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Are you being served? Episode 4
Are You Being Served?

Ground floor
Perfumery, stationery and leather goods, wigs and haberdashery, kitchenware and food. Going up...
First floor
Telephones, gents’ ready-made suits, shirts, socks, ties, hats, underwear and shoes. Going up...
Second floor
Carpets, travel goods and bedding, materials, soft furnishings, restaurants, and teas. Going down...
First floor
Telephones, gents’ ready-made suits, shirts, socks, ties, hats. Going down...

Episode 4 – Camping in

Mr Ernest Grainger:  It’s er- Don’t worry about the length of the fingers, sir! You’ll find they’ll – _________________________! And- and I’m sure you’ll find they’ll give every satisfaction, ____________________, Mr Humphries?
Mr Wilberforce Humphries:  Oh, yes, Mr Grainger! It’s very difficult to distinguish that plastic imitation leatherette from _____________________________________!
Gra:	And you’ll find that the lining will ____________________________________, won’t he, Mr Humphries?
Hum:	___________________, Mr Grainger!
Mr Lucas:  Of course, sir – that’s because it’s made of real imitation simulated nylon fur fabric, you see, sir!
Gra:	Thank you, Mr Lucas!
Hum:	I wore a pair of those myself last season and _____________________________, didn’t I, Mr Grainger?
Gra:	______________________________, Mr Humphries!
Luc:	Yes, I’ve had- during the freeze up last winter, you know, when I couldn’t fill my hot water bottle, I wore a pair of those for- __________________, and I got quite _____________________________ too, didn’t I, Mr Humphries?
Hum:	What you say, Mr Lucas, has a distinct ring of truth about it – despite the fact that _______________________________________________!
Customer:  As a matter of fact, they’re for ____________________ – ______________________________________!
Hum:	Well in that case, sir, __________________________________________!

Miss Shirley Brahms:  Mrs Slocombe – that man’s been hanging around our underwear counter _________________________________________!
Mrs Slocombe:  Oh dear – _______________________________?
Shirl:	______________________?
Slo:	A bon voyeur! You know, they’re the people who - ______, __________________!
Shirl:	Ooh, ________________________________________________!
Slo:	________________________________, sir?
Customer:  No! Do you have a, ________________________________________?
Slo:	No, sir – _________________________________________!
Cus:	I know- I just thought you might have ________________________________!
Slo:	No, sir – there isn’t much demand _______________________ at Grace Brothers!
Cus:	Ah! Well, er – I want to purchase a bra!
Shirl:	______________________________________?
Slo:	That’ll do, Miss Brahms!
Cus:	Well no, no, no, it’s for my fiancée – ________________________________!
Slo:	Oh – _____________________! Have you any idea _________________________
___________________?
Cus:	Well –
Slo:	Miss Brahms – ________________________________!
Cus:	I, I managed to knock this off ___________________________________!
Slo:	Oh, how clever of you! Mmm! __________________________, isn’t she? Miss Brahms – get out the 44s! ________________________________!
Shirl:	Yes, Mrs Slocombe!

