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INTRODUCTION

IT may be difficult to prevent a note of regret, an air of melancholy,
from creeping into this Introduction. The reason is that | believe the
kind of Theatre for which these plays were written is already losing its
hold, which was never at any time large and strong, on the London
playgoing public. The kind of Theatre | mean might be cdled the
author-director-team Theatre. | have put the author first because in
this Theatre he comes first; and the skill and energy of the director and
his players are entirely devoted to the task of putting on to the stage
what the author has created on paper. In short, the play's the thing.
And in this Theatre a bad play cannot hope to succeed because so
much depends upon the playwright. If his work is poor, then the
director and the players, who are there to express him, are doomed,
if hiswork is great, and the whole organisation of director and players
is on an unusually high level, then what is produced is wonderful and
unforgettable, as it is in the Moscow Art Theatre productions of
Chehov. Itismy view—though this may be awriter's prejudice—that
whenever the Theatre has made history in our time, whether in
Maoscow, Dublin, Paris, London, New Y ork, something like this kind
of Theatre has been established. And at the same time a theatrical
tradition has been successfully defied and broken.

This tradition, which still held the London Theatre at the beginning
of this century and to which, in my view, we are now returning,
assumes that the playhouse exists so that we may enjoy some tre-
mendous piece of acting, as if the stage were the show-case for one or
two magnificent, flashing personalities. To anybody steeped in this
tradition, a great evening in the Theatre is not provided by afine play
exquisitely directed and performed but by some staggering per-
formance by afavourite player. What such a playgoer demands from
the Theatre is the sort of excitement that fashionable subscribers to
opera discover in the performance of a famous prima donna. And
here | venture to remark that it is a misfortune that so much depends
in our playhouses on what happens to a new play on its first night,
when the impact of a solid play, beautifully presented, may seem to be
unimportant when compared with the blaze of excitement created by
one huge glittering performance. On such occasions we often find
critics raving over productions (which they turn into immediate
successs) that look fairly tawdry to a cooler playgoer some weeks
later. But it may be argued—as | think so good a critic as the late

[ vii]



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY

James Agate would have argued—that such first-night excitement is
the essence of theatrical value, just as the playhouse exists to show us
these colossal displays of acting, these enormously heightened and
richly coloured personalities. To which, | admit, there is no adequate
reply. Playgoing is not a duty but a pleasure, and if a man declares
that he visits the theatre simply in search of grand large-scale per-
formances by his favourite players, so that he can experience a certain
kind of excitement that is essentially theatrical, then | cannot say heis
wrong. (And he hastradition on hisside)) All | can suggest isthat the
Thestreis capable of offering more satisfying and rewarding pleasures,
feeding the memory and haunting the imagination; that when it has
broken with this tradition it has for short periods admittedly enlarged
itself and increased its value to the community; and that if we return
to this tradition, condemning the author-director-team Theatre, we
cannot avoid, in my opinion, certain unfortunate consequences.

If the Theatre is to be dominated again by star players and actor-
managers, then not only will no high level of team acting be attained
or even attempted—and that means that most modern masterpieces
cannot be adequately performed—but also there will soon bevery few
plays of real value offered to the public. | shall be told that this does
not follow. It will be argued that if our commanding star players or
actor-managers are men and women of taste and intelligence, they will
choose work of taste and intelligence to perform. To which | shall
retort that this also does not follow. Not that | believe for a moment
that our playersin command have not taste and intelligence. Most of
them have both to an exceptionally high degree. Their concern for the
Theatreis as great as yours or mine, perhaps much greater. (After al,
their lifeswork isthere, whereasyours and minemay not be.) Butitis
my conviction—and our theatrical history bears me out—that the
actor-manager cannot help but see the playhouse in terms of his own
performance and personality. He is quite right to do so, because the
whole enterprise depends upon him. A play in which he shares the
honours with half-a-dozen other actors may be al very fine, but it is
not what he wants and not what his public want. Then again, being
human (and perhaps rather spoilt) he cannot resist looking about for a
large fat part that suits his mood of the moment. Perhaps he has a
fancy for playing an emperor or a ragged prophet. Anybody got any
emperors or ragged prophets? And if not, couldn't clever old So-and-
s0 knock off something? . . . Ring up and ask him to supper. So the
author, with whose creation the other Theatre began, is now one of the
hangers-on of this Theatre, a provider of situations and words out of
which the great man will make something. (Gerad du Maurier, whose
kill both as actor and director was superb, often deliberately chose
plays of inferior quality just to show what he could do with them.)

[ viii ]
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And of course the situations and words will be forthcoming; but,
except in the rare and lucky instances where the solid author and the
actor-manager happen to be enthusiastic about the same ideg, they will
soon be situations and words conceived by a hack. Why are most film
scripts so bad? Because nine out often of them, at least, are not based
on the writers' own ideas but are stories shaped and coloured to the
taste of the producers and their stars. Reduce the status of the author,
and down goes the leve of his work, and with it the whole levd of
drama, including sooner or later even the acting of the actor-manager,
who needs the chalenge and stimulus of parts not tailored to fit him.
It is true that this kind of Theatre can keep going for a time on the
classics—though most of these are best performed by companies with
the team spirit—but a Theatre that has to deny itsef the most vital
contemporary dramatic writing will soon be only half-alive.

| am not proposing here that the Theatre should be dominated by
its authors. No matter how much experience we authors have had,
we still need the theatrical discipline and practical skill of directors and
leading players. Bemused by our ideas, and far away from audiences,
we are apt to make bad mistakes. Our demands on both players and
playgoers may be unreasonable. But on the other hand the purely
theatrical folk, who are further away from ordinary life than we are,
also stand badly in need of our ideas, to bring new life into the
Theatre. The business of the director (who stands between the author
and the actors, between life and the Theatre, and who is therefore a
very important figure) and his playersis to make these ideas, this new
life, theatrically effective. Let all work together, asthey dointhekind
of Theatre in which | believe, and good drama can be created. But if
the playhouse is to be dominated entirely by the actor, then the
temptation to achieve at any cost an easy theatrical effectiveness
becomes irresistible. Why not keep to the well-tried old devices?
Why take arisk with this queer new-fangled stuff? Our public don't
want it. And we pull them in, not the authors—which is true enough.
But pull them in to what? Where does this line of least resistance take
us? Never towards the Theatre that lights up its whole community,
that makes a playgoer happily proud to have been one of its patrons,
that makes a contribution to our whole world civilisation. |1 am not
pretending that the plays in this volume belong to such a Theatre.
Quite apart from the question of their own merit, the organisation was
never there. Nevertheless, perhaps because these plays were conceived
and produced in what was a better atmosphere than we have now,
were not written to please X. or pack them in for Y., some of them
have been played a great many times in many different parts of the
world, and have cast afar longer shadow than they would have done if
they had been faked-up to catch a passing mood in the West End of
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London. Strange though it may seem to many of our critics and more
fashionable playgoers, the Theatre does not begin in Shaftesbury
Avenue and end at the Strand. It exists wherever there is some sort of
playhouse, and men and women ready and eager to act, and other men
and women hoping to be entertained and moved, to wonder and to
admire.

CORNELIUS: This play about life in a City office (and the reader
may take it from me 1 know nothing about City offices) was first
produced at the Duchess Theatre in 1935, with Ralph Richardson in
the leading part, and revived at the Westminster in 1940, with Stephen
Murray in the same part. Originaly it had one of the most en-
thusiastic first nights, together with one of the best Presses, | have ever
had, thanks to a very fine cast and a magnificent production by Basil
Dean. 1 remember that some of my fellow playwrights were parti-
cularly warm in their appreciation of this piece, and yet audiences,
interested but rather bewildered, never quitetook to it. And| suspect
that the audiences were right. There are, 1 think, excellent scenes,
speeches, touches of character-drawing, in this play, but as a dramatic
whole there is something wrong with it, as the audiences, who often
have aprofound intuition, discovered. Probably thetroubleisthatitis
not all in onekey, onetone, and that whilethe ingredients are dl right,
the pudding is not properly mixed and cooked. Yet | must put on
record what | overheard on the last night at the Duchess. A young
middie-aged business man, another "Cornelius', was speaking, and |
overheard him say: "Why didn't anybody tell me about this play?
It's wonderful. It's so—so true." And | remember E. V. Lucas, who
liked the play, writing to me about it and saying that f ought to write a
sequel to it, showing "Cornelius' finding himself in some distant
romantic place. The ideawas attractive, but 1 have always distrusted
sequels. Cornelius has never attracted much attention abroad, but has
been frequently produced by the larger repertory companies here. If it
should ever be revived again, it would have to be done as a period
piece, because it does not belong to our post-War world.

PEOPLE AT SEA: After some hesitation | have included this play
(there were three competitors for this place), chiefly because severa
theatrical friends of mine profess to like it very much. It was produced
at the Apollo Theatre in the late summer of 1937, when | already had
two successful plays running in London, and perhaps this fact in-
fluenced thecritics, for they were very severe with this piece, and it had
a short run. Whether the production, by Auriol Lee, deserved a better
fate 1 cannot tell, because | never saw it either in rehearsal or during
the run. | had to go to America before the play was even cadt, and it
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INTRODUCTION

had vanished before | returned in the Spring of 1938. But the cadt,
which included Jean Muir, Vivienne Bennett, Carla Lehmann,
Marjorie Feding, Edward Chapman, Torin Thatcher, Martin
Walker, Carl Jaffe, among others, was an exceptionally good one, and
s0if the play failed then the fault was probably mine. The setting and
action are ingenioudly contrived, | think, but the characters are rather
a shop-soiled lot.

THEY CAME TO A CITY: Thousands of performances of this
play have been given, but nobody has seen it who did not see the
origina production, directed very adroitly by Irene Henschel, and
played superbly by Googie Withers, Renee Gadd, Ada Reeve,
Frances Rowe, Mabel Terry-Lewis, John Clements, Raymond
Huntley, A. E. Matthews, Norman Shelley—one of the best casts |
haveever had. It openedin 1943 and after avery successful tour it had
along run at the Globe Theatre. Since then it has been produced in
many theatres abroad, and has been a great favourite with repertory
and amateur companies here at home. It has aso beenfilmed, with the
original cast. | have read and heard many wildly different accounts of
what this play is about, and | have been told, among other things, that
itisreally a study of the Integration of the Personality (see Jung), a
drama of life after death, a dab of Left Wing propaganda, a plea for
town-planning. My best reply perhaps is to describe how | came to
writeit. DuringtheWar | wasimpressed by thevery different attitudes
of mind that people had to any post-War changes, which were then
being widely discussed. It seemed to me there was a play in this, so
long as 1 could keep away from the mere play of debate, which 1
dislike, and discover an appropriate "symbolic action”. (I use the
quotation marks because this is my own term and not generaly
known. Actually this play offers a good though perhaps rather crude
example of the "symbolic action" on which so many of my plays and
novels are built.) The unknown city gave me exactly what | wanted
but it should be remembered that what is important in the play is not
the city but the respective attitudes of the characters toward it. If
there are still some prospective directors of this play among my readers
here, | should liketo warn them against turning it into amelodramatic
production with much too heavy a bias against the older characters, a
mistake that | think we contrived to avoid in the origina production.
It is not one of my own favourites, but | consider that much of the
First Act isingeniously contrived.

DESERT HIGHWAY: This play, though it was given alimited run
a the Playhouse, was never intended to be a contribution to the
Theatre. It was specially written, as agift to the Army, to be produced
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by the Army Bureau of Current Affairs, among whose staff was that
fine director, Michad MacOwan. The idea was that it should be
performed by soldier-actors chiefly for audiences of troops in camp,
athough the production made a certain number of appearances in
ordinary theatres, where al profits and royalties were given to a book
fund for the Services. Just after the War, a young manager, against my
advice, took a production of it round the country, and, to my astonish-
ment, made a great success of his venture. It opened originadly at the
old Theatre Royal, Bristol, and made its first appearance in London,
before an imposing audience of ministers and generals, in February
1944, with Stephen Murray and John Wyse playing the two leading
parts. When the War was over, it was produced in various European
countries. To some intelligent critics, my device of jumping back
twenty centuries in the Second Act, to give a feeling of historical
continuity, gave the play its specia quality and appeal; but to other
critics, no less intelligent, this act was nothing but a rather tedious
interlude. As my own soldiering belongs to the First World War and |
saw little of the Army during the Second, | had to do a good deal of
wild guessing in order to creste my six Second War soldiers; but | was
never told that my characters were out-of-date.

AN INSPECTOR CALLS: Sometime during the winter of 1944-45
| wrote this play at top speed, finishing it within aweek. (Plays of this
kind, in which one situation inevitably leads to another, and in which
a certain uniformity of manner and tone is essential, are in my view
best written very quickly.) Then it had a curious history. To begin
with, as no London theatre was available for it, | sent a copy of it to
Moscow, where it was translated at once and produced there, during
the summer of 1945, simultaneously by two famous companies,
afterwardsfinding its way to many different citiesin the Soviet Union.
Again, it isthe only play of minethat | have actually seen performed
in seven or eight capital cities, including London, New Y ork, Paris and
Moscow. Findly, the city that liked it least was the one in which it was
written, London, where it appeared at the opening of the Old Vic
season in October 1946. Basil Dean's production was excellent, and it
offered an interesting and, | think, successful experiment with the s,
which was swung round and enlarged so that in each act you obtained a
different view of the same room. The cast, which included Margaret
Leighton, Marian Spencer, Ralph Richardson, Alec Guinness, Julien
Mitchell, could hardly be bettered. | received many enthusiastic
letters about it from people not easy to please in the Theatre. Yet it
was most sourly noticed, and though | believe that it was aways
warmly received by audiences, it barely maintained a most modest
place in the Old Vic's repertoire that season. Possibly, as it has been
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suggested to me by various knowledgeable persons, the play wasin the
wrong place, among al the costume and glamour of the Old Vic
productions; and perhaps | would have been much wiser to have kept
it for arunin arather smaler playhouse. | can only add that it seems
to have succeeded amost everywhere dse; and in Germany, for
example, at leest 1,600 performances of it were given within about
eighteen months. And | have had the privilege of observing a most
remarkable collection of Inspectors.

HOME IS TOMORROW: After three heart-warming weeks in the
provinces, where everybody seemed to know what weweretryingto do,
we opened this play at the Cambridge Theatre (most unsuitable but all
we could get) inthelate, too late, autumn of 1948. The cast, headed by
Ledie Banks, Irene Worth, Alan Wheatley, Cecil Trouncer, seemed to
me perhaps the most exciting cast to watch that | have ever had. And
Michael MacOwan's production seemed to me strong, truthful,
senstive. We were dl very excited about this play, which my as
sociates and | considered to be one of my best. (But admittedly it was
not an easy play to write, direct, act or see) And even now we stare at
each other, bewildered, when one of us mentions it. For—Ilet us face
it—it was a thumping flop. Not only was the play itsdf didiked but
hardly anybody appeared to like the production and the acting. Most
of the notices seemed to us completely idiotic, as if the critics had gone
to thewrongtheatre. Clearly something was wrong somewhere, but to
this day | cannot tell who or what. Nevertheless, it is possible for the
reader here to make a few small tests for himself. For example, one
influential critic caled it adiscussion on a desert island; another said
it was not a play at dl but a bunch of essays; and yet another an-
nounced that | was trying to write a thriller in the John Buchan
manner. Thetext is here, and | leave the reader to judge for himself
what truth thereisin thesetypical critical pronouncements.

SUMMER DAY'S DREAM: | took a great deal of time and
trouble over this play, which was re-written severd times. Asitstitle
suggedts, it is really a fantastic comedy, in which, however, certain
values come up for discussion; and it is not, as some weekly reviewers
appeared to think, a palitica-economic manifesto. With an interesting
cadt, grandly led by Herbert Lomas as "Stephen Dawlish”, the play had
four good weeks out of London, opened in the early autumn at the S.
Martin's Theatre, and was withdrawn just before it reached its fiftieth
West End performance. But it had not been afailure in the sense that
Home Is Tomorrow was afailure. It had been enthusiastically praised
by most sections of the Press; and our audiences were very warm and
demonstrative in their appreciation of it. It played to figures that
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would have ensured it a long run before the War. But we were in a
small but expensive theatre; our running costs, which included heavy
charges for handling two elaborate sets, were much too high; and
although we could have kept going on " smash hit" business, anything
less than this meant a piling up of losses we could not afford. The
whole economic background to this play seemed to me so monstrous
that | did not even want to make a fight of it, as | might have done
earlier. Let me make the issue plain. The costs of production and the
running costs of a play in the West End are at least twice that they
were before the War.  On the other hand, the prices of admission are
only about ten per cent more than they used to be, and even these prices
are now thought to be too high, especially by the hard-pressed
middle-class public that probably forms the bulk of my specid
audience. This means that theatrical conditions in London are now
like those in New Y ork, where there have long been a few successes
surrounded by masses of lamentable failures. It makes theatrical
production a wild gamble: either you "hit the jackpot" or lose all.
And it is my contention that serious dramatic work cannot exist very
long in such an atmosphere. It is fatal to that author-director-team
Theatre which | described earlier. Either companies working on these
lines (as | suggested in my Theatre Outlook) must be subsidised, at
least for a few years, or the serious and experimental drama will no
longer find any home in London—and, because London is till our
theatrical shop-window, may even vanish altogether in this country.
Nor isthis my own private problem. Some of the plays in this and the
two earlier volumes have been successfully produced in playhouses all
over theworld; they have helped at no charge to do thework for which
the British Council is paid millions every year; they have brought
foreign currency to this country at a time when it was badly needed,
and perhaps they have created a friendly interest in us. And no man
can long sustain the role of an established British playwright if he finds
it impossible to have his new work adequately produced in Britain.
Moreover, at a time when the people of this country need dl that a
Theatre with integrity and vitality can give them, there is a serious
danger that this Theatre may disappear from our battle-worn scene.
Certainly the situation may change—and change with dramatic
swiftness, because that is how things happen in the Theatre—but at
this time of writing the outlook is anything but bright.
J. B. PRIESTLEY
Brook,
December 1949
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CORNELIUS

A Business Affair in Three Transactions



TO

RALPH RICHARDSON
with admiration and affection
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MORTIMER
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The action takes place in the genera office of Briggs & Murrison,
Birdczz?e Street, Holborn. The Firg Act on Monday morning, the
Second on Wednesday afternoon, and the Third on Friday evening
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ROBERT GILBERT
HARCOURT WILLIAMS

Play produced by BASIL DEAN



ACT |

Office of Messrs. Briggs & Murrison, Aluminium Importers, Birdcage
Street, Holborn, Monday morning. An ordinary general office room
ofthe more old-fashioned kind, with a recessat the back lit by opaque
window in the wall. Window to street on left, main door on left at
right angles to window. On right wall door to Private Office. A
long high desk in recess at back, and a desk at each side further
down, one of them with a typewriter and a telephone. Small table
with typewriter (coveredat first) and typist's chair infront of window
on left. Copying-in corner by recess on right. Ledgers, files, etc.,
prominent on walls.

When curtain rises, the office is empty. There is a pale wintry sunshine
coming through window on left. Then Private Office door opens, and
MRS. ROBERTS backs out, followed by gusts of smoke. She coughs
and angrily mutters: "Oh, blast the thing!" then goes back into the
room. She is a stoutish Cockney woman in her fifties, with a red
face, a hoarse voice, and a ripe character. LAWRENCE enters, a
rather weedy youth of 19, wearing a raincoat that is not very
adequate for this cold weather. He comes forward carrying a number
of unopened letter s—the morning's mail—which he puts down on the
nearest table while he blows on his hands. Then heputs his hat and
coat away in the cupboard meant for that purpose (probably down
stage right) and then sees MRS. ROBERTS coming out of the Private
Office again, followed by smoke.

LAWRENCE: Hello, you're late.

MRS. ROBERTS: Yes, and you'd be late if you'd that devil of a thing
in there to ded with. (Coughs.)

LAWRENCE (idiotically): It's smoking again.

MRS. ROBERTS (with immense irony): Do you know, | believeit is.
(With gusto.) Smoking! Y ou can't see across that little bit of aroom
for smoke. If I've told 'em once, I've told 'em fifty times. There's
something wrong with that chimney. The place's full of soot. | give it

up.
LAWRENCE from now on is getting on with his first duties. He
puts the letters on various desks. He fills all the inkwellsfrom a
large bottle ofink, puts clean sheets of blotting-paper on the various
desks, takes the covers off the two typewriters, and soforth.

LAWRENCE: Wdll, it doesn't matter.
[5]
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MRS. ROBERTS: It doesn't matter to meif it doesn't matter to them.

LAWRENCE: Mr. Murrison's till away, and Mr. Cornelius won't
mind. He nearly always stays out here, anyhow.

MRS. ROBERTS: Good luck to him!

LAWRENCE: Only we'd better get histableout.

MRS. ROBERTS: Comeonthen. | want tofinishup.

They go into the Private Office and return carrying a small
working table. The top is covered with newspapers. They put this
near the door into the Private Office, and then, while MRS, ROBERTS is
taking off the newspapers and beginning to dust a little, LAWRENCE
returnsto bring out a chair, which heputsbehindthetable. During
the dial ogue thatfollows, while LAWRENCE gets on with hisink and
kélotti ng-paper business, MRS, ROBERTS doesa little moreperfunctory

usting.

LAWRENCE (grumbling): Look atme. Still doingthis!

MRS.ROBERTS: Well,whataboutit?

LAWRENCE: Thisis an office boy'sjob.

MRS. ROBERTS: What of it? Aren't you the office boy?

LAWRENCE: Yes.

MRS. ROBERTS: Well then?

LAWRENCE: I'm nineteen.

MRS. ROBERTS: Never! (Then stares at him speculatively.) No, |
dare say you are.

LAWRENCE: There's no dare say about it. | know | am. I'm
nineteen. 1'vebeen herenearlyfiveyears, and Fm till the office boy.

MRS. ROBERTS: Fancy!

LAWRENCE: They won't get akid to do this. They won't promote
me. And I'm nineteen. It's absolutely rotten.

MRS.ROBERTS: Whydon'tyouleavethen?

LAWRENCE: | wouldifI could get anotherjob. | kegptrying.

MRS. ROBERTS: That'sright. You keep on tryin?. And if a first
you don't succeed—suck eggs. (Givesasuddenroar offaughter.)

LAWRENCE (properly ignoring this): I've written for hundreds of jobs.
I'm taking a correspondence course in wireless now.

MRS. ROBERTS: Now that's agoodjob—wireless. I'veanephew—
my sister's oldest—who's in that. Has a shop of his own in Hackney.
Wireless and gramophones.

LAWRENCE: I'mmakingagramophone. I'venearlyfinishedit.

MRS. ROBERTS: Wéll, | cdl that clever. | wouldn't know how to
start.
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LAWRENCE: I'vemadelots of wireless sets.

MRS. ROBERTS: You'rejust like my nephew—the one at Hackney.
Of course he's older. But | expect you'll be taking the girls to the
pictures now—eh? Or don't you bother with 'em?

LAWRENCE (gloomily): Not much.

MRS. ROBERTS: Alfred—my nephew—was just the same. Hed
rather be doing his wirdess and what not. But then one fine day—
before you could say Jack Robinson—Io and behold—he goes and gets
married, andto asflighty alittle piece asever | saw. One o' thesefancy
blondes that's aways having their hair waved. Goes right from
Hackney to Kensington High Street—Pontings and Derry and Toms—
to do her shopping. At least, that's what she says. | wouldn't trust
her ayard. 1'd liketo have alook at her Derry and Toms. And | think
that'll do.

She stops dusting and takes her apron off. Miss PORRIN enters.
A little woman in her early thirties, spectacled, rather dried up, very
simplein manner.

Miss PORRIN: Oh—good morning, Mrs. Roberts.

MRS. ROBERTS: Morning, miss. Quite strangers, aren't we? How
are you getting on among it all?

MissPORRIN: Quitewell, thank you. And how areyou?

MRS. ROBERTS: Fair—just fair. I'm not getting any thinner and
you're not getting any fatter—that's right, isn't it?

MissPORRIN (taking offher hat and coat): Itlookslikeit, doesn't it?
Good morning, Lawrence.

LAWRENCE: Good morning.

MRS. ROBERTS: Here—how's Mr. Corneliusthese days?

MissPORRIN: All right, | think.

MRS. ROBERTS: Hehasn't got married again, hashe?

MissPORRIN: Oh—dear no.

MRS. ROBERTS: Wel he ought to, abigfinemanlike him. He must
have been a widower now—oh—for seven or eight years. | cal it too
long. You ought to set about him yourself, Miss Porrin.

MissPORRIN (brightly): Such astrangething happened to me—just
now—in the bus. | was carrying my German book—I'm studying
German, you know, Mrs. Roberts—I'd been reading it in the bus, but
then I'd stopped because it made my eyes ache—and the bus gave a
jerk and | dropped my German book, and a gentleman sitting opposite
picked it up and handed it to me. And do you know—wasn't it
strange?—he was a German himself. He told me so when he saw what
the book was. Wasn't it strange?
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" MBS. ROBERTS (with a wink at LAWRENCE): When are you meeting
Im’

MISSPORRIN: Oh no, certainly not. I'm not meeting him anywhere.
It wasn't like that at all. Hejust picked up the book and——

LAWRENCE (brutally): Andgaveitbacktoyouandtoldyouhewasa
German. We know.

Miss PORRIN: Don't be rude, please, Lawrence. (Smiling at MRS,
ROBERTS.) But that'sdl that happened.

MRS. ROBERTS: Good job too, if you ask me. Don't you start
taking up with foreigners, Miss Porrin. You don't know where they'll
land you.

LAWRENCE (in melodramatic tone): White Slave Treffic!

MRS. ROBERTS(preparingtogo): Well, agirl | usedtoknowmarried
one o' them Germans—a writer he was—and she got White Save
Traffic dl right, abasin-full, for he kept her at it, washing and scrubb-
ing and cooking, from morning till night. Well, I'll be off. And tell
'em they can't blame me for the soot and mess, not till they got that
chimney in there properly done. | can't work miracles. If I couldj |
wouldn't be here. Tata.

She goes out, carefully taking with her a large lump of coal
wrapped in newspaper. Miss PORRIN goes over to her desk and takes
some papers out of a drawer, looks at her typewriter, etc. LAW-
RENCE is slowlyfuushing his littlejobs. Telephonerings.

LAWRENCE (at telephone). Hello!' This is Briggs and Murrison.
No, we're not. Well, | ought to know, oughtn't 1? Were Briggs—
(deliberately) and Murrison. (Puts down receiver.) And that's silly,
when you come to think of it.

MissPORRIN: What is? Wrong number?

LAWRENCE: No. But every day except Sunday for years at that
telephone, I've been saying Briggs and Murrison, Briggs and Murrison,
and for years and years you've been writing down Briggs and Murri-
son, Briggs and Murrison, and dl the time there hasn't been a Briggs
inthefirm at al, only Mr. Murrison—

MissPORRIN: And Mr. Cornelius. He'sapartner.

LAWRENCE: Yes, but | cal it awaste of time and breath going on
year after year, saying Briggs, writing down Briggs, when thereisn't a
Briggs. And nearly everybody ese doing the same thing.

Miss PORRIN: It doesn't matter.

LAWRENCE: Itdoes. | cdlitsilly andclumsy. Youcouldn't makea
gramophone or a wireless s like that.

Miss PORRIN: That's because they're new things, Lawrence. All
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new things are neat, like that, but old things arent. And a lot of
business Is redly old.

LAWRENCE: Yes, but why? Why shouldn't all this be neat and new
and sensble? Why should it be so old-fashioned? I'll bet it needn't
be. I'll bet—

But MR. BIDDLE has entered. He is a clerkly elderly man.
obvioudy very neat and methodical. He is well wrapped up and
carries afolded newspaper—the "Morning Post". He takes off his
overcoat, hat, and muffler during thefollowing speeches.

BIDDLE: Good morning, MissPorrin. Good morning, Lawrence.

Miss PORRIN: ) =
LAWRENCE, , Good morning.

BIDDLE: It's till raw, very raw. Very little sign of spring about.
(Sniffs} Hello, has that chimney been smoking again?

LAWRENCE: Yes Mr. Biddle. Ma Roberts says it's completely
blocked up.

BIDDLE: We must have it attended to before Mr.Murrison comes
back. Mr. Cornelius doesn't mind being out here, but Mr. Murrison
wouldn't likeit. Where's Miss Evison?

MissPORRIN: Shehasn't comeyet.

BIDDLE: | shdl redlly have to talk very seriously to Miss Evison.
She's late nearly every morning now, and even when she is here, her
mind's not on her work.

Miss PORRIN: | don't think she'svery well, Mr. Biddle.

BIDDLE: Possibly not, possibly not. But that's no real excuse. Mr.
Murrison—in my opinion—isn't very well, hasn't been well for some
time, but there he is—in the Midlands—up north—travelling al the
time, visiting all our customers, not sparing himself.

LAWRENCE:| thinkthat'squitedifferent.

BIDDLE (banteringly): Oh—youthink that'squitedifferent, doyou,
Lawrence? And why might it bedifferent?

LAWRENCE: ThisisMr. Murrison'sown show. It'shis firm.

BIDDLE: Andit'smy firm. And it's your firm.

LAWRENCE (not too rudely): Noitisn't. Thisis simply the place
where | come and put out blotting-paper and copy letters for twenty-
five bob aweek.

BIDDLE: Yes and you don't always do that very well. Get me the
Day Book and the In Ledger.

LAWRENCE goes to get the books. The telephone rings and is
answered by Miss PORRIN.
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If that's Hewlett and Compand?/, I'll speak to them. Is it? Right.
(Takes telephone.) Yes? Biddle here. Oh—is it Mr. Howlett? Yes,
Biddle. . . . Yes Mr. Howlett, | quite understand. We'e al in the
same boat nowadays, arent we? ... (Laughs) That's very good. |
must remember that. Now, listen, Mr. Howlett. Our Mr. Murrison's
awvay. . . . Yes he's gone himsdf. . . . Back on Wednesday. No,
Mr. Corneliusisn't hereyet. . . . Now, now, Mr. Howlett . . . you
knowus. . . . Ohno, Mr. Howlett. . . . Hello, hello!

It is obvious that MR. HOWLETT has rung off prematurely,
possibly in a temper. AsBIDDLE puts down the receiver, he looks
verz worried. His speech thatfollows, which he gives as he begins
Ioo ing through the letters, is morefor his own benefit thanfor his
isteners’.

I've been in business for over forty-seven %/ears, and | can tel you
that a day of it now is worse than amonth of it in the old days. Upon
my word, it's misery trying to do business nowadays. Everybody and
everything make it as difficult as possible.

Miss PORRIN (turning round and holding out letter): | know, Mr.
Biddle, I'm so sorry. What about this Excelsior Transport Company's
clam? You asked me to remind you.

RIDDLE ?takingletter): | should think so. Disgraceful, | cal it. Ask
that young fellow—what's his name?—Sheffbrd—to come round at
once. Mr. Cornelius had better take it up with him. Hell deal with
that lot. Hell give them something to be going on with.

Takesthis|etter, along with some others, over to CORNELIUSS
table, then returns to hisown desk to open some moreletters. Miss
PORRIN begins ringing up, but is not heard. CORNELIUS enters,
immediately dominating the scene. He is a well-set-up fellow
betweenforty-five and fifty, outwardlz an office man, though not too
sedentary In appearance, but with a certain eager, humorous,
imaginative way with himthat suggeststhat theyouthin himisby no
means dead. He wears a heavy overcoat, with several newspapers
stuckinthe pockets, and a soft felt hat which heremovesasheenters.
He can besmoking apipe. Hearriveswith great gusto.

CORNELIUS: Good morning. Good morning.

BIDDLE:

MissPORRIN : } Good morning, Mr. Cornelius.
LAWRENCE:

CORNELIUS (immediately going over to the letters on his table):
Anything from Mr. Murrison?

BIDDLE: I'm afraid not, Mr. Cornelius.
[ 10]
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CORNELIUS (muttering): Damned nuisance!
_ EIDDLE: I'm afraid there's no order come through from Chale's
either.

CORNELIUS (gloomily): I'm not surprised. As soon as | saw young
Chale's face, | knew there wasn't an order init. There was No &l over
it. All permanently screwed down and hermetically seeled. Marvel to
me how he ever gives himself any food and drink. Why is my table
out here again?

LAWRENCE: It'ssmokyinthereagain, Mr. Cornelius.

BIDDLE: We shdl have to complain to the landlord about that
chimney.

CORNELIUS: That's not so easy. We owe him some money. (Ashe
takesoffhisovercoat.) MissEvison.

BIDDLE: She'snot hereyet.

X CORNELIUS (gives hishat and coat to LAWRENCE) : Then she ought to
e.

BIDDLE: She'sgettingvery dack, I'mafraid—very slack.
CORNELIUS (sitting at his table): Not ill, by any chance, is she?
MissPORRIN: | think sheis, Mr. Cornelius.
As CORNELIUS begins to look through letters and papers on his
table, BIDDLE comes across and stands attentively behind the table.
CORNELI USﬁashego&through |letters, etc.): Hm. Solicitor'sletter.
Cattermole, Maclvor and Pritchet—all very grand, eh?—authorised
by something-or-other Francaise—to represent French clients—
settlement of claims immediately on best possible terms—that's a
nasty one, Biddle.
BIDDLE: It'snouse, gr. We shal have to meet them.
CORNELIUS: Lookslikeit. Small chequefrom Shaw and Johnson?
Not much, but better than nothing. (Hands it over.) Pay it in this
morning, and make it look alot. That'll keep the bank amused until
lunch time.
BIDDLE (doubtfully): Shall I take it round myself?
CORNELIUS: Better not. They'll never let you go until we've agreed
to see them al on Wednesday. Send Lawrence round with it.
BIDDLE takes the cheque to his desk, endorses it, etc., all very
carefully.
What's this? Excelsior Transport Company? Here, | want to talk to
these scoundrels. What haveyou done, Miss Porrin?
Miss PORRIN: I've rung them up and asked the young man who
came herefirst—you remember him, Mr. Cornelius?

[11]



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY

CORNELIUS: Yes, of course | do. Soapy young twister! What's the
name?

Miss PORRIN: Shefford—Eric Shefford. I've asked him to come
round at once and seeyou.

CORNELIUS: Quite right. (Goes through more letters.)

BIDDLE (givingenvelope): Takethisround tothebank, Lawrence.

LAWRENCE takeshat andgoes.

CORNELIUS: Another grim|etter from Czechoslovakia—Hecht and
Drapok. Why don't they use a typewriter? And why the devil isn't
Miss Evison here? And if she can't come, why doesn't she let us
know. (Puzzling over letter.) Something about their Dr. Schweig. Oh,
what .a)l etter!  These people ought to bein the secret service. (Puzzes
over it.

There enters breezily afellow with a redface and a hoar se voice
and a confidential but loud manner. He is carrying two rugs over his
arm.

RUG MAN: Now I'm a sailor, gentlemen, just landed yesterday at
Tilbury Dock, and while | was away | picked up a few things that |
think would interest you gentlemen——

CORNELIUS (looking up): Go away. You're not asailor. And we
don't want any rugs this morning.

RUG MAN: That'sright, dr, it's afew rugs I'm sdling. Now just
cast your eyes over this one—

CORNELIUS (ferocioudly): If that flea-bitten rug isn't out of herein
two seconds, I'll throw it out of the window.

RUG MAN (folding up rug, pugnaciously): All right, al right.

CORNELIUS (getting up, dangeroudly quiet in manner): Itisn't adl right.

As he steps round the table, the RUG MAN suddenly bolts.
CORNELIUS laughs and sits down again. The telephone bell rings.
Miss PORRIN answersit.

Miss PORRIN: It's the bank. The manager would like you or Mr,
Biddleto cal and see him, this morning.

CORNELIUS and BIDDLE look at one another, rather ominoudly.

CORNELIUS: You'd better go, Biddle. | couldn't get Murrison back
before Wednesday afternoon—if they insist upon ameeting as early as
possible. And say there's no point in our creditors meeting before
Murrison does come back, simply because were hoping his trip will
have saved the situation.

BIDDLE nods and begins getting his coat on.

Tdl them Mr. Biddle's coming round at once. (Returnsto examining

[ 12]



ACTI CORNELIUS

letters and papers) Good God!l—what's this? North London
Crematorium?

BIDDLE: Oh—I'm sorry, Mr. Cornelius. Thosetwo letters are mine.

CORNELIUS: Is there another one? Oh—yes. Valey of Rest
Crematorium. Hereyou are. (Handing them over.) But why?

BIDDLE (ashetakesletters, carefullyfoldsthem, etc.): | made up my
mind some time ago that 1'd like to be cremated, and so I've been
getting estimates.  There's a difference of about thirty-seven shillings
between the two.

CORNELIUS: But perhaps the more expensive people make a better
job of it?

BIDDLE (serioudly): No, | don't think so. Both of them follow the
same routine, | believe.

CORNELIUS: Don't tell me what itis. Tl them at the bank.

BIDDLE goes to the door, goes out, but immediately returns.

BIDDLE: The young man from the Excelsor Transport Company's
here—Shefford.

CORNELIUS (grimly): Tel him to walk straight in.

BIDDLE withdraws and SHEFFORD enters. He is a rather weedy,
vaguely handsome young man, smartly dressed. He is not feeling
very comfortable.

SHEFFORD: Oh—good morning. Excelsor Transport Company.
Y ou wanted to see me, | think.

CORNELIUS (taking up paper and moving towards him): | did. | do.
Weve got a claim here from your Company for eight shillings a ton
more than we agreed to pay you.

SHEFFORD: No, that'samistake, I'mafraid.

CORNELIUS: Oh—you mean your people aren't going to clam the
extra eight shillings aton?

SHEFFORD: No, that's the usual rate. |1 mean, you must have mis-
understood my quotation. What | gave you was the actual freight,
without clearing and cartage charges, and—er—as you must have seen
—it's on al our memo forms—there's an extra twelve and a half per
cent for clearing and cartage charges—which works out at an extra
eight shillings aton. It's—er—all perfectly straightforward.

CORNELIUS: It's about as straightforward as a corkscrew. You
knew very well when we accepted your quotation that we knew
nothing about that extra eight shillings a ton, that we were in a hurry
to get the metal delivered, and that you were getting the business under
false pretences.

SHEFFORD : No, | didn't. How should | know——
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CORNELIUS: Because you made a great point of the fact that your
quotation was lower than anybody dsgs, whereas with this extra
twelve and a half per cent, it isn't. And if you want to know what |
think you are, I'll tell you. You're ayoung twister. You wanted the
business and you didn't care adamn how you got it. Look—(tearsup
the paper and tosses the pieces into SHEFFORD'S hat) that's what we
think about you and the Excelsior Transport Company. Now go back
and tell them so.

SHEFFORD: Allright. I will.

CORNELIUS turns hisback on SHEFFORD, who picks thepieces out
of his hat and stuffs them in his pocket, shrugs his shoulders and
goes oult.

CORNELIUS: Lot of young men like that about, Miss Porrin.
Twigters. If you have it out with some of them, they tell you it's not
their fault, it's the system. God knows | don't admire the system. If
thereis one, it'sgetting me down. But they'd still betwisting under any
system. They couldn't go straight on a desert island.

MissPORRIN: I'm afraid that'strue. 1'm so sorry, Mr. Cornelius.

CORNELIUS (with rough good-humour): Well, nobody's blaming it on
you, Miss Porrin.

A little man hasjust sidiedin, holding a large bag.

Hello, how didyougetin?

LITTLE MAN (with insinuating voice): Good morning, Sr, | won't
keep you one minute. Now you people have to wash here. Y ou have
to provide yourself with towels. Those towels have to be sent to the
laundry. They have to be renewed.

CORNELIUS (back at his table now): Nothing this morning, thank
youl.

LITTLEMAN: Sometimes people usethewrong towels. It'sall very
dangerous and very expensive. Now | have here a selection of paper
towels—as used by some of the biggest firms in the City. They're
perfectly efficient, hygienic, and inexpensve—

CORNELIUS (firmly): Not this morning.

LITTLEMAN: Justtakealook at someof these——

CORNELIUS: Will yougoaway?

LITTLE MAN (with a certain pathetic dignity): I'm sorry. Good
morning.

He goes out, as quietly as he came, drooping a little under the
weight ofhis bag.

CORNELIUS (irritably): Wheré's Lawrence? Why isn't he here to
keep those fellows out? Either they're blustering and then they make
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you angry, or they're pathetic—like that poor little devil—and then
they make you fedl miserable. And dl the time there are a thousand
things to be thinking about. And what on earth's become of Miss
Evison? |s she on thetelephone at home?

Miss PORRIN: No, | don't think so, Mr. Cornelius. And | do agree
with you about those men who come round with things. There seem
to be more and more of them.

CORNELIUS: Thereare. Well dl bedoingit soon. All calingonone
another with rugs and paper towels and shaving-soap.

LAWRENCE enters.

Lawrence, go and shut the outer door. Then open that Enquiries
window of yours, ask 'em what they want, and don't Iet 'em in unless
they've got some proper business here.
LAWRENCE proceeds with this. Meanwhile, telephone rings.
Miss PORRIN answersiit.

If you don't want to have to get rid of a corpse about lunch time,
Lawrence, then don't let any more of these fellows in.

Miss PORRIN: It's Brandings, of Birmingham. They want to speak
to you or Mr. Murrison.

CORNELIUS (happily): That's more like it. (Goes to telephone. At
telephone) Hello! Brandings? Cornelius speaking. . . . Ohyes—is
that Mr. Flockton? Thought | recognised your voice. . . . Yes, of
course. Much as you like. That's what we're here for, as the parson
sad to. ... Yes, exactly same quality as before. OureFeopIe over
there are very dependable. . . . How much? My dear fellow, you're
joking. We couldn't buy it a anything like that figure, not with the
pound only worth twelve and sixpence over there. . . . No, but we
can't help it either. Now be reasonable, Mr. Flockton. We can quote
you—nhello, hello. (Heletsthereceiver droop.}

MissPORRIN: Shall | getthemagain?

CORNELIUS (bitterly): No, he meant to go. They don't even wait to
say good-byenow. Theyjustring off. They'veno useforyou. You're
out. It must be taking Murrison dl his time to collect a few more
orders. | don't know how he's doing it—if heis doingit. (Goesslowly
back to histable}

LAWRENCE (throughlittlewindow): What name, please? Haveyou an
appointment? (ToCORNELIUS.) Mr. Coleman. Hesaysit'simportant.

CORNELIUS (getting up):  Yes, yes, of course. | want to see him.

LAWRENCE admits COLEMAN, a middle-aged business man with a
sharpjerky manner.

Morning, Mr. Coleman.
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COLEMAN: Morning, Mr. Cornelius.

CORNELIUS: How'scopper wirethesedays?

COLEMAN (grimly): You know. (Produces piece of paper, con-
fidentially.) Heard anything from Canada lately?

CORNELIUS: Not for afortnight. Haveyou?

COLEMAN: Yes. And | was passing, so thought I'd dip in and tell
you.

CORNELIUS: Very good of you, my dear chap.

COLEMAN: We had a night letter cable from our man Blake in
Ottawa. Just came this morning. Here. (They look at it.) You see?
Embargo's certain now on everything but low-grade sheet metal.

CORNELIUS: Yes. (Grimly.) | likethat last bit. All thebestand he's
just going fishing. What do we reply to that? All the worst and we're
just going to cut our throats, eh?

COLEMAN: Make adifference to you people too, won't it?

CORNELIUS: Yes. We haven't been buying much from Canada
lately, or it would make a lot of difference. Asit is, it takes the last
crumb of cheese and leaves us in the mouse trap.

COLEMAN: It's a great life, isn't it?

CORNELIUS (solemnly): "And we are glad to report that business
conditions everywhere are improving”. Loud cheers from everybody
present, dl living on gilt-edged securities.

