of-factly) Ummm . . . somebody from Mr Stubbs’s,
dear.

(looks dubious but takes the phone) Hallo, Sybil Fawlty? Oh
yes . .. well, it is a complete mess. Well, could you come
over straight away and put it right? . . . (fo Basil) Would
you like to deal with this, Basil?

She gives him the phone, smiles sweetly, and goes into the
drawing room . . . where Polly, pinching her nose to disguise
her voice, is providing the other end of the phone call.

So you see we couldn’t possibly manage it for at least
three weeks . . . so if you want it done straight away, you’d
better try someone like . . . oh, what’s his name?

O’Reilly?

Polly winces and puts her tail between her legs. Sybil takes the
phone.

(over phone) Bravo, Polly. Well done, girl! But listen —
where are you speaking from?
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She’s in here with me, Basil. (she replaces the receiver)
Mrs Fawlty, it’s partly my fault.

No itisn’t.

Well, I should have told you.

They go back into the lobby. Basil is shouting on the telephone.

Is that somebody there trying to pretend that they’re from
Mr Stubbs’s Company?!! . . . What sort of game do you
think you’re playing?!! I mean, really!! (slams phone down;
to Sybil) Would you believe what some of these people
will do, Sybil?

I am going to make you regret this for the rest of your life,
Basil.

Well, fair enough, I suppose. But I think Stubbs is partly
to blame . . .

(screaming) BASILI!!

... Yes, dear?

Don’t you dare!!! Don’t you dare give me any more of
those . . . pathetic lies!!

Oh! Right.

What do you take me for? Did you really think that I
would believe this shambles was the work of professional
builders, people who do it for a living?

.. . No, not really, no.

Why did I trust you, Basil?! Why did I let you make the
arrangements?! I could have seen what was going to
happen. Why did I do it?

.. . Well, we all make mistakes, dear.

(slapping him hard) I am sick to death of you!!! You never
learn, do you?! You never, ever, learn!!! We’ve used
O’Reilly three times this year, and each time it’s been a
fiasco!! That wall out there is still not done!! You got
him to change a washer in November and we didn’t have
any running water for two weeks!!

(reasonably) Well, he’s not really a plumber, dear.

Well, why did you hire him?! . . . Because he’s cheap!
Oh, I wouldn’t call him cheap, Sybil.

Well, what would you call him, then?

Well. . .cheap...ish...

And the reason he’s ‘cheap-ish’ is he’s no bloody good!!
(kicks Basil’s shin)
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(hopping about) Oh, Sybil, you do exaggerate. I mean, he’s
not brilliant . . .

Not brilliant!?!?!? He belongs in a zoo!!! (kicks his other shin)
(in some discomfort) Sybil, you never give anyone the

benefit of the doubt.

O ‘Reilly, refreshed by a quick drink in the bar, emerges into the
lobby.

He’s shoddy, he doesn’t care, he’s a liar, he’s
incompetent, he’s lazy, he’s nothing but a half-witted
thick Irish joke!!!

Hallo, O’Reilly . . . How funny! We were just talking
about you . . . and then we got on to another Irish builder
we used to know — Oh, God, he was awful!

I was talking about you, Mr O’Reilly.

... Were you, dear? I thought you were . . . (he puts his
hand on Sybil’s arm to calm her; she slaps it amway)

(turning on his gentle Irish charm) Now, come, come, Mrs
Fawlty . . .

(walking over to him) I'm coming.

(winningly) Oh dear me, what have I done now?
(pointing to his work) That and that.

Not to worry. I’m putting it right.

... Not to worry?

You'’ve heard of the genius of the lamp, Mrs Fawlty?
Well, that’s me.

. . . You think I’m joking, don’t you?

(more to himself than to O’Reilly) Oh, don’t smile.

. . . Why are you smiling, Mr O’Reilly?

Well, to be perfectly honest, Mrs Fawlty, I like a woman
with spirit.

Oh, do you? Is that what you like?

1do, I do.

Oh, good. (she picks up a golfing umbrella)

Now, Sybil! That’s enough.

She hits him with it, steps up to the now apprehensive
O’Reilly, and whacks him. He steps back.

Come on, then — give us a smile.

She wallops him. He collapses under a flurry of blows, emitting
a charming gentle Irish cry of distress. She lowers the umbrella
and stands over him.
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O’Reilly, I have seen more intelligent creatures than you
lying on their backs at the bottoms of ponds. I have seen
better organized creatures than you running round
farmyards with their heads cut off. Now collect your
things and get out. I never want to see you or any of your
men in my hotel again. (starts dialling the phone) Now if
you’ll excuse me, I have to speak to a professional
builder. (o phone) Hallo, Mr Stubbs? . . . It’s Sybil Fawlty
here. I’'m sorry to disturb you on a Sunday but we have a
problem here with a couple of doors we’d like you to take
care of. When do you think you could come round and
take a look at them? . . . tomorrow morning at nine
o’clock? That’d be fine. See you then. Thank you very
much. Goodbye. (rings off; to Basil, who protectively gets
another twinge from his war wound) Well, I think I shall go
over to Audrey’s now, and I shan’t be back till the
morning. (she picks up her golf shoes, then sees the gnome) Oh,
Basil?

Yes, dear?

What is that doing here?

It’s a garden gnome, dear . . . isn’t it nice?

Well, don’t you think it would be better in the garden?
Yes, dear. Good idea! :

No, no, Basil . . . put him back. On second thoughts, I
think I'll leave him in charge. ’'m sure he’s cheap, and
he’s certainly better at it than you are. (she turns on her heel
and exits)

(calling after her) Have a nice day, dear! Don’t drive over
any mines or anything. (to himself) Toxic midget. (turns to
see O'Reilly leaving) . . . Where are you going, O’Reilly?
Well, I...

Would you please take your tools back and continue with
the work?

Well, in view of what Mrs Fawlty was saying, |

thought . . .

You're not going to take any of that seriously, are you?
Well, I thought I might.

You thought you might?!! What sort of man are you,
O’Reilly? . . . Are you going to let her speak to us like
that?

Well, she did, Mr Fawlty.

No, she didn’t. She thinks she did, but we’ll show her.
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We’re not just going to put this door back and take that
one out, we’re going to close that one off and put that one
through as well. We’re going to do the best day’s work
you’ve ever done, O’Reilly.

O'Retlly’s enthusiasm is undermhelming.

The next morning. The lobby has been totally renovated. The
dining-room door has been restored; the door across the stairs
has gone; a new door has been created, leading to the kitchen;
and the door to the drawing room has been blocked off.
Everything has been made good and painted. Manuel is
standing by the main door, looking outside.

Manuel! Any sign?
Qué? No, no.
(coming down the stairs) Morning, Fawlty.
Morning, Major. Papers are here.
Ah, good.
Notice anything new, Major?
Another car strike!
.. Never mind.
(polishing the dining-room door) Good morning, Major.
Good morning, er . . . (looks closely at her)
.. Never mind.
O, right. (noticing the door) Ah, you found it! I knew you
would. (to Polly) He lost it, you know. (goes into dining
room)
Mr Fawlty — she come! She come now!

Quick!

He puts his cassette recorder on the desk, playing ‘The Dance of
the Sugar Plum Fairy’. He disappears into the kitchen,
Manuel and Polly into the dining room. Sybil strides in, turns
off the cassette, then notices the new work. . . She looks closely
at the dining-room door.

(popping momentarily out of the kitchen) Morning, dear!

She turns, but he has gone. She goes to the kitchen door and
looks in; he pops playfully out of the dining-room door.

Did you have a pleasant evening, dear? (sees Mr Stubbs
arriving) Ah, Mr Stubbs! My wife’s just there. (ke
disappears into the office)
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Stubbs Good morning, Mrs Fawlty.

Sybil (embarrassed) Oh, Mr Stubbs, this is most awkward . . .
I’m afraid I have to apologize. My husband has put me in
a rather embarrassing situation . . . once again. [ was
going to ask you to do some work here . . .

Stubbs ... Yes?

Sybil But I was away last night and when I came back just now
... well, it appears to have been done . . .

Basil (coming in from the office) Everything all right, dear?

Stubbs Oh, I see.

Sybil I mean, it’ll probably all fall down by lunch time . . .

Basil Oh, do you think so, dear? Well, let’s ask a real expert!

Do you think it’ll all fall down by lunch, Mr Stubbs?
Stubbs No,no...

Basil No, Mr Stubbs wouldn’t agree with you on that one,
dear.

Stubbs (peering) . . . It’s a very good job.

Basil Oh, did you hear that, dear? . . . A very good job.

Sybil Hmmmm?

Basil Oh, none of us like to be wrong, dear. I certainly don’t. (70

Stubbs) And then we knocked this door here through, and
closed this one off.

Stubbs (at kitchen door) What did you use, an RS]J?

Basil No, four by two. (to Sybil) Not bad, eh, dear? And not
expensive.

Stubbs No, I mean for the lintel. Did you use an RSJ? . . . you
know, an iron girder? Or did you use a concrete lintel?

Basil ... No, a wooden one.

Stubbs But that’s a supporting wall!

Sybil What?!

Basil Quite. Well thanks very much for coming over this
morning . . .

Sybil Just a minute — you mean that isn’t strong enough?

Stubbs That’s a supporting wall, Mrs Fawlty. It could give way
any moment.

Sybil Any moment?

Stubbs Yes, God help the floors above! (closes the kitchen door) |
Look, keep this door shut until I can get a screwjack to 1
prop it up, before the bloody lot comesin . .. I don’t
know, cowboys . . . (hurries to the phone)

Sybil Basil! (Basil has gone; she goes to the main entrance) Basil!!! |
Where are you going?!!!












The hotel bar. It is about six o’clock in the evening. Sybil is
sitting at the bar, deep in conversation with a customer — a
conversation which is punctuated by her familiar laugh. Basil
approaches the Major’s table.

The Major By jove, it’s warm tonight, isn’t it, Fawlty?

Basil It certainly is, Major, yes.
The Major Very warm, phew!
Basil Oh! Can I get you another drink?

The Major What?. .. Oh, well, why not indeed. What a nice idea.
At the bar, Sybil laughs.

Basil Always reminds me of somebody machine-gunning a
seal.

The Major The heat?

Basil .. . No, no, my wife’s laugh.

The Major Ah, yes.

Mrs Peignoir enters; she is attractive, slightly flirtatious, and a
person of the French persuasion.

Basil (with much charm) Ah, good evening, Mrs Peignoir.

Mrs Peignoir Good evening. Thank you for your map, it was so useful.
I had no idea how charming Torquay was.

Basil Enchanté. May I ask — did you find anything of interest?

Mrs Peignoir Mmm. A few pieces I liked very much, and one . . . oh! I
had to have it.

Basil Ah, formidable. I’'m so pleased. May I introduce — Major
Gowen, our longest standing resident — Mrs Peignoir.

Mrs Peignoir How do you do, Major?

The Major How do you do, Madam.

Basil Mrs Peignoir is an antique dealer. She’s down here for a
few days, sniffing around for dainty relics.

Sybil lets out a real cackle. Basil looks round in disgust.

Basil (to Mrs Peignoir) Please don’t alarm yourself. That’s only
my wife laughing. I’'m afraid her local finishing school
was bombed.

Mrs Peignoir Oh dear!

Basil No, no, not really, just a thought. Well now, what can I
get you?

Mrs Peignoir Do you have any Ricard?