Mr Stephen Peacock:  Mr Lucas!
Luc:	Did you beckon me, Captain Peacock?
Pea:	By standing up there ______________________, you’re out of your territory, you know! Your place is at ____________________________, to allow Mr Grainger and Mr Humphries ________________________________!
Luc:	Yeah, well that’s all very well, but I mean _________________________________!
Pea:	Mr Grainger?
Gra:	Something wrong, Captain Peacock?
Pea:	Mr Lucas was bemoaning the fact that he hasn’t had a chance of ______________________________________!
Luc:	I wasn’t complaining, Mr Grainger – mind you, if I’m not allowed to earn any commission, I can probably live for another _________________________ before I starve to death!
Gra:	Well I, I think perhaps we have been a little hard on him, you know! I’m sure that __ _________________ could hold back a little! Mr Humphries – ________________?
Hum:	Yes – _______________, Mr Grainger!
Gra:	__________________________ will be, er, Mr Lucas’s!
Hum:	_________________________, Mr Grainger!
Luc:	Thank you Mr Grainger, thank you Mr Humphries – thank you again Mr- Captain Peacock!
Gra:	Isn’t it time for your erm, tea break, Mr Lucas?
Luc:	I’ve given it up!
Pea:	_____________________, _______________________________, Mr Lucas!
Gra:	__________________, Mr Lucas!
Hum:	________________________!
Luc:	Good afternoon, sir – ____________________, sir?
Scottish customer:  Aye well, ________________! Do you have any good, stout, long-lasting, hard-wearing tweed?
Luc:	Yes – let me think. Do we have any good, stout, long-lasting, hard-wearing tweed? ____________________________________________ perhaps, sir?
Scot:	No, no – something in the trews line!
Luc:	Troos?
Scot:	Trews, man! Breeks!
Luc:	Harris tweed briefs?
Pea:	Breeks – _________________________, Mr Lucas!
Luc:	Ah! Yes, of course, sir – yes, yes, trousers! Yes, the trousers! And _____________________________, sir?
Scot:	Thirty six! But _______________________________________!
Luc:	Thirty six, but forty – ______________________________________, sir?
Scot:	_________________________________!
Luc:	__________________________________?
Scot:	___________________! I’ve always worn the kilt – never worn breeks in my life!
Luc:	Just a minute! Mr Grainger, ___________________________________? I’ve- I’ve got to take _________________________________________!
Gra:	I’d prefer that you borrowed Mr Humphries’!
Luc:	Mr Humphries, do me a favour – _______________________________________!
Hum:	Don’t ask me – I’ve given it up for Lent! Anyway, ________________________!
Luc:	Well all right then – well _______________________________________!
Hum:	Oh here – but ________________________________________________! __________________________!
Luc:	________________________________________?
Hum:	___________________________________________!
Luc:	Which side do you wear your sporran, sir? ________________________________?
Scot:	Oh get on with it, man! Now where exactly ________________________________
__________________________________________?
Luc:	I’m just measuring your inside leg, sir!
Scot:	Away you ignorant Sassenach! In Scotland we always measure the inside leg ___ ________________________!
Luc:	Ah yes!
Scot:	________________________!
Luc:	I make that thirty two, including the sporran!

Customer1:  _____________________________________?
Slo:	Oh yes, it does, madam! And those artificial cherries are _________________________ - ___________________________, Miss Brahms?
Shirl:	Oh yes, Mrs Slocombe! ____________________________________!
Slo:	Thank you, Miss Brahms! And ___________________________________________!
Cus1:	_________________________________!
Slo:	That’s what I mean! _______________________________________________! _________________________________________________________!
Cus1:	Oh!
Slo:	Marlene Dietrich!
Cus1:	____________________________________________!
Slo:	________________________________________________________!
Cus1:	Do you think I should the brim ____, _____________?
Slo:	_____________!
Customer2:  Have you got one cut a bit lower?
Slo:	Ah – would you mind _____________________________________, madam? You see, we share our accommodation with ___________________________, and they’ve got eyes like hawks!
Cus2:	I can’t wait in there hours _____________________________________!
Pea:	______________________, Mrs Slocombe?
Slo:	_____________________________________!
Cus2:	_______________________________________________________________!
Pea:	________________________________________________?
Slo:	___________________________, Captain Peacock! Miss Brahms, get out a 38C platform! __________________________________!
Shirl:	Yes, Mrs Slocombe!
Slo:	_____________________________________, Madam?
Cus1:	No – no, I think ________________________________________!
Slo:	I see! Captain Peacock!
Pea:	Yes, Mrs Slocombe?
Slo:	Would you direct madam _______________________________?
Pea:	Certainly – __________________________________, madam?
Slo:	I’m so sorry we couldn’t find anything ____________________________, madam, but no doubt ___________________________________! Awkward cow!

Mr Mash:  Mrs Slocombe – ______________________________________!
Slo:	_____________________________, Mr Mash – __________________________?
Mash:	The transport! __________________, ______________, _____________ – look! “They’re out! Traffic chaos”! Heh! _________________________!
Mr Rumbold’s secretary:  Mr Rumbold says ___________________________________ at 5:30 today, re the transport strike!
Slo:	Oh – just us _________________________, or ___________________________?
Sec:	Oh, __________________________!
Mash:	____________________________________?
Sec:	____!
Mash:	Innit marvellous, eh? _______________________! ________________________!
Slo:	___________!