COLEMAN (with slight laugh): Well, thought you'd like to have the
news.

CORNELIUS: Muchobligedtoyou, Mr. Coleman.

They shake hands. BIDDLE enters, looking rather miserable.

COLEMAN (going): Not at dl. Morning. (Goes)

CORNELIUS: We'recut off from Canadanow, Biddle. Shan't beable
to buy a pound of decent metal there. | notice you don't look very
cheerful.

BIDDLE (with small forced smile): Don't I, sir? I'm sorry. I'm
afraid | wasn't feeling very cheerful. (Beginstaking things off.)

CORNELIUS: What happened?

BIDDLE: Well, asyouknow, Mr. Cornelius, I'vebeeing goinground
to the Middlesex and Central Bank a good long time now. | knew
most of the old lot very well. | used to like going round there, sir. |
regarded it as one of the pleasantest parts of my duty. We used to
have a good ded of quiet fun—

CORNELIUS (pleasantly sardonic): 1t must have been very quiet.

BIDDLE: Wdl, you know, Mr. Cornelius—we'd chaff one another,
have our little jokes.
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CORNELIUS: And there aren't any more littlejokes, eh?

BIDDLE: Wdl, it'sahit of ashock to goinas| did this morning-
the manager was quite pleasant, but——

CORNELIUS (lowering voice): What happened?

BIDDLE (coming nearer, confidentially): They'repressing very hard.
They say it's head office.

CORNELIUS: Y outold them about Murrison makingabigdrivefor
orders?

BIDDLE: | madeagreat dedl of it, ssidyou staked everythingonit.

CORNELIUS: | do. | know Bob Murrison. He can do it.

BIDDLE: | had to promise we'd make a definite statement to them
and the other creditors here on Wednesday afternoon.

CORNELIUS: | thought you'd haveto. Well, I'll wireMr. Murrison
at once. Andyou'd better let al these people know—these solicitors—
Cattermole, Maclvor and the rest of it. And the Central Forwarding
Company. And—Miss Porrin—you'd better wire Hecht and Drapok
—1I don't know where their Dr. Schweigis—telling 'em we're having a
meeting of creditors—an informal meeting of creditors— here on
Wednesday afternoon, about three.

MissPORRIN: Yes, Mr. Cornelius. Hecht and Drapok.

CORNELIUS: Thoseareyour men, Biddle. (Handshimsomeletters.)
And cheer up. A lot of things can happen on Wednesday .

CORNELIUS begins writing furiously. BIDDLE looks thoughtfully
at thelettersin hishand, then walks slowly up to hisdesk with them.
Miss PORRIN is listening at the telephone. She puts it down in
disgust.

MissPORRIN: Canl send L awrencedowntothePost Officewiththis
telegram to Hecht and Drapok? | can't get through to foreign
telegrams on the telephone.

CORNELIUS (still writing quickly): Yes, and he can take this one to
Mr. Murrison with him too.

Finishes letter, puts it in envelope, hastily addresses envelope.
LAWRENCE takes completed letter from him, then goes to Miss
PORRIN, who gives himtel egraphformand some moneyfromsmall
cashbox. LAWRENCE hurriesout. CORNELIUSrelaxesandlightshis
pipe.

By the way, there's the landlord. He ought to be told about Wednes-
day. That old boy's treated us very decently, hasn't he?

BIDDLE: Very decently indeed, sir. We can't complain at all inthat
direction.

Miss PORRIN: May | say something, Mr. Cornelius?
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CORNELIUS: Why not?

Miss PORRIN (with timidresolution): Wdll, | think—when you take
everything into consideration—that a lot of people are very good.
(Givesquick nervouslaugh andreturnsto work.)

CORNELIUS: Perhaps. But you've got to take a devil of alot into
consideration though. It seems to me sometimes——

He stops and stares because a young woman, cheaply butfairly
smartly dressed, andwith a very assuredmanner, hasjust enteredthe
office. Sheis carrying a small case.

YOUNG WOMAN (brightly): Good morning.

CORNELIUS (rising): Good morning.

YOUNG WOMAN: I'm sure you gentlemen are needing some shaving-
soap, tooth paste, talcum powder, brilliantine——

CORNELIUS: I'mnot. Areyou, Biddle?

BIDDLE (looking round hastily): Oh—no, certainly not.

YOUNG WOMAN (opening case and descending upon CORNELIUS with
terrific smile): Now I'm sure | can tempt you.

CORNELIUS: I'm sure you can too.

YOUNGWOMAN: Well, then? All good new lines. Cheaper thanthe
shops. What about some shaving-soap then?

Miss PORRIN (suddenly and surprisingly coming forward): Please—
go away. Go away at once. Nobody wants anything here. And you
know very well they don't.

YOUNG WOMAN (surprised): Here, wait aminute. | wasn't talking
to you.

Miss PORRIN (indignantly): | know. But | don't care. It's dis-

graceful—taking advantage—just because you're a woman. You're
much worse than the men.

Telephonerings.
CORNELIUS (rather dryly): Telephone, Miss Porrin.

MissPORRIN withafinal glareat theintruder, turnstoanswer the
telephone. The YOUNG WOMAN turns her batteries on CORNELIUS
again.

(Mumbling.) All right. I'll have a tube of shaving-cream. That'll do.
How much?
YOUNG WOMAN: Two shillings, please.

CORNELIUS (producing money): Cheaper than the shops, eh? |
wonder what shops. Here you are. (Takes shaving-cream and hands
over money.)
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YOUNG WOMAN: Nothing else? Thank you, good morning. (To
MissPORRIN.) Good morning.
Goes out.
Miss PORRIN (rather severely): It's Mr. Howlett, wishing to speak
to you, Mr. Cornelius.
CORNELIUS: Tdl himI'mout, Biddle, but that I'mwritingto him.

BIDDLE goes to telephone and repeats this message while Miss
re(t)tRRIN is talking as below. Miss PORRIN coniesforward with a
er.
t a/_liss) PORRIN: What about this account, Mr. Cornelius? (Handsit
ohim.

CORNELIUS (looking at it): Eighty-seven pounds! | didn't know it
was as much asthat.

Miss PORRIN: It's been owing severa months, and there was the
typewriter and the table and chair, aswell asthe usual things.

" C(%RNELIUS: Wadll, we can't pay it, that's all. Arethey pressing us
ard?

MissPORRIN: I'm afraid they are.

CORNELIUS: | could talk to them—~but it doesn't look very good
when——

Miss PORRIN: If you like, I think | could go and talk to them.
They know me because Fve always ordered the things there. | could
tell them you're both away and that one of you has to pass the account
before we can settleit.

CORNELIUS: Yes, dlright. Trythat. Goround now. (Handsher the
account back.) | say, you were very severe with that young woman
who cameinjust now, weren't you?

MissPORRIN (hesitatesthengatherscourage): Well—Mr. Cornelius
—you don't mind my saying this, do you? But | do think it's such a
shame—you're so firm with al those poor men who come round
worrying us, and then, just because thisis a girl and she comesin so
impudently—oh, they're so much worse than the men. I'm sorry for
most of the men, but these women—they're horrible. (Goesfor her hat
andcoat.)

CORNELIUS (ruefully): | dare say you're right.

Miss PORRIN: I—I know | am. They're just vulgar—vulgar—
shameless——

CORNELIUS (humorously): Steady. Steady now.

MissPORRIN (rather triumphantly): Sireng!

And she makes quite a triumphant exit.
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CORNELIUS: And that'sthat, Biddle.

BIDDLE (thoughtfully): I've noticed before, sir—and you must have
donetoo—thefemale sex hasn't alot of sympathy for itself.

CORNELIUS: | have noticed it. And how the quiet little shy ones
hate the big bouncing ones.

Takesa small account book andbegins making little cal culations
on paper from it. He looks thoughtfully across at BIDDLE, who is
nowaealingwithaledger.

Biddle, suppose we can't carry on. What's going to happen to you?

BIDDLE (dlowly): Wel, it might be worse, sr. It might be a lot
worse, Sr. I've amarried daughter living in South Devon. They've a
little business, and they'd like us to join them. We've got something
saved up. We've been careful—

CORNELIUS (dryly): Y ou must have been.

BIDDLE: Yes, we've been very careful, and so we've got something
saved up. And that would come in useful down in South Devon.
Andit's very nice down there—very niceindeed.

CORNELIUS: That'sgood. But don't you ever feel—doesn't it ever
come over you quite suddenly—that you've been wasting your time?

BIDDLE (seriously): But I don't waste my time, Mr. Cornelius.

CORNELIUS: | don't mean that. | mean, that you've wasted your
life, just as if you'd taken it and poured it down a drain.

BIDDLE: No, I never think that for aminute. I'veled an honest and
useful life, Mr. Corndlius, and I'm not ashamed of it and | don't
regret any of it.

CORNELIUS: Wl that's something to be thankful for. 1t would be
horrible, at your age, if you felt anything else. It's bad enough at my
age. You're alucky man, Biddle.

BIDDLE: Yes, Mr. Cornelius, in someways | am. I've dways been
able to work, and I've always enjoyed my work. The fact is, Mr.
Cornelius, there's always been something very attractive to me about
figures, numbers. In a sort of way, they're dive. For instance, seven
has got quite a different character from eight. Andfiveis one sort of
person and six is quite a different sort of person. Likeall of us.

CORNELIUS (amused): Sodl thetime, whileyou were pretendingto
work, you've been having the most astonishing adventures in that
corner?

BIDDLE: Inaway—Yes, | have.

CORNELIUS: 1 tel you—you're alucky man, Biddle. You've never
felt you were worrying the hair off your head, the sight out of your
eyes, for what was nothing better than a piece of damned futility. |
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have—sometimes. Only sometimes. If | hadn't been working here
with Bob Murrison——

Saresat nothingfor a moment, then turns back to hisaccounts.
Amanin hisearly thirtiesenters, carrying a sample case. He till
holdshimselfwell, but helookspal e, thin, nervous. Hewearsashort
moustache and has the rather clipped speech of the ex-officer.

EX-OFFICER (not very confidently): Good-morning, gentlemen. I'd
like to show you some samples of the stationery and other office
suppliesmy firmis offering.

CORNELIUS (shortly): No thanks. 'Morning.

EX-OFFICER: Any kind of stationery, carbons, typewriter ribbons—

CORNELIUS (decisively): No.

EX-OFFICER (sticking it): I'm sure you will find we can quote you
office supplies at avery cheap rate. And they're all—er—of first-class
quality.Myfirm——

CORNELIUS: Wedon't want anything, and | don't want to hear about
your firm.

EX-OFFICER (desperately): Can't | possibly interest you, Sr, in our
office stationery, carbons, ribbons——

CORNELIUS (jumping up and flinging open cupboard on right): You're
just being anuisance, wasting our time aswell asyour own. Theresa
cupboard full of stationery, carbons—(in his impatience he takes the
young man by the shoulder and swings him towards the cupboard)
ribbons, paper-fasteners, rubbers and God knows what. More than
we can use up this year. Stacks of it, stacks of it. Look here, what's
the matter?

For the YOUNG MAN is in danger of collapsing.

Steady man. (Supporting him.) What's the matter? Here, st down,
St down.

The YOUNG MAN does, closing his eyes, for a moment, then,
with an effort, opening them, with CORNELIUS standing almost over
him and BIDDLE, rising, also watching him.

EX-OFFICER (with an effort): Sorry. Suddenly felt giddy. Did a
stupid thing—this morning. Only had a cup of coffee before coming
out. Not enough perhaps on a cold morning.

CORNELIUS (staring hard at hisface): No, not enough. And you
hadn't enough yesterday or the day before either. In fact, you're half-
starved, aren't you? That's why you nearly collapsed.

EX-OFFICER (rather confusedly): Have been abit on short rations
lately. But—anyhow—feeling rather—cheap.
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CORNELIUS (irritably): You can't come in here starving like that,
trying to sl us things we don't want. What are we to do?

EX-OFFICER: Allright. I'mgoing.

CORNELIUS: No you're not, not for a minute or two. But why do
you do it? Why don't you get something else to do?

EX-OFFICER (grimly): What?

CORNELIUS: Wdl, whatwereyouoriginally?

EX-OFFICER: AirForce.

CORNELIUS: Officer?

EX-OFFICER: Yes. Had a bad break-down. North-West Frontier.
Then | was broke.

CORNELIUS: But surely you could have done something better than
trying to sl that stuff? | know jobs are hard to get. But why stick to
England at all? Why didn't you go to one of the colonies or to South
America?

EX-OFFICER: Nomoney. | tried. They don't want you any morein
those places unless you've %ot capitd. They don't want you any-
the’r)e. My God—you don't think 1 didn't try everything before doing
this?

CORNELIUS (incredulous, not contradicting): | cant believe the
world's al shut up like that—with a Kegp Out Sign everywhere.

EX-OFFICER: That's what it looked like to me. You haven't—a
cigarette, by any chance?

CORNELIUS giveshimone.
Thanks. (Lightsit.) | take it—you wouldn't like any stationery or
ribbons or anything? Sorry to be offensive, but a chap's got to live.
Or at least | suppose so. No carbons? No account books?

CORNELIUS: Look here, if | spent another penny onthat stuff, when
we'rejammed up with it, 1'd be acting dlshonestl\/(towards my partner.
But | can't see you go out in that condition. You won't be able to
carry that case of yours soon. Take this (holds out note) and for God's
sake treat yourself to a good square meal before you do anything else.

EX-OFFICER: Niceofyou—but——

CORNELIUS: Oh—take it—(forces it on him) we want to get on with
our work.

EX-OFFICER (rising): Sorry. No use telling you I'll pay you back
sometime, | suppose. | will, though, if I can sell any of this stuff. And
| might be able to once I've got some hot food and a drink inside me.

4 CORNELIUS: | doubt it. For thelove of Mike, try to sdll something
*®
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EX-OFFICER: Yes, but what?

CORNELIUS: Wdll, anything but that. We get scores of fellows with
that stuff. Beorigina. Strike out for yourself. Come round with fresh
lobsters or pipe cleaners or dirty postcards. Think of some new way of
earning aliving. There must be dozens that nobody's ever tried.

EX-OFFICER: No doubt. But don't you see if | was capable of
inventing a new kind of job, | should never have been in thisfix at al.
I'm not clever enough. Don't pretend to be. What gets me down is
that I'm not alowed to earn my living in any of the old ways. And
thanks again for this (indicating note). I'll pay you back some day.
Solong. (Movesto door.)

CORNELIUS: Good luck! (Watcheshimgo, then turnsto BIDDLE.)
D'you think that's true, Biddle—that here's a fellow, willing to work,
fairly intelligent, who not only can't get anything to do here—I can
understand that—but who finds the whole world closed to him, bolted
and barred?

BIDDLE: I'm afraid it might be.

CORNELIUS(with someagitation): | can't believeit. Ifyou'rewilling
to work hard, willing to take risks, ready to be scorched or frozen,
drowned or sent half-mad with thirst, there must be openings for you
somewhereintheworld. They can't have closed everything up, so that
were dl like beesin aglass case. It'sunthinkable, Biddle. I've aways
had at the back of my mind a little open door, with plantations and
jungles and pampas and quartz mountains just outside it—with the
sun on'em. Don't tell me that dl the time that little door's not been
open, has been locked from the outside, screwed fast.

BIDDLE: TheCoventry peopleareworryingabout that consignment
of circles we sent off last week.

CORNELIUS (back at his table now): They've no need to grumble.
We're out of pocket now on that deal, thanks to the nice kind French
people: sharks with beards and attache cases.

Telephone rings. BIDDLE answers it.

BIDDLE (at telephone): Briggs and Murrison. . . . Who? . . .
Oh . . . Il see. Justaminute. (To CORNELIUS)) It'stheIncome Tax
people—the inspector—wants to speak to you.

CORNELIUS: Oh. New idea, telephoning, isn't it? But | believe |
ought to have seen that chap this morning.

BIDDLE: What shdl | say?

CORNELIUS: I'll talk to him. (Goes to telephone.) Hello. . . . Yes,
thisis Cornelius. . . . Oh, yes. Sorry | didn't turn up. ... Yes, |
dare say itisimportant, but so isthisbusiness—to us, and you seemto
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have an interest in it too. What wasit? . . . Wdl I'm here at the end
of the telephone. What's the matter with that? You don't want to
look at me, do you, my dear chap. ... A legacy? Yes, | had. A
small one. . . . What did | do with it? | spentit. ... Yes, | spent
it. ... What on? My dear sir, you take a most flatteringly deep
interest in my affairs, don't you? . . . Well, the government then.
. . . Allright, tell the government | spent it recklessly and luxuriously
and with the most devilish abandon. . . . Yes, beautiful mad women.
Processions with elephants and brass bands through orientd cities. A
private guard of swordsmen and detectives with machine-guns. Great
glittering white yachts. Fountains of wine. Yes, and tell the govern-
ment I've no further interest in the country. 1've dissolved the partner-
ship. They can keep what they've aready had out of me, but they
won't get any more. I'monmy ownnow. . . . All right then, my dear
sir. Send me the pink or buff form and I'll deal with it. Good morn-
ing. (Putsdown telephoneandreturnsto table.)

BIDDLE (chuckling): 1 wonder what he's thinking.

CORNELIUS: Hes thinking I'm off my head, and he's probably
right. This famous legacy he's worrying about—wanting to know
what 1 did with it, mind you—cameto me from an old aunt of mineat
Waltham Cross, and amounted to exactly eight-seven pounds and ten
shillings. What did | do withit? Tut-t-t-t. (Triesto work, but sound of
voicesoutside.) Now what'sthis?

LAWRENCE enters.

What isit?

LAWRENCE: It's Miss Evison.

CORNELIUS: Wdll, if it's Miss Evison, why doesn't she come in?
Weve been waiting for her half the morning. What's the matter?

LAWRENCE: It'snot our MissEvison, sir. It'sher sister.

f CORNELIUS: Oh. Wéll, bring her in then. She must have a message
or us.

LAWRENCE holds the door open and JUDY EVISON enters. Sheisa
girl about twenty, small, pretty, with an engaging childlike quality
that makes her markedly different from anybody else who has
appeared on the scene. She is oddly composed in manner. Sheis
cheaply but quite charmingly dressed.

JUDY (entering, thenstopping): Good morning.

CORNELIUS(gettingup): Goodmorning.

JUDY: Areyou Mr. Cornelius?

CORNELIUS.  Ves.

JUDY (not impudently): You'rerather different from what | expected.
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CORNELIUS (good-humouredly): Well, | don't know that | care much
about that. What's happened to your sister?

JUDY: | cameto tdl you. Her husband's been suddenly takenill in
Newcadle.

CORNELIUS: Her husband! | never knew she had a husband. Did
you know that Miss Evison had a husband, Biddle?

BIDDLE: Nottheleastideaof it, Sr.

JUDY: Well, shehas. Shewasmarried about six months ago.

CORNELIUS: Butwhy didn't shetell us? | call it very unfriendly of
her, getting married and never saying a word about it. Not only
unfriendly, but aso underhand, deceitful.

JUDY (smiling): Not realy. | can explain.

CORNELIUS: All right then, explain. But see you make a goodjob
of it, because we're resentful—aren't we, Biddle?

JUDY begins laughing.

What are you giggling about? There's nothing to giggle about.

JUDY (still laughing a little): I'm sorry. But—I think you're funny.
My sister—used to talk about you, and | always thought you sounded
funny.

CORNELIUS (humorously exasperated): But my dear young woman,
you can't come here—calmly announcing that your sister's married,
then giggling, then telling me to my face that I'm funny.

LAWRENCE suddenly explodes with laughter.

That'll do, Lawrence. Outside.

LAWRENCE (recovering): But whereto, sir?

CORNELIUS: Anywhere. Haven't you something for him to do,
Biddle?

BIDDLE: Take this round to the Central Forwarding people,
Lawrence.

LAWRENCE takes etter from BIDDLE, picks up hishat, then looks
at JUDY and CORNELIUS as he gets to door, goes out and is heard
explodingagain.

JUDY (calmly): I'm sorry. | didn't redise that boy was dlly.

CORNELIUS: Y ou seem to me a very extraordinary young woman.
Now tell us about your sigter.

JUDY: They hadn't much money when they married. Her husband's
a traveller—for a firm of chemists—but he's only just begun. And
Ann thought that if she told you she was married, she might lose her
job here, and they couldn't afford that, and it didn't matter about her
working because Alec was away so much. And now he's ill—
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pneumonia—in Newcastle, and she's rushed up there to be with him.
And | think she ought to go, don't you?

CORNELIUS: Yes. But | wish shedtold us she had ahusband who at
any moment might suddenly get pneumoniain Newcastle.

BIDDLE: It'svery inconvenient indeed.

JUDY: Yes | know. But you see—that's why I'm here.

CORNELIUS:  Oh?

J_lIJDY: I'm a shorthand-typist too, and 1 can do her work quite
easily.

CORNELIUS: But why haven't you got ajob of your own?

JUDY': | left minelast week.

CORNELIUS: Why? | thought nobody | eft theirjobs nowadays.

JUDY: | do. You see | was working for a Spaniard—he was a fat

yellow sort of man with a black beard—and he'd come to England
because he had atheory about pigs——

CORNELIUS: Pigs?

JUDY: Yes, pigs. And he used to be out all day and | had to stay in
avery dirty little room in Victoria with nothing to do, and then he'd
come in about five o'clock and begin dictating long, long letters—in
the queerest English—all about pigs, and then | had to stay there
hours and type them. | hated it. He was a very smelly sort of man
too.

CORNELIUS: Perhapsitwasthepigs.

JUDY (serioudly): No, I think it was something he ate. Anyhow, |
loathed it. So | left.

CORNELIUS: Andnowyou'dliketocomehere.

JUDY: Yes, | wouldn't mind it here. And I'm quite a good short-
hand-typist. Better than Ann, as a matter of fact.

CORNELIUS: | dare say, but, you see, we're used to her and it might
take us along time to get used to you.

JUDY: But she may be away for weeks.

CORNELIUS: That's true. But we could easily get somebody. You
seem such aformidable young woman.

JUDY (demurely): I'm not. I'm very quiet.
She smiles at him and finally he grins back.

CORNELIUS: Allright. That'syour place over there. (Indicatestable
by window.) Y ou'd better start now—er—Miss Evison.

JUDY: My name'sJudy.
Takes her hat and coat off calmly.
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CORNELIUS: You aready know my name. And thisis Mr. Biddle,
the cashier.
MissPORRIN enters.
Oh—and thisis Miss Porrin, who'll show you what to do, if necessary.
To Miss PORRIN, who is regarding JUDY with surprise and some
disfavour.
Miss Porrin, this is Miss Judy Evison, who's come to take her sister's
place. (Turns away.)

MissPORRIN: Y ou're—very young, aren'tyou?

JUDY (brightly): Yes, aren't 1? But I've had avery good training.

Stsdown at her table and examines her machine, etc. Thereisa
sharp rap on the door. Miss PORRIN goesto it and brings back a
telegram which she gives to CORNELIUS, who rises and moves
forward to read it. He isplainly puzzed by it.

CORNELIUS: | say, Biddle. (AsBIDDLE comesforward) I've a wire
here from Mr. Murrison. Read it. (As BIDDLE reads it) | think it
must be one of his jokes.

BIDDLE: Funny timethisforjoking, sr.

CORNELIUS: Yes, but you know what he is. Besides, it's the only
explanation. Why should | know anything about two men following
him? It's some oldjoke of his that he's reviving and that I've forgotten.
Y ou see what that means, Biddle?

BIDDLE: No.

CORNELIUS: It means he'sin good spirits. Probably got abagful of
new orders that he's keeping as a surprise for us.

BIDDLE (dubioudly): Well, | hopeso, Mr. Cornelius. (Handing back
telegram.)

CORNELIUS (indicating telegram): And thisisjust like him. Now
then, Miss Evison the Second, just bring a notebook and pencil over
here, please. (Hesitsdown, andJUDY crosseswith notebook, takingupa
position just behindhim, standing. Handing her aletter) Those people.
Dear Srs, In reply to your letter of the 11th instant, we regret to
inform you that no further supplies of the French metal your number
A73—are—er—available at anything like the price you mention,
owing to present foreign exchanges. We—er—should like to draw
your attention—however—to our Canadian sheet metal—too fast?

JUDY: Much.

CORNELIUS: Which-will-not-be- avail able—er—I ong- at- present-
prices—owing——

A voice is heard outside saying, "Briggs and Murrison? '‘Morn-
ing", in the brisk manner of postmen, and now LAWRENCE enters
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with two letters and a parcel. He hands one letter to BIDDLE and
the other letter andpar eel to CORNELIUS.
{To JupY.) Just aminute.

Opens letter, which he tosses aside, then he opens parcel, which
containsalargeoctavo modernbook. At thismoment thetelephone
rings. Miss PORRIN answers it and after a moment can be heard
saying "Mr. Cornelius? Yes, I'll ask him." There is now a sharp
rapping at the Enquiries Window, which LAWRENCE opens. He can
now be heard saying to theinvisible caller "Mr. Cornelius? What
name, please?' Meanwhile, CORNELIUS, after looking at the title
and title-page ofhisbook, isnow glancing at thefirst page.

(ToJUDY.) | ordered this book from a second-hand catalogue. Don't
often do that. It's about the Andes.

MissPORRIN: Mr. Corndlius, you'rewanted on thetelephone.

LAWRENCE: Mr. Cornelius, there's somebody caled Frensham
wants to see you.

JUDY: Mr. Corndius, what about thisletter? (These three speeches
can overlap.)

CORNELIUS (dtill staring at book): | like the look of this. Listen.
"After aweek in the Indian village, we decided to take the track into
the clouds, to find among those heights the lost city of thelncas . . ."

As the curtain descends, we hear them saying again, more
urgently, "Mr. Cornelius, Mr. Cornelius’. But he has not looked
up yetfrom staring at the Andes.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT I

Office, as before.  Wednesday afternoon.

JUDY is working down left, typing letters. Miss PORRIN is carefully
copying out some figures at her desk at the back. Then Miss
PORRIN obviously comes to the end of the task, for she closes the
office books she has been glancing at, rises with two sheets of paper
in her hand. JUDY keeps on typing. As Miss PORRIN moves towards
the door of the Private Office, it opens and CORNELIUS comes out a
step or two. He is holding a half-finished glass of stout in one hand
and a half-eaten ham sandwich in the other. He is chewing the
sandwich as he comes out.

MissPORRIN (eagerly): Oh—Mr. Cornelius——
CORNELIUS (his mouth rather full): Yes?

Miss PORRIN (showingpapers): 1've got those figures out for you—
if you should want them at the meeting this afternoon.

CORNELIUS (looking at them as she holds the papers out): Yes, might
bevery useful—very useful indeed. They'refor thelast three years, of
course?

Miss PORRIN: Yes, they cover everything for the last three years.
And you'l find them quite accurate.

CORNELIUS: I'm sure | shall. Thanks very much, Miss Porrin.
Y ou ought to be going off and getting some lunch now. You're very
late.

MissPORRIN: Oh—it doesn't matter. 1—I never eat much lunch.

CORNELIUS (thoughtfully): No, | don't suEpose | do—redlly. | like
abetter lunch than this though, onIyto-dayI adn't timeto go out and
getit. Youknow, Miss Porrin—(he stopsandtakesa thoughtful bite of
sandwich.)

Miss PORRIN (hopefully): Yes, Mr. Cornelius?

CORNELIUS: There's something queer about the ham in this sand-
wich. | told Lawrenceto get it at the pub below. | hope hedid. Asa
rule, a pub makes you a good sandwich—a good, hearty, honest
sandwich. But this ham tastes—put thosefiguresdown there, please,
Miss Porrin—it tastes—there's a sort of cheesy flavour. Now why
should it taste like that?

JUDY (calmly calling across): Because it's bad, | expect.
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Miss PORRIN (too sweetly): Shall | help you to finish those letters,
Miss Evison?

JUDY: No thanks, I'mjust doing thelast.

CORNELIUS has now put the last ofhis sandwich in his mouth, and
has taken up the papers Miss PORRIN put down and given them
another glance.

MissPORRIN (eagerly): Oh—Mr. Cornelius——

CORNELIUS (negligently): Yes?

MissPORRIN: | dohopeeverything—everything—youknow—goes
on al right this afternoon at the meeting.

CORNELIUS: Yes, of course we al do.

Miss PORRIN: Oh—I don't meanjust for thefirm and for myself—
but for your sake, Mr. Cornelius. | know you've worked so hard and
been so worried and yet been so cheerful—and—and bright—and kind
to us all—and you do deserve everything to be al right.

CORNELIUS (rather astonished): Well—yes, | suppose so. | don't
know.

Miss PORRIN (eagerly): And | appreciateit. | do appreciateit, Mr.
Corndius. And if there's anything more | can do, just to help you—
I'dloveto doit, | really would.

She looks beseechingly up at him. He stares at her, rather
embarrassed.

CORNELIUS: Nothankyou, MissPorrin. There'sabsol utely nothing
else you can do, and you've been very very helpful. Now go and get
some lunch. And don't worry about this meeting. Mr. Murrison will
be back and then well surprise some of these creditors.

Miss PORRIN (timidly laying a finger on his arm, then hastily with-
drawing it, then smiling and blinking): Oh—I do hope s0. (She
goes quicklyfor her hat and coat andputs them on.)

CORNELIUS: And don't forget you needn't come back until about
five. That'll give us time to get the meeting over. You needn't come
back at all this afternoon——

Miss PORRIN (with afalse brightness): Yes, of course | will. There

may belots and lots to do.
As she hurries out, CORNELIUS takes a last drink of his stout and
JUDY takes her last letter out of the machine and begins reading it
over.
CORNELIUS(almost to himself): There'ssomethingvery queer about
Miss Porrin these days——
JUDY (calmly): She'sin lovewith you.
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CORNELIUS (humorously exaggerating a real note of protest): Miss
Judy Evison. You can't come into this office—this place of business,
this commercia establishment—saying things like that.

JUDY: Why not?

CORNELIUS: Becauseitwon'tdo. It'sall wrong. Wedon't talk like
that here. It's not the sort of thing that's going on here.

JUDY: But it's true. | saw it at once. | could have told you on
Monday.

CORNELIUS: Wéll, I'm very glad you didn't tell me on Monday.
And I'm sorry you've told me now.

JUDY: So am | if you fed like that about it. But you wanted to
know why she's queer. That's why she's queer. (Laughs.) She thinks
you're absolutely marvellous.

CORNELIUS (with rather hastily assumed dignity): Miss Porrin has
been working with me here for some years now——

JUDY (demurely): I've finished the letters you gave me, Mr. Cor-
nelius. Will you sign them please? (Bringing them over.)

CORNELIUS: You'd better clear thethings off your desk beforeyou
go. Weshal haveto get the place ready for the meeting.

He goes into the Private Office with the letters, leaving the door
open slightly. JUDY tidies up her desk and begins singing. He
returns with the signed letters. She stops singing, naturally—not
suddenly breaking off.

CORNELIUS: Hereyou are. (Handing her the letters.) Y ou know,
you've got a very pretty voice there, avery pretty voice. Done much
singing?

JUDY (putting the letters into their envelopes): | had a few lessons
once.

CORNELIUS: Y ou ought to keep onwith it. (Takesout hispipeand
looks at it) Wonder if | ought to smoke?

JUDY: Why not?

CORNELIUS: I'm thinking about these creditors. We don't want
them coming in here—sniffing—and saying to themselves "Place reeks
of tobacco. These people come here to smoke, not to do business.”
But then—why should they? I've been a creditor myself in my time,
and | never talked like that. (Lightshispipe, then laughs.)

JUDY (who hasjust finished her envelopes): What's the matter?

CORNELIUS: | was just thinking it's a pity we can't give these
creditors a good entertainment this afternoon instead of a meeting.

JUDY (amused): That would begrand.
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CORNELIUS: Y ou could sing—You sing very nicely, y'know—avery
pretty voice there—and |'d—er——

JUDY': Yes, what would you do?

CORNELIUS: | do avery good card trick. The four Jacks reprwent
four commercid travellers. Do you know it? | must show it to you
some time. But you'd better get away to lunch now. What do you eat
for lunch?

JUDY (amused): Oh—all sorts of things. Poached eggs on toast.
Or fish-cakes. Or tongue and salad. Y ou know.

CORNELIUS (looking at her appreciatively): Yes. Funny. Somehow
| can't imagine you eating at dl.

JUDY (laughing): | eat alot.

CORNELIUS: Can'timagineit. Now your sister—though she's not a
big girl—I could imagine her tucking into enormous steak and kidney
puddings and then having two helpings of treacle tart—btit you? No.
Y ou must let me see you eat sometime, will you?

JUDY: Wadll, | don't think you'd find it very amusing. But you can
if you like. (Prepares to go.) Oh—do you want me to come back
again—after you've finished the meeting?

CORNELIUS:; Wdll—whatdoyouthink?

JIUDY (with obvious reluctance): | will—if you really want me to.
Oonly——

CORNELIUS: No, no, that's all right. Don't bother.

JUDY (smilingathim): Thank you. Good-bye.

Shegoes. CORNELIUScrossesslowly to her desk, still smiling at
histhought of her. She haseft a glove behind on the desk. He picks
it up, smoothsit out, then contrastsit with hisown hand, smiling at
the two of them together. While heisdoing this, JUDY hurriesin,
rather breathless.

| left aglove. Oh—you've got it.

CORNELIUS(rather confused): Y es—I wasjust wondering whether |
could give you a shout down the stairs—and——

JUDY (smiling): Herel am. (Taking glove.) Thank you.

She hurries out. CORNELIUS frowns now, as if dismissing the
trivialities of life, and rather importantly surveys the office,
obvioudly trying to decide where to seat the creditors. Having got
themseated, hetakesup aposition andbeginsrehearsing aspeechto
himself, then changes hisposition. Then he warms to his work of
speechifying, finally saying out loud: "Gentlemen, | put it to you.
You are men of business. So are we" In the middle of this,
BIDDLE enters and looks at CORNELIUS in mild astonishment.
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CORNELIUS (catching sight ofhim and breaking offrather confusedly):
Oh—hello, Biddle. Where's Lawrence?

BIDDLE: Isn't he back yet, sir? He ought to be. (Begins taking off
coat.)

CORNELIUS: Of course he ought. Most important afternoon in the
whole history of the firm, and we can't get the office boy back in time.
Typica—typicd of the whole—er—of everything nowadays. We
must get this place ready for the meeting, Biddle. | wasjust wondering
where to put them.

BIDDLE (going to hang thingsup): | don't suppose they mind where
we put 'em, dr, aslong aswe can promise 'em some money.
CORNELIUS: That's al very well, but there's an art in these things.
Put them in one place and they'll al be bad-tempered. Put them in
another, and they'll be on our side all the time. Now | think—over
there. (Pointing.) Let's see, how many of them will there be?
BIDDLE: Not morethaneight, | should say.

CORNELIUS: Eight would go there nicely. | can see them sitting
there, thoroughly pleased with themselves. Now what about chairs?

BIDDLE: This will do for one. (Takes JUDY'S chair and puts it in
place.)

CORNELIUS: Andthisfor another. (Takinganother chair down.)

BIDDLE (stopping as he goes for ancther chair): You know, Mr.
Corndius, | don't like that chap the Bank's sending round this
afternoon.

CORNELIUS: Who's that? What's-his-name?

BIDDLE: Yes, Mortimer. Don'tlikehim. Very hard, heis.

CORNELIUS: Yes. Got aface like a rat-trap. Probably that's why
they send him on thesejobs. They know he can make his face like a
rat-trap. And yet, you know, Biddle, at home and among his pals, he's
probably avery nicefellow. Digs his garden, helpsthe girlswith their
homework, plays a good game of bowls, toddles along with his missis
to the pictures and pretends to be in love with Greta Garbo—eh?
Just an ordinary very nicefellow. Y et hecomesalong herewith aface
like a rat-trap. As if owing a bit of money to the Middlesex and
Central Bank, when they've got more money than they know what to
do with, was a crime so terrible—like murdering children! D'you
know what | think sometimes, Biddle?

BIDDLE: No, sr.

CORNELIUS (very quietly): Sometimes | think it's all bloody non-
sense.

BIDDLE (rather shocked): No, Mr. Cornelius. Don't you go
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thinking that. Whatever you may say, business—well, it's business.
Y ou can't change that.

CORNELIUS: I don't know whether | can change it, or whether you
can change it, but somebody's adways changing it. I've been in
business, of one kind and ancther, for nearly thirty years, and business
has never been the same for ten years together. You know that
yourself, with your experience.

BIDDLE: Ah—but after all—two and two have till got to make
four.

CORNELIUS: They haven't. You ask the Middlesex and Central
Bank. Now, two and two have got to make five. And if they had to
make four, we couldn't do it, because we haven't got two and two,
we've only got two and one. These fellows who are coming here this
afternoon, Biddle, they don't want chaps like you as cashiers. They
want Einstein.

BIDDLE (chuckling): There's somethingin that.

CORNELIUS: Yes, Einstein ascashier, and Mussolini and Hitler and
the storm troops as salesmen.

BIDDLE: Wdll, | must say I'm very glad to see you in such good
spirits, Mr. Cornelius. I've been very worried mysdf about this
afternoon.

CORNELIUS: Haveyou?—sohavel.

BIDDLE (confidentially): Tel me, sr, what do you think our chances
are?

CORNELIUS (confidentially): If they'd had to depend on me, Biddle,
I'd tell you now our chances were nil. Wed be finished. You know
how things stand here.

BIDDLE (sadly): Only too well, gr.

CORNELIUS: But they don't depend on me. They depend on
Murrison. He's coming back this afternoon, he's going to talk to these
fellows, and he's visited every good customer we've ever had. He's not
sad much in his letters, but | know Bob Murrison, and | know he's
coming back with something good up his deeve.

BIDDLE (dubioudly): | hope so.

CORNELIUS: Whenthehead of adecent firm likethis goes himself—
and when he's Bob Murrison, who knows the business inside out,
who's got drive, who's got—well—charm, if you like, who they al
know to be an absolutely first-class fellow—I tell you—something
happens. You'll see.

BIDDLE (stilldubiously): Yes—I've no doubt you're quite right.

CORNELIUS (sharply, like a man compelled toface things he wishes to
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suppressandignore): Wedl then—what are you talking—Ilooking—like
that for? What's the matter with you, Biddle?

BIDDLE (stammering): Oh—nothing at all—I'm sure you're quite
right, Mr. Cornelius. It wasjust that Mr. Murrison didn't seem very
well when he left us——

CORNELIUS (impatiently): That's a month ago. He was on edge a
bit. He was worried. I'm worried. We're al worried. We're dl on
edge. That's nothing.

BIDDLE: And then—being away so long—and writing so little——

CORNELIUS: You're making something out of nothing. | know
him. He wouldn't bother writing much. After al, thisis his business,
he's no need to explain everything he does to us. He's not like some
piffling little salesman out on theroad. Besides, Bob Murrison's going
to surprise us. | know what he's up to. It won't be the first time. I'll
bet he's absolutely hypnotised those miserable devils in the north.
He's got them eating al uminium out of his hand.

Enter LAWRENCE.
Where have you been al this time?

LAWRENCE (sulkily): You told meto go to the Excelsior Transport
Company before | came back. (Hangs hat and coat up.)

CORNELIUS (irritably): Well, you've been long enough about it.
Bring some chairsin from the private office. And don't look so sulky.
I'm tired of seeing you look sulky. Too many miserable, sulky-looking
people abouit.

LAWRENCE gives a very audible grunt.
Now what does that mean?

LAWRENCE standssilent.
Well?

LAWRENCE (flaring up): It means I'm sick of it.

CORNELIUS (astonished): Sick of what?

LAWRENCE: Sick of this place, sick of filling inkwells and copying
letters and running silly little errands. I've done it nearly five years
now. I'm not a kid any longer. I'm nineteen. Lots of my pals have
got proper jobs now, and here | am 4ill doing kid's work. Waell, |
don't careif the firm does go bankrupt. I've had enough of it.

He goes into the Private Officefor chairs, leaving CORNELIUS to

exchange a glance ofastonishment with BIDDLE, who also shakes his
head. When LAWRENCE returns with two chairs, CORNELIUS looks

fixedly at him.
CORNELIUS (quietly): Just aminute, Lawrence.
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LAWRENCE looks at him and as if almost drawn against his mil
comesnearer, thenstandsnear.

LAWRENCE (mumbling): I'm sorry | said that—that last bit, Mr
Cornelius.

CORNELIUS: All right. And I'm sorry we've never had a betterjob
to offer you. If you can find one, go and get it. What do you want to
do?

LAWRENCE: Somethingto dowithwirelessand gramophones. I'm
realy interested in them.

CORNELIUS: And so is everybody ese of your age, asfar as| can see.
Wirdless and gramophones and motor-cars and aeroplanes. Making a
noise and rushing off somewhere. And how everybody's going to
make aliving out of that, beats me. But if you know of anything, go
and get it. Go now—if you like.

LAWRENCE: What aboutthetea?

CORNELIUS: Oh—yes,weshall wantthattray of teas.

LAWRENCE: How many?

CORNELIUS: Oh—about eight or nine. Good teas, too. Might
make a difference—you never know. About four o'clock. Now you
can go, and you needn't come back until you bring the teas.

LAWRENCE takes his hat and coat and goes.

BIDDLE (who has been in the background): Do you want me to
stay—or not, Mr. Cornelius?

CORNELIUS: Wel, | think you'd better not. You can come back
later.

BIDDLE: Of course. I'm anxious to see Mr. Murrison. Now isthis
about how you'll want it? (Referring to chairs.)

CORNELIUS (thoughtfully surveying them): Might just have these two
here—(movesthem.) Likethat.

BIDDLE: It'safunny thing, Mr. Cornelius, but to-day's the fifteenth
of the month.

CORNELIUS (till staring at the chairs): Don't see anything funny
about that.

BIDDLE (laughs): No, of course. Nothing funny in its being the
fifteenth. There hasto be afifteenth. But what'sfunny isthat thisis—
or may be—an important day in the life of the firm and so an im-
portant day in my life. Andit's the fifteenth. The fifteenth's aways
been my day. My birthday's on the fifteenth. | was married on the
fifteenth. We live at Number 15.

CORNELIUS: Oh, you took that house because it was Number 15.
That doesn't count,
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BIDDLE: | assureyou, wedidn't. Just chance, you might say. That
is, if there is such a thing as chance, which | doubt. And then, after
being a member of our chess club for fifteen years, | took office as
president three months ago—on the fifteenth. Now I've spent alot of
my life dealing with figuresand numbers, and | believetheré'smorein
‘em than meets the eye. | do, Mr. Cornelius. Take nine, for in-
stance—

A sharp knock on the door. BIDDLE goes to open it, and admits a
youngish foreigner, very sedately dressed, and carrying a black
attache or brief case. BIDDLE steps back a pace or two, and the
visitor steps inside the room, bows andproduces a card.

FOREIGNER (with very markedforeign accent): Messrs. Briggs and
Murrizon? | am Doc-tor Schweig—coming here for the houz of
Hecht and Drapok——

CORNELIUS (going forward): Yes, of course. How dyou do,
Doctor—er—Schweig?

FOREIGNER: You are Mis-ter Murrizon?—Schweig.

CORNELIUS: No, my name's Cornelius. I'm Mr. Murrison's
partner. HEIl be back in time for the meeting. We're expecting him
any time now. Sit down, won't you?

SCHWEIG (gravely): T'ank you. (Sts down rather ceremoniously on
the nearest of the arranged chairs, keeping his hat and case on his knee.)

CORNELIUS: Yes—er——(nothing comes of this.)

SCHWEIG: Itisco-old, eh?

CORNELIUS (eagerly): Yes, it is cold, isn't it?

BIDDLE: Verycold.

CORNELIUS: Wewere sayingthat. Very cold.