Basil (blankly) I'm sorry?
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Mrs Peignoir Any Ricard.

Basil ... We’re just out of it, I think.
Mrs Peignoir A sherry, then.
Basil But of course. (smiling and bowing, he moves off)

The Major Tell me — are you by any chance — French at all?
Mrs Peignoir Yes,Iam.
The Major Good Lord!

Basil (at the bar, to Sybi]) Enjoying yourself, dear? . . . We
haven’t put any nuts in the bowl, have we?

Sybil Well, I haven’t. I don’t know about you.

Basil Well, I’ll do it then, shall I?

Sybil That would be the simplest solution, dear.

Basil (thinking of an even simpler solution) Where’s Manuel?

Sybil We’ve given him the evening off, dear, it’s his birthday.

Basil (to himself) Well, I mean, how old is he? Two and a half?

(another hearty laugh from Sybil and the customer) Excuse
me, there are no nuts here, Sybil.
Customer  No nuts!!! (he and Sybil laugh)

Sybil (t0 Basil) You'll find them in the kitchen.

Basil Oh, will I?

Sybil Well, if you can bear to tear yourself away from Mrs
Peignoir you will. (to customer) Do go on.

Basil (bringing the Major and Mrs Peignoir their drinks) Did you

ever see that film How To Murder Your Wife?

The Major How to murder your wife?

Basil Yes. Awfully good. I saw it six times. (goes off in search of
nuts; to Sybil) Very funny.

Imitating Sybil’s laugh, he meets Misses Tibbs and Gatshy in

the lobby.
Miss Tibbs Are you all right, Mr Fawlty?
Basil What? Yes, yes, thank you very much. Are you all right?
Miss Gatsby Yes.
Basil Good, good. Well, we’re all all right, then. (goes into the

kitchen, once more imitating Sybil’s laugh)

Miss Gatsby Must be the heat.

Miss Tibbs Yes, he is getting taller, isn’t he.

Miss Gatsby I don’t think he’s very well, dear — I think we ought to
take care of him . . .

They exit through the main door, passing Polly, who comes in
arm in arm with a young man, Richard.
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I think I left it somewhere . . . hang on. (goes behind the
reception desk, putting her sketch-pad on it) Ah, here it is.
(holds up a book) See you tonight.

They kiss across the desk. They are getting deeply into it when
Bastl enters.

Yes? (they spring apart, startled) A single for tonight, is it?
Er, no. Mr Fawlty, may I introduce Richard Turner?
(who is not too broad-minded) Sorry?

He’s a friend of mine.

Oh, you know each other, do you? Just passing through,
are you?

(giving Richard the book) There you go — see you tonight.
Oh, we’ve opened a library, have we? How nice! (Richard
leaves) Please don’t go on my account, Mr Turnip.

I’m sorry, Mr Fawlty.

Now look here, Polly . . .

We were just saying goodbye . . . no one was . . .

I mean, what sort of a place do you think this is, a
massage parlour? [ mean, we are running a nice,
respectable, high-class . . . I'm sorry, did I say something
funny?

(trying not to laugh) No, I was just looking . . .

No, no, obviously I've said something frightfully comic.
No, it’s just the heat.

Well, so long as I amuse the staff, | mean, that’s all I’'m
here for.

(taking the bowl of nuts) U1l just take these in, shall I?
(registering her T-shirt) And one other thing, Polly, 'm
afraid we’ve abandoned the idea of the topless afternoon
teas, so if you wouldn’t mind changing before you go in
where people might be trying to eat.

[ was just going to. (starts to leave)

(picking up her sketch pad) Polly, would you come back here
a moment, please?

(10 herself) ’'m on form tonight. (t0 Basil) Yes, Mr Fawlty?
I know these kind of drawings may be considered decent
at Art School, but will you please not leave them lying
around on display at reception.

I’ll put them away when I’ve got some clothes on.
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She leaves. Basil leafs through the drawings, which are
obviously permissive.

I mean, really . . . (shaking his head) Tch! (the phone rings;
he answers it) Hallo, Fawlty Titties? Yes, yes . . . oh, it’s
you, Audrey. Yes . . . oh, he’s left you again, has he? . . .
Oh, dear . . .oh dear. . . (he is not riveted) How sad . . .
hmmm. (ke invents a distraction) Ah, good evening, Major
— yes, I'll be with you in just one moment. (70 phone) Yes,
well, Pll ask her tocall .. . mmm. . .yes. .. well, keep
your pecker up. Bye. (rings off; to himself) Dreadful
woman.

He stoops behind the desk with some papers. Alan and Jean, an
attractive couple in their mid-twenties, come through the main
entrance. They are laughing, cuddling and giggling.

(giggles) Stop it, Alan!

Woof'! (seeing Basil) Hallo . . . we’ve booked a room.
Have you?

Yes. A double one. The nameis. . .

One moment, please. (looks deliberately for the register)
(quietly) That’s a nice suit.

What? . . . I thought you said something.

No.

FJean giggles.

(to her) Are you all right?

Yes, thank you. (Alan pinches her bottom and she squeaks)
Are we ready?

I think we are, yes!

... Well, may I have your name, please?

Yes, it’ser. . . Bruce.

Mr and Mrs Bruce.

That’s right.

(sexily) Is it a double bed?

I beg your pardon?

Has our room got a double bed?

A double bed?

Yes.

Well, we’ve only got one double bed . . .  mean, do you
want that?

Very much indeed, yes.
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Basil Tch! (sighs heavily) Well, I'll have to put you in twelve
then.

Alan All right.

Basil Tch! (gets the key, muttering) I mean, why didn’tyou.. . .
never mind, all right.. . .

Jean Has it got a breeze?

Basil Has it got a breeze?

Jean [s it airy?

Basil Well, there’s air in it.

Jean (pointing at letter rack) Oh, I think there’s a letter for me.

Basil What?

Jean There’s a letter for me. There.

Basil No there isn’t.

Jean Yes. Jean Wilson.

Basil (getting the letter) Jean Wilson. Is this you?

Alan laughs nervously. He and Jean have sensed that, unlike
most, Basil will be looking for trouble.

Basil (handing the letter gver) Now, what’s going on here? You're
not married, is thatit? . . . Well, I can’t give you a double
room, then.

Alan Oh, look . . .

Basil I’s against the law.

Alan What law?

Basil The law of England. Nothing to do with me.

Alan Nothing to do with you?!

Basil Nothing at all. I can give you two singles if you like . . .
um . . . (busies himself)

Alan Shall we go somewhere else?

Jean is unmilling to go somewhere else. She is leaning on the
reception desk, her elbows on some papers.

Basil Excuse me. (takes the papers away rudely)
Mrs Peignoir (entering and putting her key on the desk) Well there’s my
key, and now I'm off to paint the town red.

Basil (curtly) Thank you so much.

Mrs Peignoir (slightly surprised) Well . . . perhaps I'll see you later this
evening.

Basil Yes, my wife and [ will be up till quite late tonight. Thank

you. (puzsled, Mrs Peignoir leaves)
Alan (to Jean) I don’t believe a word of this. (to Basil) Excuse
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(intimately) Next to each other. :

Next to each other . . . Oh dear. We can’t do that. What a
shame . ..

(bustles in and takes an interest) Good evening.

Alan & Jean Good evening.
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Um...

A double, is it?

We’d like a double.

Two singles, dear. (pianissimissiamg) Not married.
What?

Nothing, dear. I’'m dealing with it, dear.

Well, seventeen and eighteen are free. (10 Alan and Jean)
You’d have to share a bath.

Nooooo! Oh, Audrey called — (quietly) I'll handle it — and
George has left her again.

Oh, no.

(to Alan and Jean) Now, we’ve got one on the first floor
and one right up at the top.

Shall I deal with this, Basil?

I’m dealing with it, dear.

No, dear, that’s all right . . . Now, you wanted two
singles?

I said I’d deal with it.

Do you mind sharing a bathroom?

Look, I was here first.

(cheerfully) Well it’s my turn now, then.

I fought in the Korean war, you know. I killed four
men. . . (he leaves huffily)

He was in the catering corps. He poisoned them.

Basil goes into the office, shuts the door to the lobby and listens
at it. There is a knock at the other door.

Yes? ... Whoisit?
(outside) Is Manuel.
What do you want?
Can I go now?

I thought you’d gone.
Qué?

I thought you’d gone.
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No, no, I turned it off.

What?

It was about so high . . .

No, [ said I thought. . . ke creduto que . . . oh, it doesn’t
matter.

Qué?

It doesn’t matter!

... Oh, you think I gone!

Yes.

No, no, I go now.

Wonderful.

What’ Is OK?

Is OK.

Thank you. (more knocking)

Yes?!

Before I go.

(opening the door) Yes, what is it?

Is my birthday.

Yes, [ know.

(beginning to read a prepared speech) I want to thank you for
your beautiful present (e is carrying a new umbrella) . . .
Oh, yes, right. . .

. .. and for your much kindness to me since I come
here.

Not at all, my pleasure.

Since coming here from Spain, leaving my mother . . .
Outside.

Qué?

Outside. (%e slams the door) Thank you. (returns to listen at
the door to the lobby)

(outside) Since coming here from Spain, leaving my
mother, my five brothers and four sisters.

(opening Manuel’s door again) Give it to me . . . thank you.
(he tears up the speech and shuts the door; Manuel hovers
outside; Sybil enters)

Can I have it, Basil?

What, dear?

I want that key.

I've only got the key to room twelve, dear.

That’s the one.

Now look here, Sybil . . .

BASIL!!
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Basil thrusts the key at her; she goes back into the lobby.

If you were my size . . .
Since coming . . .

Basil opens the door and hits Manuel. Manuel scurries into the
lobby.

Here we are, Manuel — number twelve please.

Si, si.

Basil . . . (she and Basil go off; arguing)

Manuel takes the bags upstairs. Alan and Jean follow; they
meet Polly at the foot of the stairs.

Jean!!

Hello, Poll!!

What are you doing here?

We couldn’t get in at the Bellevue.

Oh, no . . . Hello, Alan! (¢hey hug)

It'll be fun. My parents arrive tomorrow.
What, here? I warned you!

Yes, we’ve already met the famous Fawlty!
Ssh! ’'m not supposed to hob-nob. (ske motions them
upstairs and they follow)

Oh, I like your outfit.

Pll give you the pattern.

In the upstairs corridor, Manuel is holding their door open.

Are you going to be at Fiona’s wedding?

I can’t, but I’ll be at the reception, in my very own Jean
Wilson creation.

I want you to try it on later.

OK. How’s that gorgeous stepfather>

Oh, [ haven’t seen him for a month. He’s been in
Singapore.

Oh, blast! I forgot to get those batteries for my electric
razor. Is there anywhere still open, Poll?

Well, you might find a chemist.

Yes, well, I'd better take a look. Won’t be long.

He goes back downstairs. Manuel offers round the bedroom key.

Is Richard coming tonight?
Mmmm . . . we’ll be along about ten.
Great.
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They go into the room. Manuel shrugs and tosses the key in
afier them. Downstairs in the lobby, Alan approaches the desk
somewhat apprehenstvely as Basil is on duty . . .

Hello again.

... Well?

We managed to get it all sorted out with your wife.

Well, I wouldn’t know about that. Is there something you
want?

Yes, look, I know it’s a bit late but do you know if there’s a
chemist still open?

(drawing the wrong conclusion) I beg your pardon?

Do you know if there’s a chemist still open?

I suppose you think this is funny, do you?