Mr Rumbold:  Well – ________________________________ – I’m afraid the transport situation is very grave! But _________________________ to say that Grace Brothers is going to rise to the occasion!
Luc:	Oh, ______________________________, sir? Mrs Slocombe would make a marvellous clippie – she’s got plenty of room on top!
Slo:	_______________________________, Miss Brahms!
Rum:	Now – ___________________________________?
Hum:	Oh, drat it – ________________________________________!
Gra:	I had an old banger _______________________________!
Luc:	Only Mrs Grainger made him give her up!
Pea:	Mr Lucas!
Rum:	Mine’s off the road, being prepared _______________________________________!
Shirl:	Oh – going to the Isle of Wight again, are you?
Rum:	Now, is any of us within ________________________________?
Hum:	Well, _______________________________________________, if I set off now!
Rum:	I see – it’s as I thought – we are in a sense stranded here, but fortunately Mr Grace has kindly given his permission for the employees ___________________________________________!
Slo:	__________________________________________?
Rum:	__________________________!
Slo:	___________________________________!
Rum:	No, __________________________________________, on whatever bedding or other devices that we can improvise!
Luc:	Can Miss Brahms and I bag the water bed on the fourth floor?
Shirl:	______________________________________________!
Rum:	No, we’re all staying on our own floors – ______________________________!
Slo:	Yes, but _____________________________? I mean we can’t all just kip down like Sodom and Gomorrah!
Hum:	Or Swan and Edgar!
Pea:	I think er, Mrs Slocombe has, has raised a very valid point – I, I think there should be ______________________________________________________!
Gra:	___________________________________________!
Rum:	Perhaps the ladies could sleep ___________________________________!
Slo:	Miss Brahms and I are not sleeping in that poky hole with no air!
Luc:	Well I’ll tell you what, you kip down with the rest of us, and I’ll get you a couple of chastity belts out of _______________________________!
Slo:	Just because _________________________ doesn’t give you carte blanche to be coarse, Mr Lucas!
Rum:	Er, what we have to do is to improvise! Now, ___________________________________! ______________!
Hum:	______________________, Mr Rumbold?
Rum:	___________! ___________________________________, Mr Humphries?
Hum:	Well __________________________, no!
Rum:	____________! _________________________!
Slo:	_____________? Well if _____________________________________, I want one with a stout bolt!
Rum:	Mrs Slocombe, I feel sure I can speak for all the men here when I tell you that we will not, as you seem to suppose, behave like mad dogs __________________________________!
Gra:	________, _______________!
Rum:	We’re all in this together, and it’s up to us ____________________________, hmm? ___________________________________! Camping equipment, please!

Luc:	 It won’t- I can’t- look, well it won’t go, you see- I can’t get it in, you see, Captain Peacock!
Pea:	Well _______________________________!
Luc:	Yes, all right!
Pea:	____________________ and- get the spigot into the socket!
Luc:	Ooh! I’m, I’m sorry, Captain- I’m so sorry- I’m sorry-
Pea:	I can see that ________________________________________, Mr Lucas!
Luc:	Well I don’t see why I couldn’t have spent the night in the Toy Department in Peter Pan’s house with Wendy and the Crocodile!
Pea:	________________________________ from the Gramophone Department?
Luc:	Oh – ____________________________________?

Slo:	Captain Peacock, __________________________?
Pea:	Yes, Mrs Slocombe!
Slo:	Could I have your assistance for a moment?
Pea:	___________________!
Slo:	____________________________________!
Pea:	I shouldn’t worry, Mrs Slocombe! I mean, ______________________________, and - _____________________________ could see anything, and – even then he’d have to stand on tiptoe!
Slo:	___________________________________!
Pea:	But apart from that, I mean, one usually finds that condensation ______________________________!
Slo:	I can assure you, Captain Peacock, that sleeping on an airbed, under an army blanket, I’m not likely to _______________________! And oh, yes, yes, there’s another thing – how am I supposed to do the zip up _________________________?
Pea:	Well perhaps the best thing, Mrs Slocombe, would be to get someone else to ______ _________________________________!
Slo:	Yes, but what if, for some reason or other, I wanted to ______________________________________________?
Pea:	Well if you think that sort of emergency might occur, it might be wiser to _______ _____________________________ zip open!
Slo:	Oh, _________________________________!
Pea:	Yes!