SCHWEIG: But no fog.

CORNELIUS:  No, no fog.

SCHWEIG: Always, | am thankful when | amin London to see no
fog.

CORNELIUS: Yes, | canunderstandthat. Quiteright. | say, Biddle,
| think we ought to have a table of some sort here. We forgot that.
Let's bring that one over.

They take over a small table, facing the chairs. They havejust
%ot éhjs into position when a brisk ratty type of Cockney pops his
ead in.

BRISK MAN: Thisisit, isn't it? Thought so. (He comesin.) Mr.
Corndlius, isn't it? Centra Forwarding Company—Fletcher. St
here, | suppose. (Sits down, turns to SCHWEIG.) Bit early, are we?
Must be.
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SCHWEIG (consulting watch): | was told to com' at fifteen minutes
past three o'clock. Now it is seventeen minutes past three o'clock.

FLETCHER: Oh, you'remaking astop-watchjob of it.

SCHWEIG (puzzed): Pleass?

FLETCHER: Never mind. Well, Mr. Cornelius, how's everything
looking?

CORNELIUS: Fine.

FLETCHER: That'sright. Never say die.

BIDDLE, who has nowput on his hat and coat reaches the door and
opens it to find an elderly man standing outside. This elderly man
has an untidy grey beard and is shabbily dressed in an old-fashioned
style. He is carrying a number ofleaflets. BIDDLE steps back to let
him in and he comesjust inside the door and stands there beaming
rather foolishly.

ELDERLY MAN: Good afternoon, friends.

BIDDLE: Areyou here for the meeting?

ELDERLY MAN: | don't know.

BIDDLE: Do you represent any of the creditors?

ELDERLY MAN: Certainly | do, Sr. Certainly | do.

- CORNELIUS (rather irritably): Well, come and st down, my dear
sr. Don't stand in the doorway. All right, Biddle, don't wait.

BIDDLE goes, after a puzzed backward glance at the elderly man,
who now takes another short step or two forward and continues to
beam on the company.

ELDERLY MAN (very quietly): | represent the biggest creditor of all,
everybody's creditor—God.

CORNELIUS stares at him. FLETCHER gives a guffaw.

FLETCHER: Thought I'd seen him before. He's one o' these sort of
apostles you see about, that's what he is.

CORNELIUS: My dear chap, you can't come in here talking to us
about God. We're busy. We have an important meeting on. Thisis
business.

ELDERLY MAN: Whosebusiness? Isit God's business? He's here,
you know.

FLETCHER: Wédll, if he'shere, we shan't need you. (Guffaws)

ELDERLY MAN (offering CORNELIUS some pamphlets): Read these at
your leisure, friend.

CORNELIUS (taking them): All right, thanks, | will. But you'll have
to go now——
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ELDERLY MAN (quietlyat first):  amgoing. But | wish| could lend
you my vision of you, friends, if only for a moment, | sse you in a
little place—like a very small fragile raft—in mid-air—and Heaven is
bright above you, bright with your guardian angels—and (his voice
takes on a rather sing-song dramatic tone) below you—gaping and
roaring—is hell and eternal damnation.

FLETCHER: Oh—gertchal

CORNELIUS (asifabout to push himout): My dear chap, we smply
can't have you here talking——

ELDERLY MAN (who has reached the door and opened it): Friends, |
leave behind with you the thought of our Father in Heaven.

MRS. READE, a fussily dressed woman of about 40, is seen
behindhim. He too seesher.
And with you too, sister.

MRS. READE: Me what?

ELDERLY MAN: Thethought of our FatherinHeaven.

He brushespast her. She looks after himfor a second, flustered
andindignant, then comesa step or so into the room.

MRS. READE: Oh—he gave me quite a turn with his Father in
Heaven. They oughtn't to let old men go about talking like that.

SCHWEIG (rising, gravely): Quite so, madame. In my country he
would be shut up asamadman.

CORNELIUS: Oh—no. You can't do that.

SCHWEIG: But he is mad.

CORNELIUS: A bit mad. But most of us are abit mad here. Where
you come from, it's probably different.

MRS. READE (with social manner): | ought to have introduced
myself. Thisiswhere you're having the creditors meeting, isn't it?

CORNELIUS (staring at her): Yes. But——

MRS. READE: Wdll, I'm Mrs. Reade.

CORNELIUS:  On!

MRS. READE: | don't suppose that means much to you, does it?
But my uncle, Mr. Samuel Rigby—I keep house for him—he ownsthis
property. You're his tenants, you see. And he couldn't come himself
—he's got a bit of sciatica to-day—he told me about this meeting this
morning. And so | said: "Wéll, uncle, let me go. I've never been to
such athing before and | can tell you what happens and it'll be a bit of
a change And he said | could if | wanted to. So | did. | can sit
anywhere, | suppose?

CORNELIUS (rather wearily): Yes, anywhere.

[ 39]



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY

MRS. READE: | think I'll try this.

Stsdown, looksabout her, andsmilesat SCHWEIG andFLETCHER.
CORNELIUSlooksimpatiently at hiswatch, then goesinto the Private
Office, leaving the door ajar behind him.

(After clearing her throat.) Well, we're having anice day for it, aren't
we? | mean, takingit al round. It's cold—but it'swhat | should cdl a
healthy cold.

FLETCHER (indifferently): It's what | should cdl it too.

He pullsabit of paper out of hisinner pocket and beginsexamin-
ing somefigureswrittenonit.

MRS. READE (mainly to SCHWEIG) : | expect you gentlemen are used
to this sort of thing, but it's quite new to me. A brand-new experience,
you might call it.

SCHWEIG (not taking it in): Pleass?

MRS. READE (brightly): Yes, you'reforeign, aren't you? | guessed
you were. (The telephone bell rings.) There, that's the telephone.
Alwaysatit. Ring, ring, ring.

CORNELIUS comes out hastily from the Private Office, as the
telephone has not been switched through.

CORNELIUS (eagerly, at telephone): That you, Bob? (Disappointed.)
Oh! No, werenotinterested. (Putsreceiver down.)

Here, ifit is convenient to have one or two nondescript creditors—
youngish or middle-aged men—they shouldenter, and quietly take
their seats. They are followed by PRITCHET and MORTIMER.
PRITCHET is a middle-aged solicitor, with one of those curiously
hollow booming voices that some legal men have. MORTIMER is the
bank man with theface likearat-trap. He shouldhaveaworrying
ratty manner. Both carry small cases.

PRITCHET (booming): Ah—good afternoon. Sorry if were alittle
late. I'm Pritchet of Cattermole, Maclvor and Pritchet. (Going nearer
to CORNELIUS and producing dlip of paper.) We represent severa
foreign clients who are—er—interested in these proceedings. You'll
find their names there—eh?

CORNELIUS (glancing at paper): Yes. Old friends of ours. Good
afterhoon, Mr. Mortimer.

MORTIMER: Goodafternoon, Mr. Cornelius.

CORNELIUS: St down, gentlemen.

Asthey do, MRS. READE'S voice can be heard.

MRS. READE: Doyouthink we'real herenow?

CORNELIUS: That's what | was wondering, madam. | think | can
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takeitthat weare. (Hegoesto door, looksout, then closesthedoor and
carefully and rather importantly takes up a positionfacing the creditors.)
Gentlemen—I beg your pardon, madam——

MRS. READE (flatteredby thisnotice): It'squitedl right, thank you.

CORNELIUS (grandly): Gentlemen and you, madam—I propose first
to outline our position to you. Threeyears ago——

PRITCHET (booming unpleasantly): One moment, please.

CORNELIUS: What'sthematter?

PRITCHET: Thisisnotquiteinorder.

CORNELIUS (taken aback): Oh!

PRITCHET: No. Thisis a meeting of your creditors, my dear sr.
You are not one of your own creditors. Therefore you can't take
charge of the meeting in this manner.

FLETCHER: That'sright.

PRITCHET: | propose that Mr. Mortimer of the Middlesex and
Central Bank should take the chair.

FLETCHER: AndI begtosecondthat.

PRITCHET: Allinagreement? (Afewhandsgoup.) Carried, | think.
Mr. Mortimer, will you please take charge of the meeting?

MORTIMER, silent, goesforward and occupiesthe chair near where
CORNELIUS is standing, putting it away a little first, so that
CORNELIUS is left, so to speak, in the air.

CORNELIUS (not without irony): What do | do now? Leave the
room?

MRS. READE (whispering loudly): | hope not. | like him.

MORTIMER: | don't think that will be necessary just now. Do you,
Mr. Pritchet?

PRITCHET: No, not yet.

MORTIMER: Isyour partner, Mr. Murrison, here, Mr. Cornelius?

CORNELIUS: No.

MORTIMER: But | understood——

CORNELIUS (impatiently): Mr. Murrison will be here any moment
NOW.

PRITCHET: Thisseemstomeall very irregular——

CORNELIUS (bitterly): That'show it seemsto metoo, very irregular.
Everything'sirregular. That'swhy we'real hereto-day.

FLETCHER: Only we'renot al here. Y our partnerisn't, for one——
(Laughs.)

CORNELIUS: My partner has beentravellingthecountry for thelast
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few weeks. He's been visiting al our customers, chiefly in the Mid-
lands and the North. He's coming straight back from seeing the last
of them to this meeting this afternoon.

SCHWEIG: Hehopesto get moreordersfor your houz, eh?

CORNELIUS: Yes. He knows al there is to know about the
aluminium trade.

MRS. READE: The what?

CORNELIUS: The aluminium trade, madam. This firm imports
aluminium from abroad and sdlsit to hardware manufacturers.

MRS. READE: Just fancy!

MORTIMER: But don't you employ atraveller?

PRITCHET: Just what | was about to ask, Mr. Mortimer.

CORNELIUS: We had a traveller, but about two months ago we
dismissed him.

FLETCHER: Whatfor?

MORTIMER: Was he ingfficient?

CORNELIUS:Hewasn'tatfirst

PRITCHET: But he was afterwards, eh?

CORNELIUS: I don'tknow.

PRITCHET: But, my dear sr, surely it's not difficult to discover
whether an employee of thiskind is efficient or not?

FLETCHER: 'Ear,'ear!

CORNELIUS: At ordinary times | supposeit isn't, but in our business
these aren't ordinary times. Thisfellow was atraveller, not amagician.

FLETCHER: Andwhat about your partner, Murrison, then? Ishea
magician?

CORNELIUS: Mister Murrison is a first-class business man and a
wonderful fellow. And this little firm means everything to him. If it
hadn't, he wouldn't have gone on this trip. He wasn't very well when
hewent. We'd had an anxious time here——

MORTIMER (impatiently)'. Yes, yes, Mr. Cornelius, weve al had
anxious times. But meanwhile, we're busy men.

PRITCHET: Quite so.
CORNELIUS: Justaminute! (Listens.} Allright. Sorry!

PRITCHET: | must say if I'd known that your senior partner was
absent——

CORNELIUS: Heknows about this. He'll be here any minute now.
FLETCHER(sceptically): Withluck.
CORNELIUS: What do you mean?
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FLETCHER: Y ou'cardme.

CORNELIUS: | resent that remark, particularly from you.
FLETCHER (pugnaciously): Oh—and why from me?
CORNELIUS: You wouldn't understand if | told you.

MORTIMER: Gentlemen, this is a business meeting. We don't want
that sort of talk.

PRITCHET: | should think not indeed. How long is this Mr.
Murrison going to be?

FLETCHER: God knows.

MORTIMER: I'm not prepared to wait more than ten minutes at the
outside——

PRITCHET: Nor I.

CORNELIUS: | tel you he'll be here any minute now.

SCHWEIG (standing up): Mister—er—Cornelius wass going to gif
us a stademendt—some figures—of the position of the houz. | think
he might gif us that stademendt—pleass. (Stsdown.)

CORNELIUS (eagerly): Yes, of course.
MORTIMER: All right, Mr. Cornelius.

Moves his chair so that CORNELIUS, who is till standing, now
holds the floor. CORNELIUS produces paper given to him by Miss
PORRIN.

CORNELIUS: Well gentlemen—and you, madam—uptothreeyears
ago, our annual gross turnover, averaged over the previousfiveyears,
was eighty-five thousand pounds——

SCHWEIG (who is writing it down): Pleass? Eighty-five t'ousand
pounds?

CORNELIUS: Eighty-five thousand pounds, with an annual net
profit ranging from eleven thousand pounds at the beginning of the
period to about eight thousand at the end——(Pauses.)

SCHWEIG (murmuringashewrites): Elevent'ousand poundsto eight
t'ousand pounds.

CORNELIUS(reminiscently): Weweredoingverywell. Wewerevery
fine people. It was agood life. You were always delighted to see us at
the Middlesex and Central Bank, Mr. Mortimer. Those French clients
of yours, Mr. Pritchet, used to send us little presents. Mr. Fletcher
here and his Forwarding Company couldn't do enough for us. You all
respected us. And redlly, gentlemen, now | cometo think of it, | don't
know why you should all have been so affable and respectful then. It
was dl very easy. We bought the metal, turned it over to our
customers, made a nice profit. All very easy, very simple, nothing to
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boastabout at al. (Helooksround, smiling, andcatchesMRS. READE'S
eye)

MRS. READE (brightly): No, | se

CORNELIUS (impressively): Thank you, madam. And then it al
changed. My God—how it changed! A sort of nightmare. Every
country seemed to be announcing that it must sl more goods than it
would buy.

MORTIMER: Isn't this dl rather beside the point?

PRITCHET: Hear,hear!

CORNELIUS (with increasing animation): 1t may be beside the pointin
the Middlesex and Central Bank or near the Law Courts, but it isn't
beside the point here. Look what happened. The pound sterling was
worth twenty shillings here and only twelve shillings somewhere ese.
Some countries you couldn't get money into. Some countries you
couldn't get money out of. Y ou could send goodsin a ship with ablue
flag but not in a ship with ared flag. It wasn't business any more. It
was a game of snakes and ladders—but without the ladders.

PRITCHET: I reallydon'tsee——

CORNELIUS: Allright, don't see. But you'vegot to understand what
was happeningtous. I'venever got muchfun out of selling aluminium.
And whether Briggs and Murrison of Birdcage Street, Holborn, ever
sold any aluminium to anybody couldn't be of any real importance to
the world. But—by God!—if we'd been trying to take a lifeboat out
to a wreck, we couldn't have tried harder, couldn't have worried and
argued and schemed and pleaded more than we did in this office.
And what's it dl about? If weveto live by private trade, then Iet it be
private trade. Why have they made it like a lunatics obstacle race?
Why are we condemned to scheme and scratch, in these cubby-holes?
| tell you, a blind monkey could find a better life to live than we've
lately had here . . .

MORTIMER (sharply): Mr. Cornelius.

PRITCHET (sharply): | thought youweregoingto giveusastatement.

CORNELIUS: | am. (Deliberately.) Unless my partner's been
working miracles—and | don't say he hasn't, because he's a desperate
man and awonder—but unless he's worked a few miracles, this firm's
broke, bankrupt, bust. And now you can pass a few resolutions on

that.
He holds it a moment, during which his audience, aghast, can

only gape at him.  Then he turns away.
MRS. READE breaks the spell.
MRS. READE: Wéll, | enjoyedthat, | must say.
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FLETCHER: | can't seewhat that stuff's got to do with us——

PRITCHET: | redly must protest very strongly against this most un-
businesdike proceeding——

MORTIMER: Mr. Cornélius, you haven't made any attempt to give
us a statement——

CORNELIUS (holding up his hand, forcefully): Just a minute, just a
minute——

He listens in the quiet thatfollows, then hurries to the door. The
creditors watch him and a low buzz of talk breaks out amongst
them. CORNELIUS opens the door and discovers MURRISON at the
other side. MURRISON is a man about fifty, who is looking very
worn. Heiswearing a big overcoat and carrying his hat in his hand.
His manner from the first should be quick, nervous, jerky, strange.

(With affectionate warmth.) Hello, Bob old boy! Finel Were dl
ready for you.

MURRISON (now inside the room, with a quick glance at the creditors,
sharply): What? What d'you mean?

CORNELIUS: The meeting, y'know. Did you come straight from the
station, Bob?

MURRISON: Yes. Straight from the station. The taxi-man's bringing
my bags up. (Whispering.) You see him out there, Jm, and pay him
forme. | don'tlikethelook of him.

CORNELIUS (hastily concealing his surprise and some misgivings):
Of course | will, old boy.

CORNELIUS goes out, and is heard off calling to the taximan:
"Put them downjust in here, will you? That'sright. How much?
Here you are" Meanwhile, MURRISON has very carefully crossed
to the Private Office door, ignoring the "Good afternoon, Mr.
Murrison” of MR. MORTIMER. MURRISON goes into the Private
Office, so that for a moment or two the creditors are Ieft to them’
selves. MORTIMER is seen exchanging a puzzed glance with
PRITCHET.CORNELIUSreturns,|ooksfor MURRISON, thengoesover
to the Private Office. There should be an atmosphere of suspense
and tension evoked in this little scene.

CORNELIUS (looking into Private Office): Ready, Bob?

CORNELIUS shouldgo to the alcove at the back andbring down the
only remaining chair, putting it behind the small table. MURRISON
slowly opens the door andentershesitatingly. He has taken overcoat
off.

Here you are, St here, Bob.
MUKRISON (in a loud harsh voice that is startling): Why are you
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sitting like this? We want the lights on. Pull that blind down, Jim.
I'll put the lights on.
CORNELIUS, after a brief surprised look at MURRISON, hastily
goes to the window andpulls down the blind. MURRISON goes to the
switchand putsonthelights.

(Irritably.) Ther€e's another light somewhere.

MORTIMER: Come, come, Mr. Murrison, we'vegot plenty of lightin
here now.

MURRISON (irritably): lwantthatotherlighton.

Goes and switches it on. There is now the maximum of light on
the stage and it isalmost an uncomfortable glare, the lights being
very white. Coming backfrom switching on the last light, MURRI-
SON stops and looks searchingly at MRS, READE.

What's that woman doing here?
~CORNELIUS: That's dl right, old man. She's only the landlord's
niece——

MRS. READE (who is suddenly alarmed and has risen): You needn't
bother telling him who | am. Because I'm going. (As she threads her
way towards the door, agitatedly.) And you might as well al go, if
you'll take my advice. It's no good staying here—with that man.

Indicating MURRISON. Sheisnow at thedoor. Her voicerisesand
trembles as shepointsat MURRISON, who isstill looking at her.

You've only got to look at himto see——

She goes hastily, the door hanging to. Some of the creditors, who
havehalf-risen, remainlikethat for amoment.

CORNELIUS (reassuringly): That's al right. She's better out of the
way. We can get on now.

MORTIMER (who has been bewildered): | hope so. (Looking at his
watch.) Redlly, gentlemen, | must ask you——

CORNELIUS (cutting in, to MURRISON) : Bob, you'd better tell them at
once what you've been able to do.

MURRISON is now sitting behind the small table, facing the
meeting. CORNELIUS is standing a little behind, to one side.

MURRISON (in a low uncertain tone): It's very difficult. (He covers
hisface with his handsfor a moment.) There were two men following
me al thetime. No, not dl thetime. Not at first. But nearly dl the
time.

CORNELIUS (bewildered): Following you!

MURRISON (rather louder now): Everywhere | went. When | went
up to Scotland, one of them tried to get into my railway carriage. But
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| knew him. (He looks round suspiciously.) How did they aways
know where | was going?

MORTIMER (firmly): Well, never mind about that for the time being,
Mr. Murrison. We understand that you've been visting al your
customers. And naturally before we reach any conclusion here, we
want to hear the result of those visits.

CORNELIUS: Yes. How did you get on, old man? Tell us.

MURRISON (with pas@ion?: | am teling you. I'm telling you that
everywhere | went, | was followed by two men. And there were—
other things. (His voice dropping.) Worse than that. They tried to
poison my food.

CORNELIUS (expostulating):  Bob!

MURRISON (excitedly): They knew where | was going al the time.
They sent somebody in advance to al the people who'd been buying
from us. Some of our oldest customers wouldn't see me. Why?
Because they'd been told filthy lies about us by this fellow who'd been
sent ahead of me. | tell you—it's been hell.

FLETCHER(disgustedly): Here,comeoffit!

SCHWEIG (standing up): | think, pleass——

MURRISON (quickly): Who'sthat? (SCHWEIGsitsdown.) Somesort
of foreigner, isn't he? Why should he come here?

CORNELIUS (patting him on the shoulder): Bob, old man, you're
tired. Takeit easy.

MURRISON: You'dbetired. Followed, watched, spied on, day after
day. Tryingto get at you. There was something about it in the paper
yesterday. | expect you'll be reading a lot about it in the papers soon.
They'll try to get a me here. They won't leave me aone (Be-
ginning to break down.) Oh God!'—why can't they leave me aone?

CORNELIUS (bending over him): It'sal right, old man, now. You've
nothing to worry about. (He looks up, and makes a waving gesture to
the creditorsfor them to go, then looks down again.) You're only abit
done up. You'l be dl right after arest. (To the creditors, in a low,
rather tensetone.) 1'm sorry, gentlemen, but | must ask you to go.

Some of the creditors get up, but nobody makesfor the door.
They are all staring at MURRISON, who is sitting with his head
between hishands.

MURRISON (not raising his head): It's no use, Jm. I'm finished.
They're torturing me. (Breaks down again.)

CORNELIUS (very gently, bending over him): No, no, no. That's all
right, Bob, old man. (Looks up and sees the creditors watching them.
Then, with tremendouspassion.) For Christ's sake—get out, can't you?
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As if completely dominated by his will andpassion, they begin to
move towards the door at once. As soon as he sees that they are all
on the move, he turns away from them and bends over MURRISON,
V\llho is still sitting with bowed head. Nothing is said until they are
alone.

MURRISON (raising his head and suddenly giving a short harsh laugh):
They've dl gone, you see. (Laughs again.) | got rid of them, Jm. It
wasn't hard. Butittook meto doit, en? (Laughs.)

CORNELIUS (standing back and staring): What, are you al right, Bob ?

MURRISON (irritably): Of course| am. Why shouldn't | be?

CORNELIUS (relieved): My dear chap, | don't know what the devil
you were playing at with those fellows. And | don't care so long as
you'redl right. (Clapshimheartily ontheshoulder.)

MURRISON (sharply): Don't do that.

CORNELIUS: Sorry, oldman. | expectyou'retired.

MURRISON (slowly): No, but—nearly al the time—I have a pain
here. (Putshishandto top ofhishead.)

CORNELIUS (heartily): Really? How did you get that?

MURRISON (solemnly, emphatically): Some sort of poison, Jim.
Didn't | tell you?

CORNELIUS: No. But tell me now how you got on? Havewe got a
chance?

MURRISON (shakeshead, irritably): I'veareadytoldyou. They sent
somebody in advance—to warn al the customers——

CORNELIUS: Butwhodid?

MURRISON: | toldyou. | wasfollowed dl thetime. Thereweretwo
men——

CORNELIUS (taking him by the shoulders, earnestly): How! How!
For God's sake, Bob, stop talking likethat. Y ou'retalking to me now
—Jim Cornelius. There couldn't have been two men following you dll
thetime. Youimagined it.

MUlRRISON (withdrawing himself, sharply): That's a lie. You know
itsalie

CORNELIUS (on whomthehorrible truth isdawningagain): No, | don't.

MURRISON: Areyou going to begin lying to me now, Jim? Won't
anybody tell me the truth. (Confusedly) There was a waiter in the
hotel last night—he looked a decent sort of chap—but when | asked
himif anybody had been trying to tamper with my drink—hewouldn't
tell methetruth. And | knew al thetime. He ought to have seen that
(Laughs.) I knew.

CORNELIUS (agonised, under his breath): Oh—God! (Approaching

[48]



ACTII CORNELIUS
MURRISON again.) Don't talk like that, old man. Please. Just for my
sake.

LAWRENCE enters, rather proudly, carrying a large tray, on
which areabout nine cups oftea andaplate of cut cake and biscuits.
He is out of breath.

MURRISON (suspiciously, sharply): What'sthis?1 don'twantanytea.

CORNELIUS (impatiently): Takeit away.

LAWRENCE (gasping): But—where—to?

CORNELIUS: Anywhere—anywhere—back to the tea-shop.

LAWRENCE: They'll—want—paying for it.

CORNELIUS: Oh—all right—takethis——

Goes over and throws halfa crown on to the tray. After a curious
stare at MURRISON, LAWRENCE goes out. CORNELIUS returns to
MURRISON.

Bob, will you listen to me—quietly—for aminute?

MURRISON (sullenly): What is it?

CORNELIUS: It doesn't matter just what's going to happen to us
here. Never mind about that. You're tired. You're not well. This
journey's upset you. Go home now—never mind about business—
ﬁnegd ust see your doctor, old man. Tell him about this pain in your

MURRISON (slowly shaking his head): No. No. He wouldn't
believe me.

CORNELIUS: Why not?

MURRISON (withsinister air ofsecrecy): I'venever liked that doctor
of ours, Jim. Once or twice, when he thought | wasn't noticing, I've
caught him looking very strangely at me. | couldn't trust him.

CORNELIUS (now deeply distressed): But you can trust me, can't you,
Bob? We've been partners, we've been pals, for agood long time now.
Y ou know thereisn't anything | wouldn't do for you, old man. And |
don't like to see you ill—like this. We need you down here, Bob. We
can't get on without you. So if you redly don't like this doctor of
yours, see another one—there are plenty about, good ones too——

MURRISON: Its no use, Jm. It's no use

CORNELIUS (with deep affection): Of course it is. Think of the good
times we've had together—even here, in this office. And well have
some more, won't we? If we can't keep this business going, welll get
out of it and start another—something quite different. What do you
say? (Anoiseoutside.)

MURRISON (startled): What'sthat?

BIDDLE enters.
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hBIDDLB: Helo, Mr. Murrison. | nearly fell over your bags out
there.

CORNELIUS, behind MURRISON, puts his hand to his mouth as a
sign to BIDDLE to keep quiet.

CORNELIUS: You'l dothat, won't you, Bob?

MURRISON: All right. (Gets up andfumblesin hispockets, finally
producing some keys.) There's something | want, first. (Goes slowly
into Private Office)

CORNELIUS immediately crosses to BIDDLE/

BIDDLE (anxiously): Isanythingwrong, sir?

CORNELIUS (quickly and softly): Yes, but there's no time to explain.
Go out and get ataxi for Mr. Murrison, and then telephone at once—
from that box at the corner—to his house, tell them he's coming home
and ask them to get a good doctor in to see him, as he's not very well.
That clear?

BIDDLE (softly): Yes. Taxi, then telephone.

MURRISON has come out of the Private Office, carrying a rather
bright revolver inhishand. Heholdsitjust long enough to be seen,
then dlipsit into hispocket.

And hell want the bags in, of course.

MURRISON (as BIDDLB moves off): What are you two muttering
about there?

CORNELIUS (withforced cheerfulness): Nothing, old man. | wasjust
asking Biddleto get you ataxi.

MURRISON (sitting down heavily, wearily): No use, Jm, no use
(Puts his hand to his head, then shakesit.) Talk to me—about some-
thing different. Tel me something about yourself, Jm. Anything.
Just talk.

CORNELIUS (trying to hide his distress): All right, Bob. You know,
I'm reading a book about South America—Peru and the Andes. It's
making me feel restless, making me wonder a lot, about what I've
missed. You know thefeding, old man. Right on thefirst page, there
was a sentence ... | keep remembering it, Bob—you know how you
remember somethingsfornoreasonatdl . . . It sad——

Now MURRISON is leaning forward staring tragically into
vacancy, while CORNELIUS has an affectionate hand on his shoulder.
"After aweek in the Indian village, we decided to take the track into
the clouds, to find among those heights the lost city of the Incas ..."

CURTAIN

END OF ACT Two
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Office as before. Friday evening, afortnight later. The office is partly
dismantled. Files and ledgers taken downfrom shelves, stacked in
corners, some tied in bundles. The staff are obviously at work
clearing things upfor the last time. The door into the Private Office
isopen anda light ison in there. LAWRENCE is bringing files, etc.,
from the Private Office. Miss PORRIN can be looking through files.
BIDDLE is having a last go at the ledgers. JUDY is at her table
typing hard. Nothing is said for a few moments.

LAWRENCE (stopping and yawning): What time is it? (There is no
reply.) MissPorrin, what timeisit?

MissPORRIN: Twenty to eight.

LAWRENCE: I've had enough of this.

Miss PORRIN (indignantly): You ought to be ashamed of yourself,
Lawrence.

LAWRENCE (astonished): What for?

MissPORRIN: Onaneveningliketins—wheneverything'sfinishing
—andyoutak asifit didn't matter abit——

LAWRENCE: Wdll, it doesn't to me.

MissPORRIN: | think you'reabsol utely inhuman.

LAWRENCE (muttering): And | think you're potty.

Miss PORRIN: Don't be so rude and stupid. You ought to redise
that even if you don't care about—about—all this, the rest of us do
because it means alot to us and——

BIDDLE (turning): What'sdl this about?

Miss PORRIN: I'm sorry, Mr. Biddle. But it's Lawrence—being so
rude and stupid. He ought to know | can't help feeling upset, because
thisisreally our last night here——

VOICE OF CORNELIUS (from Private Office, quietly): Not so much
noisein there, please.

LAWRENCE grinsat Miss PORRIN, who returns to work.

CORNELIUSVOICE: Lawrence!

LAWRENCE goes in and returns with a mass of papers which he
dumpsin a corner. Then heyawns noisily.

JUDY (with calm malice): Isit thelittle boy's bed time?
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LAWRENCE: Don't be slly. I'm yawning because | need fresh air.
| can't help it.

JUDY': Put your head out of the window.

MissPORRIN: Oh—dopleasestopit.

LAWRENCE: Well, | didn't start it, did I?

The telephonerings. Miss PORRIN answersit.

Miss PORRIN: Yes, Briggs and Murrison. ... All right. Wait a

minute, please. Miss Everson, it's for you.

JUDY (at telephone): Yes, this is Judy ... | know, Eric, I'm
awfully sorry, but | can't help it ... No, | shan't be long. If you
come round here, you probably won't have to wait more than a few
minutes. . . Of coursel will, darling. (Putsdownreceiver.)

LAWRENCE (muttering contemptuoudly): Darling!

JUDY (gomg up to him): What did you say?

LAWRENCE (quailing): Nothing.

JUDY returns to her table.

BIDDLE (looking up thoughtfullyfrom his account books): Some very
queer thingsin these old accounts. In December 1922 we spent fifteen
shillings and thregpence on cheese.

JUDY: Cheese? (Laughs)

BIDDLE: Yes, cheese. (To Miss PORRIN.) How did we come to do
that? Why should we buy cheese? And fifteen shillings and three-
pence worth. You could get a lot of cheese for that. Do you re-
member, Miss Porrin?

MissPORRIN: No, | wasn't herethen.

BIDDLE (thoughtfully): Of course not. | must ask my wife. | expect
| told her at the time. It'll worry me if | can't remember. Cheese.
1922. Lot of queer things here.

Miss PORRIN: Here too. | never knew before that Mr. Shuttle-
worth—you know, of the Central Forwarding Company—was called
Michadl. He's not abit like a Michael, is he?

BIDDLE: Isn't he? | don't know what a Michael should be like.

JUDY (without looking up): Tall, dark, and very romantic.

BIDDLE: That doesn't sound like Mr. Shuttleworth.

A pause. Then CORNELIUS appears in doorway of Private Office,
with a cigar-box in hishand. He iswearing a dark suit and a black
tie, elmd shows signs of having had a bad time. He speaks very
quietly.

CORNELIUS: Look at these, Biddle. Nearly afull box of those big
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Zarranagas. Must have been at the bottom of that drawer years
and years. Isn'tit ashame?

BIDDLE (going over and taking out big but ragged cigar, gravely): It
is a shame, Mr. Cornelius. These must have been expensive cigars.

CORNELIUS: Cost about half acrowneach.
BIDDLE (impressed): Halfacrown! (Peering into box.)

CORNELIUS: Takethem, Biddle, if you think you can do anything
with 'em. They look hopeless to me.

BIDDLE (taking them): Oh—thank you. I think if they're trimmed
up a hit, they'll make a very good smoke, a very good smoke.

CORNELIUS: Thenyour commercia career, Biddle, endsin smoke,
but in very good smoke. Lawrence, you'd better clear up some of that
mess in there. Then you can go. Look, start on the table first.

They go in together.

BIDDLE (quietly as he returns to his desk with cigars): Mr. Murrison
bought these. Heliked a good cigar.

Thereisatiny knock on the door, then it opensto admit the head
and shoulders of MRS READE.

MRS. READE: Oh—good evening. May | comeinaminute?

Enters, but notfar.

BIDDLE: Oh—good evening.

MRS. READE: I'm Mrs. Reade, y'know. Thelandlord, Mr. Samuel
Rigby's my uncle. I'vejust been up to the top floor—there's a proper
private flat there, y'’know, we let it out—and | saw alight here and |
thought I'd just—(staring about her.) You look as if you're going for
good.

BIDDLE: We are. The landlord knows.

MRS. READE: Yes, | expect so, but he never tells me anything, even
if I do keep house for him. But what | redlly caled for—is the tall
gentleman here | saw the other day at the meeting? Oh, | think he'sin
there, isn't he? (Calling.) Good evening.

CORNELIUS (coming out of the Private Office with some things belong-
ingto MURRISON—flask, personal diary, etc.): Good evening. (Puzzed
amoment?) Oh—yes—you're—

MRS. READE: Mrs. Reade, that'sright. | was at the meeting here,
you remember. Weve been away since—my uncle had a bit of
sciatica—and 1've been wondering what happened after that meeting.
You know, | couldn't have stayed another minute, not if you'd paid
me athousand pounds. Y ou remember? Heft, all of a sudden.

CORNELIUS (tonelessly): Yes, | remember.
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MRS. READB: That friend of yours—hefrightened me.

CORNELIUS: I'msorry.

MRS. READB (confidentially): Wasn't he—abit mad?

CORNELIUS:  Yes

MRS. READE: | knew it. Didthey—put him away?

CORNELIUS:  No.

MRS. READS: Oh—what happenedthen?

CORNELIUS (very gently): He shot himself.

MRS.READE: Shothimself?

CORNELIUS: Yes. (Showing revolver, which he is carrying with other
things.) With this.

MRS. READE (recailing dightly): Oh—how awful! You must have
been very upset.

CORNELIUS: Hewasmy partner and my best friend.

MRS. READE (curious and consolatory): | don't suppose he knew
what he was doing——

CORNELIUS: 1 think he did.

MRS. READE: Whendidthishappen?

CORNELIUS: Ten days ago,

MRS. READE: Not—here?

CORNELIUS:  No.

MRS. READE: Was he——?

JUDY (jumping up with startling effect): Oh—do stop! How can you
stand there asking these idiotic questions?

MRS. READE (indignantly): What doyoumean?

JUDY: | mean that there's been quite enough of it already. Can't
you see you're hurting him—and making us all want to scream?

CORNELIUS: Judy!

JUDY: I'm sorry—but you ought to have seen it for yourself.
(Beginsputting her typed sheets together, trying to calm herself.)

CORNELIUS (to MRS. READE, courteoudly): Good night, madam.

MRS. READE (after a final glareat JUDY): Oh—good night!

Goes out, leaving the others rigid and silent. Then CORNELIUS
puts down the things he has been carrying, and then puts away the
revolver inadrawer, which must beprominentlyplaced. Thesilence
can be broken here by a dull sort of suppressed sob from Miss
PORRIN.

CORNELIUS (looking into Private Office): | don't know you can redly
do much good there, Lawrence. It's beginning to look like a dustman's
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job. Youd better clear off, | think. Biddle, you don't want Lawrence
for anything, do you?

BIDDLE: Aren't there some letters going out, Mr. Corndius?
He'd better copy them.

CORNELIUS (withsomeirony): Therearesomelettersgoing out, but
| don't think we need copy them.

BIDDLE (surprised): No copies?

CORNELIUS: No copies. For once, well risk it. We don't know
what we've said. Just gone—like that. It doesn't matter. They're
good letters but they're not meant to be answered. Perhaps the best
letters are never meant to be answered. They're certainly never meant
to be copied. (LAWRENCE comes out.) Well, Lawrence, at last you'll
be ableto make afresh startinlife, eh?

LAWRENCE (shyly): Yes, .

CORNELIUS (seriously): I'm sorry we've wasted your time. But you
know we've wasted a lot of our own time too. And we haven't as
much to spare asyou have. What'sit to be?

LAWRENCE (with a rush of confidence): | might have a chance of
getting into awireless shopjust near us at home. My father knowsthe
man, and he'sthinking it over.

CORNELIUS: Good. Y ou'vegotyour referencefromus?

LAWRENCE: Yes, sr. Andthank youvery much.

CORNELIUS: Andgoodluckwiththewireless.

LAWRENCE: Thankyou, sir. I—I hopeyou'll beadl right, Sir.

CORNELIUS (gravely): Thank you, Lawrence. | think | shall be dll
right. Good-bye.

LAWRENCE (shakily): Good-bye, sir.

CORNELIUS shakes hands with him, then goes into the other room.
LAWRENCE hastily gets into his overcoat and hat. BIDDLE and
Miss PORRIN leave their work and comeforward.

BIDDLE: | hopel'll sseyou again sometime, Lawrence.

LAWRENCE: | hope sotoo, Mr. Biddle.

BIDDLE: Andjust remember—that attention to work isthe secret of
progress.

LAWRENCE (earnestly): | shan't forget—not if thework'sanything
to do with wireless.

Miss PORRIN: Good-bye, Lawrence. We have been good friends,
haven't we, even though we have had our little quarrel s?

LAWRENCE (in bluff manly tone): Yes, Miss Porrin, of course we
have. (Shakeshands.) Good-bye.
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Miss PORRIN: And very good luck.

LAWRENCE: Good-bye, MissEvison.

JUDY (standing up andsmiling at him): Good-bye, Lawrence.

LAWRENCE (after looking at her an embarrassed second): And—
and | do think—you're awfully pretty.

Hastily wringshandsheextends, then rushesout.

JUDY (amused): Sweet!

She covers her typewriter, gathers up her letters and envelopes
and goes into Private Office. Miss PORRIN looks up alertly and
watches JUDY,, then picking up an account book and afew papers,
obviously asan excuse tofollow her, goesout after her. Meanwhile
BIDDLE closes his books and tidies up wearily, yawning, etc. Then
when thegirlsaregone, he carefullyputson hisover coat, putsdown
hishat by the cigar box he is taking home, then brings out hispipe,
already charged, and lights it.

CORNELIUS (coming outfrom Private Office and letting the door close
behind him): Biddle—oh, are you going?

BIDDLE: Wel, | was feding a bit tired, Mr. Corndius. But if
there's anything else you want me to do to-night, I'll stay.

CORNELIUS: No, no, my dear chap, not necessary at al.

BIDDLE: I'll comedowninthemorningandjustfinishclearing up.

CORNELIUS (sharply): No, don't do that.

hBIDDLE (rather surprised): Oh—all right, Mr. Cornelius. Monday
then.

CORNELIUS: No, not Monday. Makeit Tuesday.

BIDDLE: Tuesday?

CORNELIUS: Yes. Goaway fortheweek-end, Biddle.

BIDDLE: Butl never go away for the week-end——

CORNELIUS: Go down and see the daughter of yours in South
Devon. Then you can begin making your arrangements. What sort of
business are they in?

BIDDLE: It'sher husband's business. Men's outfitting—you know,
socks and shirts and collars, al that kind of thing. He's got a nice
little business there—the only shop of that kind in the town—and he
wants to expand—nbuy the shop next door.

CORNELIUS: And then you'll help him to sdll his socks and shirts
and collars, en?

BIDDLE: | shal haveatry.

CORNELIUS: You'll have to learn how to reach up—in one swift
continuous flowing movement, Biddle—for all those green and yellow
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shiny cardboard boxes they have, and then spread them aong the
counter. "Something in this style, perhaps, sr,” you'll say, "were
#ling a lot of these this summer.” And there they'll be—shiny
cardboard boxes—socks and shirts and collars—al in a row. And
you'll enjoy it. You'll enjoy every hit of it. Smoking your pipe over
the plan for next season's campaign. Spending your weekly half-day
holiday looking for the early primroses and violets. You'l be a chief
among the eldersin that part of South Devon. And you'll play such a
devilish game of chess that they'll have to bring a Presbyterian minister
specialy from Cornwall to beat you. I've told you before, Biddle—
and I'll tell you again now, for the last time—you're alucky fellow, a
veryluckyfellow.

BIDDLE (laughing): Sounds like it, Mr. Cornelius, when you put it
that way. I'll look in on Tuesday then. Will you be here, sir?

CORNELIUS (quietly): No, | shan't be here.

BIDDLE (rather taken aback): Oh!

CORNELIUS: There'snothingmorefor metodo, isthere?

BIDDLE: No—only| didn't—I mean, areyougoingaway?

CORNELIUS: Yes, I'mgoing away.

BIDDLE (gently): | expect you want to get away from here, Mr.
Cornelius?

CORNELIUS: Yes

BIDDLE: | know it's been a big strain—Mr. Murrison—and
everything——

CORNELIUS:  Yes

BIDDLE (quickly): But he didn't know what he was doing, Mr.
Cornelius. You mustn't think about it. He was—he was mad—and
hejust picked up the revolver.

CORNELIUS: No, you'rewrong, Biddle. You heard what | said to
that woman afew minutes ago. He knew what he was doing. Hewas
sanethen. That wasthereal Bob Murrison.

BIDDLE (gravely): | don'tliketothink that.

CORNELIUS: Why? He saw a chance of dipping out—quickly,
decently—and hetook it. That poor gibbering fool we saw wasn't Bob
Murrison. But it was Bob himself who destroyed him. Came back
from—from somewhere—to do it. (BIDDLE shakes his head.) Biddle,
I've been thinking alot about this lately. One thing puzzles me. I've
never believed in this going on and on. I've aways thought that when
you were dead, that was the end of you. But this—suicide business—
somehow doesn't fit in with that. Something inside you, well say,
compelsyou to pick up arevolver, pull the trigger——
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Bippre (distressed): Mr. Cornelius— please — don't go on. Leave it
done. Don't think about it.

CORNELIUS (calmer now): No, that's al right, my dear fellow.
Listen. Something inside you — Kour_will, or whatever it is— compels
Kou to pick up arevolver, pull the trigger, and destroy yourself. But

ow can you destroy the whole of yourself, Biddle? That's what
puzzles me.

BIDDLE: Youcant.

CORNELIUS: | can understand that you could destroy a part of
yourself, just as you could cut off afinger or aleg. But that somethiug
Inside you that says 'Tve had enough of this. 1'm going," that can't be
destroyed. It must go on existing somewhere, mustn't it?

BIDDLE: Yes Mr. Cornelius. I've been taught that al my life.
That's why | say that suicide's terribly wrong -

CORNELIUS (sharply): No, | won't have that.

BIDDLE (impressively) : Terribly wrong.

CORNELIUS: | tell Kou, that'sal eyewash. Weliketo pretend that
suicides are cowards when dl the time we know damned well they're
not. We condemn them because they walk out while we dill stay
Lildgfling and frigging behind. They annoy us because they cal our

uff.

BIDDLE (sharply) :  No.

CORNELIUS: Yes. They won't havelifeonany terms. Wewill —like
those people who because they've paid for a meal will eat any muck.
Welinger onandoninthebit of light that'sleft — calling it sticking it —
when al the time we're smply frightened of thejump into the dark.

BIDDLE: No, Mr. Cornelius. You're a cleverer man than | am.
But you're al wrong about this. You're not thinking straight.

CORNELIUS: I'm trying to, Biddle.

BIDDLE: If you'll excuse me saying so, you're talking like a man
who'stired and a bit sick. After all, who areweto say what lifeis and
what it's worth?

