EASTENDERS

EPI SODE ONE THOUSAND THREE HUNDRED AND
SI XTY N NE

“PRETTY BABY....”

BY

TONY JORDAN

SCENE 1369/ 1. BRANNI NGS' HOUSE. EXT.
Nl GAT.  23. 31.

LOT

[ DOT VIEARI NG DRESSI NG GOAN AND

SLI PPERS, COMES QUT OF THE FRONT DOOR
TO PUT an EMPTY M LK BOTTLE ON t he
DOORSTEP.

SHE PAUSES, LOOKS QUT ACROSS THE
SQUARE, LIGHTS IN W NDOAS, CURTAI NS
BEI NG DRAWN. . . .

NO SE FROM ACROSS THE SQUARE, PUB

KI CKI NG QUT TIME, H GH JINX | N BRI DGE
STREET.

NOTHI NG UNTOWARD, JUST THE ODD SHOUT,
A G RL SCREAM NG, LAUGHTER.  THE
SOUNDS OF THE NI GHT. ..

SHE GOES BACK | NSI DE]

CUT _TO



SCENE 1369/ 2. BRANNI NGS' HOUSE - HALLWAY.

I NT. N GHT. TI ME CONTI NUOUS.

STUDI O A

[ PICK UP DOT AS SHE ENTERS, CLOSI NG
THE FRONT DOOR BEHI ND HER.

SHE BOLTS | T AND HEADS DOM THE
HALLWAY TOMRDS THE KI TCHEN]

CUT _TO



SCENE 1369/ 3. BRANNI NGS' HOUSE - KI TCHEN.




Everybody is mssing you and they're

praying for you... Well, not

everyone...not the praying bit... That

don’t cone easy to sone round here as you

know Jim and | think there's one or two

what woul d burst into flames if they so

much as nentioned the nanme of Jesus,

except when they were snmhen they were smhen t two



[ BEAT]

This makes a change don't it? M sitting
here tal ki ng about the bible and you not

| ooki ng over your glasses tutting and
saying give it a rest woman you're givVing
hi mear-ache... He's only human... hmm..
only human. |'m stuck now, first tinme you
can't answer back and | dunno what to say.

[ SHE SM LES, WARMED BY THE MEMORY
THE KETTLE BA LS - click]

| ain't good with ne feelings. | don't
have to tell you that do I?

[ DOT LAYS THE TEA TRAY. DURI NG THE
FOLLOW NG DOT PREPARES THE TEAPOT]

[ A BEAT, SHE STARES | NTO SPACE
THEN; ]

| ve al ways envi ed people who coul d show
their enotions...just say sonething on the
spur of the nonent w thout thinking too
much. . .

[ BEAT]

| suppose..

[ BEAT - DOT REALI SES SHE HAS MADE TEA
FOR TWO PEOPLE]

| suppose it was the way they was brought
up. | see it all the tinme in the
Launderette you know... How nothers are
different with their children... Some of
them hold them tell "emthey |ove 'em
And for others they mght just as well not
be there. Only take notice of them when



t hey' ve done soent hing wong and then they
scream and shout at themand tell 'em what
t hey’ re gonna get when they get hone...

[ BEAT]

It ain't hard to see how they’' ||l turn out
is it? Wy don’'t people understand that
how you feel as a child is how you' re
gonna feel when you're grown up? |
suppose that’s why | find it hard to show
nmy feelings, 'cause | never had nmuch | ove
not when | was a little girl... Except ne
Auntie Gamen... | never had nuch as a
wonman neit her.

[ BEAT]

Charlie never told ne that he | oved ne,
wel | maybe if he wanted sonething. You
know? Money out of the rent jar to put on
the horses, or make anmends when he cone
staggering home fromthe pub..

[ BEAT, SM LES]

You told me though... And | know that you
wanted me to say it back to you but... |

don't... Well I did... I do... It's..
just difficult to say. | dunno know why.
[ BEAT]

| think that was why | was friends with

Ethel all that time... People couldn't
understand it, because we was chal k and
cheese. But... You see, Ethel was a free

spirit... Not like nme. Al bottled up.
She’ d just cone out and say whatever she
want ed.



[ BEAT]



| had enough for both of us... If | ever
got shot of one problem | just went

| ooking till I found nyself sonme nore. So
as |'d have sonething to noan about...

[ BEAT]

Well, | had to noban you see. To explain
why | wasn't happy...

[ A MOVENT]

| |oved Ethel...

[ BEAT]

That wasn't so hard to say was it? Not if
you say it quick..

[ BEAT]
M nd you. | didn't approve of her
nmorals... | mean if she got up to half

the things that she said she did during
the war, it's a wonder them sol diers had
the strength left to go back and fight.