Mash:	Pyjamas! Lovely ripe pyjamas! ____________________________! Here you are – fresh pyjamas – fresh from the sales _______________________! Here you are, Missis – ________________________________!
Slo:	Ooh! What awful common things! Oh, well, I suppose _________________________________!
Mash:	I think __________________________________!
Slo:	Miss Brahms – our sleepwear has arrived!
Mash:	____________________________________?
Shirl:	Oh, not for me thanks – ______________________________ – I don’t like rough things _____________________________!
Mash:	You’re lucky you ain’t got me in there with you!
Slo:	______________________________, Miss Brahms! Suppose there was a fire and _________________________________?
Shirl:	Oh, _________________________________!
Slo:	________________________, Miss Brahms!
Shirl:	_____________________ – _____________________! There’s a flap at the front!
Slo:	Well find a safety pin and wear them ____________________________!
Mash:	___________________________?
Hum:	I am – and mind where you’re putting your hand!
Mash:	Want some ’jamas?
Hum:	No thank you! I’ve made my own arrangements – ____________________________ ________________________________!
Mash:	Cor, blimey! Anna May Wong rides again, eh?
Gra:	I’m stuck!
Mash:	_______________________, Mr Grainger, sir?
Hum:	_________________________, Mr Grainger?
Gra:	I’m, I’m trying __________________________! Ah! ________________, you know!
Mash:	Would you like a pair of bananas, Mr Grainger?
Gra:	Oh, my, thank you! Yes, I- I must- I think perhaps it would be more dignified if I change in _______________________________!
Slo:	Oh, the things you see when you haven’t got your gun!
Luc:	Mr Grainger – you’ve left your flap open! _______________________!
Gra:	_________________________________________, Mr Lucas!
Mash:	Here you are, Captain Peacock – _____________________ passion killers!
Pea:	Haven’t you got anything _________________________?
Mash:	What do you want then – pips?
Pea:	I think that having regard for my position, I should have something that makes me look _______________________________________!
Mash:	Why don’t you leave the trousers off then? Sorry, Captain Peacock, I’ll see if I can _______________________________, sir!
Pea:	Yes, do!
Luc:	Oh, blimey, I’d be quicker to pinch one of Mrs Slocombe’s bras, and sling it up as an hammock!
Mash:	______________________________, Mr Lucas!
Luc:	Oh, ta, _______! ____________________________________________?
Mash:	Blimey, how did they get in there? Here, they must have come from the window display!
Luc:	______________________? ____________________________________________?
Mash:	No, it’s the bed advert, you see – the he dummy was getting out one side of the bed, and ______________________________________________________ of the bed, and they used one pair of ’jamas for two, you see?
Luc:	But ________________________________________!
Mash:	Well all you do is you ______________________________, and you – hop into bed!

Shirl:	(screams) _______! ________________________?
Pea:	I’m sorry, Mrs- Miss Brahms, but I was under the impression that this is where _____________________________________________!
Shirl:	Not on your nelly, Captain Peacock!
Pea:	________________________________________________ with Mrs Slocombe!
Shirl:	Well then you take it up with her – and you’d better knock!
Pea:	By the way, Miss Brahms – _____________________________________________
_________________________!
Shirl:	Look – _______________________________________________, and ________
______________________________!

Pea:	Mrs Slocombe? _________________, Mrs Slocombe?
Slo:	__________________________, Captain Peacock!
Pea:	___________________________! _______________________!
Slo:	It’s all right – I’ve got the stopper in!
Pea:	Well I am relieved!
Slo:	I was blowing up my airbed, and it takes puff after puff after puff!
Hum:	________________________________?
Slo:	No thank you, Mr Humphries – _________________________!
Pea:	Mrs Slocombe, _____________________________________________?
Slo:	Knowing you, ___________________________________________!
Shirl:	______________, and ______________________________________!
Slo:	Captain Peacock!
Pea:	The point is, Mrs Slocombe, that _________________________________________
________________________!
Slo:	There’s going to be no one in my boudoir when I blow out the candle!
Pea:	_____________________________________! Where am I supposed to bivouac?
Slo:	I don’t care, whack – _____________________________________!