CORNELIUS: We know what it's offered us.

BIDDLE: We know the bit we've taken, that's dl. You ought to
redise that, Mr. Cornelius.

CORNELIUS: Why me specidly, Biddle?

BIDDLE: Well, 5r, you've always seemed to meto beinterested in all
kinds of things-

CORNELIUS (ruefully) : At a distance.

BIDDLE: Isit good-byefor the present then, Mr. Cornelius?
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CORNELIUS: | think itis.

Miss PORRIN comes infrom the Private Office and shuts the door
behind her. She standsjust inside quietly. The other two ignore her.

You're a lucky fellow, but you deserve to be. Good-bye, Biddle.
(Shaking hands.}
BIDDLE: Good-bye, Mr. Corndlius. Good night, Miss Porrin.

Hegoes. CORNELIUS remainssilentfor a moment, still looking at
the door. Miss PORRIN approaches.

CORNELIUS: Nowthen, MissPorrin, timeyouwereoff,isn'tit?

Miss PORRIN (timidly): Mr. Cornelius—I should like to tell you
how—nhow happy I've been here working with you.

CORNELIUS (rather surprised, but gently): Have you?

Miss PORRIN (eagerly): Oh yes. The two offices | worked in before
this, | didn't like at dl, but I've been redlly happy here—with you.

CORNELIUS: That'sfine,MissPorrin.

IMiss PORRIN: And I know I'll never fedl like this about any other
place—

CORNELIUS (rather brusquely): Of courseyou will. Fed much better.
Enormous offices, al glass and metal and light, open at ten and closing
at four. That'swhat you'll have soon, Miss Porrin. Much better than
this. Can't compare them.

Miss PORRIN: No. It'll never be the same. And if you're going to
stay herel'd liketo stay ontoo—to help you.

CORNELIUS: Very good of you, but really, there's nothing you can
do. I've practicaly finished now.

Shelooksat himbeseechinglyandtimidlyputsafinger onhisarm.

Miss PORRIN: If you have finished—if you are going now—I
wondered—if you'd like to talk to me.

CORNELIUS (bewildered): Talk toyou?

Miss PORRIN (eagerly): Yes, couldn't we go somewhere—to eat and
drink and talk—I mean, | fed you're so lonely now, and | am too—
and we'd have so much to talk about—wouldn't we?—having been
here together so long. And I'm so sorry about everything. Please,
couldn't we? (As he gently releases himselfand shakes his head) Or, if
you didn't want to talk, we could just St quietly somewhere. |
wouldn't mind. I'd likeit. Couldn't we?

CORNELIUS(gently): I'm afraid we couldn't, though it'snice of you
to suggest it, very nice. But—

Miss PORRIN (trying to hide her distress): No, it doesn't matter.
Y ou needn't try to explain.
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CORNELIUS: | was only going to say that I've till somethingsto do
here.  Some of them are rather—important. 1'm sorry.

MissPORRIN (going towar dstelephone): It doesn't matter.

CORNELIUS: Good-bye, MissPorrin.

Miss PORRIN (her back to him, muffled): Good-bye.

He looks at her a moment. She is now dialling a number and
trying to control herself. He goes into the Private Office, closing
door behind him. She is now quietly crying.

Miss PORRIN (quietly, trying to control her voice, into telephone): Is
that you, Rose? Miss Porrin. Just—just tell them | shan't be staying
out—after al. No, it's nothing. I've got—I've got a headache. No,
nothing to eat, just some tea——(JUDY comes out, closing door behind
her and goes across to her table.) I'll be going straight to bed. (Puts
down receiver, dabs at her face and is not able to stifle a choking sob.)

JUDY looks at her curioudy as Miss PORRIN sowly goes to put
her things on.

JUDY (quietly): What's the matter?

Miss PORRIN (putting on things): Nothing.

JUDY gets her own things out andputs her coat on, but places her
hat and gloves, etc., on the table. Miss PORRIN comes nearer and
stares at her fixedly.

JUDY (smiling, but not unkindly): Well?

MissPORRIN (inlowtensevoice): | wish | didn't hateyou so much.
I've never hated anybody like this before.

JUDY: Andyou'veno right to hate me. What have | done?

MissPORRIN: Lotsofthings.

JUDY: Whatthings?

Miss PORRIN: That isn't it.

JUDY: Pleasetell mewhy. | don't hateyou. | don't hate anybody.
As a matter of fact, | don't even didike you, athough you've been
unfriendly to me ever since | came here. 1've been—rather sorry for
you.

Miss PORRIN: Why should you be sorry for me? You're only a
child yet, asilly child. You don't realy know anything.

JUDY: That's stupid you know, Miss Porrin. | may be years
younger than you, but I'm not a child. | believe I'm more a grown-up
person than you are.

MissPORRIN (wildly): Becauseyou'reyoung and pretty now—you
think it's going to be aways like this. It isn't—(breaking down)—it
isn't, itisn't.
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JUDY (distressed, trying to console her): Miss Porrin, don't—don't
please.

Miss PORRIN (clutching, urgently): Listen, forget what | said. That
doesn't matter now. Only one thing does matter. He mustn't be so
quiet, so unhappy. I'm frightened. He oughtn't to be like that. Stay
with him if he wants you to. You see, | ask you to, | don't care what |
say now. I'm thinking about him. Hes a man. He's different.
Pease——

The Private Office door opens and CORNELIUS is seen standing
there. MissPORRIN giveshimone look, then hurriesout. JUDY and
CORNELIUS stand perfectly still until there is heard the sound of a
distant door slamming. Then CORNELIUS turns back to switch off
the Private Office light, after which he comes in and closes the door
quietly behindhim. Meanwhile JUDY has hastily gone to the window,
pulled away the blind and tried to look down into the street. She
comes away and looks at CORNELIUS as he approaches.

CORNELIUS (awkwardly): | suppose you ought to go now.

JUDY: Yes (Apause)

CORNELIUS: How old are you?

JUDY (smiling): Must you know?

CORNELIUS (hastily): No, no. What doesit matter? Whateveritis,
I'm twiceit. You think of a number and | doubleit.

JUDY (smiling): And then | shdl take away the number | first
thought of—and myself withiit.

CORNELIUS: What do you do when you're at home?

JUDY: Ohl—read—sew a bit, not much—listen to the wireless
The usual things. Quite commonplace.

CORNELIUS (dtaring at her, musingly): Perhaps you are quite
commonplace—really.

JUDY (promptly): No, I'm not. I'm really rather special.
CORNELIUS (absently): Yes?
JUDY (indecisively): | think | ought to go.

CORNELIUS: No, please, don't go. You've plenty of time. You've
no idea how much time you have—years and years and years.

JUDY (laughing): Not to-night, | haven't. Somebody's waiting for
me. (Sheleansagainst the table.)

CORNELIUS(makingconversation): Haveyoulikedithere?
JUDY: Partsofit.
CORNELIUS: Biddle'sanicefdlow, isn't he?
JUDY: Yes. | likeMr. Biddle.
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CORNELIUS(lamely): Verygoodchap.

JUDY (with mock official manner): And—isthat dl, Mr. Cornelius?

CORNELIUS: No, it isn't dl. It isn't any. It's nothing. | haven't
begun to tak yet. | don't know how to begin. Something happened
that very first morning you came here. It's not long ago——

JUDY: A fortnight last Monday, to be exact.

CORNELIUS: Not much happened then, perhaps. But afterwards—
only aday or two—just before we had the meeting here—and | came
in and you were singing.

JUDY: | remember. Youwere very niceabout that.

- CORNELIUS (almost to himself%_: It's as if it's been dark here ever
snce then—and you carried alittlelight with you. When you camein,
it wasn't so dark. There was alight round your head. And the song
has never _stopﬁed. It's a long time since | felt like this, a long long
time. Thai'swhy | can't tell you properly. It's—it's a good record but
the gramophone's old and rusty. I'm sorry.

JUDY (putting out a hand): I'm sorry too.

CORNELIUS (eagerly): Areyou? How small and clear you are—like
theflaneof acandle! (Pauses, then laughs shortly andharshly.)

JUDY: What does that mean?

CORNELIUS: I wasthinking—here'sthegood old situationthey'reso
fond of in the magazine stories and the comic papers. The business
man keeps the typist in the office after hours to make love to her.

JUDY (sharply): No. I know it'snot like that at all.

CORNELIUS (harshly): But it is. I'm a business man—or | was.
Youreatypist. Thisisan office. Andit'slate. And I'm making love
to you.

JUDY: Yourenot. Notin that way.

CORNELIUS: Yes, lam. Inthat way, inevery way.

JUDY: Oh—why do you say that? Can't you see you're spoiling
everything?

CORNELIUS(wonderingly):  Ami?

JUDY: Yes. Pease stop. You're only hurting yourself.

CORNELIUS: That's nothing. Tell mewhat afool | am—now, after
dl thistime—to fall inlove agan, likeaboy. Yes, likeaboy.

JUDY: You can't expect meto tel you that.

CORNELIUS (eagerly): Can't1? (Catches her hands as she smilesand
shakes her head.) Why Judy then—Tlittle Judy—isthis real? (He tries
to kiss her but deliberately she turns her face away so that his kissfalls
lamely on her cheek. Hewithdraws, bewilderedanddisappointed.) Oh!
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JUDY (distressed): I'm sorry. | ought to have told you. It isn't that
| don't likeyou. I do. But—you see—I'm in love with somebody too.

CORNELIUS: | e

JUDY: He's outside now—waiting for me. That's why—I couldn't,
you see.

CORNELIUS: Andyou'reinlovewithhim?

JUDY: Yes. | know | ought to havetold you at once. It wasn't fair
to you.

To her astonishment, he suddenly laughs, not without bitterness,
but still—agenuinelaugh.

CORNELIUS: It wasn'tfair to me! | said | was behaving like a boy,
and now that very phrase takes me back thirty years. Technicd
College boys and High School girls, parties and sets of lancers, and
somebody saying "It wasn't fair of you, Alice, not to tell Tom you
were going with Frank." My God, I've asked for it, I've got it.
(Laughs again.}

JUDY {annoyed): | think I'd better go. | stayed—and listened—
because | liked you and | was sorry.

CORNELIUS(notunkindly): Nootherreason?

JUDY: Yes Because!'magirl, and | knew what you were feeling,
and | wanted to hear what you'd say to me. Any girl would.

CORNELIUS: That'shonest of you.

JUDY: | am honest. More honest than you are.

CORNELIUS:  Oh?

JUDY (withforce): Yes. If you meant what you said to me a few
minutes ago, you shouldn't pretend now—because it's al no use—that
you weren't serious. That's cowardly and hateful.

CORNELIUS (gravely): My dear, itisn't so smple asthat. I'vebeen as
honest as possible with you al the time. It's too late for anything dse.
Andif| offended you amoment ago, I'm sorry, Judy.

JUDY (smiling at him): All right. And I'm sorry too.

CORNELIUS: Theré's one thing I'd like you to do for me. If this
young man of yours is waiting outside, | wish you'd cdl him in for a
moment.

JUDY (rather puzzled): You'dliketo seehim?

CORNELIUS: Yes. Afterdl, that'snot muchtoask, isit?

JUDY (hesitating): No—only—all right, I'll seeif he's out there.

Shepullstheblindaway, goesbehindit, andcanbeheardgivinga
singing call down into the street below. Then she cries"Eric, come
up here," waitsa moment, then returns to CORNELIUS,
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CORNELIUS: Andyou'reinlovewithhim?

JUDY: Yes

CORNELIUS: He'savery lucky young man. And he'sin love with
you?

JUDY: Yes. Weadoreoneanother. Wewant to get married as soon
as he's settled down in his presentjob. 1'm longing to be married. 1'd

Ez(a)te_to go on years and years, working in offices—like poor Miss
rrin.

CORNELIUS: I'mafraidMissPorrindidn’tlikeyou.
JUDY: Of coursenot. Shewasjealous—poor thing.
CORNELIUS: And now it's my turn—poor thing.
JUDY: Youdon'tsound veryjeaous.

CORNELIUS: | don't think | am. Rather sad perhaps. And very
curious.

JUDY:: I don'tlikethat.
CORNELIUS: | shal never sseyou again. You must let me spend a

minute or two guessing what the rest of your life's going to be like.
And | think I hear it coming.

They both turn to the door, expectantly. There is a tap, then
ERIC SHEFFORD enters. Heis wearing an overcoat and a spottedsilk
muffler, and carrieshishat. He stops when he sees CORNELIUS.

JUDY: Hélo, Eric. Comein. Mr. Cornelius wanted to meet you.
ThisisEricShefford.

CORNELIUS (almost involuntarily): My God, it's the twister.

JUDY: The what?

ERIC (sulkily): All right. I didn't comehereto beinsulted.
CORNELIUS: Weknowthat. Nobody goesanywheretobeinsulted.
JUDY: But do you know one another?

CORNELIUS (dryly): Only dlightly. A business acquaintance.
JUDY: Butwhy didn't youtell me, Eric?

ERIC: It wasn't of any importance. I'd only called here twice.

CORNELIUS: That'sdl. Wedid alittle business tccégether, and then
somehow | quarrelled with his company, the Excelsior Transport,
whose banner has a strange device.

ERIC: | didn't know youwere here, ese | wouldn't have comein.
JUDY': | wantto know what happened.
CORNELIUS: It doesn't matter. He'll tell you sometime.
JUDY: What didyoucdl him?
ERIC: He cdled me atwiger, if you must know, Judy.
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JUDY (from one to the other): Why?

CORNELIUS: Never mind now. That's al over.

JUDY (to ERIC): Why?

ERIC (quickly, rather desperately): He thinks | deliberately mided
him about some rates | quoted, and got the business under fase
pretences.

JUDY: Anddidyou? (ERICissilent.) Eric!

ERIC: Yes | suppose | did. Though | didn't do anything illegal.
But I'd got to get some business, to keep thejob. You know what it
was like, | told you, Judy. | was desperate. I'm sorry, Mr. Corndlius,
but you don't understand what it's like trying to keep ajob like that.
The competition's terrible. | know | was wrong——

CORNELIUS: Allright, dl right. It'sdonewithnow.

JUDY: Isit?

ERIC: But Judy, you can't blame me. | was doing it for your sake.
And you know what a time I'd had before.

JUDY: Yes, | know, Eric.

ERIC: I'm sorry | didn't tell you before. Are you coming aong
now?

JUDY (hesitating). Justaminute, Eric, please.

ERIC: Oh—all right—but I've been hanging about down there——

JUDY: | know. I'm sorry. But please wait outside, | shan't be two
minutes. (He goes. They wait a moment. JUDY faces CORNELIUS.)
Now tell me what you're thinking. (He shakes his head.) I'm not
afraid. You can say what you like. 1t won't make any difference to
me. | know him. You don't—really.

CORNELIUS: No, of course | don't, my dear.

JUDY:: | know hecan bevery stupid, very weak, sometimes. | know
we may have al kinds of trouble.

CORNELIUS (gravely): | think you may.

JUDY: Butitcan't behelped. Yousee, I love him.

CORNELIUS: Yes, | s

JUDY: You think I'm very young and silly now, don't you? But
I'm not. | know my life with Eric isn't going to be easy, | know it far
better than you do. But it's my life. | wouldn't run away from it.
Even though you're a girl—and a girl in love—you need courage, a
gpecid sort of courage, if you're going to live properly. My sister Ann
hasit. | have it too.

CORNELIUS: Yes, you have. I'll wishyou luck. Anddo it properly.
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(Pickli_rllg up Murrison's flad<) See I'll drink your hedth. His too, if
you like.

JUDY:: | don't understandyou.

CORNELIUS: That'sasit should be. Otherwise I'd have lived these
extra five-and-twenty years of mine for nothing. A solemn toast.
(In manner of toastmaster.) My lords, ladies and gentlemen, see that
your glasses are charged, and pray slence for your chairman, the
Wrong Dishonourable James Frederick Cornelius, Knight of the
Ancient Order of Near Bankrupts. (JUDY laughs. Then his manner
suddenly chan%%.} May you alwaysbebrave and happy, Judy, aways
be as clear and beautiful astheflameof acandle. (Hedrinks. Then he
dits down at the table, and she standsfacing him and the window, very
clearly seen.) No, don't move. Don't speak.

JUDY (softly, uncertainly): | wouldn't find it easy — if | wanted to.

She stands motionless, he sits with his head in his hands looking
at her for a moment.

CORNELIUS (very quietly, without raising hishead) : Thank you, Judy.
Good-bye.

JUDY: Good-bye.

Then very swiftly she moves to the table, flings her arms about his
neck, kisses him, rests her cheek against hisfor a second, then as he
automatically goes back in surprise, snatches up her hat and gloves
and hurries out, with a small choked cry. Very dowly after staring
at the door he rises. He gives a glance at the window, then moves
like a man in a dream. He holds up the flask so that he can see a
reflection of himself in the silver base of it.

CORNELIUS (quietly to his reflection) :  You slly old fool !

Then he goes to a drawer, takes somepaper, sits down and begins
writing. Then the door is opened, and MRS, ROBERTS enters. She is
rather breathless.

CORNELIUS: What isit?

MRS. ROBERTS: | just cdled to see if Mr. Biddle had left me my
week's money in my envelope, and to BICk up one or two of my hits 0
cleaning things. (She goes over to BIDDLE'S deskfor the envelope, and
afterwards collects cleaning things, in a black cloth bagfrom the cup-
board.} All packingup, en?

CORNELIUS:  Yes, finished.

M ﬁs.r)ROBERTS: What happenedtoyouthen? Didyougo bankrupt,
or what

CORNELIUS: Wecameto aprivate agreement with our creditors.

MRS. ROBERTS: Wéll, | wishto God | could cometo onewith mine.
Areyou going away?
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CORNELIUS:  Yes

MRS ROBERTS: | wishl couldgetaway.

CORNELIUS: Wherewould you go to?

MRS. ROBERTS: I've dways had a fancy for Eastbourne.
CORNELIUS: I don'tthinkyou'dlikeit.

MRS. ROBERTS: IfI could only havemy feet upmost o' themorning
and afternoon and no cleaning and have a nice tea on a fancy tray,
then go out and see a hit o' lifein the evening, anywhere would do me.

CORNELIUS (reflectively): | suppose women are really tougher than
men.

MRS. ROBERTS: | should think they are! If women was as soft as
men, when a bit o' trouble came—there'd be nothing here but a
graveyard soon.

CORNELIUS: It isn't much ese here now. Millions of people and
none of them real and those that are real are mostly in graveyards.

MRS. ROBERTS: Come, come, Mr. Cornelius, I'm not worrying
and | can giveyou ayear or two.

CORNELIUS: You can't. That's the trouble. Nobody can. And |
want afew. I'vewasted so many.

MRS. ROBERTS: Where?

CORNELIUS: Here,amongother places.

MRS. ROBERTS (indignantly): Why, you're not going to start
grumbling now—are you?—just because you've spent a few years
sitting here in a nice office, with other people waiting on you, and
three good meals a day and anything ese you liked? Gertcha—you
don't know you're born.

CORNELIUS:; But | do. That's the point. | think a lot of people
fjon't, and it's a bit of luck for them. | know I'm born—when it's too
ae.

MRS. ROBERTS: W, my motto is, it's never too late. Y ou look
after yourself, Mr. Cornelius. (Movestowardsdoor.) Good night.

CORNELIUS: Goodnight.

She looks at himfor a moment, troubled, then goes out. COR-
NELIUS gets up, takes the revolver from the drawer. He goes to the
main door, locks it and throws the key away, switches off the light
and goes over to the window and idly opens it. Through the
window come street noises, then gradually the sound of a banjo being
played in the pub below. Hisface lights up as he listens.  Suddenly
he becomes decisive, and says loudly and clearly "No" He flings
away the revolver.
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CORNELIUS: After a week in the Indian village (he picks up a
big ledger, speaking—though jerkily—all the time, and with gathering
force)—We decided to take thetrack into the clouds—to find—among
those heights———(he hurls the ledger with such force that the door is
smashed clean open, so that he can walk through, repeating triumphantly)
—thelost city of the Incas.

END OF PLAY

[68 ]



PEOPLE AT SEA
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CHARACTERS
(in order oftheir appearance)

FRANK JEFFERSON, Fourth Officer of the Zillah
RIPTON, a steward

MILES, Second WirelessOfficer of theZillah

NONA STOCKTON, ayoung American passenger
PROFESSOR PAWLET, an elderly English passenger
ASHFORD MY RICKS, amiddle-aged American passenger
MRS. WESTMORELAND, an elderly English passenger
CARLO VELBURG, aCentral European super-cargo
BOYNE, a deck-hand

MIRIAM PICK, Diana Lismore's personal maid
VALENTINE AVON, a well-known English author
DIANA LISMORE, a well-known English actress

ACT I
Morning

ACT 11
SCENE I. Evening of the following day
SCENE Il. Later that night

ACT Il
Two hours later

All the action of the play takes place in the Veranda Cafe of SS.
Zillah, a ship of about 10,000 tons carrying passengers and cargo to
Central America.
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ACT |

Veranda Cafe of SS. ZILLAH, a ship of about 10,000 tons carrying
both passengers and cargo and builtfor the tropics. A double-glass
door at back leads to deck, and there is a door, panelled wood, at
each side, well down stage. Between these and the main entrance at
back are recessesfitted with tables and lounge seats fixed to wall.
In the centre can be another fixed table with fixed chairs round it.
Theplace is brightly decorated in a modern style. Against one wall,
downstage, there is a large notice-board with various notices on it.
If possible, the whole set should be designed and built slightly
askew, to suggest that the ship has a list on her. Through glass
doors at back we can see the deck. The railings should look as if
they have been removed and then hurriedly put back, being not
properly set. There should also be some suggestion of confusion and
fire, afew blackened buckets, charred ropes, etc. Beyond there is a
glimpse ofa blue sea and sky. At rise the stage is empty and should
remain so for afew moments, during which the noise of the sea
slapping and hissing against the sides can be heard. Then FRANK
JEFFERSON, Fourth Officer of the ship, entersfrom back. He is a
pleasant-looking, manly fellow about twenty-eight, but at the
moment looks extremely dirty—his white uniform being blackened
and burnt—and almost completely exhausted. He leans against a
table a moment, relaxing and mopping hisface, then with an effort
goes to door right, and calls.

FRANK: Ripton. Ripton. Bring it into the veranda cafe. Look
dlippy—for the love of Pete!
RIPTON (off): Just coming.
Enter RIPTON, carrying cup of hot coffee and thick sandwich.
He is a ratty little Cockney steward, aboutforty-five, in a uniform
soiledlikeFRANK'S.
RIPTON: Here y'are, Mr. Jefferson. Don't know what it'll taste like
but it's hot and wet. 'Am sangwich too.
FRANK: Thanks, Ripton. How did you manage to make the
coffee?
RIPTON: Found a primus in the smoke-room pantry. Sal weve
got till we can get below.
FRANK: We can get down for stores dl right now. But you can't
stay down. Hotashdl. Anybody eseinthe smoke-room pantry?
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RIPTON: Yes. That American. Big chap, they sad was a
millionaire.

FRANK: Mr. Ashford Myricks?

RIPTON: That'shim.

FRANK: What'shedoingthere?

RIPTON: Cooking.

FRANK (surprised): Cooking?

RIPTON: In his shirt and trousers, with a frying-pan on that
primus, singing "Dinah from Carolina," an' sweating like a bull. Says
If the ship won't cook him, he's going to cook for the ship. Saysif he's
not alowed to cook, he won't play bal. | don't know what he's
talking about—these Americans sound barmy ‘df the time to me—
but that's what he says. If | can't cook, | won't play ball.

FRANK: All right. Let him cook. Ask Mr. Miles to come down
here. And take down asignal.

RIPTON: Ishe sending, Mr. Jefferson?

FRANK: I don'tknow. Shouldn't think so.

RIPTON: Areweadl right now, Mr. Jefferson, d'youthink?

FRANK: We ought to be—unless we run into another sea A big
seawould put us under in an hour.

RIPTON: Thisis anice life, isnt it? One night you're goin' to be
burnt to death, and next night you're going to be ruddy well drownded.
R_FRANK: WEéll, you ought to have stayed down the Old Kent Road,

ipton.

RIPTON: | don't know anything about the Old Kent Road. | come
from Walthamstow, and if I'd had any sense I'd have stayed there.
But they'll have to pay me compensation.

FRANK: You walt till you're out of it first before you start tal kin?
about "compensation”. 'Y ou remember those big sharks wefishfor of
Colon——

RIPTON: 'Ere, Mr. Jefferson, for Gawd's sake!

FRANK: Comeon, ask Sparkstocomedown.

RIPTON gives him a reproachful glance, then goes out left.
FRANK continues eating and drinking. Then he goes to door at back
and looks out anxiouslyfor a moment, then returns to finish his drink
and sandwich. WALTER MILES enters left. He is a weedy-looking
fellow about thirty, with a thin Cockney voice. He is weary and
unkempt. He has paper and pencil with him.  RIPTON follows him
and exits door right.

MILES (rather hopelessly): I'mtryingto rig up atemporary set, just
for sending. It'syour only chance. But we haven't got it fixed yet.
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FRANK: Who'sthewe?

MILES: That chap Velburg's giving me a hand. He knows a hit
about wireless and he offered to help. We ought to get something
rigged up before to-night. Got a cigarette?

FRANK  offers him case and he lights up.

FRANK (taking pencil andpencil): | thought you'd have been ready
to send now.

MILES: Oh—for God's sske—give me a chance—l can't work
miracles, can |?

FRANK: All right, Sparks, | didn't say you could. Takeit easy.

MILES: It's dl very well sayir;ﬂ "Take it easy" but what with one
thing and another I'mjust about al in. With Wilson going sick, I've
hardly been out of that wireless room since we |eft Colon. ['ve had no
proper deep. When | try to deep, | cant.

FRANK: Try ahefty drink and then have a nap. You'll fedl better
when you wake up. Don't forget we're depending on you, Sparks. |
thought I'd better have a message ready for you when you can send
again. (He begins writing, while MILES leans on table and overlooks the
paper.) Steamship Zillah. Colon to London. Firein holds One and
Two. Order given to abandon ship evening of 14th. All boats got
away safely except the last, owing to sudden squall and faulty con-
dition of sad boat——

MILES: Just stuck together with paint, that's all. Let me get out of
this, and I'll tell ‘em something. Boatsl——

FRANK: All right. Saveittill you'rehome. (Continuing hisreport.)
Captain Erikson swept overboard, presumably drowned. Two
passengers and seven crew missing. Haveyou al their names?

MILES. Yes.

FRANK: Remainder of boat's company compelled to remain on
ship. Fire out——

MILES Isit?

FRANK: Near enou%r}l], | think. But we can't get into the fore holds
yet. (Writes again.) Ship now derelict. No power and steerin
Impossible. Many plates buckled and bad starboard list, but i
seaworthy in good weather.

MILES: Whatifitisn't good weather?

FRANK: Shell go to hits. Approximate position—|atitude fifteen
North—longitude seventy-twoWest. Frank Jefferson, fourthofficer, in
command. The only command he ever looks like getting too. Follow-
ing passengers still aboard. Professor What's-it—Pawlet——

MILES: Here I'd better write them down too. I'll never read your
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writilng. (Takes a piece of paper, finds pencil and writes.) Professor
Pawlet.

FRANK: Ashford Myricks and his niece Nona Stockton.

MILES. Nona Stockton. That's the good-looking little piece?
That's the one | want.

FRANK: That's the one you don't get. Then the cheery old girl-
Mrs. Westmoreland.

MILES. Mrs. Westmoreland. Don't remember her.

FRANK: You wouldn't. You only remember 'em if they're young.
Then there's that dark, sinister-looking wench—Miss Pick.

MILES: | know. She came up to the wireless room once or twice.
Hot stuff, if you ask me.

FRANK: I'mnotaskingyou. That'sfive. The other'sthat lame chap
who writes books—Valentine Avon.

MILES: | know. Tight al thetime.

FRANK: Tight or not tight, he's been very useful. Then there's this
Velburg, and you and me, Ripton, and one deck-hand—Boyne. That
seemsto bethelot—eleven. Want thelist?

MILES: No. | want something to eat.

FRANK: Try the smoke-room pantry. We can get down to some of
the stores and we're all right for fresh water. So it might be worse.

MILES: Unlessthe seastartspounding us.

FRANK: Orthefirebreaks out again. Can't guaranteeitwon't.

MILES: What's our chance, Jefferson? Honestly?

FRANK: Can't giveyouthe odds. But the minute you start sending,
you tip them up. So keep at it, Sparks. Let's see—you married?

MILES: Not likely—on what | make out of this ruddy job. You're
not, are you?

FRANK: No. Couldn't afford the ring—even. There's nobody
depending on me.

MILES (at door, gloomily): There'ssomebody depending on me.

FRANK: Too bad. Who is it?

MILES. Me.

Goesout. FRANK looksat thepaper ina vaguetiredway, yawns,
shakeshishead, yawnsagain, andinvoluntarily closeshiseyes. Ina
moment he is dozing. NONA STOCKTON, a pretty American girl
about twenty, isseen outside, looksin, seesFRANK, andenters. She
comes up and sees he is asleep and stands |ooking at hima moment,
smiling. Heslowly openshiseyes.

NONA: 'Morning!
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FRANK: 'Morning!

NONA: Gosh! you look asif you've been working.

FRANK: | have. Meanttoturninfor anhour.

Begins struggling to get up.

NONA: Now don't try to get up. Just relax. You've never stopped
since the hooter went last night and we al ran round in circles, and
now you've put the fire out and everything. It's about time | did
something, but | don't know what. Have you seen my uncle?

FRANK: He'sinthe smoke-room pantry—cooking.

NONA (delighted): | always said Uncle Ashford haditin him. If he
can cook, so can I. | don't mean fudge and waffles either. Red
honest-to-God cooking. (Pauses, looking earnestly at FRANK.) I've
got the biggest bottle of eau-de-Cologne just doing nothing, Mr.
Jefferson. Y ou wouldn't like me to wash you with it, would you?

FRANK: Goodlord, no!

NONA: All right, dl right. But let me tell you, you'vejust got to
stop being the gallant British officer and gentleman or I'm going to
throw things at you. And don't try to keep me as the delicate young
lady passenger, because | won't stand for it. I'mjust one of the gang
fromnow on. See! (Seizeshimbythearm. Hewinces. Sheletsgo and
looksat himandthen at hisarm.) Why did you do that?

FRANK: Sorry. Arm'ssinged abit.

NONA: What'syour name?

FRANK: Jefferson.

NONA: Butyourfirstname.

FRANK: Frank.

NONA: You're a change from the last Frank | knew. He crooned
in a fraternity house band, and wore blue suede shoes, and fell for
himsdf al over again every morning. How do you like Nona—the
name, | mean?

FRANK: I don'tknow. Never heardit before.

NONA: | think it's terrible, but I'm too proud to change it. Well,
Frank, I'm going to do something to that arm.

FRANK: Thanks, but it's quite al right.

NONA: If I'm a pest—say 0.

FRANK: You'renot. Infact——(Hesitates.)

NONA: Go on, s it.

FRANK: Wadll, | think you're a grand kid. But mind you, I'm so
tired | hardly know what I'm saying.

NONA: All right. | won't hold it against you. (Sees PROFESSOR
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PAWLET outside?) Here's the Professor. Let's keegp on the move or
hell nail us here for hours.

The PROFESSOR has time to enter, however. He is a man about
sixtyy, with a thoughtful and humorous face. He is dressed in-
congruously in odds and ends of costume. He is smoking his pipe
comfortably.

PROFESSOR (cheerfully): Good morning, my dear! Ah, Mr. Jeffer-
son, | wanted to see you.

NONA (taking FRANK with her towards back): | hate to, but we have
to leave you, Professor. He's burned his arm and I'm going to dap
cold cream dl over him.

PROFESSOR: You s, Mr. Jefferson—the fruits of command.
Beautiful damsels dedicating their cold cream to your service. (Sghs.)
| ought to have been a man of action.

FRANK: Itisn'ttoolate, Sr.

NONA: Come on.

She leads him out at back. PROFESSOR comes down, smoking
happily, then notices list of survivors that FRANK has left on table.
He is considering this when ASHFORD MYRICKS entersright. Heis
a large middle-aged American of a type familiar as the heads of
prosperous businesses—very clean, spectacled, solemn in manner but
withashrewdhumorousmind. Heiswearingacook'sapron.

MYRICKS (with solemn anxiety): Professor!

PROFESSOR: Yes, Mr. Myricks?

MYRICKS: How werethosefried eggs?

PROFESSOR: Oh! excellent, excellent!

MYRICKS: Now, Professor, | don't want compliments, | want red
criticism. Bring that mind of yours to bear on the question. How were
those eggs?

PROFESSOR: The only flaw | remember was that one of them had
been done too quickly and was—you know—rather hard and brown
underneath.

MYRICKS: Thank you, Professor. That's what | wanted. Trouble
is that primus is too darned fierce for easy frying. I'm considering
right now some browned hash—and then maybe—a stoo. Yes, Sir.
(Indicatingpaper PROFESSOR isholding.) Haveyou been putting some
profound observations down on paper, Professor?

PROFESSOR: No. Firgt, | haven't any profound observations.
Secondly, if | had, | wouldn't write them down at this moment. No,
this seems to be a list of the members of our little community, Mr.
Myricks. If we survive—we shdl form a little society of our own.
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We can experiment in socid organisation. You've settled your own
problem yoursdlf by dropping your function as a financier—probably
dubious at any time, if you'll allow meto say so—and turning yourself
into that most necessary member of any community—the cook.

MYRICKS: | went on acamping and hunting trip in the mountains
one time, Professor, and | hurt my leg so | couldn't move far. So |
learned how to cook—biscuits and steaks and ham and eggs and
coffee—from a guide we had, Old Pete, and I've been looking for a
chance to cook ever since, | guess.

PROFESSOR: Y ou'reavery richman, aren'tyou, Mr. Myricks?

MYRICKS: | was. Then again | wasn't. Whether I'm rich now or
broke depends on what's happened to United Utilities stock.

PROFESSOR: Youdon'tknow?

MYRICKS: | don't. For the last twelve hours the ether must be
gettingjammed with messages for mefrom those boysin Wall Street—
Buy—Sell—Hold on—Ask For More Collateral—Oh Boy, We've Made
[t—All Over, Shoot Yourself. And herel am, and for thefirst timefor
over thirty years, | don't give adarn. No, sr. I'm busy cooking eggs,
not balance sheets.

PROFESSOR: | congratulate you. We don't want balance sheets here.
Though whether afterwards you ought to stay a cook or go back to
finance is a question that can't be settled in ahurry. Meanwhile, | see
no usein our little community for a professor of philosophy.

MYRICKS: | don't know about a professor, but there's always use
for aphilosopher, | guess. Plato would tell you to take charge.

PROFESSOR: True, but he was one of us. We have our little dis-
agreements, but we stick together in the long run, like good trade
unionists, we philosophers. (MRS. WESTMORELAND appears outside.
Sheisabrisk, sensible upper-class Englishwoman in her sixties. The
PROFESSOR doesnot seeher andgoeson.) But | didn'timagineyouwere
acquainted with Plato's Republic, Mr. Myricks.

MYRICKS: I've had alook at it as one of the acknowledged high
gpots of the human intellect—(Breaks off, as MRS. WESTMORELAND
enters.) Good morning, Mrs. Westmoreland.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Good morning, Mr. Myricks. Good
morning, Professor Pawlet.

PROFESSOR: And avery nicemorningtoo.

MRS.WESTMORELAND:Y es;it'sstill quitepl easanttobealive,isn'tit?

MYRICKS: Haveyouhadbreakfast?

MRS.WESTMORELAND: No, | nevertakebreakfast, thank you.

MYRICKS: Then I'll see you have something specid later on.
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MRS. WESTMORELAND: That will bevery nice. | wasthinking last
night, when it al seemed rather hopeless, that it didn't very much
matter—though of course | hated the look of that black water—
because anyhow | can only expect a few more years and at least I'd be
saved a lot of tiresome eern_sve ilinesses, with every_bod% standing
round, trying to be sympathetic but wondering all the time how much
longer the slly old thing could hold out. But now that I'm till alive—
and the sun's shining again—I find I'm glad. What do you think,
Professor Pawlet?

PROFESSOR (with the air ofa man about to talk at length): For nearly
forty years| have been considering the nature of redlity. . . .

MYRICKS (cuttingin, solemnly): Professor, don't forget what you're
going to tell Mrs. Westmoreland, because | don't want to miss a word
og”it. Blut right now | must go back to my pantry. Now don't forget,
tell me later.

MYRICKS goes out right. PROFESSOR dtares after him. MRS.
WESTMORELAND smiles.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Y ouweresaying?

PROFESSOR: For nearly forty years | have been considering the
nature of reality. Now there is a school of philosophy, influenced by
Oriental mysticism, which has told us that what we consider ordinary
reality—the movement of our phz_scal selvesin the physical worlo—is
hardly more than an illusion, a kind of Ionﬁ dream. 1 always have a
specid contempt for that sort of philosophy. Yet last night, when
every step we took should have been intensely real, when we were face
to face with the great redlity of Death, everything seemed to be part of
an illusion, seemed to me essentially dream-like, as if we were actors
in a scene hastily contrived for us. Very curious.

MRS. WESTMORELAND (rather dr Ig]): Very. Perhaps you've been
alowed to live to learn alittle more. { e looks at the notices on the
board.) Brid%e Tournament! That seems very far away now, doesn't
it? Pity too, because my partner and | were doing very well, though
the man kept grossly over-callln?. It was a Mr. Madares—a fat,
buttery sort of man, from Brazil. | hope he'sall right in hislittle boat.
He has four enchanting daughters. He showed me their photographs.
Ravishing creatures, though probably they'll be soon fat and buttery,
too. Much prettier than m%/ girls, but they won't wear anything like so
well. That's the tragedy of Englishwomen, Professor Pawlet.

PROFESSOR: Whatis?

MRS. WESTMORELAND: We begin to improvejust when English-
men stop taking any notice of us. (Turning and seeing VELBURG
entering.) Now—who isthis?
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CARLO VELBURG isin hislate twenties, fair Austrian in typeanda
not unattractivefellow. But there is something embittered, tragic
in hisface and manner. He is very shabbily dressed. He speaks
English with a German accent.

VELBURG: | amlooking for Mr. Miles, the wireless officer—please.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: | haven't seen him this morning. Now—I
don't remember you among the passengers and you don't look like
one of the crew. Tell me—who areyou?

VELBURG: | am not'ing.

PROFESSOR: Didyou say youwerenothing? Ah! Well, thisisMrs.
Westmoreland, and my name is Pawlet.

VELBURG: My name—itisCarloVelburg.

MRS, WESTMORELAND: Passenger or crew, Mr. Velburg?

VELBURG: No. Not passenger. Not crew. Not'ing.

MRS.WESTMORELAND: Well, nodoubt you'rebusy—don't let us
detain you.

VELBURG (with sudden passion): You think it is ajoke, en? It is not.
It is tragic thing. | am not'ing because | have no country. And |
cannot have a country because | have no passport. | am not alive, |
am not real, | am not'ing—because | have not this piece of paper, this
passport.

PROFESSOR: My dear young man, I've heard about peoplelikeyou,
and I'm extremely sorry. They won't let you stay anywhere, eh?

VELBURG: No. For ten years now | am sent away from every-
where. (Not withoutpride.) | havebeenin prisonin Germany, Austria,
Italy, Switzerland, Jugo-Slavia, France, Belgium, England, United
States, Costa Rica, Venezuela, and Panama.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: But—good gracious'—what had you been
doing?

VELBURG: Not'ing, Madam. | had no passport. | was born in
Germany, but my father was Austrian, my mother a Jugo-Slav. My
father waskilled in the War. My mother took meto Dalmatia, and she
died there because we had not'ing to eat—it was a—a——

PROFESSOR: Famine?

VELBURG: Yes. BigfamineinDalmatia

MRS.WESTMORELAND: Dear me, wasthereafaminethere?

PROFESSOR: There were a lot of famines, in Central Europe just
after the War, Mrs. Westmoreland. This isn't a very pleasnt world,
you know.

VELBURG (with bitter emphasis): Y ou think it is aworld of people.
But asit is not any more. It is aworld of pieces of paper. You think
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| am real—ayoung man, who wishes to work, to marry anice girl, to
have children, to drink a glass of beer and listen to music. But | am
not. | am not'ing. | have no passport.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: But haven't you been able to arrange
anything—through Cook's or something?

VELBURG: No, it is not possble. If | am rich—perhaps it would
not be hard. But | am not rich, very poor.

PROFESSOR: What an idiotic world to live in! Y oung man, if I'd
been you, I'd have stolen a passport.

VELBURG: | have stolenthree, but dways| amfound out and goto
prison. Afterwards, | am put on a ship—like this. Go away—they
say—you do not belong here. That iswhy | say—I am not passenger,
not crew, not'ing.

As they are staring at him sympathetically, MILES enters right.
MILES: | wasjust coming up, Velburg. Didyou find those coils?
VELBURG: | have found just one, but it does not look too good.

| came away to tell you | am very hungry now.

MILES: Okay, I'll carry on. Go along there to the smoke-room
pantry, and ask Ripton, the steward, to fix you up.

VELBURG: Yes. Afterwards| help you again.

VELBURG goesout right.

MILES: Thehig set's hopeless, but if we can rig up alittle temporary
s, we can send out an SOS and give our position.

PROFESSOR: | supposewe'venoeectricpower now, eh?

MILES: No. And what's left of the ship can't be steered. Just a
drifting hulk. If you ask me, we'rein amess.

MILES goes out back. MRS. WESTMORELAND looks after him

distastefully and then looks at PROFESSOR.

MRS.WESTMORELAND:Ifwe'redependingatall onthatyoungman,
I'm sorry. What's left of him will break down very soon.

PROFESSOR: Theother youngman, Jefferson'sall right.

MRS. WESTMORELAND : Yes, he's a fine dependable boy.
~ PROFESSOR: Wéll, he'sin charge now. And the best thing he can do
is to tell us all exactly how we stand and then alot us various tasks.

There must be something even | can do—besides talk. Il go and
suggest it to him.

'MRS.WESTMORELAND: Oneofthemostannoyingthingsaboutthese
crises is the way one misplaces one's possessions. Now | was doing a
chair-cover in petit-point—it's been everywhere with me for the last
twelve months—and now | can't findit and | feel lost without it.
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As PROFESSOR moves slowly towards door right, BOY NE enters and
stands infront of it. He isa big, brutal-looking chap about forty,
dressed in torn shirt and trousers, and looking dirty and tousled.
He sounds half-drunk.

BOYNE (growling): Riptonbeenalong'ere?
PROFESSOR: That's the little steward, isn't it?
BOYNE (contemptuously): Yes—little, ‘af-starved Cockney.

PROFESSOR: | haven't seen him. You look asif you put some hard
workin, fightingthat fire.

BOYNE: | look it and | bloody well fedl it. Had to use abig axefor
four hours, cutting away that fancy woodwork they put in ships for
people like you, just to kid you you're still at home and not at sea.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: What's your name?

BOY NE: Patrick Boyne. What's yours?

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Mrs. Westmoreland. I've no doubt we're
under an obligation to you, Mr. Boyne, but | think we'd fed it ill
more if you weren't so anxious to let us know how much we owe
you.

BOYNE: Yah!

PROFESSOR: Y ou're about done in, aren't you, Boyne?

BOYNE: I've been treating myself to adrop o' spirits. | don't often
get the chance. So I'm a bit above myself, see? And that's easy when
you've had nearly thirty years in stokeholes and fo'castles, swesating
your guts out for stinking grub and a few quid a month. Just one of
the mugs, that's what I've been.

PROFESSOR (who wantstoget past himto thedoor): All right, Boyne.
| want to go through there.