[ BEAT]

DOT: | asked her why she did that, nuch
| ater on of course, and she said that she
o4 TDr7F1 12 TfO0 kat ul nd2ndnmoan di erm sol d. 70dDe/



| nmean she weren't no better when she was
older... Many a tine | saw her in the
Post O fice chatting up the old nen...
Qoh, you are such a flippety jibbet Ethel
Skinner | used to say. Brazen she was, |
couldn't tell you half the things she
said... Make you bl ush..

[ BEAT]

But | reckon, if she had a pound for every
smle she put on peoples faces, she’ d have
died a rich woman... Doubt they'll say

t he sane about ne.

[ BEAT]
Then, | didn't have much to smle about.

[ BEAT]
DOT: | read this thing in the paper, it
said if the whole of tine since the world
began, was a toilet roll.... And you

unrolled it and laid it out, your life
woul d be less than the width of a hair,
right at the very end... Shows you where
we are in the schene of things. Less than
the width of an hair?

[ BEAT]

And how do we spend that tine?

[ BEAT]

So | reckon that Ethel had the right
idea... Enjoy the tinme you got... It's
over in the blink of an eye... [It's no
use worrying. ..



[ BEAT]

| hope you're alright...

[ BEAT]

| can hear your voice now... “What you
bl at heri ng on about woman...?”

[ BEAT, SHE LOOKS AROUND THE ROOM

| suppose it's 'cause I'mon ny own, and |
have lots of tinme to think about things..

[ BEAT]

It ain't the sane with you not here..

It's the little things... Dirty clothes
on the bedroom fl oor, and your razor and
stuff in the bathroomsink... And the

snell of bacon...

[ A MOVENT, DOT A LITTLE EMOTI ONAL]

| feel cold. It's chilly in here.
think I'll go in the front room Warm
nmysel f up.

[ DOT Pl CKS UP HER TEA AND THE TAPE
MACHI NE AND HEADS DOWN THE HALLWAY TO
THE LOUNGE]

CUT TO



SCENE 1369/5. BRANNI NGS' HOUSE - LOUNGE
I NT. N GHT. TI ME CONTI NUOUS.

STUDI O A

[ DOT ENTERS THE LOUNGE AND turns the
fire on]

DOT: Ooh, that's better.

[ BRI EFLY LOCKS AT HER WEDDI NG PHOTO

ON THE SI DE]
Do you realise that Jim we'll have been
married six years soon... W' d believe

it? But you ve been a very good husband,
there’s no denying it and | dare say |
ain't been too easy a person to live wth.
' Cause, er, |'ve got nme ways.

[ BEAT]

Good job you cone al ong when you did,

restored ne faith in nen... 'Cause |
haven't exactly been bl essed in that
departnment. | renenber com ng back from

buryi ng Pauline's ashes and feeling al
enpty... and you lit candles for ne. And
you put that record on... It was a |lovely
evening... And you held nme so tight, |
remenbered thinking... |’mgonna be
alright, I don’t need no body but ny
Jim.. M husband... And that you was
right! | could be happy... But | know
it’s not your fault, but that's only a
menory now... |’mon ne own again..

[ BEAT]

DOT: [cont] After a while you'll cone to
accept it... And you think that that is



how t hi ngs are supposed to be. Wl
there's no use fighting it...

[ BEAT]

“Whi ch of you by taking thought can add
one cubit unto his stature?”

[ BEAT]

| renmenber hearing that as a little girl
in Wales... | was comng honme with Auntie
Gren fromchapel and | asked her what it
meant and she said it was Jesus’ way of
telling us not to worry... That what w |
be, will be...

[ BEAT, SM LES]

It’s funny isn't it? How nuch easier it
is if don't expect nothing out of life.
Back then it was a kiss from Auntie Gaen,
whet her it was sunny enough to go in the
fields.

[ BEAT]

Not |like now, with their ear pods and

PPS s or what ever they are... [cont]
[ BEAT]
DOT: [cont] Al | had could fit into one

tiny little suitcase. The whole world was
at war and | was the happiest |’'d ever

been. Well, 1'd never had nuch | ove you
see as a little girl, 1 was never held or
tols | was special... | was just there.

Tal ked about, not to...









Gren was setting the table. And there was
warm bread and a boiled egg for ne. And a
big brown pot of tea. And Uncle WII cone
in and we sat eating our breakfast. Uncle
W1 laughing at ne bed socks sticking out
under nme nightie... W was |aughing. At
breakfast! Just like in the books.