Mash:	Here, go back – that’s right - keep back!
Pea:	______________________________, Mr Mash?
Mash:	Get that down then - get this! It’s a bed, er, Captain Peacock! Er, Mr Rumbold ordered it, sir!
Pea:	_________________________________________!
Rum:	_______________________________, Mr Mash!
Mash:	Well it wouldn’t go through your office door, sir!
Rum:	__________________________________________!
Mash:	_____________________________________________?
Rum:	________________________________________________! Yes – hah, hah, hah - _____________________! Now, how does this thing work?
Mash:	Ah well – you pull this down see, sir – undo the bolt-
Rum:	Yes!
Mash:	-like that, see?
Rum:	Mm, hmm!
Mash:	Pull it down – excuse me, sir! __________________________________, see – that’s the way – here! There – look, look - ________________________________! You see, really it should be screwed to the bedroom wall, sir, you see – so when your bird’s father ____________________________, _____________________________ and she goes up the wall instead of him, see?
Rum:	That’ll do, Mr Mash!
Pea:	Ingenious device, is it not?
Rum:	Yes, _____________________________!
Pea:	________________________!
Rum:	Yes, well, well it is _____________________________!
Pea:	Hmm – it might help to solve a slight problem we have, sir!
Rum:	____________________________?
Pea:	Miss Brahms ____________________________________!
Rum:	_________________________________________________?
Pea:	Yes – she was quite adamant!
Rum:	Yes - you’re quite right to tell me of course, and – ___________________________, _____________________________, is er, entirely you own affair – but you could hardly go through with this under our very noses, so to speak!
Pea:	I think you may have, sir, what might be termed the wrong end of the stick!
Rum:	__________________?
Pea:	Yes, sir – I had arranged for Mrs Slocombe _____________________________, because I was quite sure that ___________________________________! To my surprise, ______________________________________!
Rum:	Do you suppose she er, _________________________________________?
Pea:	I was trying to get Miss Brahms and Mrs Slocombe __________________________________!
Rum:	What, _______________________________?
Pea:	No sir – ___________________________________________!
Rum:	Ah ________!
Pea:	______________________________________!

All:	Keep the home fires burning,
 Though your hearts are yearning,
	Though the lads are far away,
 _________________________________________!
	There’s a silver lining,
  _________________________________________,
Rum:	Turn the dark clouds inside out
Hum:	Till the boys come home!

Slo:	______________________________, Mr Rumbold! Didn’t you think so, Captain Peacock?
Pea:	Er yes, it brought back memories of the army and the lads – _______________, ___ __________________, the endless shifting sands –
Luc:	How long were you at Bognor Regis, Captain Peacock?
Pea:	Mr Lucas, __________________________, I was with some of the toughest soldiers in the world, chasing Rommel ____________________________!
Hum:	_______________________________________!
Rum:	Yes, Lucas – some people seem to forget that men like Captain Peacock and myself were instrumental in making this _________________________________________!
Luc:	_______________________________, Mr Rumbold?
Rum:	Catering Corps!
Luc:	The NAAFI?
Pea:	Not the NAAFI, Mr Lucas! The Catering Corps was _______________________________________________! The Army marched on its stomach, remember!
Luc:	I suppose ______________________________________ for the indigestion!
Slo:	Unfortunately, Captain Peacock, these youngsters seem to forget what we went through!
Hum:	__________________________________, Mrs Slocombe?
Slo:	No – of course I was a mere slip of a girl, but I was in Air Raid Precautions! I fact _______________________________________________, during an air raid! _____________________________________________, and I saw his face lit by an incendiary! _________________________________ and said, “Look out – here comes a big one”!
Luc:	I suppose there wasn’t much time for chatting in those days!
Slo:	And when it had gone off, we headed for the nearest shelter – and it was then I knew ______________________________________________________!
Luc:	The first bomb site you came to!
Slo:	Oh, you have got a nasty mind!