BOYNE: That's right. Stand aside for the little gen'l'man. That's
what I've been doing too, for the last thirty years, after I've been
sweating down below. (Mimicking command.) Come on there, stand
aside. Now I've been working like a bloody nigger dl night to save
your ship, and it's gill Sand aside. What about me staying here and
you walking roundjust for achange, eh?

PROFESSOR: Don't talk like a fool, man. Nobody's trying to take
advantage of you. There's no class nonsense about this. | want to go
through that door and | can't do it if you're standing there, and it
wouldn't ater the situation even if we'd hoisted the red flag. (Very
sharply.) Thank you!

Almost involuntarily BOYNE moves a step away and PROFESSOR
goes out. BOYNE looks after him, grinning then at MRS, WEST-
MORELAND.
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BOYNE: Didn't think hehad itin him.
MRS. WESTMORELAND: | fancy Professor Pawlet has a lot in him.
Be careful you don't make that mistake once too often.

BOYNE (belli%ere_ntly): Who's going to make mistakes? Yer see—
getting warned off right from the start. The fire's out, so just keep
?/our place, my man, that's it. You people don't know you're born,
ady, you've had it al so soft.

MRS, WESTMORELAND: I'vehad sevenchildren. Try that nexttime
you're on earth, Mr. Boyne, and see how soft it is.

BOYNE: My poor old mother had nine—in aback room off thedock
road in Liverpool. You try that, lady, and then talk.

MRS.WESTMORELAND: I'msorryforyourmother. Butnotforyou.
You're a big strong man, you should have done better for yourself.

BOYNE: So, that's atip, isit? Every man for himsdlf, eh? (MIRIAM
PICK entersfromback. Sheisadark, brooding, passionatewoman about
thirty, dressed in the neat clothes of a lady's maid.) Hello, here's the
nice handy piece that brought me a couple o' drinks last night. Well
here we are, miss, dl safe and sound.

MIRIAM: Yes, but for how long?
BOYNE: God knows!
MIRIAM: Does he?

BOYNE: Perhaps He does and then again perhaps He doesn't. This
lady says it's every man for himself in this world, and she ought to
know, she's been sitting pretty init for along time.

MRS.WESTMORELAND:Y oubecareful,Mr.Boyne.It'squitetrue—
you are getting above yourself.

MRS. WESTMORELAND walks up to back and looks out. BOYNE
goesnearer to MIRIAM.

BOYNE: My turn, thismorning, miss. Couldyoudoadrink?
MIRIAM: Yes. And the stronger, the better.
BOYNE: You come with me.

They turn towards door right, but before they can move, VALEN-
TINE AVON appears in this doorway. He isa man aboutforty, fairly
good-looking and smartly dressed. Hewalkswith an obvious limp.
He is smoking a cigarette and carrying a glass half-filled with neat
whisky. Heisdlightly tight.

VALENTINE: Goodmorning.

MRS. WESTMORELAND turnsat back.
MRS.WESTMORELAND: Goodmorning, Mr.Avon.
BOYNE (to MIRIAM): Come on. Thisway.
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They go out centre, VALENTINE watching them quizzically.
MRS. WESTMORELAND comesdown.

MRS.WESTMORELAND: That man, Boyne, will wantwatching. He's
half-drunk already.

VALENTINE: Heearneditlastnight. (Drinks.)

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Did you, Mr. Avon?

VALENTINE: | didwhat | could, Mrs. Westmorel and.

MRS.WESTMORELAND: Y oulook very spick andspanthismorning.

VALENTINE: | gtill have my own cabin and things, you see. | was
lucky—Dbeing on the top deck—aft. Turned in to deep, about six this
morning, but only managed an hour or two. So—I rose—and dressed
with great care—very, very sowly.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Did you have any breakfast?

VALENTINE: Beenhavingitfor thelast two hours.

Shows her whisky and cigarette.

MRS WESTMORELAND: Isthat neat whisky?

VALENTINE: Yes, I'm very much afraid it is.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Mr. Avon—you're not half-drunk too, are
you, by any chance?

VALENTINE: Y es—I should say—just about.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Then | think you ought to be ashamed of
yourself.

VALENTINE:Why?

MRS, WESTMORELAND: Because it's simply giving way before a
criss.

VALENTINE: Y oumean—I ought to bemy ordinary normal self?

MRS. WESTMORELAND : Of courseyou ought.

VALENTINE: Then you're on my side, and you mustn't blame me.
Last night, | kept quite sober. All night. The Fourth Officer can prove
it. But thismorning | decided that | oughtn't, as you say, to give way
before a crisis, | ought to be my ordinary self. So herel am—as you
rather crudely put it—half-drunk already.

MRS.WESTMORELAND: I'vebeenoneof your admiringreadersfor
years and you're not going to tell me, Mr. Avon, that you're often in
this condition.

VALENTINE: Certainly I am. Of course I've developed a good
technique for disguising it. A perpetual dightly glazed eye. A lazy
drawl. And of course my limp helps.

MRS.WESTMORELAND: Butwhy shouldamaninyour position—a
very successful author—with everything he wants——(Hesitates.)
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VALENTINE: Perpetualy fuddle himself. (Sops to drink. He isnow
leaning against one of the tables, at ease.) Well now, to begin with, my
position, as you cdl it, is not as good as you think it is. No doubt, in
your opinion—and you may be sure | value it—I am dtill a very
successful author. But | trust you won't mind my saying that it isn't
your opinion that makes a very successful author.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: 1 don't supposeitis. In fact, Fve given up
trying to understand what is behind literary reputations nowadays.
The rubbish I've had recommended to me! | don't believe anybody
likesthe stuff. But what makes you drink so much?

VALENTINE: I think I'm afraid of reality. Y ou see, Mrs. Westmore-
land, after my leg was shot to bits in the War, when | was still only a
boy, | spent along time in hospital, and there | began to amuse and
consolemyself by living in alittle dream world. Pure escape, of course.

MRS.WESTMORELAND: Why shouldn't you escape? A boy, shotto
pieces, everything in him terribly hurt!

VALENTINE: Yes. Well, | found afterwardsthat | could write about
this little dream world—you know—uwith its too beautiful gracious
ladies, whimsical witty men, its cardboard cities and toy countrysides,
its charming coincidences, its delicious little romances—all far, far
away from the sweat and blood and tears and filth of the real world.
And you al liked these fairy tales of mine.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: | did. And | till do.

VALENTINE: Thank you. But | haven't, for along time. That little
world has worn terribly, terribly thin. It's dropping to pieces, like my
little reputation. The game's nearly up.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: You're not going to tell me you can't till
make plenty of money, Mr. Avon.

VALENTINE: No, that's not the trouble. The trouble is, you seg, |
don't likeit any more, and | can't do anything else, and I'm frightened.
| don't feel real. | know | hardly exist any longer. So the only thing to
do—just to keep going—is—well—

Hedrinksto show her.

MRS.WESTMORELAND: Mr.Avon, I'vebeenlookingatandlistening
to men for along, long time, and to this day | don't know whether to
laugh or cry at their childish idiocy. But surely you've built up some
sort of life that means something to you? A wife? Children? A
mistress? Friends?

VALENTINE: No. And, believe me, it's easy not to when you're a
fashionable scribbler, flitting about the earth. The unreality runs
through everything you see.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Wasn't last night real enough for you?
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VALENTINE: No, because it was something pushed on to me from
outside.

MRS, WESTMORELAND: How old areyou?
VALENTINE: Thirty-eight.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Y ouwon't thank mefor tellingyou, butin
my opinion you're dill just a young fool, nearer twenty than forty.
And even forty's no sensible age.

VALENTINE: You asked me questions and I've tried to give you
truthful answers. Please don't imagine I'm being sorry for myself.

MRS. WESTMORELAND : That shows how young you really are. Why
shouldn't people be sorry for themselves now and then? All slly
pride, pretending not to be. I'm often sorry for myself, and make no
bones about it. As a matter of fact, I'm sorry for myself now—stuck
on this ridiculous cinder of a ship—and I'm going to see if somebody
will make me a cup of tea.

VALENTINE: Try the smoke-room pantry. Can |l——

MRS. WESTMORELAND: No, you stay here and finish your whisky
and be dtill sorrier for yourself. Good gracious! If | were thirty years
younger, I'd set about you.

MRS. WESTMORELAND goes out right. VALENTINE looks after her,
obviously not knowing whether to laugh or be annoyed. Then he
goes over to the notice-board and looks with sardonic amusement at
the various notices there. While he is doing this, DIANA LISMORE
appears outside back, staring about her, looking in and then finally
coming in, in an uncertain manner. She is a glamorous creature—
1 is her profession—and she really is, with a great deal of real
charm too, but thefact remains that she is in her later thirties and
has not led a very sensible regular life. Havingjust come out of a
heavily drugged sleep, she is now very wan, and controls herself
badly. She is wearing—carelessly but gracefully—odd but good
clothes, and also a pair of enormous dark spectacles. She enters
from the back, a completely bewildered woman. VALENTINE is half-
turned away from her.

DIANA (slowly): 1 say, would you mind telling me what's happened
—and where everybody is?

VALENTINE: I'msorry, madam, but I'm astranger here.
DIANA: Either I've gone completely mad or you're Valentine Avon.

He turns sharply at this, and stares at her. She takes offher dark
glasses.

VALENTINE: Diana! | didn't know you were on this ship.
DIANA: | crawled on during the night a Colon and insisted on
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cdling mysdf Florence Montgomery—I thought it might be restful.
And now will you tell me what's happened and where everybody is?
VALENTINE: Don'tyou know?
She shakes her head weakly.

DIANA: Wdl?

VALENTINE: Y esterday the ship caught on fire. They launched the
boats. There was a bad squall. The last boat was smashed, leaving
eeven of us stranded here. The fire began dying down and we
managed to put it out last night.

DIANA: So that's why everything seems even smellier and dirtier
than usual.

VALENTINE: Yes, it's quite a different-looking ship now, y'know.
But where were you during all the hullabal oo?

DIANA: Adeep.

VALENTINE: You couldn't havedept through al that!

DIANA: I did. Yousee my cabin'sthat one by itself—right at the—
at the back.

VALENTINE: Aft. Aft.

DIANA: Aft. | wastoo aft to notice anything.

He looks closdly at her.

VALENTINE: Diana, howlonghasthisbeengoingon?

DIANA: | don't know what you'retalking about, Val.

VALENTINE: Howlonghaveyoubeendopingyoursel f?

DIANA: | don'tdopemyself.

VALENTINE: I'm sorry, but you're still half-doped now.

DIANA: | had to have something. | went down to Mexico, then to
Central America, and that was a mistake and—and something else—
went wrong. | hadn't dept for weeks. | felt | was going mad. | was
desperate. | had to deep, | simply had to.

VALENTINE: | see Butevennow, it doesn't makesense. They knew
you were there, they wouldn't have left you. Were you alone?

rI]DIANA: No, my maid was with me, deeping in the outer cabin.
Oh!

VALENTINE: What isit?

DIANA: I'vejust realised what it feels like—to know that somebody
wantsto murder you. . . . Longingtoseeyoudead. . . . | knew she
was beginning to hate me.

VALENTINE: She may have smply lost her head, y'know. Some
people did. Though even then | can't understand why the steward
didn't get you up——
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DIANA: Because she took care that he didn't. Probably told him |
was aready out. You had to go through her cabin, you see, to get to
mine. Oh—the damnable Miriam!

VALENTINE: Thathername?
DIANA : Miriam Pick. It sounds like a murderess, doesn't it?
VALENTINE: Yes. Miriam Pick! But she's ill here on the ship.

DIANA: My God! Va—I can't go roaming the ship—I fed like
death——

VALENTINE: Hadn't you better go back to your cabin?

DIANA: No, the very sight of it now would give me the horrors.
But I've something to say to that woman. Find her for me, Val.

VALENTINE: You ought to take it easy, Diana.

DIANA: How can | when I've nearly been murdered? For God's
sake—Va—don't stand there like an idiot—making me want to
scream at you—find her—Dbring her here—please, please, please—
hurry up——

VALENTINE: All right.

He pauses a moment to remember where she went, then goes off.
Left to herself, DIANA isalmost at the mercy ofher tortured nerves.
She has some difficulty with a scarf or handkerchief and savagely
tearsit. With a tremendous effort, she pulls hersdlf together, and
does her face quickly. Then she closes her eyes, calming herself\ and
waits. VALENTINE returns and MIRI\Mfollows him sullenly.

VALENTINE: Diana, | thinkit'll save you alot of fussif | go now and
tell the others about you. I'll make up some yarn.

DIANA: Canyou?

VALENTINE: Yes. Afterdl,it'smy tradetotell unlikely stories.

DIANA: Thank you, darling. That'll be a great help.

VALENTINEgoesout. DIANA and MIRIAM look at each other.

DIANA (quietly): It nearly came off, Miriam, but just not quite.
(Pauses, but MIRIAM says nothing.} 1've known for some time you
hated me, but | didn't realise you were ready to murder me.

MIRIAM: Hadn't you better come out of that dope before you start
talking?

DIANA: | amout of it. | know what I'm saying—as you'll soon see,
you damned ungrateful murderous slut. Not only you didn't try to
save me yourself, but you saw to it that nobody else did. I'll bet when
that alarm went and they came round, you stood there in that cabin of
yours, with my door shut behind you, and told them I'd aready gone
on deck. Didn't you? You needn't lie. | can seeit in your face.
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MIRIAM: Wdll, goon.

DIANA: You went to get into your boat, certain that very soon I'd
be burned to death or drowned, and not giving a damn—gloating over
it, probably with most of my valuable things in your bag. My God!—
yes—| haven't looked a my things yet. That's robbery and bad
enough—~but the other's murder—just cold-blooded murder. And
now where are you?

MIRIAM (coolly): Here. Whereyou are. And if %/ou think wereall
safe and sound now, you're wrong. We're not out of it yet.

DIANA: | may not be out of it yet, but you're never going to be out
of it. Whatever happens, you're going to be for it. Thefirstthing | do
when we're off this ship is to have you charged with deliberately
preventing me from being rescued, wanting me to go down with the
ship, and you haven't a chance of denying it. Thefilthy ingratitude of
it! "I took you out of a Birmingham slum, let you go everywhere with
me, treated you——

MIRIAM: I'll tell you how you treated me. Not like a dog, becauise
your dogs always came first. They do with ?/our sort. You treated me
asif | was a half-daft slave you'd got out of prison. | can be grateful.
| was grateful at first, but you soon knocked that out of me, with al
your damned airs and whims and stinking selfishness. If you couldn't
edt, | hadn't to eat. If you couldn't deep, | hadn't to Seep. If you
wanted to whine and drivel about yourself, | had to listen till 1 was
nearly crazy. Then it was—Take that, Fetch this, Hurry up. The
glamorous Diana Lismore! Just ahandful of silly monkey tricks. No
sense, no guts, and no real heart. Tough as hell with me, or any fool
of aman who'd fall for you, but soft as putty when you're up against
anything. Forever complaining and whining because they're dll
beginning to see through you——

DIANA: Don't worry, Miriam. | won't be soft any more.

MIRIAM: You won't believe me—but al the same I'll tell you
something. Yesterday, when that alarm went off and they were all
shouting, | went into your cabin and called you. And then when you
didn't stir butjust went on slegpl n?] peacefully, then—for thefirst time
for months and months—I didn't hate you, | felt sorry for you.

DIANA: And so left me to be drowned.

MIRIAM: Yes, left you to go on deeping peacefully for ever.

DIANA: Very good of you!

MIRIAM: Why, you fool, what more did you want? Haven't you
been telling me for weeks and weeks and weeks that you'd nothing to
livefor? Didn't you say over and over again that you wished you were
dead—if you could only die easily? Weren't you going mad, you said,
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because you couldn't deep? All you wanted was to deep and deep.
You filled yoursdf up with dope—saying you didn't care how
dangerousit might be—so that you could be sure of having agood long
deep. Well, why should | try and waken you up out of that deep, try
and get you over the side into a boat, till doped and half-crazy?
You'd got what you wanted—and if the ship had gone down, you'd
never have known about it.

DIANA: | would. God!—it would have been awful, awful! Alone!

MIRIAM: Wél, now you're awake again. Suppose you're saved.
Now ask yourself this—saved for what!. To fill yourself with more
dope? Or to keep somebody else awake night after night; telling 'em
your life's over, crying about your disappointments—and there€lll be
plenty of 'em, they'll come in thick and fast—and asking God to let
you have a nice long peaceful deep. You're alive—but what have you
gottolivefor?

DIANA: The other thing—leaving me in that cabin—I might
possibly have forgiven you. But for what you've said now—and the
way you've said it—I'll never forgive you, never, never!

MIRIAM : Y ou might notice I'm not asking to be forgiven.

DIANA: You're goingto get what you deserve.

MIRIAM: Better not talk too big, Miss Lismore. We're not off this
ship yet. We may never get off it.

MIRIAM stares defiantly at her. VALENTINE enters hagtily. As
soon as he darts talking, MIRIAM swings away and goes out.
DIANA looks near to breaking down again.

VALENTINE: Diana, inafew minuteswe'real meeting in here—it's
about the only comfortable place left. | don't suppose you fed fit to
meet the lot of them at once——

DIANA: No, no. Not now.

VALENTINE: Better go back toyour cabinandrest.

DIANA: Thank you, Va. You're being very sweet to me. Strange
we should meet like this—after—how long?

VALENTINE: Eightyears.

DIANA: Yes | supposeitis. Eight years. When did you stop being
inlovewithme, Vd ?

VALENTINE: | don't know exactly. Y ou took some getting out of my
system.

DIANA: What a foul way of putting it! As if | were an attack of
something!

VALENTINE: Youwere.
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DIANA: Then you couldn't have been redlly in love with me,
VALENTINE: | was.
DIANA: Why were you, | wonder?

VALENTINE: Because—I think—you seemed to be an inhabitant—
the only one I'd ever met in the flesh—of that little unreal fairy-tale
world I've always written about. It was like meeting one of my own
exquisite heroines. You had al their qualities but of course an extra
enchantment just because you lived independently of me, had alife of
your own. Then when you appeared in my play, that did for me.

DIANA: Itwasalovdly little play, Val.

VALENTINE: No, it wasn't, my dear. It was as cheap and false as
hell.

DIANA: Dar-ling, you're not going dl tough and proletarian, are
you, like so many of these writersin Hollywood?

VALENTINE: No. I'm not going anything. I'mjust half a man on
half aboat. | must havejust missed you in Hollywood, by the way.

DIANA: What apity! They didn't tell me you were coming out. |
simply had to go. The placewas stifling me. | said "l don't care evenif
I'm losing millions of dollars, 1 must go." So | went down into Mexico
and then through jungles and thingsinto Central America—I'm simply
crazy now about the Mayan remains—what a marvellous civilisation!
—and now I'm ready for the Theatre again, ready to create something
for my own public again.

VALENTINE: I'm not an interviewer, you know, Diana.

DIANA: Isn't that rather a stupid remark, Val?

VALENTINE: You think so?

DIAJSIA: Yes. You've changed. You didn't make stupid remarks
once. What's the matter with you?

VALENTINE: Thematter is—I'vecometotheend, whether thishulk
goes down or not, and I'm too weary to play your little game with you
any more. Let's have sometruth before the sea swallows us. You left
Hollywood not because it stifled you but because you couldn't get
another decent part. You were "adl washed up" there, as they say.
You went down into Mexico and Central America with some man,
probably a Latin American on the loose, and got into a mess. You
don't know anything about the Mayan civilisation and don't care a
damn. You're ready for the London Theatre again because it's dll
you've got left, and you're not too hopeful about that. 1I'm sorry, but
you asked for it.

DIANA: You ought to have some nice chats with my ex-maid,
Miriam, Val—about me—and other things. She's just such another
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rough, honest creature as yoursdlf. | didn't know you had it in for me
too, and were just waiting until somebody else had knocked me down,
so that you could take afew good kicks at me.

VALENTINE: I'msorry, Diana. | wasn'ttryingto hurt you.
DIANA: Why do you dislike me now?

VALENTINE: | don't. There's something about you—even now—
that wrings my heart. | don't didike you, but | didike myself. (With
tremendousemphasis.) | hatemyself.

DIANA: | see. But please remember I've only just wakened from a
long deep—the first I've had for weeks—and I'm all confused,
bewildered, rather frightened. Likewakinginto adream. The ship al
charred and deserted. My maid leaving me to drown. You here. |
really am what you said you were, a stranger here. . . (Pause,
looking at him intently, then suddenly.) Oh—Val—you and |—along
wall somewhere—wistariain the rain—great bunches of wet blossom.
They were so close, so vivid, | could have put out my hand and touched
them. Wherewasthat, Val? Can you remember?

VALENTINE (hesitating): No ... let'ssee . . .

DIANA: It doesn't matter. It's all dead and gone. . . . Youth
. . . dl dead and gone.

NONA enters, young, fresh, eager and goes straight over to
DIANA, who by great effort becomes her usual self again.

NONA: Gosh, yes! | remember you, Miss Lismore. | saw you in
that Theatre Guild thing about Old Vienna, and then in some picture.
| was in high school then, and we were al crazy about you. Sophigtic-
ated glamour—it just tore us kids wide open.

DIANA: And| awaysloved your New Y ork audiences, so keenand
intelligent and appreciative. Let me see—you're—

NONA: Nona Stockton. Here with my uncle, who's having a great
timenow—cooking.

DIANA: Suchanadventure, isn'tit? So stupid of meto have missed
last night, but I've dways been late for everything, haven't I, Val?

VALENTINE: Everything but the curtain cals.

NONA : We're going to work out now what our jobs are to be, aren't
we, Mr. Avon?

DIANA: Thenthat's another reason why | ought to go and lie down.
I'm always lazy—quite useless—at sea.

Enter BOYNE, MIRIAM and RIPTON from left. DIANA turns to
VALENTINE.

Which way do | go?
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He takes her towards the back. As they go out, MILES and
VELBURG are seen waiting to enter, and do so, as soon as door is
clear, while VALENTINE leads DIANA offright.

NONA (as MILES enters): Have you got that set working yet, Mr.
Maes?

MILES: Not yet, Miss Stockton. But it oughtn't to be long now
before we're sending out our SOS. Don't you worry.

NONA: I'mnot worrying. Say, | likethis. It'sfun.

BOYNE: Youwon'tthink it'sfunif the seagets up and starts hitting
them buckled plates.

MILES: Shut up.

BOYNE: | won't. You get your bleeding wireless going and don't
give me orders.

Enter right PROFESSOR PAWLET, ASHFORD MYRICKS and FRANK
JEFFERSON, now wearing his white uniform coat and looking tidly.
He exchanges a grin with NONA. The rest now disperse themselves,
somesitting, somestanding.

FRANK: Werenot dl here yet, are we? Have you seen the others?

VALENTINE now enter sfrom the back.

VALENTINE: I'vejust left Miss Lismore with Mrs. Westmoreland.
That's dl right, isn'tit ? You don't want them.

FRANK: No, so long as someone tells them exactly how we stand.
(Now addresses themall.) Wel now, although this ship was officially
abandoned, we had to stay in her, and I'min temporary command. As
I'll be held responsible for your lives, | expect you all—passengers as
well ascrew——

BOYNE: Did you say crew?

FRANK: I'mtalking now, Boyne. Keep quiet. | expect you dl to do
whatever | ask you to do. That'sfair enough, isn'tit?

MYRICKS: Certainly, Mr. Jefferson. Only reasonable.

FRANK: Weve plenty of stores and water. In this weather the
ship'll keep afloat dl right, though of course we can't navigate her.

PROFESSOR: Where are we, Mr. Jefferson?

FRANK: Notinabad position at dl, sir. About three hundred miles
South of Haiti, and a bit lessthan that North of the coast of Colombia.
At the moment we're drifting East by South. Roughly towards the
Windward Idands.

NONA: Cheersfor theWindward Islands!

FRANK: But they're a good eight hundred miles away.

MYRICKS: Say, arewe near any regular shipping routes?
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FRANK: Yes gr, fairly near. The fruit lines go from Barbados or
Trinidad to La Guaira, Curacao, Santamarta, and on to Colon. Once
we can send out our SOS and our approximate position, we should
be easily picked up.

MILES: If we can send out a message, the other ships can estimate
our position. And I'll try and have a temporary set working by
to-night.

PROFESSOR: Waéll, then, here we are, a separate little community,
and the best thing we can do is to apportion out our tasks.

FRANK: | was coming to that sir. Ripton will see to the stores,
table, and cleaning. And Mr. Myricks and Miss Stockton have
volunteered to do the cooking. Miles and Velburg will be in the
wireless room. Now therell have to be alook-out all the time. Our
safety will depend on that. Boyneis the only seaman here, so heand |
will have to divide the main watches.

VALENTINE: I'm no seaman, but at least | can use my eyes.

PROFESSOR: Just what | wasabout to say.

FRANK: Thank you, gentlemen. You'll bein my watch, Mr. Avon
and Professor Pawlet, you'll be with Boyne. I'll work out the times
later.

MIRIAM: Wait aminute, what about me?

FRANK : Oh—well—you'd better—y'know—make yourself useful—
look after the ladies.

MIRIAM: I'm sick to death of looking after ladies. Let 'em look
after themselves for once. | want to be on watch too. My eyes are as
good as any of yours, and I'm used to keeping awake——

FRANK: All right, I'll seeif | canfityouin. Well, thereyou are. It
might be better but it might be alot worse, and I've no doubt, with any
luck, we'll be taken off within aday or two, and you'll go home, having
had an amusing adventure, something to tell your friends about.

NONA: Gosh—yes!

BOYNE: And then after that me and Ripton 'ere's walking the
streets, rattling the last two coppers in our pockets, looking for
another ship. And they'll be putting that poor devil there (pointing to
VELBURG), backinto clink ‘coshehasn't got apassport.

MIRIAM: Heisn't the only one who might go into clink either.

BOYNE: 'Ello, 'dlo, thisis abit o' news.

FRANK: Wait a minute, Boyne, we've had enough from you just
now. Who d'you think you are?

BOYNE: Well, who doyouthink | am?

FRANK: A deck-hand with abig mouth. Shutit.
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BOYNE: Same old carry-on. Last night, when your ship was
burning, it was Good OldBoyne. Now it's——
FRANK: [l tell you—shut up.

BOYNE gives him a look, then swings away and goes out left.
RIPTON follows him.

MYRICKS (quietly): That big sailor's been hitting the liquor this
morning.

FRANK: | know. I'll haveit dl under lock and key very soon. All
right, Sparks, carry on.

VELBURG (as MILES moves): | help him, yes?

FRANK: Yes

VELBURG: Sothat wecan berescued, en?

FRANK: Yes, of course.

VELBURGe* Andthenl goonanother shipandthentoanother prison
because | have no passport.

FRANK: That'snot our fault. Andit'sbetter than drowning.

VELBURG: | wonder if it is.

MIRIAM: It'sadamned rotten shame. What'stheboy done?

PROFESSOR: Mr. Velburg, for aworldrapidly sinkinginto complete
brutal idiocy, | apologise to you.

VELBURG: You laugh at me, eh?

PROFESSOR: GoodL ord,no!

MILES: Comeon, Velburg.

MILES goes out back and VELBURG hastilyfollows him.

- NONA: Uncle, either leave me with that pantry or come and snap
Into it.

MY RICKS: Y outakeyour ordersfromme, girl.

NONA : | can cook the pants off you.

MIRIAM : You'rehavingalot of fun, aren't you?

NONA: Yes, why not?

They took at one another, then MIRIAM goes out left. NONA looks
at FIRANK, raises her eyebrows, winks, then goes out right with her
uncle.

VALENTINE: How'stheglass, Jefferson?

FRANK: Stll rising—thank God!

VALENTINE: Ifit suddenly drops, | takeit were sunk.

FRANK : Itwouldn't betoo hedlthy.

VALENTINE: Wdl, were dl in the same leaky boat.

PROFESSOR: We have aways been, my dear sir, but who cares, who
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cares? You know, this little community of ours, this microcosm of
ociety, doesnt strike me as bein? very Utopian. | detect in its
structure aready certain dangerousflawsand wayward tendencies...
FRANK: If you mean there might be trouble, Professor Pawlet-
you're not far wrong.
FRANK goes out. The PROFESSOR pulls a typescript out of his
pocket and begins to read.
VALENTINE (going out): | need adrink.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT I
CENE |

Evening of thefollowing day. Scene same as before except that now it is
lighted with emergency oil lamps, making several pools of light.
In one of them, MRS, WESTMORELAND, DIANA, VALENTINE, and
MYRICKS areplaying bridge. MRS. WESTMORELAND and VALENTINE
against DIANA and MYRICKS, who is still wearing a cook's apron
and is smoking a cigar. The others are dressed in ordinary clothes.
Away fromthem, PROFESSOR PAWLET issmoking a pipeand reading.
Doot at back can be open, to show deep night, and just afaint glitter
of stars. Sea can be heard. Thefour play in silencefor afew
moments, finishing a handplayed by MRS. WESTMORELAND.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Thirty below and thirty above. | think you
might have given metwo, partner.

VALENTINE: | hadn't one and half quick tricks, y'know. (Suddenly
laughs.)

MY RICK S: What'sthejoke?

VALENTINE: | suddenly thought how idiotic it was—to be sitting
here, in a burnt-out ship, drifting about the Caribbean—saying "I
hadn't one and a half quick tricks, y'know."

MRS. WESTMORELAND: It would bejust asidiotic if we were ssimply
sitting here, not playing bridge.

DIANA: After al, the whole world's a sort of burnt-out thing, isn't
it, careering round and round?

PROFESSOR: Probably not.

MYRICKS: How d'you makethat out, Professor?

PROFESSOR: Probably the world isn't moving at al in the way we
think it is, and probably it isn't even a globe.

MYRICKS: Now wait aminute——

PROFESSOR: We know that the universe is at least four-dimensional.
What we see and what scienceinvestigatesis merely athree-dimensional
cross-section of a four or multi-dimensiona reality. So we haven't
the least idea what things are redly like.

DIANA: Areyou being acomfort or not?

PROFESSOR: Probably not.
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VALENTINE: What's that monster of a script you've got?

PROFESSOR: I've been engaged on this work for the last five years,
and | think | can say it is a massive piece of reasoning. It's called the
Prolegomena to a Philosophy of Conditioned Values.

DIANA: Doesthat mean anything?

PROFESSOR: Certainly, Miss Lismore. It means . . .

MRS. WESTMORELAND (firmly): It's your dedl, Mr. Myricks.

MYRICKS. Oh—certainly—Mrs. Westmoreland.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: 1 think that's why one likes cards more and
more, the older one gets. One knows what they're redly like and
where oneis with them. The King of Spades stays the King of Spades
and doesn't turn into something else. And helll always win the trick
above the Queen or Knave. All very dependable.

VALENTINE: That's what we think about him. But perhaps he
thinks he's having the most extraordinary adventures.

DIANA: You'renot going all whimsical, areyou, Val?

VALENTINE: No. But | was wondering if higher beings could play
cards with us—I mean, use usin that way.

PROFESSOR: Assuming, for the moment, the existence of beings of
aninfinitely higher power——

MRS. WESTMORELAND: No, you don't, Professor Pawlet, not now.
We must finishthisrubber. Your cal, Mr. Myricks.

MYRICKS: Heart.

VALENTINE: Spade.

DIANA: No Bid.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Two No Trumps!

MYRICKS:  A-hal

MRS.WESTMORELAND: Y es—ah-ah!

MYRICKS: Well—by me.

VALENTINE: No Bid.

DIANA: No Bid.

MRS. WESTMORELAND begins playing. NONA and FRANK, who
have now the appearance of lovers, stroll in but do not come infar.
PROFESSOR looks up andsmiles at NONA, who is looking very happy.

PROFESSOR: What haveyoutwo beendoing?
NONA: Lookingat thestars.
PROFESSOR: Whichstars?
NONA: | don't know—just stars.
PROFESSOR:  Ah!
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NONA: It's a night and a half out there. Everything turned on.
Heavenly. Isn'tit, Frank?

FRANK nods. DIANA has been daring at them with a certain
wistful - envy.

MRS.WESTMORELAND: Y outoplay, MissLismore.

DIANA: Ohl—sorry.

She plays. NONA looks at FRANK and nods her head in direction
of door at back. He nods and smiles, and they go out again. We
catch a glimpse of her putting her hand in his arm as they stand a
moment outside, still in the light, and then they walk away. PRO-
FESSOR looks after them smiling, then returns to hisbook. The bridge
playersfinish their game.

MRS. WESTMORELAND (briskly)'. Therest aremine. Seventy below.
And another thirty. And seven hundred for rubber. Twelve hundred
atogether, I think. Thank you—partner.

MYRICKS: Well, MissLismore, they had theluck, | guess.

DIANA: | never haveany luck, and Finarotten player, sowhy | ever
bother with it, I don't know.

MYRICKS: Well, what about adrink? I'll ringwhileyou're making
your minds up.

VALENTINE:Ring!

MYRICKS: Gosh!—I was forgetting. Honestly, | wasn't fooling.
Clean forgotten. Just habit. That shows you, doesn't it, Professor?

PROFESSOR: It was thetemporary abstraction of the cards that did
it, of course. Our minds—

DIANA: Thismorning, | was quite furiouswhen | woke up because
there wasn't any orange juice. | rang severa times before | redised
where | was.

MYRICKS: I've got some orangejuice in my pantry. Tell me the
time you want it, Miss Lismore, and I'll bring you some in the morn-
ing.

VALENTINE: Don't sPoiI her, Myricks. Thisis her one chance to
find out what life'srealy like.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Andwhat isit really like?

VALENTINE: Well—bells and orange juice in the morning aren't
part of it. Only alucky accident.

DIANA: That's rubbish, Va. You'll say next it's a lucky accident
we have shoes to wear and aren't going barefoot.

VALENTINE: No, I'd s;% that shoes can be taken for granted. But
only about two pairs—and shabby at that. Fifteen pairs of new ones—
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a different colour for every dress—they're certainly a lucky accident.
And whoever you are, you may have to say good-bye to al that at any
moment.

PROFESSOR: It's a question of striking a balance of what may
reasonably be expected, by a member of one of the so-caled civilised
communities. Now——

MRS.WESTMORELAND: Wemay haveto say good-byetoeverything
yet. The minute | get outside this room, where one doesn't notice
much, I've no confidence whatever in the ship, or what's left of it.

VALENTINE: I've never had any confidence whatever in any ship.
The owners know that, and that's why they try to disguise the fact that
they are ships and make them look like the Midland Hotel, Man-
chester.

DIANA: | knew a Broadway manager who spent four days at the
Savoy—he was drunk or had 'flu or something—under the impression
that he was still in the Berengana.

Enter VELBURG/rom back. He shows traces of some excitement.

VELBURGe The officer—he is not here?

PROFESSOR (as they all turn and stare)'. He's out on deck.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: What's happened, Mr. Velburg?

VELBURG: Atlast—wehavegot a message through. (They react at
once to this} Only bits of message, ftisstill difficult. The setisbad.
But there is a ship—the Orsata—and they have answered us. It is a
cruise ship.

VALENTINE. How far away is she?

VELBURG: We cannot tell properly yet. It isdifficult. Six hours?
Twelve hours? But sheiscomingto us.

MY RICKS. Thenwe'resaved.

VELBURG: Yes, you are saved.

MYRICKS: Sure! And so are you.

VELBURG: | need aso a piece of paper—a passport—before | am
saved.

Goes out, back, tofind FRANK. The others rise, except PRO-
FESSOR, and show considerable animation.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Wall, that's that. | knew it would be al
right. I've never really been worried.

VALENTINE. Except—you know—the Orsataisn't here yet. A lot of
things can happen at sea.

DIANA: Val,don'tbeamisery.

PROFESSOR: Mr. Avon, you seem to me to lack confidencein life-
that instinctive animal faith——
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VALENTINE: Yes, | do. Don't you?

PROFESSOR: On the whole—no.

MRS. WESTMORELAND : Neither do I.

MYRICKS: Tin with you. Things don't always pan out too well—
look at the market—but you believe in life and it'll take care of you.

VALENTINE: It's alia question of dates. Y ou three were brought up
in the age of security. You just can't help feeling secure. But there's
twenty years between us, and that makes al the difference. | can't help
feeling insecure. As soon as | hold something comfortably in my
hands, | wonder how soon somebody's going to take a crack at it and
blow it to hell.

DIANA: If you're going to do the well-known Lost Generation act,
Val, I'm going straight to bed. The Great War's been over along time
now.

VALENTINE: Ithasn't. It'snever stopped. Andfor al weknow, the
Still Greater War might have started now.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Don't be absurd! What's the use of
worrying about what might happen. The point is—and you ought to
be thankful—that we're not burnt to death or drowned and apparently
the Orsata is on her way to rescue us. And, really, what more could
you want? You're extremely ungrateful, Mr. Avon. (Moves, then
smiles at him.) Probably you've too much imagination.

VALENTINE: What! You can tell methat and then say you've read
my novels.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Certainly. | think your stories are full of
imagination.

VALENTINE: They're not. They haven't had any real imagination
in them for years and years. They're drivel.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: It'srather dark out there. Will one of you
please see me as far as my cabin door? (All three men stepforward, but
MYRICKS is first.) Thank you, Mr. Myricks. Good night. | don't
know whether I'll deep, but I'm going to try.

The others say Good night as she goes, accompanied by

PROFESSOR: A very charming woman, with agreat deal of character.

DIANA: Too much when she's playing bridge. Now what will you
say about me after I've gone out, Professor Pawlet?

VALENTINE: Don't tell her.

DIANA: Shutup, Val! | wanttoknow. Honestly now!
PROFESSOR: Well—now.
DIANA: Charming?
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PROFESSOR: Certainly. And beautiful.

DIANA: Realy? Beautiful?

PROFESSOR:  Unquestionably.

VALENTINE: Thisismakingmefeel sick.

DIANA: Go away then. (To PROFESSOR.) Character?

PROFESSOR: Shdll I tellyou?

VALENTINE: Yes, goon, tell her. Give her the works.

PROFESSOR: You'velived, of course, inaworld that is quite strange
to me.

VALENTINE: And thank your stars for that, Professor! It's a
lunatic world—hers——

DIANA: You ought to know.

VALENTINE. I do. (To PROFESSOR.) Goon. Téell her thetruth. She
never hears it.

DIANA: No, never! Just worshipped by everybody, | am. Sheltered
and shielded al the time!

PROFESSOR: Most of us go through life feeling that though we may
not be much to look at thereis something about us—a natural shrewd-
ness, kindness, humour, whatever it may be—that might possibly
repay those who will take the trouble to know us better.

VALENTINE: True!

PROFESSOR: But you, Miss Lismore, create an immediate effect.
You cannot help it. Even if your profession didn't insist upon your
doing so, you would still create animmediate effect. Men desire you.
Women envy you. Even sensible persons——

DIANA: Professors of philosophy?

PROFESSOR: Yes. | say, even sensiblepersonsreact at oncetoyou.

DIANA: Therenow! Goon.

PROFESSOR: Unlike most of us, then, your reality isin your appear-
ance.

DIANA: Well—I don't know about that.

PROFESSOR: Exactly. Now, liketherest of us, you can't helpfeeling
that your real sdf is behind this appearance, that you too have a
something. But theimmediate effect of your appearanceis so astonish-
ing, the reaction to it so strong, that the real sdf behind—with its
something—always appears inadequate. Therefore you fed that
nobody really knows you, understands you, or really cares about you.

DIANA: | sasy——Goon.

PROFESSOR: Therefore you find it impossibleto livein areal world
of persons. So you live in a world of sensations. But a world of
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sensations—without persons and their relationships—is a false world,
and one that is for ever shrinking——

DIANA: Stop it! (Regarding him with mixed alarm, wonder and
admiration.} Y ou devil!

PROFESSOR: Thank you.

DIANA: D'you know, deep down | aways thought people like you
didn't really know anything worth knowing, that it was al bluff.

PROFESSOR: Bluff comesintoit. There'snearly asmuchbluffinside
universities asthereis outside.

DIANA (indicatingVALENTINE): Do him sometime for me, please.

VALENTINE: He needn't. | can do myself, thank you. It's a pity
we're apparently being rescued so soon. This might have been the most
profitable trip you'd ever made, Diana.

DIANA : | know. Rough stuff for the spoilt darling, eh?

VALENTINE: Yes, and why not? Asitis, | supposein eight hours
time you'll be queening it on the Orsata——

DIANA: Yes, andwhat astory for the Press!

VALENTINE: It'stimewe started being real people and not stories for
the Press.

DIANA: Yourrea peopleare only people who'd liketo be newsbut
can't.

VALENTINE: They aren't. 1 don't mean half-dead half-wits. I'm
talking about real people.

DIANA: Well, where are they and who are they?

PROFESSOR: Here. I'm one.

DIANA: Yes, Professor, you're sweet. No, you're not, you're a
devil. Pity theOrsata'son acruise. | loathe the sort of people who go
ON Cruises.

VALENTINE: Yes, and won't it be terrible if they haven't just the
right kind of orangejuice?

DIANA: You won't believe it, but he used to be quite charming.
And he'll have to be charming again when we get on to the Orsata and
he meets his dear public again.

As she smiles maliciously at VALENTINE and he glares at her,
MILES entersright hurriedly, very agitated.

MILES: Where'sJefferson? Somebody'sbrokentheset.

VALENTINE: What?

MILES- | said, somebody's broken the set. Deliberately smashed it.
Just now. | wasn't out of the wireless room two minutes. That girl
said she could see something—alight.
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DIANA: Whatgirl?

MILES: Your maid or whatever sheis.

DIANA: Miriam Pick! Don't trust her ayard. That woman's ready
to smash anything.

MILES: It wasn't her. How could it be when | was with her, out on
deck, when the set was smashed?

DIANA: Wadll, I'll bet she's something to do with it. She wouldn't
care if we al drowned.

VALENTINE: Oh, dropit, Diana. That doesn't make sense.

DIANA: It does to me.

MILES: We werejust getting something through from the Orsata.
My God!'—what a thing to happen! Quite deliberate. Must have
been. You can seefor yourselves. | must find Jefferson,

Goes out back hurriedly. The other three look at one another.

PROFESSOR: He's almost hysterical.

VALENTINE: Wdl he might be. Our lives depend on that set
working. I'm going up to have alook at it.

As he arrives at door right, MIRIAM opens it and looks in. Then
she comes in slowly, and VALENTINE goes ouit.

MIRIAM (to PROFESSOR): Boyne says it's time for you to go on
watch.

DIANA: Boyne says!

PROFESSOR: That's al right, Miss Lismore. Boyne's my superior
officer for thetime being. After all, he's a seaman and I'm not. Quite
right.

PROFESSOR picks up book and goes out left. MIRIAM and DIANA
look at one another.

DIANA: Wdl, | suppose you're going to tell me now that you had
the wireless set smashed just because you were sorry for me.

MIRIAM: What do | know about it? | thought | saw alight and so |
caled that wireless fellow—

DIANA: | know. So it couldn't have been you. But it's very
strange—isn't it?—that as soon as you take him away from his wireless
room, somebody pops in and breaks the set.

MIRIAM: Hadn't you better say | knew all about it? Go on, don't
mind me.

DIANA: No, | don't say that. I'm just wondering, that's all.

MIRIAM: Haveyou ever thought that if I told al | know about you,
it wouldn't look very good in the papers?
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DIANA: So that's it! Wadll, it won't work. You can't frighten
me. Nothing you say will get into the papers. I'll see to that. Once
we're ail this ship, you'll be too busy trying to talk yourself out of
gaol——

MIRIAM: Soyou're going to have me charged?

DIANA: | mightn't have done—if you hadn't come here now—
telling mewhat you could say about me. Go on, try sayingit.

MIRIAM: Listen, why don't you give me achance? Look what alife
I've had. You've had all the luck. You're dive. You'll be rescued
soon. You'll get some publicity out of it—and that's what you want,
isn't it?>—so you'll be better off than before. Well then, leave me alone.
Let me go.