[ BEAT]

The sun was so strong that day | could

hardly breathe... | ran in the fields,
and | laid dowm and | | ooked up at the
sky... | was so happy | felt that | burst.

| must have been there nearly an hour or
nmore. The sky was the bluest 1'd ever
seen... So... Perfect... On ne way hone,
| drank froma stream.. The water was so
cold it hurt ne head...

[ BEAT]

It was the best day. So perfect it was
over in a flash and I was in the kitchen
and Auntie Gaen was washing nme in the tin
bath and then I was on nme way up to bed.
And | lay there wondering if life was
really like that... |If everybody |ived
like this and if | was just catching up.
Cos everything |I’d ever known was ugly.
Snoky pubs. Men spitting in the streets,
sweari ng.

[ BEAT]

And here | was...Laying in bed after the
best day ever. Crispy sheets and the
snmell of me new washed nightie..

[ BEAT]



And Uncle WIIl conme up to tuck nme in. The
first tinme | was frightened. | thought
he'd cone to tell me off cos |I'd never
been tucked ne in before, so | hid under

the covers... And he pulled 'em back and
he smled at me and said | |ooked like a
frightened rabbit... Which | was |
suppose.

[ BEAT]

And after that | waited for himevery
ni ght .

[ beat ]

“Wuld you want a song little pearl”?
Cos that’s what he called ne, his little
pearl .

[ BEAT]

And | could feel the grin squeezing ne
cheeks and he kicked off his old slippers
and he lay on top of the bed beside ne...
And sang to ne...

[ BEAT]
So softly, | could only just hear it... |
laid nme head on his chest and coul d feel
it going up and down... And | held onto

hi mwhil e he sang to ne. ..

[ BEAT]

He sang “Pretty baby”... “Everybody | oves
a baby, that’s why I'min love with you..
Pretty baby... Pretty baby”



[DOT TAILS OFF, LOST IN THE MEMORY
FOR A MOVENT]

| knowit's silly. Renenbering such a

little thing... But when | | ook back,
know that fromthat nonent on..
Everything | ever cared about, [|’ve
| ost. ..

[ BEAT]

Uncle WIIl was killed in a car acci dent
less that a nonth | ater

[ BEAT]

Auntie OGmen had to take care of the farm
and | was sent back to London... To her.

[ BEAT, DI STASTE]

And her new man... And a new little
brother... Sister, Rose. And | was in the
way... | wasn’'t Uncle WIl's little
pearl, or his pretty baby... | wasn't
wanted. | was back anonst the filth

peopl e snarling at each ot her, drunkards
fighting in the streets...

[ BEAT]

|’d drunk froma streamand |I'd run
through the fields and 1'd felt arns about
me and love... And here | was, back in
this house, on ne own. And | know, from
the day that Uncle WII sang to ne, life
has taken away everything |’ve ever cared
about. Uncle WII and Auntie Gaen.
Charlie. N ck. M best friend. And now
it’s taken you... And it’s not fair!

It’s not fair, what did | ever do? What



did that little girl ever do to live a
life of |osing everything she ever |oved?
She didn’t do nothing. She just wanted
sonmeone to |ove her, to care for her, to
pin her drawi ngs on the wall...

[ BEAT]

And I'msitting here and I’mstill alone
and out there there’'s lights and behind
the windows little girls being tucked up
by their Mummy’s and told stories and sung
to and they feel happy and safe and
wanted... And I'mstill here!

[ A MOVENT]

And | have to go out that door and face
the world... And everyone | see has got
soneone... But the worst part is seeing
"em conpl aining and fighting anongst

t hensel ves and. ..

[ BEAT]

They don’t know what they’ ve got. O what
| wouldn’t give...

[ BEAT]

And | pretend that | don’t care, that |I’'m

better on me owmn... And | sit in that

Launderette and | watch them Mothers with
their children... And | don’t know which
is nost painful. Themthat are |oved, or

themthat are ignored and shouted at. ..

[ BEAT]






[ BEAT]

And ne grandson and | doubt 1'Il ever see
my Ni ck again..

[ BEAT]
But what I'"msaying is... | can cope with
| osing you... | never expected anything
different. I know how to be on ny own.

[ BEAT]
But to have you here... And not here..

don’t think I've got it in ne.

[ BEAT]

Not anynor e.

[ A MOVENT]

|’ m better on ne own.

[ BEAT]

Were |’ ve al ways been.

[ A MOVENT, DOT LOOKS DOMN AT THE TAPE

RECORDER

SHE PRESSES “ STOP” BUTTON.

A BEAT, THEN SHE STANDS, turns off
the fire AND EXITS THE LOUNGE]



PLAY MJUSI C, “PRETTY BABY” BY AL
JOLSON.

CUT TO



SCENE 1369/ 7. BRANNI NGS' HOUSE - KI TCHEN.