Funny?

Ha ha ha.

No, I really want to know.

Oh do you, well I don’t. So far as I know all the chemists
are shut. You'll just have to wait till tomorrow. Sorry. Bit
of a blow, I imagine.

What?

Nothing, you heard. Is that all?

Well.. ..

Yes?

I don’t suppose you’ve got a couple of . . .

Now look!! Just don’t push your luck. I have a breaking
point, you know.

I only want some batteries.

(his imagination running riot) . . . I don’t believe it.

What?

Batteries, eh? Do you know something? You disgust me. I
know what people like you get up to and I think it’s
disgusting.

What are you talking about? They’re batteries for my
electric razor. I want to shave.

Oh yes?

Look! I haven’t shaved today. See? (shows Basil his stubbly
chin)

An electric razor, eh?

Right.

... Well, I was referring to that when I said it was
disgusting . . . It is of course disgusting that you haven’t




60 The Complete Fawlty Towers

Sybil

Basil
Sybil
Basil
Sybil
Basil

Sybil
Basil
Sybil
Basil
Sybil
Basil
Sybil
Basil

Sybil

Basil

shaved, but understandable. I mean sometimes I don’t
shave either and that’s disgusting too, so I shall have a
razor sent to your room straight away, thank you very
much, goodnight.

Alan looks bewildered. Basil goes into the office and buries his
face in his hands.

FEvening; the Fawltys’ bedroom. Basil and Sybil are in separate
beds, both reading. Sybil is also eating chocolates. She emits
three grating laughs at the contents of her magazine; Basil
winces. The phone rings; Sybil answers it.

Hello . . . Audrey! Any news? . . . Oh dear, he hasn’t. .
ooh! I know . . . He doesn’t deserve you, Audrey, really
he doesn’t. . . exactly . . .  know you have . . . (all this is
disturbing Basil’s concentration) L know . . . I know. ..ohlI
know . ..
Are you going to go on like that all night?
What was that, Audrey’ . . . oh I know. ..l know. ..
Well, why’s she telling you then?
I understand, dear, I really do.
Oh, I can’t stand it any more. I’ll go and clean the roof or
something. (gets out of bed; the front doorbell rings) Ah!
There’s the front doorbell. Somebody’s got back late.
(ignoring Basil completely) Yes . . .yes . . .
I expect they forgot to get their pass key.
...Oh, I know...
Somebody’d better go and let them in.

.. Yes!...
I'll go, then, shall I? (nods several times)
... Mmmmm. ..
Yes, I agree. Right. 1l go, then . . . (puts his dressing gown
on; the bell goes again) I mean, you know who that is, don’t
you. I mean, that’s your pair. The Karma Sutra set. Good
evening, welcome to Basil Fawlty Knocking Shops
Limited . . .
No, dear, it’s only Basil.

He storms out, slamming the door. He comes crossly down the
stairs into the lobby. The bell rings again.

I’'m coming! I’'m coming! (unlocks the door angrily) 1
suppose you know what time it is?
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(But it is Mrs Peignoir. She is slightly and delightfully tipsy.)
Mrs Peignoir Oh, Mr Fawlty, I'm so sorry.

Basil (immediately oozing charm) Oh, no, it’s only a quarter past
eleven.

Mrs Peignoir Oh, I got you out of your bed.

Basil Oh, not at all, I just had a few little jobs to do and . . .

Mrs Peignoir Oh, you're so kind.

Basil Oh, well . . .

Mrs Peignoir Oh, I had just a lovely evening!

Basil Did you? How very nice!

Mrs Peignoir I saw some friends I hadn’t seen for years and I had a
little bit too much to drink, I'm afraid.

Basil Oh, no, I mean, what’s life for if one can’t get a bit. . .
er...

Mrs Peignoir Blotto?

Basil Well, hardly blotto.

Mrs Peignoir Ah, Mr Fawlty, you’re so charming.

Basil Ah well, one does one’s best.

Mrs Peignoir [ hope Mrs Fawlty appreciates how lucky she is.

Basil Well, I think probably not, in fact.

Mrs Peignoir (dropping her purse) Oh!
Basil is at once on his knees to recover it.

Basil Oh please, allow me . . . sorry . . . I beg your pardon . . .
ah, there weare . ..

He collides with her, sinks to his hands and knees, and she
inadvertently sits on his back, giggling. At this moment Alan
and Jean come in. She gets up and collides with Alan.

Alan Sorry. ..

Basil (scrambling to his feet) Ah, there you are! Do come in.
Alan I’m awfully sorry, but we didn’t realize . . .

Basil (explaining loudly) No, it was quite extraordinary, the front

doorbell went just a moment or two ago and I thought to
myself, I expect that’ll be Alan and, er, and down I came
and lo and behold it’s not you at all, it was Mrs Peignoir —
have you met? — Alan and, er, this is Mrs Peignoir, she’s
an antique dealer you know, I mean, she deals in
antiques, she’s not frightfully old or anything, ha ha ha,
and so I let her in not ten seconds ago, hardly five, hardly
time to say good evening, in she comes, drops her things,
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just like that, so down I go and over she goes, ha ha ha,
and bless my soul there you are, golly, is that the time, my
goodness, I was thinking it was a quarter past ten, my
God, well, I'd better get to bed, I can’t stand around here
talking all night, got to get an early night, goodbye . . . |
Sorry . . . (disappears up the stairs)
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Alan (to Mrs Peignoir) Are you all right?

Mrs Peignoir (still laughing) Yes, I am. Goodnight.

Alan Jean, I'll just make that call.

Jean Don’t be too long. (she follows Mrs Peignoir upstairs)

In the Fawltys’ bedroom, Sybil is now off the phone, back into
her magazine and testing chocolates. Basil comes in, yawning

noisily.
Sybil ... Well?
Basil ... Hmmmmm?
Sybil Who was it?
Basil It was your, er. . . pair . . . Huh! Tch! Caw!

He gets back into bed. From outside the door:

Jean’s voice Good night.
Mrs Peignoir’s voice Bonne nuit.

Sybil grves Basil a withering look.

Basil Oh, and that. . . that woman. . .er?
Sybil Mrs Peignoir.
Basil Oh, something like that, yes . . .

Mrs Peignoir’s voice Dormez bien, Monsieur Fawlty.

An uncomfortable pause.

Basil How’s Audrey?
Sybil She’s in a terrible state.
Basil (absently) Ah, good, good.

There is a knock at the door. Basil tries to ignore it at first, but
Sybil is looking pointedly at him.

Basil (loudly) There’s someone at the door, Sybil.
Sybil Why are you shouting, Basil?
Basil Was [ shouting? Sorry, Sybil! (terally unnerved, he gets out

of bed and puts his dressing-gown on) Well, I'd better see
who that is, then, Sybil. I expect it’s some key who forgot
to get the guest for their door or some innocent
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explanation like that. Are you ready, Sybil?

(somewhat puzzled) ’'m ready, Basil.

Right. Well, I'll just see who that is, then, Sybil. Ready,
Sybil? (he apens the door about an inch; unable to see anyone,
he moves out into the corridor) Hallo?

Manuel, wearing a silly hat and some party streamers, and
obviously somewhat tipsy, jumps out from round the corner.

Olé! (Basil jumps violently and falls over) Oh, so sorry, Mr
Fawlty . . . poor Mr Fawlty! (stoops to help Basil up)

Basil, are you all right?

No, ’'m dying, but don’t get out of bed.

I hurt you, and you so wonderful, give me such beautiful
present. Thankyou. ..

You’re drunk, Manuel.

No, is beautiful, is my first one. Thank you, thank . . .
(Basil moans) Oh, Mr Fawlty, so sorry, please . . .

Alan comes round the corner of the corridor behind them and
sees Manuel and Basil grappling on the floor.

Mr Fawlty, I love you, I love you, you so kind, you so good
to me. I love you, I love you!

Alan hurries off, shaking his head.

Basil, I’m trying to read in here.
Since I came here from Spain, leaving my five mothers
and four aunties . . .

Basil’s hands reach up and attempt to strangle Manuel.

The dining room, the next morning. Basil approaches Mrs
Peignoir’s table.

Et maintenant — un peu de café?

Mrs Peignoir Ah, oui, s'tl vous plait. Café au lait.

Basil

Café what?

Mrs Peignoir Au lait.

Basil

Ah! Café. .. O/

Manuel, looking terrible, appears with two cups of coffee. He
sways to Alan and Jean’s table and deposits the coffee, spilling
some of it. He tries to mop it up but is overcome and helped back
to the kitchen by Polly. Basil brings Mrs Peignoir her coffee.
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Basil

There we are. Voila sommes nous. Café pour vous.

Mrs Peignoir ‘Vous’? Pas ‘pour toi’?

Basil

No, I’ll probably have one later.

Mrs Peignoir (laughs gaily) Oh, that’s very funny!’

Basil

Oh, good, good.

Mrs Peignoir Oh, Mr Fawlty, I forget — the window in my bedroom - I
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can’topenit...er...couldyou...?
Oh, certainly, I’ll pop up and fix it, certainly.

He walks away. Manuel appears carrying two plates of food.
The sight of them has a bad effect on him and he sinks to his
knees. Basil appears behind him and rescues the plates.

Thank you so much. (puts them on Alan and Jean’s table)
Manuel?

(on floor) Is terrible.

Manuel, would you go in the kitchen please.

Ican’t.

Manuel! Go to the kitchen immediately.

Oh, no, no, no.

Come on, Manuel.

No, no. . . please, I die here, please.

(to the guests) Sorry about this. He’s been working awfully
hard recently.

(coming up) Mr Fawlty, can I help?

I can manage this on my own, thank you, Polly. (ke tries to
pick Manuel up but falls on the floor with him)

(t0o Jean) He’s at it again.

Disgusting!

(still on floor) I beg your pardon?

Nothing!

I thought you said something.

No, no, no, carry on.

(carrying Manuel out; to guests) Get on with your meal!

In the lobby, two newcomers, Mr and Mrs Lloyd, are at the
reception desk. Sybil is dealing with them.

Thank you, Mr Lloyd. This is just for tonight, isn’t it?
That’s right.

Will you be taking lunch?

We won’t have time, I’'m afraid, we’ve got this wedding at
half pasttwo . . .

I wonder, could I make a call?
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Sybil Oh, please, use that phone.

MrLloyd  Would it be possible to have some sandwiches sent up to
our room?

Sybil Certainly. Here’s the key. I’ll have your bags brought up
in a moment.

MrLloyd  Thank you.

Mr Lloyd goes up the stairs. Mrs Llgyd starts dialling her
number.

Sybil (going into the kitchen) Would you like coffee with the
sandwiches?
Mrs Lloyd  Oh, yes please.

Sybil disappears. Alan and Jean come out of the dining room.

Jean Mum!

Mrs Lloyd  (kissing her) Hallo darling, hallo Alan.
Alan Hallo, Rachel.

Jean Where’s Philip? Did he have a good trip?

Mrs Lloyd  Marvellous. He’s upstairs. (20 phone) Oh, could I speak to
Mrs Brice, please?

Jean Pl see you in a moment. (she skips off upstairs)

Alan I’'m just going to finish my breakfast. (goes to dining room)

Mrs Lloyd  Right ho, love.

Basil comes out of the dining room with Sybil, who indicates

the cases.

Sybil There they are.

Basil Well, where’s the key?

Sybil He’s already taken it up, Basil.

Basil All right.