Rum:	_________________________________________________________________, Mr Grainger?
Gra:	Oh, I was in ENSAH, entertaining the troops!
Shirl:	___________________________________________________?
Hum:	______________________________________________________!
Rum:	________________________________________, you ENSAH chaps!
Gra:	Oh, thank you – yes, I used to do impersonations, you know, yes – I called myself Whimsical Willie! I, _______________________________ of Hitler and Göring and Goebbels, and von Ribbentrop and Lord Haw-Haw!
Luc:	_______________________________________?
Gra:	Oh, I used to do Mr Churchill as well!
Hum:	Do your Lord Haw-Haw for us, Mr Grainger! He was the one who used to ________________________________________________________!
Gra:	Well I, I don’t know if I can – ____________________________________, you know – the last time I did it was at a concert in Tobruk! “Germany calling! Germany calling! ___________________________________________________ – the German Army is invincible!”
Slo:	Oh – _______________________! It sent shivers up your spine!
Gra:	And, and then I used to do Mr Winston Churchill, you know! “We will fight on the beaches, __________________________________________________, _________ _______________________________________, but we will never surrender! Give us the tools, and ______________________________________”! And then _________
_____________________________________________!
Pea:	____________________________________________, Mr Grainger!
Luc:	_______________________________________________!

Shirl:	Of course ____________________________ when all this was going on!
Luc:	Oh, __________________________________?
Shirl:	__________________________, but it was the war that brought __________________________________! We’ve still got pictures of him with his black face _____________________________________!
Luc:	What was he – _______________________________________________________?
Shirl:	He was a commando!
Pea:	Ah, ________________________________!
Hum:	Absolutely ruthless!
Shirl:	My mum found him in her bicycle shed! ____________________________________ in Ipswich! “_______________________________?” she says – “Looking for the Jerry” he said – so she took him indoors and _______________________________! And well, they just ______________________________!
Luc:	________________________________? You know, __________________________
____________________, really! Still, no matter what happens, even in spite of my pierced eardrums and my flat feet – _____________________________, I’ll be there at the front the next time!
Hum:	Hm! ________________________________ with a ticket for Sweden, no doubt!

Rum:	Well, ______________________________________! Heh – _________________ ____________________________________ – just like the old Boy Scout jamborees!
Hum:	Yes – _________________________________!
Luc:	Shall I put the camp fire out, Mr Rumbold?
Rum:	Oh, yes – ________________________________________________!
Luc:	Hello – Churchill’s having one of his catnaps again! Somebody’d better wake him up – __________________________________________!
Pea:	Mr Humphries!
Hum:	___________________________, Mr Grainger?
Gra:	Yes, ______________________! Certainly!
Slo:	Goodnight, Mr Grainger!
Pea:	Goodnight everybody!
Various:  Goodnight!
Luc:	Hey Shirley, fancy a game of ping pong __________________________________?
Shirl:	______________________________!
Luc:	How about “sardines” in Soft Furnishings?
Shirl:	______________________________________________________!
Luc:	Or would you like me to go to the Library and get you a copy of “The Sensuous Woman”? _________________________?
Gra:	Has anybody set the alarm _____________________________________?
Slo:	I’ve set the burglar alarm for tonight!
Luc:	__________________________________!
Pea:	________________________, sir!
Rum:	Oh – thank you very much! Er – _________________________________________, if you don’t mind!
Pea:	_____________________, sir!
Luc:	(imitates bugle playing Last Post)
Pea:	_____________________________, Mr Lucas!
Luc:	Goodnight, Mrs Slocombe!
Slo:	________________________________________?
Luc:	No, Mrs Slocombe!
Slo:	Oh! Oh, drat it – there goes my stopper!
Luc:	________! _______! _______! Well that’s dampened it down a bit! Goodnight, Mr Humphries!
Hum:	Goodnight, Mr Lucas! I won’t come out – _____________ __________________________________!
Luc:	Ah – just think – ______________________________ _________________________! Goodnight, Mr Grainger!
Gra:	(mumbles)
Luc:	Don’t bother, Mr Grainger!
Rum:	____________________________________, are you, Captain Peacock?
Pea:	No, sir!
Rum:	_________________________________________?
Pea:	____________________________?
Rum:	_____________________________!
Pea:	Oh, yes, sir! ____________________________________!
Rum:	Oh damn – _____________________________! Mr Lucas, __________________ __________________ yet?
Luc:	No, _______________________________, sir!
Rum:	_________________________________________, will you?
[bookmark: _GoBack]Luc:	_____________________________, sir!
Rum:	Not the lever!
Luc:	Oh, I’m sorry!