DIANA: Yes—and have you trying to blackmail me in a month.
You think I'mweak. Always have done. Y ou're wrong.

MIRIAM: You won't—Ilet it drop?

DIANA: No.

MIRIAM: Damn you! | might have known. All right. Goon. Be
tough then.

VALENTINE enters right quickly as the two women stare at one
another.

VALENTINE: Broken—and I'd say—quite deliberately. Now who
on earth could have done such a damnably idiotic thing?

VALENTINE breaks off, noticing the tenseness of the two women.
MIRIAM, alook offury fixed on her face, passeshimgoing out right.
He looks after her, then looks at DIANA. He comes nearer and
drops his voice.
Diana—that maid of yours is an extraordinary woman. What a
devilish look she can put on

DIANA: Yes. And don't think she's just amusing herself pulling
faces either.

VALENTINE: What have you been saying to her—to make her ook
like that?

DIANA: She tried to frighten me and bluff me—and she couldn't—
that's al.

VALENIINE: Not beingashadetoo hard on her, wereyou, Diana?

DIANA: No, Val, and please mind your own business.

VALENTINE: Certainly not. Where did you find her?

DIANA: | took her out of a Birmingham slum, three or four years
ago. We were trying out The Octopus there—and Agnes—you
remember her?2——
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VALENTINE: Yes, Agnes and | had the deepest sympathy for one
another—as well we might have.

DIANA. My God, you areinsulting these days, Val. | can'timagine
how | ever cared tuppence about you.

VALENTINE: | doubt if you did. But what about this Miriam Peck?
Did Agnes suddenly walk out on you and this girl take her place?

DIANA: Yes, shed been a programme girl or barmaid or something
at the theatre, and came round and devoured me with those queer eyes
of hers and said she'd always worshipped me—you know the stuff—
so | took her on, let her go with me everywhere, gave her good wages
and lots of things, treated her like a friend.

VALENTINE: Poor woman!

DIANA: Don't be funny! | gave her a marvellous time, and now
after three years of it——

VALENTINE: Shehatesyoulikepoison. Queer,isn'tit?

DIANA: Yes, itisqueer—queer, queer, queer——

VALENTINE. Strange, fantastic, inexplicable

DIANA: Yes, dl those things—you sneering, conceited drunk!

VALENTINE: Thanks. May | offer lame sot as being even stronger
and shorter?

DIANA: I'm sorry. | don't know what's the matter with me.

VALENTINE: | suppose were going to be rescued. But | doubt if
we're worth it.

Enter MYRICKSfromback. DIANA perksup at once.

DIANA: Mr. Myricks, are you good now at escorting females to
their cabins?

MYRICKS: MissLismore, | doaswelljobasescort. Tryme. (Asshe
goes up tojoin him.) Avon, | hope you're not going to feel too bad
about this—-but you see, thebest man'swinning.

VALENTINE: | know. I'm getting very rickety in my old age. Soon
need an escort myself. Good night, Diana.

DIANA: Goodnight. Furiouswith me?

VALENTINE' No. Wishlwas. I'mtoofar down. Just sunk. Sunk—
not drunk.

VALENTINE turns away, to take out and light a cigarette. She
looks at him a moment, then turnsand smile? at MY RICKS, who is
waiting for her, and goes out back with him. Left to himself,
VALENTINE is now a picture of brooding, tragic misery. He leans
against a table, smoking without enjoyment, staring unhappily at
nothing. After afew moments, NONA entersfrom back, looking
young and radiant.
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NONA: Hdlo.

VALENTINE:Hélo.

NONA: Mr. Avon, you're looking terribly down.

VALENTINE: And you're looking awfully up. | believe you've just
been kissed.

NONA: You'reright at that. Andl likedit.

VALENTINE: Y ou make mefee about ahundred and ten.

NONA: Then it's time you were in bed. Don't you go on watch
early in the morning with Frank—Mr. Jefferson?

VALENTINE: Makeit Frank. Yes.

NONA: Then you ought to turn in. Frank's going to—as soon as
he's talked to Boyne. Don't you feel sleepy?

VALENTINE: No. | need adrink, and | haven't got one.

NONA ¢ | know where there's half a bottle of Scotch—if you'd like
that.

VALENTINE: | should likeit. Bless you!

NONA : But you've got to promise to go and rest then—so you'll be
al right for your watch.

VALENTINE: It's a bargain.

Sounds of voices outside.

NONA: Comeon, then.

She leads the way out.  After  moment, FRANK enters, followed
by BOYNE, who is half drunk. They have been talking and now
continue.

FRANK: Don't give me any of your hard luck stuff, Boyne. You're
just adam' fool, and if you weren't, you wouldn't be still a deck-hand
—after al your experience. Every time you might have done some-
thing for yourself, you've gone and botched it. That's what you've
done now.

BOYNE: 'Ow d'you mean?

FRANK: You did agoodjob the night of thefire, and it might have
got you somewhere. But | told you to leave that drink alone, and you
wouldn't. And now you—or somebody in with you—has stolen the
key, and you've got at it again. Where's that key?

BOYNE: | haven't got the key.

FRANK: Don't talk to melike that.

BOYNE: What d'yer think we'rein—the Queen Mary ?

FRANK: No, but we'rein aship, and I'm in temporary command of
her—and you'll talk to me properly. Where's that key? If you haven't
got it, you know who has, because you've been drinking again.
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BOYNE: Me? Drinkin'? Mr. Jefferson——!

FRANK: Dropit, you big ape. Where's Ripton?

BOYNE: | dunno. An' don't call me abig ape.

FRANK: I'll call youwhat I like.

BOYNE: That's ri'. What you like! I'm not 'uman, am |—just
because | haven't got a pretty little stripe on me coat——

FRANK: Oh—dry up. Didyou go into the wireless room when Mr.
Miles was out?

BOYNE: Me? Course not.

FRANK : One of you must have mucked about with that set——

BOYNE: It's the rats, Cap'n Jefferson. Lot o' rats still in this ship.
Ought to ‘ave left it, but they didn't. Rats. Rats.

FRANK: You're forgetting that the Orsata knows where we are. |
know how to deal with peoplelikeyou. I'velogged you once already—
and now if you don't give me that key and the liquor you've taken—
you'refor it.

BOYNE: I'm for it, eh, mister?

FRANK: Yes. And you may find yourself in irons in the Orsata.
And you know what'll happen after that.

BOYNE: No, mister. I've had one packet—and | said to meself
"they'll never get me again whatever | 'ave to do." Never again, never
again, not for Paddy Boyne.

Door opens and RIPTON looks in cautiously. FRANK turns to
glance at him, and instantly BOY NE whips a small iron bar out ofhis
pocket and hits FRANK on the back of the head with it, knocking
him out. RIPTON stares in horror at FRANK on the floor.

RIPION. 'Ere, Boyne—for Gawd's sake—y' aven't killed 'im, have
you?

BOYNE: No. Knocked 'im cold, that's all. 'Ere, Ripton. (RIPTON
hesitates} Come on. (RIPTON comes in slowly, reluctantly.) Well
‘ave to get him out of 'ere.

RIPTON: Listen, Boyne, you can't drag me into this. Pinchm'
abottle or two o' whisky is one thing—but this—

BOYNE: You'reinthiswhether you bloody well likeit or not, soyou
might as well put some gutsinto it.

A sound behind makes them turn round hastily. MIRIAM enters
from the back, followed by VELBURG. The two comeforward and
see FRANK on the floor, and then look at BOYNE and RIPTON, who
stand near, looking warily.

Well?
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MIRIAM: Startedabitearly, haven'tyou?

BOYNE: That's the spirit. | knew you'd know how to takeit, girlie.
'Ere though, what about Fritz? Who told 'im to come poking his nose
in?

MIRIAM: Hesal right. And they don't call him Fritz.

BOYNE: They're all Fritzesto me. And | didn't ask 'im to push his
bleedin’ face into this business.

MIRIAM: No, but | did.

BOYNE: Oh—you didl

MIRIAM: Yes. Wait a moment. Before you start your concert,
what about gettingrid of —him? (IndicatingFRANK.)

BOYNE: You'reright.

MIRIAM: Not dead, is he?

RIPTON: No, no, no. Just knocked out—he'll come to soon. A
kind of accident—it was——

MIRIAM: A kind of accident.

BOYNE: And just watch out it don't happen to you, Fritz. (To
RIPTON.) Comeon. | know whereto put 'im.

BOYNE and RIPTON—the latter not doing much—cany FRANK
out left. MIRIAM and VELBURG watch them steadily.

VELBURG: Thisis—very dangerous.

MIRIAM: Yes. It might be.

VELBURG: | havenever beenbef ore—concerned—insuchathing.

MIRIAM: Been a good boy, eh?

VELBURG: VYes.

MIRIAM: Andwhat have you got for it? All right, you needn't tell
me. You've told me once. Nothing but the bird and the boot.

VELBURG: Bird and boot?

MIRIAM: They've kicked you out of everywhere, haven't they?
Wouldn't let you settle down. Wouldn't leave you aone. Just
because you hadn't one of their damn slly passports. And you
hadn't done anybody any harm.

VELBURG: No, | havedonenoharm.

MIRIAM: All rightthen, start doing someharm, and seeif that won't
pay you better. Y ou can't be any worse off, kid. Y ou've admitted that
yourself.

VELBURG: Yes—but what can | do? |—am afraid.

Ashe standslooking helplessly at her, shegoesacrossandputsa
hand on each of hisshoul dersand |ooksclosely at him.
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MIRIAM: What'syour first name?
VELBURG: Carl. OrCarlo.
. MIRIAM: Come on then, Carlo, give me a smile. Come on. That's
etter.
She suddenly leans forward and kisses him on the lips, then
releases him. He looks at her wondermgly.

VELBURG: Y oukissverywell.

MIRIAM: Well have some more later on, Carlo. But just now—it's
business. Areyou dtill frightened?

VELBURG: No.

MIRIAM: Then gtick to me. And don't say too much, specidly to
Boyne. And don't take much notice of what | say to him. He's
nothing—just useful, that's all. But you and me, Carlo, we can be
friends, can't we?

VELBURG: Yes.

MIRIAM: | know I'm no beauty—I leave that to Dopy Diana out
there—but looks aren't everything—and anyhow | don't look too bad,
do I? You didn't mind, when | kissed you, did you?

VELBURG: Itwasnice. | think youwould be afinegirl to love.

MIRIAM: You never said a truer thing in your life, Carlo. And
you're not going to be sorry you said it. I'll look after you. Stick to
me, kid, and don't say too much.

BOYNE and RIPTON return left, carrying two whisky bottles and
some tin mugs.

BOYNE: Well, he's al right. Tied up and locked up. 'Ere, let'save
awet. (Pourswhisky into mugs, assisted by RIPTON, andall take one}
Fritz, see if it's al clear out there. We've more light in here than we
want.

Turnslamp down.

MIRIAM: They'real intheir cabins, | suppose?

BOYNE: Except the little Professor, who's on look-out. And what
hell ever s/e, God knows.

VELBURGreturnsfromback.

VELBURG: Thereisnobody.

BOYNE: All right. Now listen, Fritz. When you got through to the
Orsata, did you tell 'em how many people there was aboard 'ere?

\(EL BURG: No. The set was so bad, we only sent the S.O.S. and our
position.

BOYNE: Then dl the bleedin' Orsata knows is that there's some
people ‘ere?
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VELBURG: Yes. Thatis so.

RIPTON: What's theidea, Boyne?

BOYNE: Cripes, | picked something up when | found you, didn't 1?
I've only to take one crack at yer, me little Cockney rat, then—over
the side—and that's the end of Mr. Snivelling little Ripton.

RIPTON: Honest, Boyne, I'm with yer, been with yer dl the time.
Who got yer the whisky? | wouldn't go back on yer, mate. | just
wanted to know what the idea was, that's all—just asking—see?

BOYNE: All right, al right. This pieceud make three better men
thanyou. Look at her.

MIRIAM. But when you've done looking at me, let's get down to
business.

BOYNE: Just a minute, girlie. | like you. You're dl right. But
what's your idea, eh?

MIRIAM: | can soon tell you that. I've been sacked. And not only
that, but that dopy she-cat's going to make all the trouble she can for
me, as soon as we're both off this ship. She says | left her to drown.

BOYNE: And did yer?

MIRIAM: Yes. And | wish to God I'd drowned her myself. And
whatever happens | don't want to do aday's work for her and her kind
again aslong as | live. I'm going to strike out for myself—or finish.
Now then!

BOYNE: 'Ear that, Ripton? That's the way to talk. But where does
Fritz'erecomein?

MIRIAM: He can't get a passport, so they won't let him stop
anywhere.

BOYNE: Is that al, Fritz? 'Aven't you ever done anything to
anybody?

VELBURG: No. | haveawaysbeen good.

BOYNE: Always been good. An'l betcher'ave too, Fritz. You look
it. Aren't they a pair of "ssses'!

MIRIAM: Wdl, he'sthrough withit, aren't you, kid?

VELBURG: Yes. | think I can go on no longer now.

MIRIAM: Well, that's him. And now I'll tell you where you stand,
Mr. Boyne. You'vejust knocked out your officer. | don't know what
they can do to you for that——

BOYNE: | do. Butthey'renot goingto doit, see? They're not going
to take me off a derelict—after me launching boats and puttin' their
fires out—just to give me two years ‘ard labour. Where am | after
that, eh? Worse nor | am now. Well, they're not going to do it to
Paddy Boyne—see? 'Ere. | say, a man's got his rights. Let's ‘ave
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turn an' turn about. I've done my flamin' share, ‘aven't 1? Wadll, then,
let me take a turn dittin' about with some nice clean clobber on—just
ringing bells.

RIPTON: That'sdl right, Boyne—but—er—I don't sse whereit gets
yer. | mean ter say, what can you do?

BOYNE: Yer mean, what can you do, yer narrow-gutted little twirp!

RIPTON: It'sdl right talking big like that, but what can yer do?

BOYNE: I'll tell yer that when I'm ready to tdl yer, Ripton. But |
can do ableedin' lot, see?

MIRIAM: Now just listen to me a minute. There's two sorts o'
people on this ship. There's the people who've had it al their own
way up to now. Thenthere's peoplelike us, who've never had achance.
What happens to us when they come and rescue us? Are we going to
be petted and made a fuss of? No fear! Were going to get even
worse than we've had already. And I've had enough of it. These
others, the lucky ones, they don't care a damn what happens to me or
any of you. Very well then, | don't care a damn what happens to
them. Youhear? | don't care what happens to them.

BOYNE: You'vegot therightideas.

RIPTON: | don't say you're not right, miss. But it don't mean
anything to me. What can you do?

MIRIAM: They don't know on the Orsata yet how many people
there are left on this ship.

RIPTON: 'Ere—for God's sakel——

A noiseat back startlesthem. They wait, and then the PROFESSOR
enters. Heiswearing a tweed hat at the back of hisheadanda light
raincoat. He hassomefield-glassesround hisneck, andissmoking a
pipe.

PROFESSOR: Havingamidnight party?

BOYNE: Just atot before we turn in, Professor—at |east afore they
turnin, 'cos I'll be on watch with you. Seen anything, Professor?

PROFESSOR: No. But the glassis going down.

BOYNE: That's bad news, Professor. If we get abig sea, shell shake
us to hits in twelve hours. We can't dodge it—see?—and some o'
them plates forrard is buckled to hell. If we're not picked up afore the
sea starts on us, we're for it, Professor.

PROFESSOR: So | gather, Boyne. But I've been talking to Mr. Miles
up in the wireless room—and though he's by no means an optimistic
type and seems rather hysterical about the set he made being damaged
—he thinks the Orsata ought to be here before we're in any real
danger.
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BOYNE: Hashemended that set, Professor?
PROFESSOR: Not yet. And | think he'd like some assistance.
BOYNE: Certainly. Fritz, you go up to the wireless room again and

see what you can do. The sooner the Orsata gets our SOS and
position again, the better. You know that, don't you, Fritz?

VELBURG: Yes, of course.

BOYNE: But that's dl the Orsata does want, y'understand that,
don't yer? No time now for long fancy messages, eh?

VELBURG: No.

BOYNE: That's right. And when I'm on watch, I'll come and see
how you're doing. 'Ere—(hands VELBURG a bottle about halffull of

whisky) | expect Mr. Miles could do with a drink up there. Give 'im
that.

VELBURG nods, takes the bottle, andgoes out.
Well, Professor, back on the job, eh? You might be missing some-
thing, you never know. And I'll relieve you in about half-an-hour.

PROFESSOR: All right. Orisit Aye, aye. | find a certain satisfaction
in this look-out business, you know. Quite a new experience, and not
without value.

BOYNE: That'sright, Professor, and keep a sharp look-out. Lot o

funny things happen at sea—Yyou'd be surprised.
PROFESSOR nods, gives them a last curious look, then goes.
There is complete and significant silencefor afew moments.

RIPTON: Glassisfaling. Ifit's asudden sharp drop we might get a
big sea.

BOYNE: So I've 'eard, so I've 'card. Aw—shut it! (He looks at
MIRIAM.) Y ou'vegot something onyour mind, haven'tyou, girl?

MIRIAM:  Yes.

BOYNE: Let'saveit.

MIRIAM: | was just thinking how it's a matter of luck whether
you're dive or dead after one of these affairs. Some of them who were
drowned the other night, I'll bet they hated dying——

RIPTON: An' I'll take my oath they did.

MIRIAM: Yet some of these people here who are expecting to be
saved sometime to-morrow—the lucky ones, you'd say, they don't
care whether they live or die—

RIPTON: Coursethey do.

BOYNE: 'Ow d'youknow? Y ou keep quiet.

MIRIAM: That old woman—Mrs. Westmoreland—she's about
[ 114]



ACT b PEOPLE AT SEA CENE |

finished anyhow. It'ud save her alot of troublejust to finish quietly.
That Professor hasn't long to go either.

RIPTON: Youll betdling me next that little American kid's got one
foot in the grave—

BOYNE: No, she'sdifferent. | could usethat little piece.

MIRIAM: Shesfalen for Jefferson; I've seen 'em together on deck.
Make a nice couple too—damn their eyes!

BOY NE: These'erepassengers—they'rewell off, aren'tthey?

MIRIAM: Yes, of course. They've al got money with ‘em. I'll bet
that American—who's been doing the cooking—has got plenty.

RIPTON: Yes, hehas. Bigdollar bills, not cheques—I've seen'em.

MIRIAM: And al the women have jewellery. My beauty's got at
least a thousand pounds' worth with her. | know. Now—if the luck
had been the other way and anything had happened to them—
suddenly, so they couldn't take anything with 'em—we might have
collected dl that lot, and could easily have hidden it among our own
things when we were taken off this ship. We needn't stay on the
Or sata, needwe?

BOYNE: No, we can blow at thefirst port. Specidly if she's calling
somewhere in South America. With a few hundred quid each, we

could be like princes in South America. Couldn't we, Ripton?
Couldn't we?

RIPTON: Yes—but——

BOYNE: But what?

RIPTON: There'sJeffersonand Milestoo,

BOYNE: Wdl, what of it?

RIPTON: Eight of 'em altogether, eight of 'em. Gawd's trewth,
Boyne, you couldn't do it. ... And they'd dl have to go. If there
wasjust one of 'em leftit'd be finish. . . . 'Ere, you don't know what
you're saying. Give it up, mate.

BOYNE: Why, yer little——

MIRIAM: Justaminute! (TORIPTON.) You'reafraid, aren'tyou?

RIPTON: Course | am. And who wouldn't be? Why it's proper
wholesde murder.

MIRIAM: Don't frighten yourself withwords. Accidentsare always
happening, aren't they?

RIPTON: Yes, but thiswouldn't be no blinkin" accident.

MIRIAM: Yes, it would. Just another accident.

BOYNE: That's right. Just an accident. It might 'appen to you,
Ripton, any minute.
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RIPTON: 'Ere—steady——

MIRIAM: Go on, nobody's going to hurt you. And who's going to
know but us?

RIPTON: Yes, but Td know. Every night when | got to bed and
turned the light out, I'd know. | wouldn't mind taking a chance—
pinching something—nbut thisisdifferent. Bloody murder, thisis.

BOYNE: 'Ere, an' what if afew doesget killed. They say it'severy
man for hissalf, don't they? An' look at the killing that goes on!
Millions of'emin the War. An'Russial And Germany! And Chinal
And Spain! Killing'em dl thetime.

RIPTON: That's different.

BOYNE: Yes, an' I'll tell you how it's different. We don't get
anything out of it, see? An' if were not careful, well find we're al
getting killed for nothing, just 'cos the ruddy fools don't know how to
stopit. Well then, let's have an accident or two, 'ere, an' get something
out of it for once. An' don't forget we've only to-night for certain.
To-morrow might be too late, an' we'll find ourselves in irons in the
Orsata—and after that—nothing to look forward to but ayear or two
behind the bars and, when we do get out, walking up and down the
wet streets trying to raise the price of a fourpenny kip. Use your
imagination!  That's your trouble. Y ou got no imagination.

RIPTON: | got plenty. That's what's the matter with me, mate.
Eight of'em!

MIRIAM: Yes, and how many were drowned the other night, when
our boat was smashed? Ten, wasn't it?

BOYNE: That'sright. Ten! Gone! Finished! Andwhy? 'Cos that
flamin' ship's boat was so old an' rotten she was just stuck together
with paint. Let 'em go to hell, | say, the bleeders! They made it ten.
Well makeit eight. Unless you'd like to make it nine, Ripton.

RIPTON: Oh—Jesus! Don't keep on at me. Leavemedone. . . .

While they are watching him, VALENTINE entersright. He looks
rumpled, and is in pyjamas, dressing-gown, slippers. He is half-
drunk.

VALENTINE: Thisislucky. (They turn and stare at him.) There is,
there igl

BOYNE: Iswhat?

VALENTINE: Adrink. That'swhat I'mlookingfor—adrink.

MIRIAM: If you ask me, | think you've had enough already.

VALENTINE: But I'm not asking you, my dear lady. It'snot athing
I'd ask any woman. They don't know, don't understand. I'm half-
drunk and yet | can't deep. One or two more and then | might stop
thinking.
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Finds a mug and holds it out unsteadily to BOYNE, who has the
bottle.

MIRIAM : You'l beintherats soon if you're not careful.

VALENTINE: The rats have been at me for years. Thank you,
Commander Boyne!

BOYNE: Well—if you must haveit.

Gives VALENTINE some and then pours another for himself.

MIRIAM: You see—this is one of'em.

VALENTINE: One of what, my not very dear and most embittered
young woman? One of what?

MIRIAM: One of the lucky ones. Had everything you want, from
the word go. Think drinks and clothes and roast chickens grow on
trees. Had so much, you grumble because they haven't given you the
moon.

VALENTINE: Practically my own words. But don't forget, the
moon's the thing. We're quite right to grumble because we haven't
been given the moon. No moon, and what isit all? The drinks arejust
—drinks. The clothes—just something to wear. Food's just food.
All routine. Pleasure's a routinejust the same as duty, work——

BOYNE: Waéll, let me have acrack at pleasure. | know all about duty
and work.

VALENTINE: Yes, my dear fellow—but you're really an innocent.
You think it will be al right somewherejust round the corner, where
there's more beer and women and less rail-painting and scraping. But
that'swhere | live—round that corner—and it's nothing, just aroutine.
But—up—there—the moon, with her old enchantment—ah!—that's
very different. So | say—with your permission—madam—give usthe
moon. The moon now—or nothing.

BOYNE Gripes, | thought I'd got a load on to-night, but when |
listen to you, mister, | fed stone sober.

MIRIAM : There'saship coming asfast as she can, just to rescueyou.
Do you think you're worth it?

VALENTINE: Havel ever said | was? (Sopsbecause VELBURG enters
left. VALENTINE pointsat him rather wavermgly.) Give thisyoung man
adrink. And look at him. Can you see any thing the matter with him?

MIRIAM: No, becausethereisn't anything the matter with him.

VALENTINE: Yet thisyoung man'streated asif he were aleper or a
homicidal maniac. And why? Because he can't get a passport. Now
| have a passport. Valentine Avon, British subject, author, age thirty-
eight. Age—athousand! And a passport to what? Nowhere | want to
go, because I've been. The moon—yes, but the passport won't take
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methere. Now he'd be glad to stay anywhere—just to stay, and work
and marry and bring up children and drink beer and listen to brass
bands. | say, he ought to have my passport, any of our passports—
and why? Justice at last. Lifeto those who want to live. (Drinks.)
MIRIAM: Wéll, that'syou. What about therest of you here?

VALENTINE: Except thetwo youngsters, Jefferson and Miss Stockton
—we're dl finished. We're dinosaurs and mammoths and sabre-
toothed tigers—done for—nearly extinct. They ought to be sending a
museum for us—not a ship. Perhapsthey are.

Begins laughing idiotically.

MIRIAM:  Go on.

VALENTINE: Certainly not. And | consider you a most dangerous
woman. Gentlemen, | don't know anything about her, but | consider
her a most dangerous woman. Earlier to-night | caught sight of an
expression on her face—devilish!

MIRIAM: You'redrunk.

VALENTINE: And I'll tell you a secret. I've been drunk for years.
Can't stand it dl, otherwise. (Moves carefully a step or two awayfrom
them.) Thank you, Commander Boyne, for your hospitality. | think
you said | was off-duty, eh?

BOYNE: Yes, salor. Turnin.

VALENTINE: Verysoonl'll beeither sick or unconscious. Touchand
go—which. Good night.

VALENTINE goes out carefully right and they watch him without
tirring.
MIRIAM (pointedly to RIPTON) : You heard him? And that'swhat he

thinks about his little lot. (To VELBURG.) You too, kid. Told you
himsdf, didn't he? You'refitto live and heisn't. Didn't he say that?

RIPTON: Aw, hedidn't know what he was saying.

BOYNE: But | know what I'm saying, Ripton. Y ou'reeither inwith
us now or you're going over the side. And no more backchat.

RIPTON: Iwon'ttouch'em——

BOYNE: Who's asking you to? All you'veto do iswhat | tell you
and keep your mouth shut. (Sharply to VELBURG.) Isthat set fixed
again?

VELBURG: No. Not yet. It will take an hour or two.

BOYNE: That's right. You go to the Professor and tell him he's

relieved. 1'm going on watch. Then go back to thewirelessroom and
watch Miles. Go on, sharp to it, Fritz.

MIRIAM: Go on, kid. I'll come up there soon.
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VELBURG: Very well. (Hegoesout back.}

BOYNE: I'm going to leave 'em for another hour—so's they'll be all
fast adeep when we bundle 'em out. Ripton, you go dong there, and
e nobody's prowling about. And get some paper and straw.

RIPTON: What for?

BOYNE: 'Cos when I'm ready, I'm going to et it alight—and then
tell 'em the fire's broken out again along there—and rush ‘em out.
Goon, Ripton. Out!

RIPTON goes out hastily.

MIRIAM: We mustn't give 'em time to take their things——

BOYNE: Not likely. WEell frighten them to death and then we'll rush
'em on here—and|'lI tell 'emthetae. And I'll have a nice place ready
for 'em—out on the fo'c'de head. Everything's gone to hell along
there—plates rotten—it'll be pitch dark and the sea's getting up.

MIRIAM: What if they won't go on there?

BOYNE: Then that's disobeying orders and just too bad, girlie.
And you're going to help me to put the fear of God into ‘em, when the
alarm goes. Eh?

MIRIAM: You watch me.

BOYNE: That's the girl. Y'know—you an' me—we could turn a
trick or two, couldn't we? (Asifgoing to embrace her.}

MIRIAM (witha dlight turn, eluding him): Yes, big boy, but let'sturn
this one first—and do it right—or well never see another. Don't
forget that.

BOYNE: Me! | washornfor this. Just beenwaitingfor it al melife.
Now listen, stay here till the Professor's out of the way. We don't
want him seeing too much, slly as he looks. Kid him along a hit, if
you like, but see he turnsin before you go.

MIRIAM: Allright. But he'seasy. I'll——

BOYNE: Quiet. (The PROFESSOR, dressed as before, dowly enters

from back.)) Now then, Professor, did Fritz tell yer to come off duty?

PROFESSOR:  Yes.

BOYNE: That'sright. Done yer trick for the night now, Professor.
Yer can turn in. Seen anything?

PROFESSOR:  No.

BOYNE: Didn't expect yer would. But don't worry, we'll be al out
o' this by morning. Just so long as the fire doesn't start again. Waell,
Il go and have a dam' good look at nothing. 'Night, Professor.

PROFESSOR: Good night, Boyne. Oh—by the way—do you know
where Mr. Jeffersonis?
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BOYNE: Jefferson? Downin his cabin adeep—Ilong since—isn't he?

PROFESSOR: No. I'vejustlooked. It'sempty.

BOYNE: Wéll, there's other cabins, y'know, Professor. Sailors don't
care! Don't you worry about him. He probably wouldn't like you to.

Goes. Apause.

MIRIAM: That little American girl's taken a great fancy to Mr.
Jefferson,y'know.

PROFESSOR: Yes, | understand the implication. But it's not true,
because | spoke to Miss Stockton not ten minutes ago. She couldn't
go to sleep, so came out on deck.

MIRIAM: Wel, she's not the only one here. | know another beauty.
Know her only too well. Better not be too curious, Professor. It
doesn't always pay.

PROFESSOR: It pays me. It'sreally my profession, y'know. A kind
of curiosity. Not quite this scandalous kind, perhaps. But I've never
thought the antics of the sexes very interesting. Monotonous, y'know,
once you're fully adult yourself. Don't let me keep you, Miss—er—
Pick—isn't it?

MIRIAM: Fm not deepy.

PROFESSOR: No, neither am I. (A pause.) | can't help wondering
about that unfortunate young man who can't get a passport.

MIRIAM: What abouthim?

PROFESSOR: I'mwondering why—after giving me Boyne's message
—he should go to the top deck—and suddenly begin crying.

MIRIAM: Crying? Hewasn't.

PROFESSOR: | distinctly heard him as | came down. Some curious
failure of nerve, probably due to a long-established feeling of per-
secution. He was crying most bitterly.

MIRIAM: Poor kid!

She hurries out back. He watches her go, then turns and looks
meditatively at the bottle and mugs. Then he reflects a moment and
goes up to the rail and looks about carefully. He waits a moment,
then takes a torch out of his pocket and slowly goes through the
doorway left, with the torch flashing before him.

CURTAIN
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The curtain rises almost immediately on the same scene, later that
night. Whisky bottle and mugs have been cleared away. BOYNE is
discovered standing at back, a little to the left of centre. He is
holding a short iron bar, and is a ferocious commanding figure,
looking rather wild and dishevelled. MYRICKS, NONA, and VALEN-
TINE are lined up a little upstage from door right which is open.
Afew whisps of smoke are comingfrom this doorway. The three of
them look as if they have been suddenly rousedfrom sleep and are
not properly dressed. There is an atmosphere ofgreat tension.

BOYNE (stepping forward, to shout across through doorway rig/it):
Come on, look dippy, can't yer. We haven't al night.
MYRICKS: Can'twe put thefireout?

BOYNE: Not with you people running about. | got to get you lot
out o' theway first. Come on with them other two.

NONA: Where's Frank Jefferson?

BOYNE: He'sall right. Don't you bother about him.

NONA: Yes, but where is he?

BOYNE: Will yer shut yer mouth a minute, or do | ‘ave to make yer
shut up, eh?

MRS. WESTMORELAND comesintight asifsuddenly awakened.

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Istheshiprealy onfireagain?

BOYNE: Oh no—missis—werejust having a little smoking concert
—forthebenefit o' seamen'scharities. Stand over there.

MRS. WESTMORELAND : Why isn't Mr. Jefferson in charge?

BOYNE: 'Cos heisn't here, and | am—see?

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Yes, but——

BOYNE: Oh—shut it—can't yer? Come on with that other one.
What the hell's the matter with 'er?

MRS. WESTMORELAND: | don't likethis.

VALENTINE. No, not very enjoyable, isit?

MRS. WESTMORELAND: | don't mean that. | mean, there's some-
thing wrong about this.

BOY NE: Therell besomething alot morewrongwithit, if you dgn't
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keep quiet, old party. Fire's broken out again—amidships—and the
sedis getting up—and you go squawking and arguing as if you're at a
tea party. Keep quiet and do as you're told.

Sounds of voices—DIANA'S and MIRIAM'S—through doorway
right and some scuffling.

MIRIAM (off right, loudly): And I tell you—you can't get your
things——

DIANA (off, almost screaming): | suppose you'd like them——

BOYNE (shouting): Shove 'er in 'ere. An' if there's any more
trouble with 'er, I'll knock ‘er on the head. Come on.

MIRIAM, who is dressed as in Scene |, pushes DIANA, who is
wearing awrap asif just hustled out of bed, in through the doorway
right, and followsher in.

DIANA: Don'ttell meyou'retrying to save my life—when only two
days ago you left meto drown—

BOYNE: Come on, you. Stand there, an' keep quiet. Think we've
nothing else to do but listen to you, Greta Garbo? Now shut up, the
lot of yer, an' let metalk. (Quietly, to MIRIAM.) Where's Ripton?

MIRIAM: I don'tknow. Gonetolook for the Professor, T think.

BOYNE: I'd forgotten the Professor.

NONA: Where'sFrank Jefferson?

BOYNE: Are you starting again?

NONA: | wanttoknow whereheis.

. BOYNE: He's hurt himself—so I'm in charge—and don't forget
IT—

NONA: Hurthimself?

BOYNE: Yes—an' you're going to hurt yourself if yer don't keep
quiet—see, kid? (Suddenly grasps her arm.)

NONA: Let mego. Uncle!

MYRICKS, at this appeal, tries to intervene, but BOYNE, il
holding NONA, shoves him back with his other hand the one still
holding the bar.

BOYNE (pulling NONA easily across and then almost throwing her back
behindhim}: Y ou go there—and stay there—till | tell yer to move.

MIRIAM: Boyne, you know what | told you—about this girl. . . .
You can't get away with it.

BOYNE: | know, | know. (Looksat therest.) Now listen. You see
what's happened? Fire's broken out again, seds getting up——

MRS. WESTMORELAND: There's something wrong with al this.
Mr. Avon, why don't you do something?
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VALENTINE (comingforward): Justaminute, Boyne.

BOYNE: Just a minute nothing. (Steps forward, puts a hand on
VALENTINE'Sface and pushes him back sharply.) Now another word
from any one of yer—an' | don't care which it is, man or woman—an'
| lay yer flat with this. 'Cos yer've 'ad it easy dl yer life and you're
passengers, yer think yerVe nothing to do but scream and argue.
(RIETON, looking troubled, entersfrom back. BOYNE turns.) Found
''m?

RIPTON: Foundwho?

BOYNE: Professor.

RIPTON: No. | wasn't looking for him.

BOYNE: You be careful. (Addresses passengers again, in another
tone.) So—as | said—I've got to put you dl in a nice safe place—
where you won't come to no harm——

RIPTON: No, don'tgo! It's—murder. . . .

BOYNE: Yebleedin'littlerat!

Hejumpsforward, and knocks out RIPTON. Thereisa startled
cryfromthepassengers, ascreamfromDIANA.

MIRIAM: Oh—Dbe quiet—you!

BOYNE: Clean off his nut, that Ripton. Lost his nerve, see? That's
what happens. Anybody else going the same way 'ud better speak up
now.

The PROFESSOR enters left, dressed exactly as in Scene |, and
keeping hishandsin thepockets of his raincoat.

MRS.WESTMORELAND: Professor Pawlet——

- BOYNE: Shutup. Comeon, Professor, if yer don't want ter do usall
in.

PROFESSOR:Boyne——

BOYNE: Don't you start now! Get up there.

PROFESSOR: Just listen amoment, Boyne. (BOYNE makes a move
towardshim.) | said, listen! | am sorry for you, Boyne. Itis our fault
—I mean, the fault of our society—and not really your fault. You are
what we've made you. We have no right to expect anything better.
Though | must condemn you, | don't blame you. | am truly sorry.
And if we live, we must change this society of ours. We must con-
demn and execute that, so that these things cannot happen again.
Patrick Boyne—say Godhave mercy upon me.

BOYNE (wondering, awed, deeply uneasy): God have mercy upon
me. (Then with growing suspicion and anger.) 'Ere, what is al this?
What are yer trying on?
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PROFESSOR: I'm sorry, Boyne.
BOYNE: Sorry me——!

Heliftshisiron bar and is about tojump across at the PROFESSOR,
who pulls a revolver out of his overcoat pocket and fires almost
point-blank at BOYNE, whofalls, shudders, and is still. There isa
terrible scream—of despair rather thanfright—from MIRIAM. The
PROFESSOR looks down sadly at BOYNE.

PROFESSOR: And God have mercy upon us all.
END OF ACT Two
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About two hours later. Lighting as before. BOYNE'S body not visible
now. PROFESSOR and FRANK discovered. Latter looks as ifhe had
been knocked about. His head is roughly bound in handkerchief.
PROFESSOR is smoking his pipe and now holds out a match for
FRANK'S cigarette.

FRANK : Yes, but they weredl init, y'’know, gir.

PROFESSOR: No, not redly. Ripton says he was bullied into
pretending to help them, and, after al, he got himself knocked out
shouting a warning. Velburg played no active part in it. As for that
woman——

FRANK: You're not going to tell me, gir, she didn't know al about
it.

PROFESSOR: | think it was probably her idea. | thought from the
first that young woman had a very dangerous look. She's an Old
Testament character.

FRANK: Well then, what are we going to do with her ?
PROFESSOR: Try the New Testament on her.

FRANK: You'dlet off thethree of them?

PROFESSOR: Yes. Pardon'sthewordfor all. Y ou seem surprised.

FRANK: | am, gr. | don't understand you, Professor. You don't
want anything to happen to these three, yet you didn't hesitate to
shoot Boyne.

PROFESSOR: True. Boyne had to be killed, y'know. We could
never have done anything with him. There's something to be said for
this method. It's the revolutionary style of dealing with criminals.
Either you are sudden, sharp, quite merciless—or you are free-and-
easy and let 'em go. An old society, with its elaborate codes and
punishment, only succeeds in making life enemies of its delinquents.
It's much more inhuman really.

FRANK: | can't seethat.

PROFESSOR: Think it over. I'm going to let the woman out, but |
shan't tell her yet that she's been forgiven.

Goes out. FRANK, who is still unsteady from his crack on the

head, goes up carefully towards door at back, to look out, but

obviously doesn't feet up to it and comesback to lean against a table.
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DIANA, now lightly dressed and looking very attractive, enters.
FRANK, who hasnot noticedher entrance, givesadlightgroan.

DIANA: You poor boy! Doesit ill hurt?

FRANK: I'm afraid it does a bit, thanks, Miss Lismore.

DIANA : That hasn't been properly attended to yet, y'know.

FRANK: No—but—you see—Nona Stockton offered to do it—but
| said—it didn't matter yet——

DIANA: Oh—but of course it matters. We're al depending on you.
And you should come first.

FRANK: Oh—it isn't so bad, thanks. And, you see, as everybody
was awake—and we could al do with some hot coffee and food after
the excitement, | told Nona—Muiss Stockton—to go and help her uncle
in the pantry——

DIANA: Yes, of course—but you must let me look after you. (Puts
a hand on his shoulder and looks down at him, rather seductively.} I'm
not quite useless, y'know—and | can't have you thinking | am. |
know | could make you much more comfortable. | have some
liniment in my cabin that would help to stop the ache—and you could
take one of my tablets. I'm so terrified of pain that | always have
plenty of thingsto stop it. Now——

FRANK: Well—it's very decent of you, Miss Lismore—but |
couldn't think of —

DIANA: Please. Just for my sake. I'vefelt so useless, so far—and
that's very bad for me. | get depressed, and you wouldn't want me to
fedl depressed would you? (She puts a hand on his arm, and he rises,
gtill uneasy. Sound of voices—the PROFESSOR'S and MIRIAM'S, offleft.)
People coming. Let's hurry. It's very bad for you to have people
worrying you.

Sheleads him out. MIRIAM enters, looking a tragic figure, and the
PROFESSOR follow?. They are talking as they enter.

MIRIAM: What'stheuseoftalking?

PROFESSOR: Don't say that. | earn my living by talking.

MIRIAM: Yes, and you've been lucky. What do you know about
life? Colleges and dl that. You weren't brought up in aslum.

PROFESSOR: | was. In Salford. Back-to-back houses. And it was
worse in my time than in yours.

MIRIAM : Anyhow, you got out of it.

PROFESSOR: So did you. And haven't you been al over the place
with your mistress? California, too. What more do you want?
Y oung woman, there's alot wrong here—(he makes a wide circle)—in
the world, outside ourselves. But don't forget there can still be things
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wrong here—(he taps hisforehead, then his heart)—inside ourselves.
That's where the devils and the witches live now.

MIRIAM : Y ou're not so bad—the best of this|ot.

PROFESSOR: And you werethe best of your littlelot.

MIRIAM: I'm not sorry, y'know. | don't care a damn, do you hear?

MILESputshisheadin. Heisvery excited.

MILES: The Orsata's quite near. Tell Jefferson. The set's working
anf(g I'm getting messages dl the time. Ask 'em to bring me some
coffee.

He disappears.

PROFESSOR: That'sgoodnews.

MIRIAM:  For you, not for me.

PROFESSOR: Didyouever read or sseMacheth?

MIRIAM:  No.

PROFESSOR: You ought to try it.

VELBURG entersat back and stands|ooking at themuncertainly.
MIRIAM sees him and suddenly lights up.

MIRIAM: You dl right, kid?

VELBURG: | am not hurt. But | feel bad.

MIRIAM: Comeon, Carlo, givemeasmile. (AsVELBURG shakeshis
head miserably) Come onnow. (Shesmilesat himandfinally he smiles
back at her.) That's better.

VELBURG: Not very much better, | think.

Asthey look at one another, and the PROFESSOR observes them
curioudly, MYRICK S looksin at the door right.

MYRICKS: Comeand getit, folks. Hot coffee—and scrambled eggs
mother used to make.

PROFESSOR: Miles says the Orsatds quite near and he's getting
messages al thetime. And he wants some coffee up there.

MYRICKS: Fine! I'll passtheword dong. Well, come and get it.

Withdraws. The PROFESSOR looks at the other two, who have
shownnointerest.

PROFESSOR: You'd better come and have something to eat and
drink, y'know.

MIRIAM: | couldn't touchit. Y ou have some, Carlo.

VELBURG shakes his head, PROFESSOR gives them another |ook,
thengoesoffbrisklyright. VELBURG comesforwardslowlyandsits
down, looking miserable and shaken.

VELBURG: Itisno use. Nobody will ever give me a passport now, |
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will never have acountry . . . only more and more prison . . . and
then put on ships again. . . .

MIRIAM: You'renot goingto cry, areyou, Carlo?
VELBURG: No.

MIRIAM: Don't you. It's not worth it, none of it—what we've had
and haven't got any more, what we've missed—none of it. Isit?

VELBURG: | don't know.

MIRIAM: Oh—kid! (Shestandsabove himand takeshisheadin her
hands, bending it back to her breast, leansforward and kisses him, then
holdshishead on her breast, all with great tendernessaswell aspassion.)
Could you have loved me?

VELBURG: Yes—I think so.

MIRIAM: Yes, | know you could. | know | could have madeyou—
even though you didn't care much at first. So long as | had you to
myself. You like me, don't you?

VELBURG: Yes. You are strong and kind.

MIRIAM: Then you'd have loved me—afterwards, | know you
would.

VELBURG: Yes. Though therewasagirl—

MIRIAM: Don't tell me. Pretend to yourself I'm that girl, if you
like, only don't tell me.

She clasps him to her closely, and they remain like that for a
moment, then heslowly rel easeshimself.