Mrs Lloyd  (to phone) Anne — it’s Rachel Lloyd here . . . how’s
everything?

Basil (to Mrs Llgyd) I'm going to take your cases upstairs.

Mrs Lloyd (20 phone) Yes,  know . . .

Basil sighs on hearing this familiar phrase and takes the cases
upstairs. In the Lloyds’ room, Jean is hugging Mr Lloyd.

Jean Darling, it’s beautiful . . . thank you.

She kisses him. Basil opens the door and sees this; he shuts it
again in horror and runs downstairs.

Basil Sybil! Sybill (he sees Mrs Lloyd in the lobby, and decides to
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protect her from the goings-on upstairs) Ah! . . . Hello!
Hallo.

It’s Mrs Lloyd, isn’t it?

That’s right. !

Ah, how do you do. Fawlty. Basil Fawlty. (shakes her
hand)

How do you do.

Oh, pretty well, really. Can’t complain, ha ha ha.

(not understanding all this) Good.

Well . . . hah! (indicates the kitchen door) We . . . er. .. had
this door knocked through recently . . . made rather a
good job of it, don’t you think?

Yes, yes, it’s very nice.

Oh yes, marvellous, it’s changed our lives, really. You
know, we used to have to do the hundred yards through
there and back again, but now we can just sort of open
it. .. (it is stuck) Oh dear, it’s not working as well as it
usually does, hahaha. .. (gpensiy) . .. and go right in,
just like that, it’s marvellous. It’s simple but effective.
Would you like to have a go, see the kitchen and . . .
Well, I’d love to one day, but I think just now I’d better be
getting upstairs. So I’ll see you later . . .

She makes to leave. Basil suddenly grabs his thigh.

Aaaaargh! . . . Oooooh!

Are you all right?

Bit of trouble with the old leg. I'd better just sit down in
here, just for a moment. (he backs into the kitchen; she
Jollows uncertainly) Bit of shrapnel. Korean War. Still in
there. Oh dear!

Can’t they get it out?

Too deep. Too deep. Aaaaagh! . . . Well, this is the
kitchen as you can see . . .

What . . .

The kitchen . . . Aagh! . .. Yes, we had it plastered about
five years ago . . . we’ve got a few cracks up there now . . .
(Mrs Lloyd notices Manuel’s feet sticking out of the laundry
basket) Oh, don’t worry about him, he’s just having a lie
down. He’s from Spain. Barcelona, you know. Sort of
siesta. But he’s fine. (opens the lid to demonstrate this;
Manuel groans, Basil closes the lid) It was his birthday
yesterday . . . so anyway, we got a few cracks up there but
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nothing serious . . . so, as I say, it’s not the Sistine
Chapel, but we’re very happy with it. (ke spots Jean crossing
the lobby and stands up)

Are you sure he’s all right?

What? Oh yes, he’s fine.

Manuel groans again.

But he’s groaning.
Is he, is he?
Can’tyou hear him?

More groans.

So he is. Listen, I've just remembered I left your cases
just outside your room by mistake — would you mind if 1
went and put them inside now . . . unless there’s anything
else you’d like to see?

No, but . . . (ske looks at Manuel)

Oh, don’t worry about him, my wife will deal with that.
Sybil! So if you’d like to . . . come along, come along.
(ushers her out of the kitchen)

In the Lloyds’ bedroom; there is a knock at the door.
Come in.

Polly comes in with a tray.

Your sandwiches, Mr Lloyd.
(realizing after a moment who it is) Polly!
Hello!

How are you?

Fantastic.

It’s great to see you.

You're still gorgeous.

They hug each other. Basil opens the door and sees this with
disbelief. He closes the door hurriedly and wonders how to
protect Mrs Llgyd.

Is anything the matter?

Mrs Lloyd . . . er. .. can I have a word with you?

You are.

(thinking furiously) Yes . . . there’s something that I need
to explain.

Well?
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(opening the door to another room) Could we go in here?
Oh, really, is it absolutely necessary?
I’m afraid it s.

Bewildered and thoroughly disconcerted, she follows Basil into
the room.

Mrs Lloyd, I'm so sorry . . . but this is a much nicer room
... than the one we’ve given you . . .

What. ..?

I was saying that I was sorry that this room is so much
nicer than yours . . . and I wanted to bring you in here
now and show it to you . . . and to apologize . . . in case
you found out about it later and got rather cross. Now,
the pointis...um. .. the pointis. . . if it turns out you
don’t like your room, then we could always move you in
here, but I don’t think it’s worth doing until you’ve
definitely decided that you don’t like that one as much as
this one, and then we can sort of sit down round a table,
discuss it, chew it over and . . . (he looks out to see Polly
leaving the Lloyds’ room) . . . and then it will be a piece of
cake. Bob’s your uncle. OK? Fine. (ushers her back to her
own room) . . . Oh, sorry, sorry. (he brings the cases into the
Llgyds’ room)

Oh, thank you, thank you very much. (to Ais wife) 1
wondered where you were, darling. (Basil gives him a look
of hatred and departs) Darling . . . darling — are you all
right?

But. . . this room is exactly the same as . . . thatone . . .

Outside in the corridor, Basil stands fuming. Meanwhile in
Alan’s room Jean is massaging the back of Alan’s neck while
Polly tries on one of Jean'’s dresses.

Jean, it’s absolutely smashing.

A bit tight over the bust.

Oh, I love it.

(reacting to the massage) Lower.

(to Polly) Are you sure?

Mmm. Can I pick it up tonight?

Lower . . . Oh, marvellous! That’s it! Ooh!

Polly takes the dress off and puts her own back on. In the
corridor, Basil can hear Alan’s voice as the massage proceeds.
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Oh, that’s amazing. That’s amazing! Aaaah! Beautiful!
Ooh! Oh baby, have you been taking lessons?
So, see you tonight.

She opens the door; Basil crouches out of sight as she comes out.

For ten quid that’s absolutely fantastic!

She makes off downstairs, still doing up the back of her dress.
Basil is quite horrified.

No, no, no, n0000000 . . . (he rushes down into the lobby,
where he meets Polly) Polly, I want to see you at reception
in one minute in your hat and coat.

Pm sorry?

I want to see you at reception in one minute in your hat
and coat.

Will they fit you?

Not. . .not. ..you! You! (he speeds into the office, where
Sybil is working) They’re going!

What?

They’re going!

He races off upstairs, knocks on the Lloyds’ door and opens it
abruptly.

P’m sorry, but you'll have to go. We made a mistake. All
these rooms are taken. (realizes that the room is empty)
Hallo?

The Lloyds, Alan and Jean are in Alan’s room.

She was sitting on him!
Five minutes later, I saw him lying on the floor
underneath the waiter!

The door opens; Basil looks in and stares at them.

...Ah, thereyouare . . . Yes, yes, | might have guessed,
mightn’t I? Yes, I see. Of course we’re a bit behind the
times down here in Torquay. Well, I'm sorry but you’ll
have to go. We made a mistake — all these rooms are
taken. ’'m so sorry. (he goes; then he comes back) Well,
actually, I’'m not sorry. I mean, you come here, just like
that, and well, well, to be perfectly blunt, you have a very
good time at our expense. | mean, I think you know what I
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mean. Hah! I mean, you have had a very, very good time,
haven’t you? Well, not here you don’t! Oh, no. Thank you
and goodnight!

He slams the door and races off; leaving the occupants
speechless. Downstairs, he storms into the office.

Well, that’s taken care of that!

Basil, what is going on? Why did you tell Polly to get her
hat and coat?

Because she’s going. Along with the Lloyds and that pair
you let in. I've never seen anything like it in my life! My
God!!

Basil, what are you on about? Why are they leaving?

Pl tell you exactly why they’re leaving. First of all, I go up
there and I find that girl in his arms, in Lloyd’s arms. Five
minutes later Polly’s in there!

What girl?

That girl!

She’s his daughter.

What?

She’s Mr Lloyd’s step-daugher. They’re all one family.

There is a long, long pause while the implications sink in.

Well, what about Polly?

She was at school with Jean. She’s known them all for
years.

For years, huh?

For years.

.. . What have I done?

What have you done?

I told them to leave.

You've told them to leave?

Well, how was I supposed to know? Why didn’t you tell
me, you half-wit? Why didn’t they tell me? You can’t
blame me for this!

(placidly) Go and tell them they can stay.

... Why don’t you go and tell them?

I didn’t tell them to go.

No, no, I suppose it’s all my fault, isn’t it?

(firmly) Go and tell them! . . . Now!

No, I won’t.

You will.
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No, no I won’t.

(standing up) Oh yes you will.

Oh yes I will. Right! That’s right — leave it to me! Let me
get you out of it. That’s what I'm good for, isn’t it? Basil
Fawlty Limited. Other people’s messes cleared up. By
appointment to my wife Sybil . . . I mean, what am I going
to say?!!

Tell them you made a mistake.

Oh, brilliant. Is that what made Britain great? ‘’'m so
sorry I made a mistake.” What have you got for a brain —
spongecake?

He hurtles out into the lobby. Polly is coming down the stairs in
her hat and coat.

Er...very nice. Very nice. Take them off| get back to
work. ‘I’'m so sorry I made a mistake.’

He hurtles past the dazed Polly, and rushes up the stairs too
preoccupied to notice Mr Lloyd coming down.

(to himself) 'm so sorry [ made a mistake.

Mr Lloyd looks oddly after him and starts back up the stairs. In
the upstairs corridor, Basil hurtles to a stop.

(to empty space) I’'m so sorry I made a mistake.

He knocks on Alan’s door and opens it. The occupants turn to
look at him.

I'm sorry . . . I'm so sorry, but my wife has made a
mistake, I don’t know how she did it, but she did, she’s
made a complete pudding of the whole thing as usual, it’ll
be perfectly all right for you to stay, I've sorted it all out,
I’m frightfully sorry but you know what women are like,
they’ve only got one brain between the lot of them, well
not all of them but some of them have, particularly my
wife, so please do stay and see you all later on, thank you
so much. (he spins round and sees Mr Lloyd; he is in no mood
Sfor shocks; he jumps and makes as if to hit Mr Lloyd for a split
second, then pulls back, bows, and says with difficulty) . . . 1
was just saying . . . please do stay . . . my wife made a
most dreadful mistake. (%e exits, bowing)

Yes, I think she probably did.
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The lobby. Late evening; it is quite dark outside. Basil is at the
desk. Major Gowen appears. |

The Major Evening, Fawlty. |

Basil Ah, evening, Major.
The Major  Papers arrived yet?
Basil Oh, yes. Sorry they’re so late. (hands one over) Didn’t get

here till five. I’ll have to have a word with them again.
The Major Where’s your lady wife this evening?
Basil Oh, she’s spending the night at Audrey’s. George has
walked out on her again so she’s in the usual state.
The Major  Still, I suppose it must have upset her a bit.

Basil Yes, but she makes such a song and dance about it.
The Major You don’t like Audrey very much, do you?
Basil Oh, dreadful woman, dreadful.

The Major Well, I think it’s very decent of your wife to go round
there and listen to all that rubbish.

Basil Couldn’t do without it, Major.

The Major She’s a fine woman, Mrs Fawlty.

Basil No, no, I wouldn’t say that.

The Major No, nor would I. Well, goodnight, Fawlty.
Basil Goodnight, Major.

The Major goes upstairs. Basil puts his recorder on; it plays
Chopin. Mrs Peignoir comes in through the main entrance.

Mrs Peignoir Ah, Mr Fawlty.

Basil Oh. Good evening. Sorry. (turns the recorder off)

Mrs Peignoir No, no, don’t switch it off. I love Chopin.

Basil Oh, really? Hah. There’s your key. (he switches the recorder
back on)

Mrs Peignoir A, it’s so romantic!

Basil Exactly.

Mrs Peignoir Are you romantic, Mr Fawlty?

Basil No, good God, no! (switches off the tape)

Mrs Peignoir Well, [ think you are. I think beneath that English
exterior throbs a passion that would make Lord Byron
look like a tobacconist.

Basil Oh, no. No way, no, sorry.

Mrs Peignoir Oh, don’tlook so bashful. [ won’t try and sit on you
again!

Basil Ah! Ha ha ha!

They begin to climb the stairs.
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Mrs Peignoir And where is your charming wife this evening?
Basil Oh, she’s er . . . spending the night with a friend.
Mrs Peignoir (naughtily) Oooh!

They are now in the upstairs corridor.

Basil Agirl. . . lady friend.
Mrs Peignoir While the cat’s away, eh?
Basil Oh, hardly, no. There’s too much to do. (ke glances at his

watch) Oh well, goodnight.
Mrs Peignoir Bonne nuit . . . oh! Mr Fawlty . . .
Basil ... Yes?
Mrs Peignoir Did you fix my window?
Basil Oh,er...no...damn.
Mrs Peignoir Ifyou could, please —it’s so hot tonight.
Basil (cautiously) Yes, yes. OK. Right.

They maove off upstairs. Afier a pause, Sybil comes in through
the main entrance. Upstairs in Mrs Peignoir’s bedroom, Basil
has lifted the sash window.

Basil There we are.

Mrs Peignoir Ah, you’re so strong.

Basil Well, ’'m sure you are too . . . if you put your mind to it.

Mrs Peignoir Your wife shouldn’t leave you alone with strange
women.

Basil Oh, I wouldn’t call you that strange.

Mrs Peignoir Oh, Mr Fawlty, you’re so charming.

Basil Oh, only a little. (he looks hard at his watch)

Mrs Peignoir O, feel that breeze, isn’t it wonderful?

Basil (backing out) It is nice, isn’t it.

Mrs Peignoir I shall sleep au naturelle tonight.

Basil Good idea!

Mrs Peignoir Only it’s not so much fun on your own . . .

Basil Oh well, one can always pretend. Agh! A twinge from the

old leg. Better go and lie down. Goodnight!
Mrs Peignoir Goodnight.
Basil Damned shrapnel.

He closes the door, leaving Mrs Peignoir giggling, and goes to
his bedroom, closing the door with a sigh of relief. Meanmwhile
in the lobby, Sybil switches off the light and makes for the
stairs; but a loud bump and moan come alarmingly from the
kitchen. Back in the Fawltys’ bedroom, Basil is pottering. There
is a knock at the door.
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Basil Er...whoisit’

Mrs Peignoir’s voice Oh, Mr Fawlty. |

Basil (opening the door a fraction) Oh, hello.

Mrs Peignoir [’'m so sorry, but I have to leave early tomorrow. Could I
have a call at seven o’clock, please?

Basil Oh, yes, marvellous, is that all, absolutely, seven o’clock.

Mrs Peignoir Please don’t go yet.

Basil What? (ke looks at his watch)

Mrs Peignoir I think you've forgotten something.

Basil Did I? Damn. Well, there you go.

Mrs Peignoir Your recorder. (gives it to him)

Basil ... Oh. Thank you.

Mrs Peignoir You left it in my room.

Basil .. . Oh, thank you so much.

Mrs Peignoir You left it in my room so you could come and get it,
didn’t you?

Basil Ha ha ha!

Mrs Peignoir (coquettishly) ’m not having you knocking on my door in
the middle of the night!

Basil (falsetto) Ha haha ha ha . . . I should coco!

Mrs Peignoir You naughty man! Goodnight.

Basil Goodnight. (he closes the door and locks it firmly)

In the lobby, Sybil is listening to the strange noises from the
kitchen. She hurries upstairs, and tries to open her bedroom
door, but it is locked. She knocks. Basil makes snoring noises.
She knocks again; he goes on snoring. She knocks again.

Basil (Oh, God!) Look, go to your room. I won’t ask you again.
Sybil (outside) Open the door.
Basil Listen, I can’t, my wife’s just got back unexpectedly.

She’s in the bathroom. (loudly, to an imaginary Sybil)
What, dear? I think you’ll find it on the second shelf,

Sybil darling.
Sybil Let me in, Basil.
Basil Look, you'll meet somebody else sooner or later. (ske

hammers on the door) Try to control yourself. Where do
you think you are? Paris?

Sybil Let me in!
Basil Shut up, will you, you silly great tart! Go away! My wife

will hear us. [
Sybil This is your wife.

i1
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Realisation dawns. There are no first-class explanations. He

opens the door.

Oh, what a terrible dream!

(her mind elsewhere) There’s a burglar downstairs.
George got back, did he?

There’s a burglar downstairs. Quick!

What?

A burglar!!! Quick!

Without bothering to put his trousers back on, Basil runs
downstairs to the darkened lobby, failing to recognize Manuel
as he comes out of the kitchen. Basil reaches into the kitchen for
a frying-pan, creeps up behind Manuel and clouts him on the
head with it. Manuel collapses face down. Basil sits astride him
and is about to clout him again when the back of Manuel’s
head seems familiar. He takes a closer look.

Manuel?

The lights go on; it is the Llgyds, Alan, and Jean. Faced with
the vision of Basil, in shirt and underpants, sitting across the

prone Manuel, Jean is amused, Alan bewildered, and Mrs
Lloyd slightly shocked.

.. . Goodnight.

She, Alan and Jean go upstairs. Mr Lloyd, slightly drunk,
surveys the scene.

We’ve been to a wedding!

He goes upstairs. Basil covers his face in his hand in
mortification, and then draws back the frying pan for a
revengeful clout . . .
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Morning at Fawlty Towers. In the gffice, Basil is reading a
newspaper. At the reception desk, Sybil is on the phone. She
laughs — machine-gun plus seal bark.

...l know. ..well, it all started with that electrician,
didn’tit. . . areal live wire he was, only one watt but
plenty of volts as they say . . .

She laughs again. The noise rattles Basil, who puts a cigarette
in his mouth and looks in vain for a match.

... Well, anything in trousers, yes . . . or out of them,
preferably. (she laughs) Yes . . .um.. . . no, just lighting up,
goon. ..l know, I'd heard that, with her mother in the
same room.

Basil comes out and takes the matches; she takes them back
Sfrom him and gives him just one. Basil is disgruntled but spots
a guest coming and slips smartly back into the office.

No, no, of course I won’t, go on. (the new arrival, Mr
Hutchison, stops at the desk; Sybil sees him) Basil!

(in the office) Yes, dear?

Ohno!...Who saw them? . . . Basil!

(trying to strike his match on the desk) Yes, dear?

Could you come and attend to a gentleman out here,
dear? (to phone) nineteen?

What, you mean out where you are, dear?

Well, the last one was only twenty-two . . . he was!
Actually, ’'m quite busy in here, dear . . . are you very
busy out there?

I’'m on the telephone, Basil. (o Mr Hutchison) My
husband will be with you in a moment.

Thank you.

So I'’ll stop work and come and help out there, shall I?
No, no, no, the Maltese one.

Well, I'm glad that’s settled, then. (comes to the reception
desk reluctantly)

No, no, dear, he was an Arab.

Darling, when you’ve finished, why don’t you have a nice
lie-down? (to Mr Hutchison) I’'m so sorry to have kept you
waiting, sir. I had no idea my wife was so busy.

Fear not, kind sir, it matters not one whit.

... I beg your pardon?
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(Toudly) It matters not one whit, time is not pressing on me
fortunately. Now some information please. This
afternoon I have to visit the town for sundry purposes
which would be of no interest to you-I am quite sure, but
nevertheless I shall require your aid in getting for me
some sort of transport, some hired vehicle, that is, to get
me to my first port of call.

Are you all right?

Oh, yes, I find the air here most invigorating.
Isee...Well, did I gather from your first announcement
that you want a taxi?

In a nutshell.

(turning away) Case more like. (he picks up a minicab card;
Sybil finishes her call and goes into the office)

At two o’clock, please.

(giving him the card) Well, there’s the number of the local
firm.

Please, please — could you get it for me, because I never
use the telephone if I can avoid it.

Why not?

The risk of infection . . . Now. [ have a rendezvous at five
o’clock at this address which I must reach from the Post
Office in Queen’s Square, so as the map is sadly
inadequate I would be very grateful if you could draw me
a diagram of the optimum route?

May I ask what’s wrong with the map?

It’s got curry on it.

... Look it’s perfectly simple, you go to the end of
Queen’s Parade, bear left . . . (Hutchison rudely waves the
pen and paper in Basil’s face) . . . Look, just listen.

No, I just want a diagram.

It really is very simple.

Well, I’d rather have the diagram if it doesn’t put you
out.

It does put me out.

Well, I’d like it all the same!

(who has come back from the office) Basilll!

(through clenched teeth) . . . Right. (he looks round for paper
and pen)

(brandishing his pen at Basil) Here we are, then.

We do have pens, thank you.

What?
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We have actually got pens in the hotel, thank you so much
. . . (looks around vainly) Somewhere . . . I mean, where
are the pens . . . ?  mean, would you believe it?

As Basil looks around, Mr Walt, a smoothish-looking
gentleman in his mid-forties, arrtves at the desk, Sybil starts
checking him in.

[ mean, there are no pens here! (to Mr Walt) I mean, this
is supposed to be a hotel.

Sybil is holding out a cardboard box which she has just picked
up from the desk. She shakes it. It rattles.

. . . Well, what are they doing in there?

[ put them there.

Why?

Just sign there, Mr Walt. Because you're always losing
them, Basil.

[ am not always losing them. People take them.

Well, they don’t take them from me.

They wouldn’t dare . . . (takes a pen and starts drawing the
diagram, muttering) Well, I’'m sorry I didn’t guess that
you’d suddenly done that after twelve years, dear. ’'m
afraid my psychic powers must be a little bit below par
this morning. (pushing the diagram at Hutchison) There we
are.

Don’t be silly, Basil. It’s written quite clearly on the top of
the box. (she gets Mr Walt's key)

(staring) . . . ‘Pens’? . . . It looks more like ‘Bens’ to me.
Well, when Ben comes you can give it to him. Mr Walt’s
in room seven.

(to Walt) What do you think? Doesn’t that look like ‘Bens’
to you?

... Not really.

Well, it does to me. Look, that’sa ‘P’ . ..

(studying his diagram) | don’t understand this, where is the
Post Office?

It’s there, where it says ‘Post Office’. I'm sorry if it is
confusing.

Oh. ‘P.Off.” You've used the abbreviation.

Ah, the penny’s dropped.

Well, I thought it said Boff.

Of course.
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Yes. I thought Boff was the name of a locale . . . you
know, the name of a district. That ‘P’ looks like a ‘B’, you
see.

No it doesn’t.

Yes it does . . . there’s a little loop on the bottom of
oo o

(taking the diagram and showing it to Walt) Excuse me —
would you say that was a ‘P’ or a ‘B”?

...Er...

There. Does it say ‘Boft” or does it say ‘Poft’?
...Er...

There! There! It’s a ‘P’, isn’t it?