VELBURG: Whatwill they dotoyou—doyouknow?

MIRIAM: Oh—I'mforit now al right.

VELBURG: What do you think happens to you—when you are
dead?

MIRIAM: Now, I've thought about that. Sometimes | think you're
just snuffed out—y'know, fall adeep and never wake up. And that's
what | usualy think. But sometimes I've thought you might walk
straight into another sort of life, like this—with people and houses and
al that—but different, like it is when you dream sometimes.

VELBURG: | would not mind that—just to deep—or adifferent kind
of life. But what God iswaiting there, as the priest says? Perhaps they
will ask me for my passport dl over again.

MIRIAM: Not they! If thereis angels and that, they'd have more
sense. But there isn't, y'know. All made up, that. Just to keep you
quiet and take your money. Don't you worry, kid. It's either a long
deep or a different, better life, where some don't get all the bad luck.
(Pauses, then softly) Why did you ask?
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VELBURG: | was—thinking.

MIRIAM: I'll go, Carlo, if you will. | couldn't go by myself and |
don't suppose you could—could you?

VELBURG: No, | am afraid—afraid!

MIRIAM: But two of us together—my arms around you—and 1
wouldn't leave go—and it 'ud be dl right. Can you swim?

VELBURG: Not much.

MIRIAM: | can't a dl. So it couldn't last long. And wed be
together. If there wasn't anything dse, we'd never know, and if there
was—yY'know, another sort of life—we'd start it together——

VELBURG: No, I'm afraid.

MIRIAM: You've got much more to be frightened of, if we don't.
Therell be prison again, more of it this time, and then what?

VELBURG: Y ou need not tell me——

MIRIAM: Why shouldwelet'em havethelaugh of us? Let'sget out
and stay out, so they can't touch us. In afew hours, we might never
have another chance to be together, and then well wish wed finished
it now. Here—(sheraiseskirn to hisfeet)—now put your arms round
me—tight. (Heputs hisarmsround her and she clasps him closely and
kisseshim. Then): You're not afraid now, are you?

VELBURG: No.

MIRIAM: Let'sgothen, and gofor good. I'll seenothing hurtsyou,
boy, and it'll soon be all over.

VELBURG: All right.

As they are looking at one another, and she is smiling at him
tenderly, RIPTON entersright. MIRIAM turns to look at him.

MIRIAM: Well?

RIPTON : 'Ere, | wanted to 'ave aword with you two.

MIRIAM: There's not much time. What haveyou to say?

RIPTON: Wéll, I just wanted to ‘ave aword or two.

MIRIAM: Haveyoufoundapassportforhim?

RIPTON: No, of coursel ‘aven't. 'Ow could |?

MIRIAM: Perhaps you know where there's a fine new life for us,
eh? With no more prison, no more insults, no more ordering about
al day and al night, and everything different and better than it is now,
eh?

RIPTON: No, of course not. What d'you take me for? An' what's
theidea, any'ow? ,

MIRIAM: Will youdo somethingfor me?

RIPTON: Depends. What isit?
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MIRIAM: Take amessage from meto DianaLismore, and giveit to
her when she's by hersdlf. Tdl her I'm sorry for her now, because this
minute I'm what shell never be again—I'm happy and content. And
tell her——

RIPTON: 'Ere, steady on, what'sdl this?

MIRIAM: Tdl her I'm going where she daren't go. And I'm glad to
go, and sorry for her.

RIPTON: I'll never remember al that.

MIRIAM: You'll remember it the rest of your life. (She turnsaway
andgoescloseto VELBURG)) Isitdl right, Carlo?

VELBURG: | am afraid.

MIRIAM: Why, there's nothing to be afraid of. There's nothing to
be afraid of ever again. | am happy and content. It's true, it's true. |
knew there was something | was meant to do—in the end. Every-
thing's always pointed to this, al my life. Whether you come with me
or not, Pm going now.

RIPTON: Goingwhere—for Gawd'ssake?

MIRIAM: Where the rats can't get at me. (Turnsto VELBURG.) Are
you coming with me, kid? I'll hold you close. Y ou won't be afraid.

She looks at him tenderly and kisses him.

VELBURG: But—your eyes are so bright . . . and you look . . .
oh! ... | think now you are beautiful.

MIRIAM: Thenwell go now.
They go off entwined, while RIPTON, who is not too bright after

the bang he got in the last scene, gapes after them, completely
bewildered. After a moment, he realises what is happening.

RIPTON: 'Ere! Hi! For Gawd's sake! (Then herunsout at the back
and we hear him shouting.) Mr. Jefferson! Mr. Jefferson!

DIANA enters right with FRANK. $Sheis clearly doing everything
shecantoattract him.

DIANA: Comeandsitdown.
RIPTON entersfromtheback.
RIPTON: Mr. Jefferson!
FRANK: I'd better go and seewhat's happening.
RIPTON: Mr. Jefferson!

DIANA: Why should you? You've done quite enough for these
ridiculous people.

RIPTON: Mr. Jefferson! Mr. Jefferson!
FRANK: I'm afraid | must go.
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DIANA dands aside to let JEFFERSON go out back with RIPTON.
DIANA moves dowly up after him, but is stopped by NONA, who
entersquickly.

NONA: Justaminute. | wanttotalk toyou.

DIANA stops. The two eye one another.

DIANA: Yes, but I'm not surel want to listen.

NONA: You'regoing to listen whether you want to or not.

DIANA: Redlly!

NONA: Redlly nothing. You needn't put on that Mayfair Dowager
act with me because it won't get across. 'Y ou—Yyou man-stealer!

DIANA: Aren't you being very silly and offensive?

NONA: Yes | expect | am. | wouldn't be surprised at al how slly
and offensive I'm being. But that's not going to stop me telling you
the truth. You see, | love Frank Jefferson, and he loves me. As soon
as | can marry him, I'm going to.

DIANA: And what do | do—congratulate you?

NONA: No, what you do is to keep out of it. Do you think | don't
know what you've been trying to do to-night? | suppose you imagine
I'm jealous?

DIANA: Yes. Aren'tyou?

NONA: | am abit—at that. Any girl would be. But that's not the
point.

DIANA: It sounds like it.

NONA: Wadll, itisn't. The point is, I'm not going to stand by and
watch you brushing up your technique on my young man. | don't
think it's come to much so far—and I'll see it doesn't—Dbut even if it
had, | wouldn't blame him, I'd blame you. For an old hand like you,
it'ud be money for nothing with a boy who's hardly been alowed off
his ship yet. Liketaking a nickel from a baby!

DIANA: I've not the least desire to listen to any more of this—do
you mind?

NONA: But | haven't finished yet. Andif you think you're going to
duck therest of it by going out there, you're wrong, because I'll follow
you out there and tell you the rest at the top of my voice. They can
hear it. | don't give a damn, because this is important to me. So are
you going to stay here and listen or take it out there?

DIANA does not reply but turns and comes down a little and sits.

NONA: Just remember, this isn't the stage or motion pictures, it's
red life. You're not dealing now with phoney glamour and passion,
but with the fedings of red people, who can be hurt like hell. And
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you're not going to try and bust up my life and Frank's, just to pass a
few hours, and get away withit. | want Frank—and | know we can be
happy together in our own way—and no faded old glamour-girl——

DIANA: My God—youarealittleswine.

NONA: No, I'm not. | admired you once—and | was ready to be
friendly—I was friendly—until you started this little game to-night.
Just to amuse yourself. What do you care about him? What do you
care about anybody but yourself?

DIANA: Y ou know nothing whatever about me.

NONA: | know this—that if there was ever a world where women
like you really meant anything—except as little bits of decoration—
it'sfinished now. You're out, and werein. | don't think even on the
stage and in motion pictures we'll want women like you any more.
Frank and | are going to have to live in a world where you don't st
round being glamorous and taking all you can get, but where you have
to work and bring up children and get along with your neighbours.
When I'm your age, | don't expect Til look like you—I shan't have had
the time and money to doll myself up as you've done—but at least I'll
be somebody, somebody real and strong and useful—and not just
a—

DIANA: Stopit! You've said quite enough. You've taken care to
tell me how much older | am than you—it's true, of course—well, let
me ask you now to stop insulting a woman so much older than
yourself. It looks as if this new world of yours is going to be chiefly
distinguished for its bad manners. And by the time you're my age—
and that won't be long, though you think it will—you may redlise then
how hard and cruel the youngest generation can be, and perhaps you'll
remember this conversation. Please go now.

NONA: Allright. | didn't mean—

DIANA: | don't care what you meant.

NONA: Okay.

MRS. WESTMORELAND, nowfully dressed, enters briskly. Sheis
carrying apieceof paper, andisingreat spirits.

MRS. WESTMORELAND : | looked in at the wireless operator and that
very minute he was taking down a message for me that had been sent
to this ship—of course we hadn't got it, but the Orsata had picked it
up—she's very near now, by the way—and had managed to give it to
our wireless officer—to tell methat my second girl Rhoda—she lives at
Oxford, her husband's a don there—has a boy—which is dl very
comforting—though | don't know that | was very much worried about
Rhoda—strong as a horse redly——
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She goes out with NONA. After afew moments, RIPTON |ooks
in at the back, and then comes slowlyforward.

RIPTON: Miss Lismore! (As DIANA ignores him, coming forward
again) Shetold meto give it to you when you were by yourself, see?
(She merely makes an impatient movement, as if to wave him away.)
Yes, but—she's gone, y'know.

DIANA: Why areyouworryingmenow? What isit?

RIPTON: That Miriam. She's gone, y'know.

DIANA: Y oumean———She committed suicide?

RIPTON: Yerss. Jumped into the sea with that Velburg. Proper
suicide pact, it was. | come in 'ere, and there they was, the pair of
'em——

hDIANA: Yes, but what was it you said? About giving me some-
thing?

RIPTON: That'sright. A message. An' | said "I'll never remember
al that" an' she says, giving me an awful look, "You'll remember it
the rest of your life." She knew dl right.

DIANA: Oh—don't go on and on. | don't think | want to hear it
anyway.

RIPTON: Oh! but—I must tell yer, | promised, see? And she's
gone She said: "Tel her I'm sorry for her now because this
minute I'm what shell never be again—I'm happy an' content” she
says. Then she says. "Tdl 'er I'm going where she daren't go. An'

I'm glad to go," she says, "and sorry for her." That'sit. 'Aveyougot
it?

DIANA now deeply distressed, waves him away. He waits a
moment, then goesout right. She begins to sob, not noisily but with
a suggestion of tearingforce, wringing her hands. She chokes back
afinal sob, then slowly opens her bag and takes out a tiny gold case.
She looks at it, and finally shakes out on to her palm some small
whitetablets, andasshel ooksatthese, V ALENTINEenter satback.
VALENTINE (coming down}: Diana. Mrs. Westmoreland said——
(He notices what sheis doing, and hurriedly limps towards her.) What
are you doing? (He knocks her hand up so that the tablets are spilt.
She springs up in a tearfulfury, trying to hit him.
DIANA: You damned fool! They were al | had. (He seizes her
hands, holding themwhileshestruggles. Let mego—Ilet mego.
VALENTINE (holding her hands): Quiet now, Diana. Quiet. Quiet.
(She stops struggling, and he pushed her gently back into her chair. She
buries her facein her hands.) What's the matter? Tell me, Diana. Then
you'll feel better. Was it because of that maid of yours? (Hefindsone
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of the tablets on the table, picks it up and examines it curiously but
distastefully.) What'sthis stuff ?Isit that stuff you doped yourself with
when you came on board?

DIANA: Yes.

VALENTINE: Andyouwerejust goingtotakesomemore, eh?

DIANA : Ifyouwant to know, | wasjust going to take thelot.

VALENTINE: Why?

DIANA: | fed I'm through with everything. | can't explain, can't
talk about it.

VALENTINE: You'd better tell me.

DIANA: | can't. Andwhat'sthe use?

VALENTINE (quietly, after a pause): Dianal You wouldn't like to
help me, wouldyou?

DIANA: What doyoumean?

VALENTINE: | fed like death.

.DhIANA: That's a hang-over. | suppose you were tight again last
night.

VALENTINE: Yes, | gather | was. Andwhat atimeto choose! We
were dl nearly for it, y'know. It was touch and go. | was tight—and
Ripton says | wandered in here and told Boyne we weren't worth
saving, and he took me at my word. That was my contribution to this
adventure. A veryfinefellow | am.

DIANA: We're a bright pair. We weren't like that—before—were
we?

VALENTINE: No, only half-way—or rather morethan half-way—
towards what we are now. But it was all waiting for us. Y ou wanted
more and more sensations. | was afraid of reality, afraid of my own
sober thoughts.

DIANA: | know what you mean. Oh!—Va—how can | help you or
anyonedse? | can't even help myself.

VALENTINE: Don't try to help yourself. Help me. | need it. I'm
down. You may feel better when we get on the Orsata. But | shant't,
| shall feel worse.

DIANA: You didlove meonce, didn't you? Don't tell me now that
that was unreal too?

VALENTINE: No, it was as real as anything could be that happened
tome.

DIANA: That doesn't sound very convincing.

VALENTINE: I'm not trying to please you now, Diana. I'm trying
totalk coldtruth. . . .
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DIANA: But I'm a woman—and terribly unhappy—and | don't
know that | want cold truth. . . . Isittruethat everything's changing,
that well soon be in a different kind of world that won't want us—at
least me—all ungracious and busy and hard—like—like so many of
the boys and girls one meets nowadays?

VALENTINE: I've sad something like that to you myself, Diana,
amost thrown it in your face, but when you say it, something—I don't
know what itis—adeep fellow-feeling—affection—perhapsrea love—
begins to stir in me. I'm al on your side, and | want to say "Damn
your new world, thisismine." Meaning—you.

DIANA: | suppose I'm not very much good really now. | was once,
but somehow I've changed. It's terrible when you suddenly wake up
and see how much you must have changed. And yet—inside—you fedl
the same. | can't help you, can 1? You said that just to try to comfort
me, didn't you? You'revery sweet redly, Val.

VALENTINE: No, | meantit. I'm right down, Diana, and I've been
down some time, and | know | can't get up again by myself. I'm not
strong enough, not hopeful enough—it's too much for me.

DIANA: But I'm down too—much further than you. God knows
what might have happened to me in another minute, if you hadn't
come inl What's the use of somebody as weak as that, to you or
anybody else?

VALENTINE: But don't you see—that's the very point. We can help
each other. Just because we know we're weak and a bit unreal and
rather hopeless. Other people would never understand and give it up.
But you and |—we know. Diana, help me. I'll help you. Well start
again together.

DIANA: Wecould, | suppose. But—what as?

VALENTINE: Anything you like. Friends. Lovers. Husband and
wife—no, that's not possible—you're still—

DIANA: No, I'vebeenfreefor thelast two years.

VALENTINE: Y oukeptitvery quiet.

DIANA: Yes. . . . Wdl?

VALENTINE: Diana, I'mcrocked, and| drink likeafish. My work's
bad and | no longer believe in it, and 1 haven't much money left. Will
you marry me?

DIANA: Va, I'm broke. | can't get decent parts any longer. I'm as
irritable as the devil, and I've got some of the worst habits any woman
could possibly have. I'm extravagant and idiotic, and | can't cook,
mend, or do anything useful. And | will, God help you! (They kiss.
She smilesat himamoment.} Fick up those tablets, darling. They cost
me the earth and | don't know where I'll get any more.
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VALENTINE: No. (He crunches them with hisfoot.)

DIANA: Va!

VALENTINE: Well?

DIANA: I'll try, honestly | will, darling. But God help the first
whisky bottle | catch near you.

MY RICKS enters, with apiece of paper in his hand.

MYRICKS: Thisisalaugh! | got acableabout United Utilities. . . .
Say, what's happened to you two?

DIANA: Wevegonemad.

MYRICKS: Keeprighton! You'redoing fine!

VALENTINE: Never mind about us. Tel us about yourself and
United Utilities. Are you a multi-millionaire—or are you broke?

MYRICKS (chuckling): Well, what do you think?

DIANA: Multi-millionaire.

MY RICKS (chuckling harder than ever): Wrong. I'm broke. Listen
to this:—All in thered stop and what haven't they doneto that stock stop
Charlie and Rubens have ducked it probably Mexico stop keep out of
New York unlessyou've learnt to play the ukulele and can come back as
four Hawaiians.

He roars with laughter, and, after a brief moment of bewilder-
ment, DIANA andVALENTINE begin laughing too.

VALENTINE: But does that mean you're broke?

MYRICKS: Completely busted . . . and | haven't got one red cent
left in New York State. . . . I'll bet they're selling my golf clubs to
pay taxesright now . . . anddl I've got leftiswhat 1 have with me—
about seven hundred dollars—and athousand dollars | left in a bank
in San Francisco——

VALENTINE: Seventeen hundred dollars? Could you start another
financial career on that?

MYRICKS: | could, but I'm not going to. I'm going out West, to
cook. Why should | spend the rest of my life selling stock to people |
don't like, when | could be dishing up ham and eggs to folk | do like?
I've worried about the market for thirty years. Let somebody ese do
theworrying now. Y ouwon't catch me even reading the papers——

Asirensoundsfaintly. RIPTON entersat theback, very excited.

RIPTON: Oy, oy! She'sthere.

VALENTINE: What—ihtOrsata?

RIPTON: Yes. Listen! They listen, and then, after a moment, we hear
a_garu]'tn, fromfar away, the sound ofa siren.) That's ‘er, that's 'er, al
right.
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VALENTINE: There!
NONA (appearing at the back, excitedly): Uncle, were going to send
off arocket. Gosh—I think thisis grand!

She and RIPTON go to the rail. MYRICKS, followedby DIANA and
VALENTINE, move up towardsthem. MRS, WESTMORELAND andthe
PROFESSOR enter. The PROFESSOR is carrying his manuscript.

MRS.WESTMORELAND: Didl hear somebody say theOrsata'shere?
MYRICKS: Yes. We're sending up arocket.
MRS.WESTMORELAND: Oh—I adorerockets,
A rushing sound outside.
MY RICKS: Thereshegoes!
A sudden red-and-wtute glare outside, which quicklyfades.
MRS.WESTMORELAND : Oh!—I'veseenmuchbetter rockets. What's
the matter, Professor Pawlet?
PROFESSOR (exhibiting MS.): This work has been my companion
now for the last five years, and | am no longer young.
DIANA (with comicdismay): You'renot goingtoreadit tous, areyou?
PROFESSOR (sadly): No, I've just discovered something about it.
After these last two or three days with you, I've suddenly discovered—
| saw it quite clearly not half an hour ago—that thisisn't true. | don't
know yet what is true—but, by Heaven, | know thisis not. If | takeit
with me to the Orsata—I believe | shall never have the courage to
destroy it.

A faint hail "zillah, ahoy/" off. FRANK and NONA come
hurrying into sight at the back.

FRANK (shouting): Orsata, ahoy! (Totheothers} It'stheboat from
the Orsata.
DIANA: Weresaved.

They are all crowding along the rail, looking down and off,
except PROFESSOR, who is gtill sitting with his MS,, and MRS.
WESTMORELAND, who is standing near him. PROFESSOR begins
tearing his MS,

MRS. WESTMORELAND: Why—Professor Pawlet——?

PROFESSOR: Yes, we owethanksto God for our deliveranceand His
mercy. (Gives her some sheets to tear.) And there are worse ways of
praising Him.

He tears and she begins to tear, while the others look at the
approaching boat. The sky beyond is how red with dawn and some
lightfrom the water catches thefaces ofthose at the back.

END OF PLAY
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THEY CAME TO A CITY
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NOTE ON THE SET

This can be more or less elaborate according to the resources of the
theatre, but the following features are essential. On the Right (actors)
atower that is part of the city wall, and set in the face of this tower isa
large practicable door, as strongly made as possible, that opens in-
ward, withthe hinges upstage. Then running across the stage from this
tower is a wall that must have broad steps in front of it, with, if
possible, alook-out alcove and then awalk that goes off Left. There
Is also a downstage exit Left in front of the steps. There should be a
small seat downstage Left and if possible a place to stand on the level
of the top step, above this seat. Behind the wall, to represent the sky,
should be a cyclorama, as big and as far back as possible. The tower,
the steps, the wall, any seats or parapets, should appear to be made of
the same material—stone, concrete, rough-cast, adobe, etc. The door
suggests heavy plastic with a bronze tinge.

Thelighting, which movesfrom early dawn tofull daylight and then
through sunset to dusk, should be as varied as possible. The sky
should be grey, intense blue, and finaléy purple. Bright sunlight
streams through the doorway, once the door is opened. In the last
scene of the pla?/, there is only a glimmer of daylight remaining, and
Joe and Alice play in a spotlight.
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should be addressed to the author's agent, A. D.
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ACT |

Curtain rises in complete darkness. Then LADY LOXFIELD is seen, in
a spotlight. She is a handsome dignified woman in her late fifties,
not without a certain graciousness, though we hardly ever see her at
her best. She must have the voice ofher class.

LADY L. (turning to call): Philippal Philippa (She wafts for a
reply. Then with sudden urgency) Philippal

PHIL, (unseenyet): Yes, Mother. I'm coming.

LADY L. (impatiently): Well, where areyou? Redly, Philippa, how
can you leave me alone—at a moment like this—when anything might
happen—I can't imagine.

PHILIPPA has now come into the spot, and they stand together.
She is in her late twenties, a girl of no particular charm and appeal,
but with more sense and character than would first appear. Both
women are in ordinary walking dress.

PHIL, (with weary patience). But | wasn't leaving you alone,
Mother. | was only just behind you. | stopped because | thought |
heard somebody €se moving about.

LADY L.: All the more reason why you shouldn't leave me. We
must stick together.

PHIL, (same tone): Yes, Mother.

LADY L.: Canyou ill hear somebody?

PHIL.: No, not now.

LADYL.: Wherearewe?

PHIL.: I haven't thefoggiest.

LADY L.. You haven't any idea?

PHIL.: No. All I know is that we're no longer in that beastly hotel
in Bournequay—thank the Lord! (After pause.) Perhaps we're dead.

LADY L.: Philippa, don't be ridiculous.

PHIL.: Wél, Mother, think it over. The last thing | remember was
that horrible geyser going off with the most frightful bang——

LADY L.: I thought it was a bomb.

PHIL.: No, it was the geyser.

LADY L.: | shal make a serious complaint to the manageress.

PHIL.: You'll havetofindherfirst,won't you?

LADY L.: Philippa, | won't have you talking to me like that. Now
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let's be senshle. (Moves a pace or two, then stops.) Could we have
been blown out into the grounds?

PHIL.: No, thisisn't Bournequay.

LADY L (impatiently): Well, whereisitthen?

PHIL.: | don't know, but | do know it isn't Bournequay. Doesn't
smell like it. Doesn't tagte like it. | know it isn't. (Stops, listening.}
Listen! | can hear somebody again.

LADY L. (inalarm): Philippal Now——

PHIL.: Sh! (Whispers.) Yes, there's somebody over there.

They stare across where CUDWORTH is now seen spotted. He is
short, perky, inquisitive, rather aggressive middle-aged man, witha
self-assured, staccato, rather Cockney voice. He is wearing the
clothes a prosperous business man would wear in his office—no hat,
etc. They look at each other a moment.

CUD. (confidently): Oh, good evening! | supposeitisevening, isn't
it?

PHIL. : | suppose so, though we're abit mixed up.

CUD.: So am |. Better introduce ourselves, eh? Cudworth's my
name.

PHIL.: I'mPhihppaLoxfield. Andthisismy mother, Lady Loxfield.

CUD.: How do you do?

LADY L.: How d'you do, Mr. Cudworth? Er—can you tell me if
thisisBournequay?

CUD. (surprised): Bournequay? Don't suppose so. | never go to
Bournequay. Don't like the place.

PHIL.: Neither dol. But where arewethen?

CUD.: Now you've got me. Just going to ask you that.

LADY L.: Indeed! But—ifyou don't mind my asking—how did you
get here?

CUD.: | don't know. Not like me not to know athinglikethat, but
there it is.

PHIL.: You'rejustlikeus. Only | think the geyser blew up.

CUD.: Matter of fact, | thought | was dreaming. Don't often
dream. No point init. But | was working late at my office—going
o¥er some figures—and had just finished. Then | must have dropped
off.

PHIL, (amused): Hethinkshe's dreaming us, Mother.

CUD.: No, no. Some other explanation, of course. But you're the
first people I've seen. Let's move on a hit, shal we? (He moves
forward cautiously, the lightfollowing him.)
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PHIL.: Go on, Mother.

LADY L. (vaguely): Well—I must say—but | suppose we might as
well—

She movesforward cautiously, with PHILIPPA close behind her,
duringhisfollowingspeech.
CUD. (staring about him): Place of some sort here. First I've seen.
Looks like awdl. Thisway.
They now moveinto hislight, which opensalittleto include them.
PHIL, (staring about her): Yes, itisawall.
CUD.: That's right. And better awall than nothing, if you ask me.
PHIL.: Certainly. Wdl, Mother, we're somewhere now.
LADY L.: What's the use of saying we're somewhere, if we don't
know where. Really, Philippal
CUD.: Didyousay your namewas Loxfield? Notintin, areyou?
PHIL, (amused): I've never beenin tin.
LADY L. (with dignity): No. My husband was in the Colonial

Service, and when he died hadjust retired from the governor-general -
ship of the Tago-Tago islands. He was Sir Francis Loxfield.

CUD.: Never heard of him, but Fin a commercial man myself.
Now then, what shall we do?

PHIL (pointing left): Wed better try that way.

CUD.: All right. There aretwo or three important wires Fd like to
send as soon aswe can find a post office that's open. (PHIL, beginsto
giggle.) What'sthejoke, young lady?

PHIL.: | believeyou'vegotit al wrong. I'll bet anythingthere aren't
any post offices round here.

LADY L.: You don't know anything about it, Philippa. And |
expect that Mr. Cudworth will soon find a post office or something.
Which reminds me | ought to have written to your Aunt Edith telling
her not to think of coming to stay until the end of next week.

PHIL, (as they begin moving left): Perhapsit is the end of next week
now.

CUD. (moving): That doesn't make sense, young lady.

PHIL.: Waéll, being here at al doesn't make senseto me.

LADY L.: You'renottired, areyou, dear?

PHIL, (impatiently): No, I'm not, Mother. In fact, I'm enjoying it.
Now, what happens there?

She hurries out left and the other two follow her but hesitate a
moment.
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MRS. BATLEY (unseen): Excuseme!

LADY L. (catling): Philippa, not so fast, darling.

MRS. BATLEY: Excuse me!

CUD. (stopping): | thought | heard somebody then.

LADY L.: No, | don't think so. (Calling.) Now Philippa, do be
careful.

They go out left. MRS, BATLEY is now spotted. She is a short,
compact, middle-aged wor king-class woman, poorly dressed, carry-
ing a shopping bag or basket. Behind a certain outward diffidence,
belonging to her class, sheisoddly confident and serene.

MRS. B. (to herself, coally): Couldn't 'ear me, though 1 could 'ear
them. Talking English—that's one good thing. None o' that jabber,
jabber, jabber, like them four foreignersin the tram that day.

SIR GEORGE (unseen, from left gangway}: Oh— 1 say!

MRS.B.: What'sthat?

SR G. (nearer): | say!

MRS.B.: Wdl, whatisit? Where areyer?

SIR GEORGE is now spotted. He is a hig, self-indulgent type of

- man about sixty, dressed in tweeds. Heis carrying agolfclub. He

, hastheassured manner, the superficial good nature, and easy drawl

of the landed upper class.

SIR G.: Oh—Ilook here—can you tell me how far | am from the club
house?

MRS.B.: What club'ouse?

SIR G. (surprised): Why, the West Windlesham Golf Club of course.

MRS. B.: I'm sorry, but | never ‘eard of it. | live out Walthamstow
way meself.

SRG. (horrified): Walthamstow! Good God—-thisisn't Waltham-
stow, isit?

MRS. B.: No, itisn't. Nothinglikeit. So maybeit's what you said
—West WhatVit——

SIR G.: West Windlesham? Ought to be, because 1 was playing on
the course there. But it doesn't look like it to me. D'you play golf?—
no, | don't suppose you do——

MRS. B. (much amused): Me—play golf! (Laughs.) Well, nobody
never asked me that before. | 'ad to come ‘ere to be asked that.

SIR G.: Yes, very amusin'. Wéll, | was playing on the course there
at West Windlesham—and | think one of those two young idiots
behind—I told 'em they were too close—must have knocked me out
with a long drive or something. Then | must have been somewhere
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deep in the rough—or rolled into a bunker—unconscious and so on,
y'know—and then started wanderin' about. That'sal | can think.

MRS. B.: | dare say that was it. | was doin' a bit o' shoppin’
meself —

SIR G. (ignoring her remark): Look here, if anybody should ask for
me, I'm Sr George Gedney. Sir George Gedney.

MRS. B. (withoutirony): Fancy!

SIR. G.: | suppose you haven't seen anybody about, have you?

MRS. B.: Yes. There'stwo ladies and a gentleman just went round
that way. (Pointing left.) You'll catch 'em up if you 'urry. I'm a bit
tired mesdif or I'd 'ave caught up to 'em.

SIR G. (beginning to move): That way, eh? | expect they know
wherewe are. Live around here, probably. Sureto, eh?

Moves quickly out left. We hear him calling, "Oh | say—anybody
there?' MRS. B. turnsher headto watch himgo, andlistensto him.
Then shefaces audienceagain.

MRS. B. (amused): "D'you play golf?' 'e says. "No, | don't
suppose you do," 'e says. "Me play golf,” | says. "Well, nobody
asked methat before,” | says. . . .

She stops now because MRS. STRITTON can be heard calling
unseen.

MRS. STR. (anxiouslycalling): Malcolm! Malcolm! Malcolm!
Each of these has brought her nearer and at last we see her
spotted. She now sees MRS, BATLEY. Sheiis a neatly dressed, fairly
attractive, but anxiousandinhibitedsuburbanwomanin her thirties.
MRS. B.: It'snot Sir George Gedney yer want, isit?
MRS. STR.: No, | wascalling for my husband. I'm Mrs. Stritton.
MRS. B. (politely): Pleased to meet yer, I'm sure. I'm Mrs. Batley.
There was a short an' sharp sort o' gentleman—oldish, 'e was—that

went with two ladies round that way. Could 'e be yer 'usband, Mrs.
Stritton?

MRS. STR.: No, it doesn't sound like him at dl.

MRS. B.: Wasyer 'ushandwithyer?

MRS. STR. (rather distressed): Y es, weweretogether until about ten
minutes ago. We're always together. We always have been.

MRS. B. (philosophically): Wéll, that's 'ow some likes it. An' some
don't.

MRS. STR.: And then he said, "Let's go aong here” And | said,
"No, Malcolm, let's try this way." But | don't think he heard me.
And now | don't know whafs happened to him.
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MRS. B.: Wdll, '€ll be turning up, | expect. | ‘eard them first three
sayin' there's some sort o' wall just in front 'ere, so that ought to stop
'im wanderin'. | should sit down, dear, an'just give up worryin'. The
minuteyou give up worryin' about 'usbands, they always turn up.

MRS. STR. (rather tartly): Yes, but it was an accident. He wasn't
trying to get away fromme. He simply didn't hear me.

MRS. B.: | dare say. But 'dl turn up. Excuse me askin', Mrs.
Stritton, but do yer live round 'ere?

MRS. STR.: No, welive at Leamington. Mr. Stritton is the cashier
of a bank there.

MRS. B.: Fancy that!

MRS. STR.: Butweweregoingto stay with my unclewho hasalarge
farm near Tewkesbury. And wewerein thetrain, you see——

MRS. B. (after apause): Yes?

MRS. STR. (hesitating)' Well, | don't quite know what happened
then.

MRS. B.: Samewith me. | was shoppin' a the time meself —

MRS. STR.: Weweregoingthrough atunnel. Andthen| remember
Malcolm—my husband—saying, "Are you al right, Dorothy?' And
| said," Yes, dear, I'm dl right. But what's happened?' And he said,
"I don't know. | wonder if we're dead." And | said, "Don't be silly,
dear. Of coursewearen't dead.”

MRS. B.: That'sright. We'd fed different if we was dead.

MRS. STR.: Just what | told him.

MRS. B.: Either we'd feel nothin' or we'd fed different. An' | fedl
just the same as | did. Feet achin' an' rheumatic painsin me legs, just
the same. Besides, I've got me shoppin' basket, an' | wouldn't ‘ave
that if | was dead—that 'ud be silly. As | said—I was doin' a bit o'
shoppin' a the time——

MRS. STR. (cuttingin): 1'm going back tolook for him.

MRS. B.: | wouldn't.

MRS. STR.: But goodness knows where he may get to. (Turnsand
beginsto move, calling.) Malcolm! Malcolm! (Her lightfades.)

MRS. B. (to herself, calmly): One o' theworryin' kind. An' afat lot
0' good it does 'em.

Voices can now be heard coming along left. They belong to
ALICE FOSTER and MALCOLM STRITTON, who in another moment
are clearly spotted. ALICE is about thirty, cheaply dressed, looking
at first sight too bold and handsome but vastly improving on
acquaintance. MALCOLM STRITTON is aboutforty, neat, common-
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place, the masculine equivalent of his -wife. Note that none of the
characters wore hats, except MRS. BATLEY.
MAL. (ashe comesalong gangway): Andwhat happened then?

ALICE (as she movesforward): So | go straight to the manageress
and say to her, "All right, Duchess, you can't want me to go any
faster than | want to go, see? | don't mind work but | like to eat when
I'm working. And there's your uniform—such as it is—and there's
your wonderful list of rules and regulations—an' you know what to do
with it—and just give me my card, thanks." So she does.

MAL.: Yes but | don't see how that brought you here.

ALICE: Waitaminute. | haven'tfinishedyet. Sol go downintothe
bar, just to show my independence, and 1 have three gin and limes on
an empty stomach. | walk out, still telling her in my mind what |
think of her and her restaurant—and then—bingo!

MAL.: What doeshingo standfor?

ALICE: It stands for biff—wollop—and. black-out. | don't know
whether | hit something or something hit me. But there's a black-out
and the next minute, it seems, I'm wandering round here and asking
you the way.

MRS. B.: | was doin' abit o' shoppin' mesdf at the time.

ALICE: Héllo, didn'tnoticeyou.

MRS. B.: Excuseme, butisthat gentlemanwithyer Mr. Stritton?

MAL.: Yes, I'mMr. Stritton.

MRS. B.: Well, yer wife'slookin' for yer.

MAL.: Yes, of course. I've beenlooking for her.

ALICE (malicioudly): Since when?

MAL.: No, redly, | have. (To MRS. B.) Whereisshe?

MRS. B. (pointing right): Along there somewhere.

MAL (calling, butnotloud): Oh—er—Dorothy!

ALICE: Sayitasifyoumeantit. (Shouting.) Dor-othy!

MRS. STR. (comingback): Malcolm! (Nearer.) Malcolm!

MAL. (calling): Yes, dear, herel am.

ALICE (shouting): Here heis.

MRS. STR. (now appearing, spotted): Oh—there you are, Macolm.
I've been looking everywhere for you.

MAL.: I'vebeen looking for you, too, dear.

MRS. STR.: You can't have been looking very hard.

ALICE (cheerfully): Oh, he was.

MRS. STR. (ignoring thisandgoing on): Comeaong, dear, and don't
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|et's waste any more time. We ought to find out exactly where we are.
Unless of course—your friend's already told you.

ALICE (cheerfullyg_: !ﬂfszou mean me, | haven't told him because |
don't know. But hedid ask me. After he'd asked meif I'd seen you.

MRS. SIR. (coldly): Really! (With impatience} Oh—come along,
Malcolm.

MAL. (hadtily): Yes of course. (To ALICE.) Excuseme.

He goesforward andjoins her and she takes him up towards left
and then out. We hear her as they go.

MRS. STR. (indignantly): . . . Looking everywhere for you . . .
dreadfully worried . . . and there you are with that awful woman

.. whoisshe? . . . wheredidyou meet her? . . .

ALICE has now made herself comfortable, and has taken out some
Cigarettes.

ALICE (cheerfully): Well, we know who wears the trousers there,
don'twe?

MRS. B.: | knew it before | saw 'im.

ALICE: | guessed it before | met her. Haveacigarette?

MRS. B. (pleased to be asked). No, thank yer, dear. Never took to
it. What I'd like is to 'ave a proper sit down. Yer know what it is
when yer've been sh0|opi n'. An'1'd been on my feet dl d"y beforethat.
If yer'll excuse me, I'll see if there's anything a bit more comfortable
further back ‘ere,

She goes upstage, to sit down against wall, and the lightfades off
her. Meanwhile ALICE is lighting her cigarette, and puffing at it
cosily.

ALICE: Well, | feel better now. | don't know where | am or what's
going to happen. But 1 feel better. And anyhow | didn't know what
was going to hapﬁen before this happened. So what's the odds?
Here, areyoustill there?

MRS. B. (now sitting in the dark): Yes, I'm ‘'ere. 'Avin' a nice rest
too, dear. Don't stop talking. | liketo listen.

ALICE: That'sal right then, ‘cos| liketotalk. Not always, y'know.
But whenI'min themood | do. Ever been awaitress?

MRS. B.: No. But my cousin's youngest is awaitress. Looks nice
in her uniform too. My cousin showed me 'er photo.

ALICE: That'slife. I'mtellingyou. Talk about your feet! I'vefelt
sometimes mine must be as big as footballs. And it's a mean life too.
My God—it's mean. You wouldn't believe! Most of the time the
management's trying to cheat the customers, and half the time the
customers are trying to cheat the management. Proper monkey-house.
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The men aren't so bad—except of course half of 'em's got their pig's
eyes sticking out of their head trying to imagine what you've got under
your uniform. And some of 'em pinch you, of course.

MRS. B.: That'sright. One pinched me once. Upper Clapton Road
it was, outside a greengrocer's.

ALICE: But the women! Not dl of 'em, y'know. We used to get a
lot of little tired ones that creep in and out like mice and can't thank
you enough just for waitin' on 'em at al. I'll bet you're that kind.
But half of the rest thought they were buying you along with their pot
of tea and beans on toast. There's one sort with sticking-out eyes and a
parrot nose—you know the sort T mean—my God, | could have killed
‘em! What's the matter with people anyway?

MRS. B.: They're al strung up inside, dear, because they're not
getting their bits of 'appiness. That's al.

ALICE: And then they want to take it out of somebody else.

MRS. B. (coolly): That'sright.

ALICE: | don't see anything right about it. Here, | say, where are
we?

MRS. B.: Wel, | ‘aven't been ableto work it out yet. Yer see, | was
doin' my bit o' shoppin——

ALICE (cuttingin}: Mindyou, empty stomach or no empty stomach,
| ought to be able to stand three gin and limes, even pourin' 'em down
ever so fast. But of course | was upset. | pretended not to be—y'know
how you do'—but | was upset al right. Even so, what's three gin and
limes?

MRS. B.: Price of a'ard day'swork, dear.

ALICE: No, | mean to say, what are they to anybody who's worked
behind a bar the same as | have. I'd three years working in bars. Six
months in London—out at Hammersmith. Then eighteen months in
Newcastle, where they cdl you "hinny". Then six months in Bir-
mingham. | didn't like Birmingham. Anybody can have Birmingham
for me. Then—hello, what's this?

She breaks off because JOE DINMORE comes in and is spotted.
He is a fairly hefty, shabbily dressed, jaunty man about thirty-five
or so, who assumes a rather rough, tough manner, which shows
American influence. He stops and looks admiringly at ALICE.

JOE (measy masterful style): Hello, Beautiful!

ALICE (noting him but talking to MRS. B.): T might have known
there'd have to be one of these conquering heroes and gorgeous
beasts. | did think I might be going to have arest from 'em, but what a
hopel!
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JOE (grinning): Talkingtoyourself, Beautiful?

ALICE: Don't call mebeautiful—

JOE: Why? Aren't you?

ALICE: No, I'm not, though I've seen worse.

JOE: Sohavel. Lots.

ALICE (sharply): But | don't like that tone of voice, so giveit arest.
And if you want to know, | was talking to my friend, who's sitting over
there in the dark.

JOE: Why isshe?

ALICE: Because shewantsto st down and have arest and be quiet.
And so would you if you were a woman.

JOE: IfI'd been awoman I'd have packed up years ago.

ALICE: Women don't pack up. If they packed up, everything
would pack up.

JOE: Well, it can, for me.

MRS. B. (calmly)' Perhaps it'as.

JOE (turning to include her): Now, honest to God, that's just what
I've been wondering. Yes, straight. Here, tell methis. Where are we?

MRS. B.: We ought to be somewhere\Walthamstow way.

ALICE (increduloudy): Go on!

MRS. B.: Weought, | say, but we're not.

JOE: Now you're taking sense, Ma. (He smokes and makes
himselfcomfortable.) You see, | was greasin' a ship's engine. 1'd been
doing it right across the South Atlantic. It was an old engine. At least
asoldas| am. Infact, I'd say— older. Yes—older.

ALICE (w//A irony)' Now are you sure? | feel we ought to get this
Settled.

JOE: Now, Beautiful!

ALICE (angrily): Oh—drop it.

JOE (seriously): Here, you're not bad-tempered, are you?

ALICE: No, not as arule.

JOE: Well then—takeit easy. Nobody'strying toinsult you.

ALICE: Now listen. I've been awaitress. |'ve been abarmaid. For
ten years now |'ve hadjobs where fellows like you come out with your
Beauttfuls and we have to pretend to think you're very witty.

JOE. The customer isawaysright, eh?

ALICE: Yes, and | could tell Iyou_plenty about that. But the point is,
| want arest from this Beautiful linejust now, see?

JOE: Certainly. What's your name?
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ALICE: Alice Fogter. What's yours?

JOE: Joe Dinmore, Miss Fogter. Or isit Mrs. Foster?

ALICE: No, itisn't. What d'youdo?

JOE: Well, | told you. | was at sea—down in the engine room. But
I've done everything—except make money. | was in Australia one
time—driving tractors. | was in South America one time, foreman on
arailway gang.

ALICE: Didn't you ever try England?

JOE: Now and then, between times. But | was saving England up
until Fd made my packet. It'sarich man's country. I've done abit of
docking. | was on a coaster onetime. |——

ALICE: All right, Mr. Dinmore. | get theidea. You'vejust tried
this and that. And now you're trying this.

JOE: Wdll, | don't know about trying this. Last time | remember
anything | was down in the engine room, Miss Foster. What about
you?

ALICE: | walked out of myjob. It wasterrible anyhow. | had three
quick drinks, started worrying about myself, rushed into the street—
it was dark—and then—bingo! I'm here.

JOE: Bingo—we're both here. I've been laying myselffiveto onel'd
waken up in thejug somewhere, with a head on me like an old boiler.
But if so, | don't see where you comein, Miss Foster.

ALICE: | don't either. And this Miss Foster's getting me down abit.

JOE: | thought you wanted some politeness.

ALICE: All right, but don't overdo it. (She now points to back,
whereitisnowgetting rapidly lighter.) What's happening over there?

JOE: It's getting lighter, that's all.

ALICE (movingforward)'. What sort of placeis this?

JOE (also moving): Reminds me of aplace| saw in Peru onetime.

As they go forward and the dawn light comes up, they see that
MRS. BATLEY is asleep comfortably, basket by her side.
ALICE (pointing, whispering): She'sadeep.
JOE: Good old Ma! Let her deep.

They move quietly awayfrom her, and climb steps—to look over
thewall. Thelightisstill very dimandhazy.

ALICE (not whispering now): Itwouldn't beakind of castle, wouldit?

JOE: It might be, and then again it might be a town. Lots of these
old towns have walls al round 'em. Seen 'em &l over the place.

ALICE: I've seen 'em on the pictures.
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JOE (looking down): Can't see a thing yet. Looks a hell of a drop,
though. No getting in this way.