(unwillingly) | suppose so.

P. off.

... Ibegyour pardon’?

P. Off. Not B. Off. Whoever heard of a Bost Office?

Manuel arrives.

(to Waly) Nine?

What?

Room nine?

Room seven.

Manuel, would you take these cases to room seven,
please.

Qué?

Basil takes some cards from below the desk. He shows Manuel a
drawing of a suitcase.

(to Walt, indicating Hutchison) He thinks Boffis a

locale . . .

He thinks what?

(showing Manuel a vertical arrow) You know, some zone,
some province . . . in equatorial Torquay. (ke shows
Manuel a number ‘7’; Manuel holds up a card saying ‘OK’)
(to Walt) Manuel will show you to your room . . . if you’re

lucky.
Manuel takes Walt’s cases and scurries upstairs; Walt follows.

Excuse me, excuse me — in how many minutes does
luncheon commence, please?
Here, I'll write it down for you.




Hutchison
Basil

Hutchison
Basil

Sybil
Basil

Sybil
Basil

Sybil
Basil

Sybil
Basil
Sybil

Basil

Sybil

Basil

Sybil

Basil
Sybil

Basil

The Hotel Inspectors 83

You won’t forget the taxi, will you . . . two o’clock. And if
anybody wants me, I shall be in the lounge.

... If anybody wants you?

I’ll be in the lounge. (goes into bar)

(calling afier him) Anyone in particular? . . . I mean, Henry
Kissinger? . . . or just anyone with a big net? (goes into the
office, where Sybil sits filing her nails) I don’t know what it is
about this place . . . I mean, some of the people we get
here.. ..

What are you on about?

[ wish you’d . . . help a bit. You're always . . .
refurbishing yourself.

What?

Oh.. . . never mind! Never mind!!

Don’t shout at me. I've had a difficult morning.

Oh dear, what happened? Did you get entangled in the
eiderdown again? . . . Not enough cream in your eclair?
Hmmm? Or did you have to talk to all your friends for so
long that you didn’t have time to perm your ears?
Actually, Basil, I've been working.

Choh!

You know what I mean by ‘working’, don’t you, dear? I
mean getting things done, as opposed to squabbling with
the guests.

I would find it a little easier to cope with some of the
cretins we get in here, my little nest of vipers, if I gota
smidgeon of co-operation from you.

Co-operation — that’s a laugh. The day you co-operate
you’ll be in a wooden box. I've never heard such
rudeness.

Look, if you think I’m going to fawn to some of the
yobboes we get in here . . .

This is a hotel, Basil, not a Borstal, and it might help
business if you could have a little more courtesy, just a
little.

I suppose talking to Audrey for half an hour helps
business, does it?

It was about business for your information. Audrey has
some news that may interest you.

O, really - this’ll be good. Let me guess . . . The Mayor
wears a toupée? Somebody’s got nail varnish on their
cats? Am [ getting warm? . . .
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There are some hotel inspectors in town. (she exits)

Basil is stunned. After a moment he runs into the lobby after
her. )

What? What does she know?

That’s all she knows.

How does she know?

(calmly) A friend of Bill Morton’s overheard three men in
a pub last night comparing notes on places they’d just
been in Exeter.

Three men!? . .. I’ll call Bill.

You don’t have to call Bill, Basil. Just try and exercise a
little courtesy.

She exits into the kitchen. Basil picks up the phone on the
reception desk and is dialling when the Major comes in from
the bar.

Papers arrived yet, Fawlty?
No, not yet . . . not yet, Major, sorry, sorry . . .

The Major exits. Basil sees Hutchison approaching again. He
pretends not to and starts dialling again. Hutchison, ignored,
starts ringing the bell insistently.

Could you do that in a moment, please?

I’m on the telephone.

Well, you haven’t finished dialling yet, have you? (ke puts
his finger on the recetver rest, cutting Basil off; Basil slams the
recerver down; Hutchison gets his finger away just in time)
Now listen . . . there is a documentary tonight on BBC2 on
Squawking Bird, the leader of the Blackfoot Indians in
the late 1860s. Now this commences at eight forty-five
and goes on for approximately three-quarters of an hour.
I’m sorry, are you talking to me?

ndeed [ am, yes. Now, is it possible for me to reserve the
BBC2 channel for the duration of this televisual feast?
Why don’t you talk properly?

I beg your pardon?

No, itisn’t.

What?

It is not possible to reserve the BBC2 channel from the
commencement of this televisual feast until the moment
of the termination of its ending. Thank you so much. (e
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starts to re-dial, but Hutchison puts his finger on the rest
again)

Well, in that case, may I suggest you introduce such a
scheme?

No. (he brings the recetver down hard, missing the finger by a
whisker)

I’d just like to tell you that I have a wide experience of
hotels and many of those of my acquaintance have had
the foresight to introduce this facility for the benefit of
their guests.

(unimpressed) Oh, I see, you have had a wide experience
of hotels, have you?

Yes, in my professional activities I am in constant contact
with them.

(dialling again) Are you. Are you really. (he stops; he has
registered a potential connection between Hutchison and ‘hotel
inspector’)

Well, then, is it possible for me to /ire a television to
watch the programme in the privacy of my own room?
(playing for time) . . . 1 beg your pardon?

Have you the facility to hire a television set to one of your
guests? :
Er...good point. ’'m glad you asked me that. Not. . . as
such.

Oh.

However, we do plan to introduce such a scheme in the
near future.

Well, that’s not much use to me tonight, is it?

No, but. . . I'll tell you what. Why don’t I introduce
another scheme straight away, along the lines that you've
already suggested, by which I reserve the BBC2 channel
for you tonight.

Now that’s more like it.

Not at all. I mean, that’s what we’re here for, isn’tit.
Yes. ..

Is there anything else, before I call your taxi?

Well, yes, there is. Someone in there mentioned that you
have a table-tennis table.

Indeed we do. Itis not. . . in absolutely mint condition.
But it certainly could be used in an emergency.

Ah.
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Basil It is to be found in the South Wing, overlooking the
courtyard, where there is of course ample parking.
Huichison What?

Polly has entered the main door.

Basil Ah, Polly!
Polly Yes, Mr Fawlty?
Basil Mr Hutchison, may I introduce Polly Shearman, who is

with us at the moment.
Hutchison Oh. . .how doyou do?

Polly How do you do.
Hutchison Wait a minute. We’ve met before, I think.
Polly Yes, I served you at breakfast.

Hutchison Oh yes. (wagging his finger at her) And you spilt the
grapefruit juice, didn’t you, you naughty girl?

Polly (charmingly) And you moved the glass, didn’t you?

Basil (quickly) Thank you, Polly. (she moves off) Awfully nice
girl. Very bright. She’s a fully qualified painter, you know.

Hutchison Oh, really?

Miss Tibbs and Miss Gatsby come down the stairs.

Basil Ah, good morning . . . good morning, ladies.
Miss Tibbs & Miss Gatsby Good morning, Mr Fawlty.
Basil (to Hutchison) We do like to have girls of that calibre to

help us out, it does add a certain . . . Well, would you care
to partake of lunch now? (he moves round to usher Hutchison
into the dining room)

Hutchison Surelyit’s notyet. . .

Basil Oh, goodness, we don’t worry about things like that here.
No fear — I mean, this is a hotel, not a Borstal!

He ushers Hutchison into the dining room. Sybil appears.

Sybil Basil?

Basil (at the dining-room door) Yes, dear?

Sybil It’s not half past yet.

Basil I was just saying to Mr Hutchison, dear, this is a hotel not
a Borstal, ha ha ha. (he mouths the word ‘inspector’ at her)

Sybil Chef won’t be ready, Basil.

Basil Leave it to me, dear, leave it to me.

Sybil Did you ring Bill?

Basil No, dear, not necessary. (still signalling)

Sybil What?
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Explain later. (winks) But I must look after Mr Hutchison
now. (mouths ‘inspector’ again)

In the dining room, Polly is taking Hutchison’s order.

A Spanish omelette.

(loudly) And all on the plate, please, none on the
tablecloth.

... Er, excuse me, you’re not by any chance the Duke of
Kent, are you?

No, no . . . oh no. You've got the wrong person there.
(bustling up) Ah, Mr Hutchison! You’ve ordered, have
you?

Oh yes, I'm going to have your Spanish omelette.
Splendid.

Yes — I assume that all the vegetables within the omelette
are fresh?

Oh, yes, yes.

Including the peas?

Oh yes, they’re fresh all right.

They’re not frozen, are they?

... Well, they’re frozen, yes.

Well, if they’re frozen, they’re not fresh, are they.

Well, I assure you they were absolutely fresh when they
were frozen.

Oh dear — there’s a lot of this nowadays in hotels.

A lot of what?

Yes, I'll just have cheese salad, please.

What?

I eat only fresh vegetables, you see — I'll just have the
cheese salad.

Well, we could do the omelette without the peas.

Oh, no, I always feel that the peas are an integral part of
the overall flavour — might I suggest that in future you
avail yourself of sufficient quantities of the fresh article?
... Now look! We've been serving . . . (recovers himself)
Yes, yes, good idea . . . now, something to drink?

Yes, ’ll have a ginger beer, please.

A ginger beer?

Yes, and a glass of fresh water.

The phone rings in the lobby.
. mhiresh?
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Water, yes.

(putting her head round the door) Mr Hutchison — a
telephone call for you at reception.

Telephone? . .. Oh dear . .. oh deat . . . (he takes out a
clean handkerchief and exits)

(to himself) . . . Clever . . . clever . ..

Basil goes into the kitchen. Mr Walt enters from the lobby and
looks around, wondering where he should sit.

(to Manuel, who is busily putting napkins on tables) Good
afternoon.

No, is no sun. Is no good for me.

I beg your pardon?

I homesick, yes?

Is there anywhere you’d like me to sit?

Qué?

I’m in room seven.

(ushering Walt to door and pointing up the stairs) Oh yes
please, here . . . you go up . . . room seven.

No, no.

Yes, please, I show you.

No, look, I want a table.

A table?

For one.

Ah! Table one. Oh, please — yes, table one — so sorry.
(indicates a table)

... Thank you.

Manuel helps Walt to sit, then gets a menu and a piece of card.
He gives Walt the menu.

So sorry, but I think you say for room and I do it for I am
myself not want to know it easily.

I'm sorry?

No. Is my fault.

Well, I'll try the paté . . . and the lamb casserole.

(looking at the card) You . . . room ten?

No. Room seven.

Seven? Si.

Yes.

No, no, this is table one. Is Wednesday. Room seven is
table five. Please. (Walt moves patiently to Mr Hutchison’s
table) So sorry . . . seven is what I think you say but one is
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for table not for this one so is come se habla en Ingles pero
puedo ver las nombres solamente quando estan delante de mi.
(stoically) The paté and the lamb.

Si. Paté . .. Lamb . . . (he exits muttering into the kitchen)
(coming in and delivering the ginger beer and the glass of water
down in front of Walt) One ginger beer . . . and one glass of
fresh water. (he looks at Walt and jumps violently) What are
you doing there?

You can’tsit there, it’s taken. Come on.

Look, I’'ve been moved once already.

Well, you’re in room seven, aren’t you?

Yes, but the waiter said table five.

Well, this isn’t table five, is it? (sees the plastic table number;
it says five’) Tch. (picks it up and moves to another table)
Would you come over here, please, this is table five. (puts
the ‘frve’ down on the new table, takes an ‘eight’ off and pockets
it) .. . Come on!

Look, I did ask the waiter.

Well, he’s hopeless, isn’t he. You might as well ask the
cat. Now, settle down, come on, come on.

... I beg your pardon?

Would you sit down please? (Walt resignedly sits) Thank
you. (moves off)

I hate to trespass further on your valuable time, but might
I look at the wine list?

Now?

Yes, please.

(removing the Major’s wine list from his grasp) Excuse me

. .. (gtves it to Walt) Here we are. Are you happy now?
Could I have an ashtray, please? (Basil produces an ashtray)
Thank you — I'll have a bottle of the Aloxe-Corton 65.
The what?

(showing him) The Aloxe-Corton ’65.

(registering the price) Oh! The Cortonne. Yes, of course,
my pleasure. (he returns the wine list to the Major; Hutchison
re-enters, wiping his ear with his handkerchief) Ah, there
you are, Mr Hutchison! Nice to have you back again.
(fawns afier him)

Not so close, please, not so close.

Oh, sorry . . . everything to your satisfaction?
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Your earpiece was very greasy — I've wiped it out for you.
Oh, thank you so much. (exits to kitchen)

(muttering) Dreadfully greasy, it was , . . I don’t know
who’s been using it. (tastes his ginger beer) Oh dear — that’s
tepid! (Basil and Polly come in from the kitchen) Have you
got an ice bucket, please?

An ice bucket?

This ginger beer is distinctly warm.

Ah, Polly - an ice bucket for Mr Hutchison, please.
Thank you. (Polly looks dazed; Basil goes to Walt’s table with
the bottle) There we are — the Cortonne ’65.

Clearly performing for Hutchison, he inserts the corkscrew with
panache and pulls. He struggles, gamely smiles, turns his back,

struggles again and it comes. Triumphantly, he pours. Alas, no
wine is forthcoming.

Ah. . .abitstill in there. Sorry.

He re-inserts the corkscrew, struggles, and pours again.
Nothing happens. He pokes some pieces of cork out and pours. A
dribble flows, followed by a torrent. Some goes in the glass.

Thank you so much. May I congratulate you on your
choice.

(tasting the wine) Excuse me.

Yes?

I’m afraid this is corked.

I just uncorked it. Didn’t you see me?

What?

(shomws him the cork on the end of the corkscrew) Look.
No,no. ..

No, you see, I took it out of the bottle — that’s how I
managed to get the wine out of the bottle into your glass.
[ don’t mean that. I mean the wine is corked. The wine
has reacted with the cork.

I’m sorry?

The wine has reacted with the cork and gone bad.

Gone bad? May L. . . ? (he tastes the wine and turns into the
corner to cover his reaction) So you don’t want it?

I’d like a bottle that’s not corked.

Right! Right! That’s cost me, hasn’t it’ Well never mind —
I’ll get another bottle. (ke takes the bottle; on his way out, he




Walt
Basil
Walt
Basil

Basil

Sybil
Basil

Sybil

Basil
Sybil
Basil
Sybil

Basil
Sybil
Basil
Sybil
Basil
Sybil
Basil
Sybil
Basil

Sybil
Basil
Sybil

The Hotel Inspectors g1

addresses the guests) I do hope you’re all enjoying your
meals. (no reaction) | said, ‘I do hope you're all enjoying
your meals.’ (there is a bit of nodding) Thank you, thank
you. (calls to Walt) Excuse me . . . excuse me!! Table five!
...Eryes?

Are you having the lamb or the mackerel?

... The lamb.

I’ll have another one standing by just in case. (exits con
brio)

Sybil comes in, looks round for Basil, and exits. Polly comes in,
Jfollowed by Basil with a fresh bottle.

Let’s give this one a go, then, shall we? . . . Polly, would
you get Mr Hutchison his main course, please. (to
Hutchison, fawning) So sorry to keep you waiting, Mr
Hutchison. It will be with you in just one moment. Thank
you.

(looking in) Basil.

Yes, dear? (but she’s gone; he leaves the replacement bottle on
the sideboard behind Walt and goes into the lobby)

(sweetly) How are you getting along with your hotel
inspector?

... Fine. Fine.

He sells spoons.

... Sorry?

I listened in on his phone call. He works for a cutlery
firm. But he specializes in spoons.

You listened in?

Yes.

You listened in on a private call to one of our guests?
That’s right, Basil.

... The little rat! I'll get him for that.

Now, Basil . . .

Trying that on with me.

Trying what on?

Pretending he’s a hotel inspector . . . ‘Do we hire
television sets’ . . . ‘fresh peas’ . . . ‘ice buckets’ . ..

Basil, it was your mistake. You can’t. . .

Now, you let me handle this!

Basil!!! This whole inspector business was in your own
imagination. It’s nothing to do with him. There is no
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excuse for rudeness, do you understand? . . . Do you
understand?

Yes!!!

Good. (she turns and walks away)

Basil, planning revenge, enters the dining room and stalks the
sitting Hutchison.

Papers arrived yet, Fawlty?

Not yet, Major, no. (he stands behind Hutchison) Spoons,
eh?

Pm sorry? :

Sppppppppppooocooons!

I beg your pardon?

[ understand you’re in the spoon trade.

Oh! Yes. ..

Ah, fascinating! Fascinating. How absorbing for you.
Yes, as a matter of fact. ..

So much more interesting than being a hotel inspector!

He leaves. Hutchison is puzzled. Polly arrives and places an
omelette in front of him.

What. . . oh, thank you . . . (Tooks at it) No . . . Miss!!
Miss!!

Yes?

I didn’t order that.

(from afar) Is there something we can get you, Mr
Hutchison? A tea cosy for your pepper pot, perhaps?
No, no. (to Polly) I changed the order, you see.
(coming up, aggressively) What seems to be the trouble?
Well, I thought Mr Hutchison ordered an omelette,
but. ..

No, he went off it, Polly, so we changed the order. It’s
perfectly simple . . .

Well, I'm sorry, but I wasn’t told.

Well, I told the chef, so he should have told you.
Well, he didn’t.

Well, is that my fault?

No, is it mine?

No, it’s his fault.

What?

It’s the chef’s fault.
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I beg your pardon?

Well clearly in a case like this where the order has been
changed and the chef’s been informed it’s obviously his
responsibility.

You want to run the place?

What?

You want to come and run the hotel? Right! Mr
Hutchison is taking over, Polly, so I’ll have the omelette.
(trying to get Hutchison to his feet) I'm sure with his natural
charm and wide experience there’ll be no more
problems . . .

No, no...

Come on, then, you can’t sit about all day, there’s lots to
be done. (jiggling Hutchison’s chair) Come on!

(appearing from nowhere) What is going on, Basil?

Hello, dear!

Well?

(iggling the chair very slightly) Is that better, Mr
Hutchison?

What?

Is that better?

Thank you, yes . . .

Oh good. Well that’s sorted out then. Good.

Is there something wrong?

Yes, there is, yes . . . I have been given an erroneous dish.
Thank you, Basil, I'll deal with this . . . thank you, Polly
. . . (Basil walks innocently away) Now, Mr Hutchison.
Now, you see, I did order the omelette in the first place,
but then I changed my mind.

I see. Well I’ll just go in the kitchen and find out what
happened.

Thank you.

She heads for the kitchen. Meanwhile Basil is looking at the
sideboard; the bottle has gone. He looks round and sees
Manuel.

Manuel!

(running up) Si?

(indicating sideboard) The bottle.
Er...Yes!

Where is it?
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Qué?

...dondees. .. ?

Oh, I take it. (indicates kitchen) 1 take it. I take it.
(beckoning gently) Come here. (takes a spoon from the bowl
Manuel is carrying) You’re a waste of space. (raps him on
the head with the spoon and hustles him into kitchen)
(coming in from kitchen with some paté) There we are, Mr
Hutchison.

No, no, no! Just a moment, please!

Yes?

I did not order that.

You didn’t?

[ did not.

I’m sorry, there’s an order for paté for this table.

Oh dear me, things do seem to be going wrong today,
don’t they.

(coming back with another bottle) Hallo, Sybil, taking care of

things, are you?

Yes, thank you Basil.

Good. . . (to Hutchison) Everything all right, then?

Well it appears that . . .

We’re just sorting it out, thank you Basil.

That’s funny . . . you didn’t order ‘paté maison’, did you,
Mr Hutchison?

No I did not, I ordered . . .

Well, I'll leave you to deal with it, dear.

He goes to Mr Walt’s table and starts uncorking the bottle. He
has done so when he notices another bottle open on the table.

How did you do that?

What?

(indicating Walt’s bottle) Where did you get it?
Where did I get it?

That’s right! I mean, how did you get it?
The waiter opened it for me.

The waiter opened it for you!!??

... Yes!

Manuel, unaware of recent developments, arrives with Walt’s
pate.

P’ve told you about him, haven’t I!
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Manuel starts to leave. Basil jabs him in the rear with the
corkscrem. He leaves more rapidly. Meanwhile Polly is
delivering a lamb casserole to Mr Hutchison.

Oh, no, no!! For goodness sake . . .

(running up) What is it, what is it?!!

[ did not order a lamb casserole!

No, he didn’t, he did not order one, Polly, so why . . .
has...he...got...one’

Because Mrs Fawlty told me to give him one.

I know how she feels.

I’'ve got an order for one for this table.

Who took the order?

(valiantly) . . .1don’t know.

... Manuel!!

I mean, look, how can it be so difficult to get a cheese
salad?

... You want to run the place?

Nono,I...

Right, well shut up then.

I beg your pardon?!

I’ll get you a cheese salad, Mr Hutchison.

(to Polly) And don’t listen to anyone . . . just get him a
cheese salad.

Manuel appears.

S12 (Basil hits him, he retires)

Excuse me!! I've changed my mind . . . (rising) I do not
want the cheese salad. [ wish to cancel it. | am not used to
being spoken to like that, Mr Fawlty, and I’ve no wish to
continue my luncheon.

(realising he went a bridge too far) I do apologize if what I
said just now seemed a trifle . . . brusque.

Brusque? It was rude, Mr Fawlty. I said . . . rude!
Well, I’'m deeply sorry if it came over like that. I mean,
nothing could have been further from my mind . . .

You told me to shut up!

(brilliantly) No, no. He told me to shut up.

(to Polly) You what? He said it to me.

Ah, no, [ was looking at you but [ was talking to Polly.
(still looking at Hutchison) Wasn’t I, Polly?

(straight to Hutchison) Oh, yes.
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Basil (still to Hutchison) Ah! Did you notice then . . . that I was
looking at you but talking to her?
Hutchison What?

Polly (looking at Basil) You see, he was looking at you but
talking to me. (fo Basi)) Wasn’t he?

Basil (to Polly) Wasn’t I?

Hutchison  (not sure where to look) What?

Polly (to Hutchison) So you weren’t being rude, were you Mr
Fawlty?

Basil (to Polly) Absolutely not. You see?

Hutchison (to Basil) . . . Me?

Basil (to Hutchison) Yes.

Hutchison (to Basil) Well, if you say shut up to somebody, that’s the
one you want to shut up, isn’t it?

Polly (to Basil) Not necessarily.

Basil (to Hutchison) . . . 'm sorry, were you talking to me?
Hutchison (o Basil) Yes.

Polly (to Basil) 1 beg your pardon.

A pause. Hutchison has now been successfully confused,

Basil (to Hutchison) There! You see how easily these
misunderstandings occur.
Hutchison Er...yes,Ido...

Basil So. .. one cheese salad then please, Polly.
Polly (to Basil) Certainly, Mr Hutchison. (leaves)
Basil And if there’s anything else please don’t hesitate to ask.

Hutchison  (afier looking round for a moment to see if he is being .
addressed) Yes, thank you. I

Basil moves away. Manuel creeps up on Walt and removes his

empty plate.
Walt (jumping) Aaah!
Basil (to Manuel) What are you doing? (20 Walt) I'm so sorry.
He’s from Barcelona. I trust your paté was satisfactory?
Walt Yes, yes, thank you.
Basil Oh, good, good. The chef buys it himself, you know.
Walt Buys it?
Basil Oh, insists on it. | imagine the Cortonne complemented it
delightfully.
Walt Yes. It’s very good.
Basil Ah! Excellent.
|




Walt
Basil
Walt
Basil

Walt
Basil

Walt

Basil
Walt
Basil
Walt
Basil
Walt

Basil
Walt
Basil
Walt
Basil
Walt
Basil
Walt
Basil
Walt

Basil
Walt
Basil

The Hotel Inspectors 97

More like a ’66 really.

Isit?

Well, lots of body.

(picking up the bottle and expertly gauging its weight) Quite
right. It’s always a pleasure to find someone who
appreciates the boudoir of the grape. I’'m afraid most of
the people we get in here don’t know a Bordeaux from a
claret.

... A Bordeaux is a claret.

Oh, a Bordeaux is a claret. But they wouldn’t know that.
You obviously drink a lot . . . wine, I mean. Well, not a
lot, a fair amount, the right amount for a connoisseur, |
mean, that doesn’t mean you’re . . . does it, | mean some
people drink it by the crate but that’s not being a
connoisseur, that’s just plain sloshed. Oh, a Bordeaux’s

one of the clarets all right.
One?

Manuel creeps in with Walt's casserole and skulks off-

(swiftly) You’re down here on business, are you?
(dismissively) Yes.

You’re not in the wine trade by any chance?

No we’re not.

We’re?

(anxious to start on his casserole) . . .1 am down here on
business with a couple of colleagues and we are not in the
wine trade.

Ah, it’s just that you’re obviously so expert.

No. .. I am not expert.

Oh, but you are.

I’m not.

Oh yes you are.

[ am not an expert!

(suddenly seizing Walt's shoulder) Three of you?
(astonished) What?

Three . . . three of you?

Yes . . . there are three of us . . . well, the other two aren’t
here. They’re staying at another hotel.

(recovering his wits) Quite! So . . . it’s all all right, is it?
... What?

Well, I mean things in general . . . I mean, the wine’s
really good?



98 The Complete Fawlty Towers

Walt
Basil
Walt
Basil
Walt
Basil
Walt

Basil
Hutchison

Manuel
Hutchison
Basil
Hutchison
Basil

Hutchison

Basil
Hutchison

Basil
Hutchison

Basil
Hutchison

Basil
Hutchison

Basil
Hutchison
Basil

Yes.

And the paté was all right?

Yes, I said so.

And the casserole?

I haven’t tasted it yet.

(sniffing the casserole admiringly) Mmmmm!
I’ve not been given the chance.

There is an explosion of complaints from Hutchison.

(to Walt) Well, I'll leave you to your meal if I may . . . bon
appétit. (he hurtles towards Hutchison)

(fortissimg) Oh, no, come on now, this is quite absurd. I’'m
sorry, but I do not want an omelette!!

(offering Hutchison an omelette) Is nice!

I don’t want the bloody thing. I’ve sent it back once!
(whizzing up) Here, give it to me.

I fail to see how this sort of thing can happen!

(tearing up the omelette) There. I've torn it up. You'll never
see it again.

He deposits the remains on the Major’s table. The Major
gratefully tucks in.

(still fortissimo) I told you I wanted a cheese salad.
Polly arrives with it.

Thank you, Polly, one cheese salad, there we are, sir. I'm
so glad everything is to your satisfaction.

No it is not! It is absolutely ridiculous! I mean, you are
supposed to be running a hotel!

(admiring the salad) My, that does look good.

I’ve had the omelette, a prawn cocktail with a bloody silly
name. . .

Look at that cheddar. Delicious!

... then I had a plate of stew and then the bloody
omelette again!

Can we keep it down a little?

I mean, all I wanted was a cheese salad. It wasn’t as
though I’d ordered an elephant’s ear on a bun, was it!
(smiling vainly at Walt) Thank you, thank you so much.

I mean the whole thing is absolutely ridiculous.

(pushing him back in his chair) Well, ’'m glad we’ve sorted
it all out now.
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... I mean for a man who’s supposed to be running a
hotel, your behaviour is totally . . .

Basil laughs genially at the other guests and places a hand
across Hutchison’s mouth.

Well, I’'m glad everything’s to your satisfaction now . . .
(muffled) Let me go, letme go . . .

Is there anything else at all I can get you, sir?

(struggling) Let me go, I can’t breathe!

(merrily) Ha ha ha ha ha! (hissing) Shut up, then.

I can’t breathe!

Shut up and I’ll let go.

You told me to shut up again!

Look at that lovely cheese! (Hutchison starts threshing
about in search of oxygen; Basil tightens his grip and assures
the others) It’s all right, he’s only choking. (Hutchison leaps
convulsively; Basil thumps him on the back) Don’t worry . . .
bit of cheese went the wrong way. (more convulsions and
thumping; Basil beams and slips in a quick rabbit-punch;
Hutchison slumps with his face in his salad) Ah, never mind,
he’s fainted, poor chap. Manuel! (fo Walt) Poor chap! Bit
of cheese!

Yes, please.

Basil and Manuel pick up Hutchison and carry him into the
lobby.

What’s happened?

He fainted, dear.

Fainted?

... Got a bit of cheese stuck.

They carry Hutchison into the bar, followed by Sybil.

. .. Basil, you do not faint from getting a bit of cheese
stuck.

Well, I was giving him a bit of a pat on the back and he
sort of . . . moved, justas I was . . .

What have you done, Basil?

Nothing, he just moved as[. ..

Oh my God! Call the doctor.

Look, I can handle this.

Call the doctor!

I can handle it!!
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Call the doctor!!

Look, I can handle it . . . right, right, I’ll call the doctor,
obviously I can’t handle it . . . (he goes into the lobby,
muttering) 'm just a great stupid sabre-toothed tart so
we’ll let my husband do it. (picks up the phone but sees Walt
emerging from the dining room) Ah! . . . ’'m so sorry to have
left you, I trust you enjoyed your meal?

(peremptorily) Yes, yes, thank you. I was wondering . . .
The casserole was really good, was it?

... Well, it was adequate.

Oh, quite, yes, exactly, I'm afraid the chef at lunch today
is not our regular, but. . . incidentally, Pm sorry about
that poor chap choking himself like that.

I was wondering if you had a telephone I might use?

Oh, please, do use this one. (hands him the receiver) | don’t
know how he managed to do it. Ah, here he is. Good.
(Hutchison emerges unsteadily from the bar) Ah, Mr
Hutchison! There you are . . . What a frightful shame
about that piece of cheese getting stuck in the old
windpipe like that. (indicating the bar) Would you like to
go in there and discuss it?

No, I’d prefer to come in here and discuss it.

(retreating) . . . Oh, fine, I’'m afraid it’s a little bit of a
mess . . .

Hutchison comes behind the bar and hits him. Basil disappears
below the desk. After a pause he stands up and smiles warmly
at Hutchison.

Well, that lie-down seems to have done you some good.

Hutchison hits him again and Basil recls towards Walt’s end of
the desk. Hutchison hits him twice more.

(to Walt) Sorry about this.
Hutchison hits him a couple more times. He flops out of sight.

I am not a violent man, Mr Fawlty.

Yes you are.

No I’'m not! But when I am insulted and then attacked, I
would prefer to rely on my own mettle than call the
police.

Do you? Do you really?

Yes, I do, now stand up like a man, come on.
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... Bit of trouble with the old leg, actually.
Come on!

He picks Basil up. Basil has found a stapler. He shows it to
Walt.

Look what I've found!

I hope I've made my point.

Absolutely! (to Walt) 've been looking for that.

I would just like to say that this hotel is extremely
inefficient and badly run, and that you are a very rude and
discourteous man, Mr Fawlty.

(happily) Ah ha ha ha ha.

.. . Did I say something funny, Mr Fawlty?

... Well, sort of pithy, I suppose.

Oh really . . . well, here’s the punch line. (%e elbows Basil
in the stomach; Basil doubles up out of sight) Now I am going
to fetch my belongings, and I do not expect to receive a
bill. (%e goes off upstairs)

(comes in, leans over the desk and looks down at Basil) You've
handled that, then, have you, Basil?

Yes dear, thank you, leave it to me.

She goes off. Walt finishes his call.

(hauling himself into view) Incidentally, I don’t know if you

realize, but he’s a regular customer of ours . . . he loves it

here, it’s his second home. It’s just that we always have to

have this little . . . don’t know why, but he seems to like it.
Really?

Yes, the only danger is, though, that somebody’s going to

think he really isn’t satisfied about something or that the

fighting’s real, and tell people. You won’t mention it, will

you . . . we'd be delighted to offer you dinner here tonight
as our guest, to show our gratitude.

... What?

Dinner tonight . . . would you. . . ?

(puzzled) No, I can’t tonight, thank you.

Tomorrow night?

. . . I shall be leaving tomorrow. Sorry.

... All right. Fifty pounds, then!

I beg your pardon?

Fifty pounds not to mention it.

Fifty pounds?!!
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... Sixty, then! . . . Not to write about it . . . you know,
articles, books, letters . . . (taking out his wallet)

I’m afraid I really don’t. . .

(clutching him) Please! Oh please! It’s taken us twelve
years to build this place up. If you put this in the book
we're finished.

What book?

The hotel guide. Oh . . . I'm sorry, I shouldn’t have
mentioned it. (emits a strangled high-pitched whine) Oh,
what have I done?

Look, I think you’ve got me confused with somebody
else. I’'m nothing to do with any hotel guide. I'm down
here for the Exhibition — we sell outboard motors . . . all
right?

(now sobbing uncontrollably) Outboard motors? . . . You’re
not an inspector?

No.

Not on the side or anything?

No.

(grabbing him) Swear to God.

I tell you, I've nothing to do with it!

Thank you, thank you, oh, thank you so much. I don’t
know how [ can ever . . . (he suddenly freezes; a pause)
Thanks.

He disappears into the kitchen. Walt leaves by the main doors.
Three men walk into the hotel past him; they are the inspectors.

1st inspector Twenty-six rooms, twelve with private bathrooms.
2nd inspector Yes, well, why don’t you have dinner here, and Chris

and I can try the Claremont.

3rd inspector OK. The owner’s one Basil Fawlty.

Manuel

Basil

They ring the bell. At that moment Hutchison comes
downstairs. Manuel scampers up to him.

Please, please! Mr Fawlty wants to say adios.

Basil strides out of the kitchen and firmly places a large squidgy
piein Hutchison’s crotch and another in his face.

Manuel, the cream.

He opens Hutchison’s briefcase and Manuel pours a pint of best
quality cream into it. The Major comes up.
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The forecourt of Fawlty Towers. Basil is fiddling under the
bonnet of his car, which is clearly a real mother of an old car.
He makes a final adjustment and strides round to the driver’s
seat. He presses the starter twice, <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>