ALICE (after apause): | say, Joe—I can cal you Joe, can't I?

JOE: Certainly youcan, Alice.

ALICE (slowly, softly): What if there was something absolutely
wonderful down there?

JOE: How d'you mean, wonderful ?

ALICE (slowly, hesitantly): | don't know—aquite. I'dknowitif | saw
it, though. Something different. Not abit like London—or Newcastle
—or Birmingham——

JOE (grimly): No, nor Liverpool, Glasgow, Port Said, Aden,
Colombo, Bombay, Singapore, Sydney, New York, Los Angeles,
Chicago.

ALICE (dowly). Ever since | could remember I've wanted to come
suddenly on something wonderful, all different. To look over a wall
and seit. To open adoor and walk into it. Don't laugh.

JOE (seriously): I'm not laughing.

ALICE: You were smiling.

JOE: That'sdifferent, Alice. That'sfriendly.

ALICE. Yes, that'sdifferent. Just asthisplacewould bedifferent.

JOE: Smiling, not laughing. Friendly, eh?

ALICE. Yes, dl friendly.

JOE: Like old Walt Whitman. | used to carry a little book of his
around with me—could spout it by the yard. D'you know what he
said? "l dreamt inadream . . | saw acity . . ."—what was it?—
"invincible to the attacks of the whole of the rest of the earth. |
dreamt that was the new city of friends."

ALICE: Yes, that'sright, Joe.

JOE: Sounds fine. But I'm glad he said he only dreamt it. What a
hope!

ALICE: Wdl, I'm a fool | suppose, but that's what I've aways
wanted—something wonderful, al different. And it's what—in a way
—I've always expected. | think that's why I've never settled down—
you know.

JOE: I'mjust the chap who does know, Alice.

ALICE: I've thought that if I moved on and tried another job,
somewhere else, it might somehow be there.

JOE: Andit never was—wasit?

ALICE: No, it never was, Joe.

They come down now. Thelight still grows.
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JOE: Ever cdled yourself amug?

ALICE: Yes, but don't you try caling me one.

JOE: Okay. I've been calling myself one for—oh—fifteen years.
No, longer.

ALICE: Steady. You'renot that old.

JOE: I'm nearly thirty-five.

ALICE: Wel, what'sthat?

JOE: Nothing—yet.

ALICE: Guess how old | am.

JOE (promptly): Twenty-two.

ALICE: Goon! I'mtwenty-eight.

JOE: | don't believeit.

ALICE (confidentially): And 1 look it. You wait. Mind, I'm a bit
tiredhy'know, and the old face is feeling it, what with one thing and
another.

They look at each other a moment. JOE smiles.
JOE: You'real right, Alice.

ALICE: Thanks, Joe. (To change the subject, indicating door right)
Here, what about that door?

JOE: Let's see. (They have a look at everything on right.) Kind of
\t,)veafICh tower. They have 'emin these old walled towns. I've seen one
ore.

ALICE: | daresay. But doesthisstrikeyou asbeing old?

JOE: No, it doesn't.

ALICE: Itdoesn't meeither. Though of coursethey might havejust
doneit up.

They ate now looking at the door curiously. The scene is till
growing lighter, though notfull daylight yet.

JOE: Nobody's going to break down this door in a hurry.
ALICE(whohasheen examiningit): What'sit made of ?

JOE: Don't know. Lookslikeakind of plastic to me. New stuff.
ALICE: Theré'snothingto openit with—no handleor anything.

JOE: No, it's not that kind of door. This door's either tight shut, as
itis now, or it'swide open. That's the sort of door it is.

ALICE: | must say, men amuse me. Y ou're suddenly talking about
this door—all so proud and grand—just as if you'd helped to make it.
I've noticed that before about men.

JOE (looking hardat her): Here, what d'you know about men?
ALICE (returning his look): | know plenty.
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JOE: I'm sorry to hear it.

ALICE (steadily): 1 left home when | was seventeen—wasn't anything
e for it—and went in the chorus with a touring revue. Had two
years of that, though | was never any good. Been on my own, knock-
Ing around, ever since. Working, but trying to enjoy myself too. So
you canjust work it out for yourself. About men or anything else.

JOE: | s,2 Butwhat areyoutelling meall thisfor?

ALICE: I don'tknow. | suddenlyfelt| ought totell you.

JOE: Wéll, I don't want to know.

ALICE: Oh—I s

JOE: | don'tthink you do, but welll let it pass.

Suddenly he bangs loudly on the door. He wakens MRS. BATLEY,
who is rather startled.

MRS. B.: My word, you made mejump.

JOE: Sorry, Ma

MRS. B.: What are you doing?

JOE: I'm letting'em know we're here.

They wait—for somebody to open the door.
befM RS. B. (calmly): That door'll open when it wants to open, and not
ore.

JOB: Now how d'you know that, Ma?

MRS. B.: | 'ave that feeling about it, that's al. Nobody ever takes
much notice of me, but | "ave these feelings about things.

ALICE: Sohavel.

JOE: I'mlanded here with acouple o' witches, am 1?

ALICE: No,just acoupleof women.

MRS. B.: Ohno, dear, there's more than the two of us. There's that
(_Lentleman and 'is wife—y'know, the one that was a bit jealous. Then
there's a golfing gentleman—Sir George Gedney. Then there's two
ladies—mother and daughter—with a little sharp gentleman——

JOE: Here, we're quite a party, aren't we?

MRS. B. (looking left, coolly): This is the little sharp gentleman
coming now.

They look left. Enter CUD WORTH, looking rather hot and fussed.

CUD.: Do you happen to know where | can find a post office?
(ALICE looks at him and then suddenly screams with laughter. Then
MRS. B. laughs because ALICE laughs. JOE grins. CUDWORTH stares at
them in astonishment.) What's thejoke? Go on. Tdl me. Nobody
can say | can't enjoy ajoke.
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ALICE (trying to recover): I'm sorry, Mr.—er——
CUD.: Cudworth's the name.
ALICE: Wdl, I'm sorry, Mr. Cudworth, but honestly, | don't know

why | laughed, but it suddenly came over me—seeing you standing
there, al fussed, wanting a post office.

CUD.: Can't sseanything funny aboutit.

JOE: Widll, why d'youwant apost office?

CUD. : Because | must send a couple of telegrams.

JOE: Urgent?

CUD: Very urgent. Business, y'know.

JOE: Oh—business. Makingmoney.

CUD: That'sit.

JOE: But d'you need some money very badly?

CUD: No. I'veplenty. Butthat's not the point.

JOE: Wdll, what isthe point then?

CUD: One of these argumentative chaps, are you? All right. You
can't catch me. The point is—I'm engaged in some busi ness operations.
| can either succeed in 'em or fail in'em. If | fail in 'em, | look afool
and people begin to think I'm losing my touch. | don't want that to
happen. And that'swhy | want to send a couple of telegrams.

MRS. B. (dreamily): | said hewas asharp little gentleman.

CUD.: So | am. And thanks for mentioning it. Now what about

this door? Why are we al standing here arguing about nothing, when
here's a door? -

He goes up to it and noses round it.  Then he raps on it.
JOE: Wevetried that, only much louder. But go on.

CUDWORTH raps again, harder. He steps back and looks at whole

tower.

CUD.: There's another tower arrangement further along there——
(Indicates to left.) I'vejust been on there with afool of awoman and
her daughter. Thewoman's asnob. But she's happy now because Sir
George Somebody's turned up. (Irritably.} Who are we anyhow?
What are we doing here?

MRS. B.: Well, I'm 'avin' anice rest.

CUD.: What do you do when you're not having a nice rest?

MRS. B.: Look after a'ouse full o' people an' go out cleanin' three
times a week.

ALICE (to CUD.): Aren't you sharp and nosey?

CUD.: Yes. And I'll bet you've never kept any job more than a
year. Haveyou?
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ALICE: Youmindyour own business.

CUD. (chuckles): All right. But alot of things are my business.

JOE (who has been looking him over): Now, I'd say you're one o
these chaps who started as a black-coated worker—clerk or whatnot—
and then by never missing a trick and by giving all your mind to it
pushed yourself pretty high up into the boss and capitalist class.

CUD. (who takes this as a compliment): And you wouldn't be far
wrong either. What are you? Mechanic or something, eh?

JOE: Right. Mechanic or something.

CUD.: Jack of all trades, eh?

JOE: Right.

CUD.: Hereto-day and goneto-morrow, eh?

JOE: Right every time.

CUD.: Yes, and wherc'sit got you?

JOE: Wéll, it'sgot me here. Where hasyour line got you?

CUD.: If told you what | was worth, you'd be surprised.

JOE: Surprised? | wouldn't be even interested.

ALICE (reproachfully): Now Joe, don't berude. Y oudon'tlook like
aJoe. (To MRS. B.) Doeshe?

MRS. B.: No, hedoesn't.

JOE: Here, what is this? Are you women ganging up on me
already? Know much about women, Mr. What's-it-Cudworth?

CUD.: No. | keep away from 'em.

ALICE: I'll betyou dotoo. Takeyour mind off your business, don't
they?

CUD (coally): That'sright. And alwaysinterfering. Messy too.

ALICE (indignantly): What d'you mean, messy?

JOE: | know what he means. Mind you, he's wrong. But | know
what he means.

CUD: Thought youwould. How many times havethey got you into
trouble—you know—spent your money, taken your mind off your
work, landed you into quarrels, cost you your job—eh?

JOE (grinning): | can't remember.

CUD.: Yousee

ALICE (halfhumorous, halfserious): | might have known when you
started off with your Hello, Beautiful. In fact, | did know. | said so.
(To MRS. B.) Didn't| say soright at the start?

l\glRS. B.: Yes dear. | 'eard you. But'esall right. No'armin'im
a all.
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JOE: Thank you, Ma.

Enter PHILIPPA, excitedly.

PHIL.: | say, Mr. Cudworth, do you know what there is down
there?

CUD.: No, couldn't see athing last time | looked down.

PHIL.: Wel, you cannow. There'sacity.

ALICE: Acity! Let'shavealook.

She joins PHIL., followed by JOE and CUDWORTH, in looking
down over the wall. It is now much lighter though not quite full
daylight.

PHIL.: Youseg itisacity, isn'tit? Look—you can see the avenues
and squares. | saw them distinctly a minute ago.

ALICE (excitedly): | can seethem. It'sall misty yet, but | canjust see
them. Look, Joel

JOE: | am looking, Alice, but | can't see any avenues or sguares or
anything but alot o' ground mist.

PHIL (impatiently): You aren't lookingproperly.

CUD. (staring away): Well, Fm looking properly—staring my eyes
out—and | can't see anything but mist. Shapes in it, of course, but
they might be anything.

PHIL, (impatiently): They aren't anything. | tell you, they're big
buildings and houses and streets and squares and boulevards. It's a
city. And amarvellous city. | distinctly saw it.

ALICE: | hopeyou'reright. | believeyou are too.

Enter MALCOLM and DOROTHY STRITTON, rather cross and
argumentative.

MAL.: I'm not arguing, Dorothy. There's no point in having an
argument when we don't know what's happened to us or where we've
got to——

MRS. STR.: But that'swhat I've been saying to you all along——

MAL. : Just let mefinish, please, dear. | say—I'm not arguing, but
| doinsist that never for one single moment did | suggest we should go
to Tewkesbury. It wasyour ideafrom the first. I'm not blaming you—
why should 1?—but | do say——

MRS. STR. (who hasjust seenif): There'sadoor there.

MAL. (holding offfromit): Sol see.

MRS. STR. (who is now examining it): No bell or knocker or any-
thing.

MAL.: Even if there was, | don't see what right we have to start
ringing or banging away. Wedon't know who livesthere——
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MRS. STR. (not loudly but in sudden rage): We can ask them where
we are, can't we?

MAL. (going nearer, sowly): Yes, | suppose so. But, y'know, it's
gtill very early——

I\/HRS. STR. (fiercely): Malcolm, if you won't bang on that door, then
I will.

MAL. (moving slowly): Oh—well—of course—I'll do it—

JOE (calling across): Don't bother, pal. We've all tried it—and they
don't reply.

MAL.: Oh—thanks. You heard what he said, dear——

MRS. STR.: Of course | heard what he said. (Andasifto show what
she thought of it, she goes to door and begins knocking on it loudly.)

MAL. (when clearly nothing is happening): You see, dear——

MRS. STR. (exasperated): Oh Malcolm, you are maddening—
(She sits down, notfar from where the others are standing.)

ALICE (cheerfully): We think there's a city down there.

PFIH.: I'msurethereis.

MRS. STRITTON ignoresthisandlooksstraight ahead. MALCOLM
noticesthisand feelshe ought to answer for her.
MAL. (with nervous checi fulness): Oh really? A city?
ALICE (dieerfully and casually): Yes. Come and see if you can seiit.
MAL. exchangesaglancewith hiswife. Shelooksfurious.

MRS. SIR. (angrily): Wdll, goon, seeif you can seeit.

MAL.: Well, wouldn't you liketo seeif you—

MRS. STR. (sharply): No. | don't believe anybody can see anything
yet,

PHIL, (callingacross): | sawit quiteclearly.

MRS. STR. (contemptuously): Oh, didyoureally?

PHIL.: Yes | did. And | wish you wouldn't be so beastly bad-
tempered.

MRS.STR.(angrily): Whatdoyoumean?

CUD. (coolly): She means bad-tempered, Mrs—er.
MALCOLM.) What's your name? Mine's Cudworth.

MAL.:Stritton.

CUD.: London?

MAL.: No, Mr. Cudworth, Leamington. I'm in the West Midland
Bank there.

CUD.: Can't say | know it. Heard of it, of course, but can't really
say | know it. | bank at Barclays. Have donefor years.
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JOB (grinning): Where do you bank, Miss Foster?

A’%ICE (promptly): Post Office Savings, Mr. Dinmore. What about
you?

JOE: The London and Wide World Rolling Stone No Maoss
Limited.

MRS. STR. (to MRS. B.): | think it's going to be warmer, don't you?

MRS. B. (politely): | wouldn't be at al surprised, Mrs. Stritton.

PHIL. : I'm beginning to wonder if we're not dl crackers.

CUD. (puzzed): Crackers?

JOE: She means cracked, daft, bug-house, barmy.

CUD.: Certainly not, Miss Loxfield. Silly ideal Don't fed at dl
cracked myself. Just rather out of touch with things, that's all.

PHIL.: Oh—wsll, for that matter, | fed al right. Rather better than
usual, though that's not saying an awful lot. But | feel that something
might happen.

ALICE (heartily): Yes. So do I.

They look at each other with a kind of quick understanding.

PHIL: Yes—but—well, you look as if quite alot had happened to
you already——

ALICE (halthumorous, half serious): Here, steady.

JOE (butting in): | know what she means.

ALICE (quickly): No, you don't, and you keep out of this.

PHIL.: But, you see, hardly anything happensto me. Honestly.

JOE: Don'tyou do any work?

PHIL.: No.

JOE (not roughly): Well, if you went and did some work, perhaps
something might start happening——

PHIL.: | know, but mother'd have afit.

JOE: Wéel, let her have a fit.

PHIL.: Oh—it'sall right talking——

CUD.: Ifyou ask me, there'salot to be said for that old idea about
women's place being in the home.

JOE: How many girls haveyou got inyour office?

CUD.: Six.

JOE: And how many women have you got in your home?
CUD.: | haven'tany.

JOE: Well then, what's the use of telling us you believe there's alot
to be said for women's place being in the home? You don't redly
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believeit at dl. If you did, you'd pop those gx girls from the officein
your home—and make a start that way.

CUD.: Talk sense!

ALICE (to CUD.): Don't mind him, Mr. Cudworth, he's only
showingoff.

PHIL.: I don't know. It sounds sensible to me.

ALICE (with humorous warning): Hoy!

PHIL.: No—I mean, people are dways saying they believe this and
that, but then you see that they don't behave as if they believed it.
There's such alot of pretence about.

CUD.: Quiteright too. Hasto be.

PHIL.: Why?

CUD.: Got to keep up appearances, young woman. You'd be
among the first to grumbleif we started dropping our pretences. Sort
of mannersreally. (To other two men.) Aren't they?

MAL.: Yes

JOE: No.

MRS. STR. (with sudden sharp effect): | believe you enjoy con-
tradicting people, don't you?

JOE: Uptoapoint—yes.

ALICE (unfriendly): | suppose you agree with everybody—eh?

MRS. STR.: We're not talking about me.

MAL. (nervoudyfillingthegap): This—er—placerather remindsme
of atown in France that we once saw. D'you remember, Dorothy?
The Chateaux Country. Near the River Loire, y'know. Very beautiful
old placesthey aretoo. Though of coursethis doesn't look particularly
old. Quite new, in fact. But somehow there's a resemblance. Don't
you think so, Dorothy?

MRS. STR. (hesitates—then): Yes, thereis, Malcolm.

The otherspaying no attention to them, they give each other a
smile, then MRS. STR. patstheplacenext to her andhegoesandsits
there. Ofthe others, only ALICE is till staring down, the rest being
still up there butfacing awayfrom wall.

LADY LOXFELD and SIR GEORGE now enter together, dlowly, im

pressively, from left.

LADY L.: But surely she was a Carmichadl.

SIR G.: Yes, rather. Her cousn married a cousin o' mine—you
may have run into him—Tommy Basingworth. Nice little fella,
Tommy, so long as you didn't have too much of him. His brother
Archie—also my cousin, of course—married one of the Logan girls.
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LADYL.: Oh, good gracious—yes. Those Logan girlst Which one
wasit—Kitty?

SR G.. No, Dolly. Kitty came rather a nasty cropper, you
remember. | used to go duck-shootin' with their brother—Piggy
Logan.

CUD. (crisply cutting in): Used to be a Logan running the Thames
and Medway Trust. Very sharp he was too. Couldn't put anything
past that Logan.

SR G.: Not the same family. Not very brainy, these Logans. You
in the City?

CUD.: Yes Areyou?

SIR G.: Oh—good lord—no. Often wish | was. Got two or three

potty little directorships that take me up to town now and then. That's
al.

LADYL.:Philippa

PHIL, (not eagerly): Yes Mother?

LADY L.: You remember that Mrs—er—well, I'd better not
mention names—but the woman we met last week at Rhoda's—the
one who mixed the cocktails—you remember? Well, Sr George has
been telling me dl about her, and | was perfectly right. She was—and
not once but twice!

PHIL (who isn't interested): Was what ?

LADY L.: Di-vorced, darling. Just as| thought. And not once—
but twice.

MRS. SIR. (boldly): Well, youdon't know whosefaultit was.

LADY L. (coldly): | begyour pardon.

MRS. STR.: | say—youdon'tknowwhosefaultit was.

MAL. (mutteringcaution): Dorothy!

LADY L. gives them a stare and then turns away.

SIRG. (toCUD.): Some of thefellas at the club seemto bemakin' a
very nice thing out of West Coast Manganese.

CUD.: Don'ttouch'em.
SR G.: Didn't think of doin', actually.
JOE: | was out on the Coast onetime. It washell.
SR G.: | wasn't addressin' you, y'know.
JOE (grinning): | wasn'taddressingyou.
] SIE)Q G. (ignoring this, to CUD.): What d'you fellas recommend these
ays®
CUD. (asifabout togivehot tip): Doyouwant someeasy money?
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SiRG. (eagerly): Yes.

CUD.: Sodol.

SIRG.: Wdl?

CUD.: That'sdl for the present. But | think | know where to find
some easy money.

MRS. B. (calmly): Except that yer can't find a post office.

CUD. (irritably): I know, I know.

MRS. B. (with no outward signs of mirth): That gives me a bit of a
laugh, that does. If yer'll excuse me sayin' so, Mr. Cudworth.

CUD.: Here, don't you be vindictive.

JOE: I'm surprised at you, Ma.

MRS. B.: After cleanin' an' doin' alot of offices for sharp gentlemen

like you, | think I'm entitled to a bit of alaugh now. An' I'll bet yer
don't know 'oo cleans your office, Mr. Cudworth.

CUD. (briskly): Wdll, that'swhereyou'rewrong. | do know. It'sa
Mrs. Sutton, who lives at E.56, Booker's Buildings, E.C.2. Matter of
fact, she's the widow of afellow who was once a clerk with me. Years
ago. Years and years ago. He died long since. Edgar Sutton.
Dreamt about him the other night.

SIR G.: Wadll, talking about dreams—queer thing, but my Uncle
Everard, who was yearsin the Straits Settlements and then came home
to be Joint Master of the North Barsetshire, used to dream regularly—
once a month—he was being chased by aleopard. Which just shows
you—well, things are pretty queer really—dreams and dl that. Care
for another stroll, Lady L oxfield?

LADY L.: Just what | was about to suggest. Philippal

PHIL.: No, Mother, I'd much rather not.

LADY L. (firmly): And 7V much rather you came with us.

PHIL, (emphatically): Mother, | want to stay here.

They stare at each other; challengingly, a moment. There is a
pause. The light is now much stronger, and now there comes a
golden gleamfrom below, as if the city there were reflecting the
dawn glow. ALICE, who has been staring down, now jumps up,
pointing.

ALICE (excitedly): Oh—Christians awake!—Ilook there!

JOE and PHIL, turn and stare down eagerly. CUDWORTH and then
the STRITTONS are next, then LADY LOXFIELD and SR GEORGE.
They all take it in slowly. We hear a distant but clear highfanfare.

SIRG. (casually): Rumsort of show.

ALICE (indignantly): It's beautiful.
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SR G.: Reminds me of that—what's it—Empire Exhibition at
Wembley——

LADY L.: | found that frightfully tiring—didn't you?
SIR G.: Yes.

PHIL.: I'll bet thisisn't abit likeit.

ALICE (eagerly): Well, what do you think of it, Joe?
JOE (slowly): | don't know.

ALICE (disgusted): How d'you mean—you don't know?

JOE: I've seen places before that looked as good as this. You'd see
'em along way off, after weeks at sea, and think you were sailing into
Heaven. But when you got inside 'em—God, they stank.

ALICE: Werenot talking about smellsnow.

JOE: I'm not either. | mean that when you got inside ‘em, the carry-
on there was so terrible—poor devils sitting about in rags with their
ribs showing through—Xkids crawling about the gutters with their faces
al running sores——

PHIL, (shuddering): Oh—shut up. Don't spail it.

JOE (grimly): All right. 1 won't. But that'swhy | said | didn't know.

PHIL.: Anyhow, it's not like that down there. (To ALICE.) Isit?

ALICE: No, I'msureitisn't.

CUD. (after a pause): Looks very fancy to me. Too fancy. Don't
care for anything fancy.

SIRG.: Quite right.

MAL. (to hiswife): What do you think of it, dear?

MRS. STR. (uncertainly): It's—peculiar, isn'tit?

MAL.: Yes—it seems—along way from home, doesn't it?

MRS. B. (who has never moved): It don't to me.

MRS.STR.:Doesn'tit?

MRS. B.: No.

JOE (surprised): But you didn't
What are you trying to tell us, Ma?

MRS. B.: I'm not tryin' to tel yer anything. But | ‘ave my little
ideas same as the rest of yer——

JOE: Quite right, Ma.
ALICE: Go on, Mrs. Batley.
MRS. B.: No, dear, that'sall.
The others stare at her, puzzled, then look down again.

LADY L. (dreamily): When | wasadgirl | wentto Venice. | went for
ten days . . . quite by myself. ... It wasn't easy to do that then
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.. . butlddit. Spring . .. 1909 . . . Venicein Spring . . . and
before these terrible wars began and everything changed ... | was
only a girl, of course . . . very young . . . and foolish . . . but |
was very happy . . . very happy . . .

P|H|L, (who has been staring at her): But, Mother, you never told
me!

LADYL.: No, Philippa. | never told anybody.

PHIL.: Butyou ought to havetold me.

LADY L. shakes her head, and then gets down and wanders slowly
offleft. PHIL, hesitates a moment, thenfollows her hatily.

ALICE: Can't see any people about down there. And it's the people
| want to see now.

CUD.: Tooearly. Nobody upyet. (Getting down.) Later on, they'll
probably open that door.

SR G. (alsogetting down): You goingin, then?

CUD.: Certainly. Place that size—well worth looking at.

SIRG. (joining him): Agreewith you. Ought to be ableto get abath
and some sort of breakfast. What d'you make of the place?

CUD. (confidentially): Can't say for certain yet, of course. But
plenty of money there. No doubt about that. Can't put up buildings
that gze for nothing.

SIR G.: Dunno about that. Some of these people seem to. Enor-
mous buildings—cathedrals, palaces, dl that sort of thing—and
nobody in the place with tuppence to bless himsalf with. Seen that
often. Spain, Italy, out East. You'd be surprised. Carefor astroll?

CUD. (beginning to move left with him): All right. Might see a hit
more, further along. Some of these people have the assets but don't
know how to use 'em. Take South America, for example . . .

They have gone off left. JOE looks after them, then turns to
ALICE, who is till staring down.

JOE: Did you hear those two?

ALICE: No, | wasn'ttaking any notice. Why?

JOE: Typical specimens o' the boss class. Grab, grab, grab—that's
al they care about.

ALICE: Andwhat d'you careabout?

JOE: That'snot thepoint.

ALICE: What isthe point then?

JOE (emphatically): The pointis—here's two typica specimens——

ALICE (angrily): Oh—shut up about your typical specimens.

JOE: What'sthe matter withyou?
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ALICE: Itisn't what's the matter with me, it's what the matter with
you. Here we are—and down there is a wonderful place, like nothing
we've ever seen before. And al you can do is to shake your fat head
and say you don't know what it's like, and then pay no more attention
t(l) it because you're bothering about your typica specimens of the boss
class.

JOE: And sowhat?

ALICE: Wel, | say you're as bad asthey are—if not worse.

JOE: Like hel | am!

ALICE (stormily): | might have known, | might have known.

JOE: Now lisgten——

ALICE: Oh—shut it!

Shehurries out left. JOE stares after her, then looks at STRITTON.

JOE: Didyou hear that? What's the matter with her?

MAL.: | don't know, I'm sure.

MRS. STR. (unpleasantly): I'm surprised at that. You talked to her
long enough.

MAL.: Now, Dorothy, you know very well | was looking for
you——

MRS. STR.: Yes, youtold methat before.

MAL. (wearily): All right. All right.

MRS. STR. (marchingout left): Itisn'tal right.

MALCOLM looksfor a moment as ifhe were about tofollow her,
but then restrains himself. JOE goes nearer to him—and nearer to
MRS. B.

MAL. (apologetically): My wife's rather upset . . . she isn't too
strong . . . and this queer business, well, you can imagine. You see,
by this time we ought to have been staying with her uncle. He has a
large farm—two farms really—near Tewkesbury. And now of course
we don't know where we are, and he doesn't either. So she's naturally
upset. (Hesitating.) Perhaps| ought to go after her.

JOE: | wouldn't.

MRS. B. (quietly): Neither would I. Leave 'er alone.

JOE: Shé's bad-tempered, that's what's the matter with her. And
so is that other Judy—Alice. Here, Ma, how do you women get that
way—all sugar and honey one minute, and the next minute tearing and
spitting like wild cats? What causes it?

MRS. B.: Diff'rent things—sameasyou.

JOE: Ohno, not thesame as us. | can't have that. (To MAL.) Can
you?
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MAL.: No, | can't, | must say. They seem to lose their temper so
suddenly, and without any real reason.

MRS. B.: No, Mr. Stritton, there's dlus a reason. Now Mrs.
Stritton, she went off in a 'uff, as yer might say, like that, ‘cos, as you
sad, she's upset an' worried. An' | expect she's one of them who
when they starts worryin' soon begin to worry about everything. So
just 'cos she catches yer talkin' to that young woman—Alice, she feels
more uncertain still—an' then she loses ‘er temper with you just ‘cos
yer've made 'er fed like that just when she needed a bit o' comfort.

JOE: Ma, | can seeyou know it dl. Now what about the other one
—Alice? What made her fly off the handle?

MRS. B.: Wdll, | don't know that | ought to let on about 'er.

JOE: Goon, Ma. I'll keep it to myself. And so will Mr. Stritton.

MAL.: Oh—of course. Most certainly.

MRS. B.: That Alice is one that's had a lot o' disappointments.
Well, she meets you 'ere an' fancies you——

MM., (dtartled): Me?

MRS. B.: No, no—'im. Then she's disappointed in yer, and that
makes 'er mad at 'erself for expectin' anything, an' being disappointed
again, and then she gets mad at you 'cos yer've made 'er mad at
‘erself.

JOE (gloomily): Yes, | see.

MAL. (politely): Quite a character-reader redly, aren't you, Mrs.—
er—Batley?

MRS. B.: No, but | like to watch people an' think about 'em.

JOE (gloomily): Ma, you've depressed me.

MRS. B.: Now, now! Just'cos she was disappointed in you!

JOE: No, no, no. You've got it all wrong there, Ma. That's too
smple atogether.

MRS. B.: It's better if it's smple.

JOE: Not with meitisn't. And I'll tdl you why. I'm not a simple
character. I'mcomplicated, | am. (To MAL.) Areyou?

MAL.: Well—no—I wouldn't say | was. But not smple either.
Somewhere between the two, I'd say.

JOE (gloomily): My trouble is—I don't believe in the Revolution.
I'm a revolutionary who can't believe in the Revolution. You can
see where that lands afellow. Nowhere. Or here.

MRS. B.: What you want's a nice little ‘ome.

JOE (shouting): 1 don't want a nice little home. I've spent my life
running away from nice little homes.
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MRS. B.: Yes, and where'sit got you?

JOE (ordinar{)el neagain): |justsadthat. I'm nowhere. But that's
because | can't believe in the Revolution.

MAL.: What Revolution?

JOE: Theonethat'sonitsway. Oh, youreforital right. Andwait
till you see what it does to Leamington and the West Midland Bank.
And I'll bet you're very very fond of Leamington and the West
MdlandBank. Aren'tyou?

MAL. (decidedly): No, I'm not.

JOE: You surprise me.

MAL.: Leamington doesn't suit me. Never has done. And as for
theWest MidlandBank—well, tobefrank—(dropshisvoicecautiously)
—I consider it to be completely out-of-date—and—and—

JOE (with mock whisper): Goon. Tell methe worst.

MAL. (inawhisper): An obstacle to true economic progress.

JOE: Wdll, well, well!

MAL. (very confidentially): And another thing. | consider the
chairman of the Bank, Sr Herbert Groosby-Perkins, a mean and
contemptible old toad.

JOE: That's fine. But what's the use of just whispering it to me?
Tell everybody. Shout it at the top of your voice. I'll bet you daren't.
Doyou good, y'’know. Timeyou let off steam, after pussyfootingitin
that Leamington bank for years. Go on. Tel them. Let it rip. I'll
dare you to.

MAL.: All right. (Hegoesto thewall, and shouts down, very loud.)
| consider the chairman of the Bank, Sir Herbert Groosby-Perkins, a
mean and contemptible toad.

JOE (a?MAL. turns): Good! How d'youfeel?

MAL. (smiling): | feel better.

MRS. STRITTON dashes in.

MRS. STR. (urgently): Macolm, what on earth are you doing—
shouting like that? | thought you'd gone mad.

MAL. (smiling): No.

JOE: What'stheuse of sayingNo? Tell her you have gone mad.

aIIMRk?' STR. (urgently, clutchinghim): Malcolm—please! Areyou—
right?

He nods, still smiling. Then he calmly but efficiently kisses her,
which both surprisesher andimpressesher, sothat shestaresathim.
Hegives her another smiling nod andreleasesher.

MAL.: Why can'tyou believein the Revolution, Mr—er——?
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JOE: Cdl me Joe. | can't bdieve in the Revolution because I've
gone sour. | don't see people making anything good together. They
always seem to make something bad. When they make anything good,
they don't do it dl together but by themselves. But if the Revolution
is to be any use, they've got to be able to make something good
together. Seewhat | mean?

MAL.: Not quite, Joe. Givemean example.

JOE: You know a house—or a pub—or one of those foreign cafes
—and it's good. No doubt about that, it's good. But that's because
one man's done it. But when you get a town, acity, a country, what
arethey like, the whole dam’ lot of 'em? They'reterrible. See?

MAL.: Yes, | see

JOE: Pals of mine say "Ah yes, but look at the conditions, look at
the system—all wrong." | agree. The conditions are stinking. The
system's hell. All right. But that don't convince me that people can
make anything good together. It doesn't seem to happen that way.
I've gone sour.

MRS. S. (after apause): Youtalk alot, don't you?

JOE: Yes, | talk and talk.

MRS.STR.: Whatfor?

MAL.: Here—steady, Dorothy!

MRS. STR.: Why should | mind what | say to him? Hedoesn't mind
what he says. Tellingyou to tell meyou've gone mad!

JOE: | thought you might like him better mad. Y ou've had him sane
long enough. And didn't seem to think much of it. There ought to be
something somewhere in a man that a woman can't control, one bit of
himjust out of her reach.

MRS. B.: Samewith women.

JOE: Right, Ma. (To MRS. STR.) | talk and talk because | like it,
because I'm not sure of myself, because I'm always finding things out.
Why are you so disappointed? What isit you want?

MRS. STR.: | want three children and alarge garden.

JOE: What haveyou got?

MRS. STR.: No children and asmall garden.

MAL.: You see, things have been difficult—

JOE: Don't make a personal issue of it. And no gpologies. She's
heard 'em already, and we don't want to hear 'em. Do we, Ma?

MRS. B.: Yes, | do.

JOE: Wll, get together with her afterwards, and thrash it out. (To
MRS. STRITTON.) Must they be your own children and your own
garden?
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MRS. SIR.: Yes, of course. What do you think | want? To work in
aday nursery in a public park? (With suddenpassion.) | want my own
children and my own place.

She moves away and sits by MRS, B., who gives her hand a
consoling pat or two.

JOE (after a pause, to MAL.): That's how it is, you see. Nearly
everybody wants their own.

MAL.: It'sunderstandable, isn't it?

JOE: Yes, but then you say things have been difficult, and my pals
say the conditions are terrible, and | say the system's al wrong. So
let's change 'em, and up the Revolution. But nearly everybody still
wants their own this and that. They still can't make anything good
together. So what chance have we with the Revolution? And what
chance have wewithout it? Seewhat | mean?

MAL.: Uptoapoint. But I've never thought on those lines.
JOE: What lines have you thought on?
MAL.: Banking and credit. The private control of public credit.

That won't do, y'know, Joe. It simply won't do. We oughtn't to have
it. | wouldn't say this to everybody, of course—

JOE: Why not? Say it to everybody. Have it out with your chair-
man, Sir Herbert Boogy-Woogy——

MAL. (smiling): If I had it out with Sir Herbert Groosby-Perkins,
he'djolly soon have me out.

JOE: Well, you'll probably be out soon anyhow. Perhapsyou're out
now. After all, what are you doing here? What are we al doing here?

MRS. SIR.: Now you're beginning to talk sense. That's what | want
to know. That's what's worrying me. Sitting here, chattering and
arguing about nothing, and al the time we don't know where we are,
how we've got here, why we're here, how we'll ever get back——

JOE (excited, pointing to door): Hy—Iook!

The door in the tower now slowly begins to open, until it is wide
open. In the entrance thus revealed, there is light suggesting sun-
light comingfrom an open space beyond but not seen. They stare at
itinsilence.

MRS. B. (rising, calmly): Wdll, I'm going to 'ave a nice look round.

She goes, not taking her shopping basket. The others, surprised,
watch her disappear through the entrance.

JOE: If you ask me, there's morein Ma than meets the eye. She'sa
dark horse, Mais. Off she goes, first in, without turning a hair.

MRS. SIR.: Perhaps because she doesn't talk so much.
[ 171)



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY

JOE: | wouldn't be surprised.

MAL. isnow examining the entrance in a tentative kind of way.

MRS. SIR. (rather alarmed): Malcolm! Be careful.

MAL.: Yes, dear. |just want to see what happens.

He disappears through the entrance. MRS. SIR. hasnow risen and
IS moving uncertainty towards the door. MALCOLM reappears.

It's al right. There are some steps the other side that go down to a
roadway that leads you straight down into the city.

MRS. SIR.: Do you think—we could go in?

MAL. (with a shade of uncertainty): | don't see why not. After al,
they opened the door—as if they expected people to come in this way.
And it all—seems—a civilised sort of place——

] MRS. SIR. (hesitating, then making up her mind): All right, come on
then.

Theygointogether. JOE, hummingor whistlingcasually, wanders
in after them. All three disappear, but JOE reappears a moment
afterwards. Just as he sits or sprawls negligently, PHILIPPA and
LADY LOXFIELD arrivefrom left.

PHIL, (eagerly): You can see lots of people down there now. They
look awfully nicetoo.

LADYL.: Philippadarling, you don't know what they'relike. How
could you tell fromthat distance? They may be awful.

PHIL.: Well, they didn't look awful. (Noticing the door, gasping.)
Hel p!—thedoor'sopen.

JOE: Wide open. You go through there, down some steps, and in
five minutes you're in the city. Ma led the way, and Stritton and his
wife havejust gone.

PHIL.: Comeon, Mother. Let'sgo.

LADY L.: Now Philippa, don't be childish. We don't know what
this placeis—or who these people are——

PHIL.: It's better than Bournequay, whatever it is—and the people
can't be much worse.

LADY L.: But we don't know what these people are like. They
might kill us—

PHIL.: Why should they? And anyhow, the people in Bournequay
were killing me.

LADY L.: | think we ought at least to wait for Sir George and Mr.
Cudworth.

PHIL, (gravely and decisively): Mother—I'm going straight through
there now. If you'll comewith me, I'll be glad. But whether you do or
not, 1'm going.
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LADY L. (putting a hand on her arm): Just a minute, Philippa
Y ou're grown-up now—-

PHIL.: I'm glad you redise that, Mother.

LADY L. (slowlg?: Yes, | rediseit. You're grown-up and | can't
prevent you from talking like that or behaving sometimes as if | were
only a stupid encumbrance. But | can a least ask you not to be so
cruel, not to try to hurt me.

PHIL, (half impatient, half penitent): Mother, I'm not.

LADY L. (with dignity): Come aong, then. (Turning to JOE, just
before leaving.) If you're staying here a little longer, would KOU mind
telling Sr George Gedney and Mr. Cudworth that my daughter and |
have gone down into the city?

JOE: riltel Tem.

PHIL, (to JOE): | thought you'd have been thefirst in. Aren't you
coming?

JOE: Idunnoyet. Might. Might not.

They go through doorway. JOE sits down. There is now full
brilliant daylight on the whole scene. After a moment or two SIR
G. and CUDWORTH enter slowly, deep in talk.

CUD.: So | said, "You think that's smart, eh?" And he said,
"Well, it's good business, isn't it?" So | said, "I don't know about
that. Where's your option?' And he said, "Don't worry about that,
Mr. Cudworth. | can have that option by to-morrow." And | said,
"No, you can't, because it's here in my pocket." You ought to have
seen his face.

SR G.: Savethefelaright. Hello, whereis everybody?

JOE: Gonethroughthat doorway. Lady Loxfield and daughter went
only aminute since, and told meto tell you.

SIR G.: Door open, en? Ought to see this place, don't you think,
Cudworth? Might be something in your way, eh?

CUD.: Nothing like having a look round. Used to spend my
holidays that way. Keeping my eyes and ears open. Picked up a
controlling interest that way once in the Tormouth Trams. Sold out
afterwards, of course. Trams no good to me.

SIR G.: Quite. Don't blame you. Trams no good to anybodly.

JOE: Whatisany goodtoyou?

CUD.: Tryingto besmart?

JOE: Not specidly.

CUD.: Never payswith me.

JOE: | dare say. But what isany good to you?
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CUD.: Money is.

JOE: Why, what d'you do with it?

CUD.: Make more money.

JOE: Sowhat?

CUD.: Now listen, and don't think you know it dl. Have you been
kicked about?

JOE: Yes. Plenty.

CUD.: And that young woman along there—I'll bet she's been
kicked about too.

JOE: I'll bet she has.

CUD.: Yes, wdl, | haven't. Why? Too much money. Now—who's
laughing?

JOE: Wdll, I'm not crying.

SR G. (goingover tohim): But hehadyouthere, though. Must have
money. Don't | know it. Going to put this golf club down here.
Look a fool wand'ring round a strange town carryin' that thing, eh?
Keep an eyeonit, will you?

JOE: | don't promise. Areyou what they call an aristocrat?

SR G.: Dunno about that. I'm the seventh baronet, if that's
an;r/]thri)ng. Got an old place in Wiltshire. Landed gentry, | suppose.
Why*

JOE: | wasn't sure. But where you people made the mistake wasin
ganging up with these money boys. Y ou ought to have ganged up with
us—the crowd, the mob, the people without any money. | once read a
piece by Disraeli where he said that. But you didn't. And it's too late
now.

SIR G.: | haven't the foggiest notion what you're talkin' about.
Sorry! (ThCuo.) You know what he'stalkin' about, Cudworth?

CUD.: Yes—and he'swrong. | must find a post office, then have a
look round.

SiRG.: Rightyouare! Lead on.

They go out briskly through doorway. JOE sits, looking rather
morose. ALICE entersslowly, looking rather miserabletoo.

ALICE: Hélo, Joe.

JOE: Hdllo, Alice.

ALICE (hesitating): I'm sorry | told you to shut it, Joe.

JOE: That'sal right. | talk too much.

ALICE: No, 1 went an' lost my temper. | wouldn't have doneit if |
hadn't thought | was going to like you.

JOE: | know. That'swhat Masad.

[ 174]



ACT i THEYCAMETOACITY

ALICE: Ma? Oh—her. Here, been talking me over?

JOE: No, shejust happened to mention it. Said | disappointed you.
ALICE: Wéel, you did, Joe. I'll admit it.

JOE (looking hard at her): I'm no treat, y'know.

ALICE: Ifit comesto that, neither aml.

JOE (still looking): Oh—yes, you are. | said that to myself the
minute | set eyes on you and as soon as | heard you talking. "Joe,"
| said, "this one's atreat."

ALICE (secretly delighted): I'll bet you didn't.

JOE: That's what | said to myself, and I've been thinking it ever
since. Look—(pointing)—thedoor's open.

ALICE (seeing it, excited): Oh—Joe Is that where the others have
gone?

JOE: Yes.

ALICE: Andwereyouwaitingfor me?

JOE: | washoping to seeyou again.

ALICE: Wdll, herel am. Comeon, Joe. What arewewaitingfor?

JOE: | told you before—I've seen alot of places.

ALICE: Sohavel, for that matter.

JOE: Nottheway | have. Sailingin at dawn——

ALICE (impatiently): And they looked wonderful—and then when

you walked round 'em and had a few beers, they looked terrible. All
ribs and running sores. | heard you.

JOE: All right then—you heard me.
ALICE: Butit'snot goingto belikethat here——
JOE: How d'you know?

ALICE: Becausel fed itisn't. Besides, I've been staring at it for the
last half hour and it doesn't look that sort of place. And even if it
might be—we're here, aren't we? We might as well move about a bit
and make the best of it and see what there is to see. (With change of
tone.) What's the matter with you, Joe?

JOE: I'm like you. I've had a lot o' disappointments and | don't
want any more.
ALICE: Comehere, you bigslly.

She stands expectantly, and slowly he comes towardsher. When
heisclose, shekisseshim, quickly, andwhen hegivesa cryandtries
to take her in hisarms, she laughs and dlips back, eluding him.

Oh—no, you dont't.
JOE: What—never?
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ALICE: Never just here at this time of day.

JOE: Ah—that's different.

ALICE: And never anywhere at any timejust by grabbing.

JOE (dowly, staring at her):  Okay. I'll remember.

ALICE: But you're coming with me to look at the city?

JOE: Yes, I'm coming with you.

ALICE (happy): Joe!

Sheflashes him a smile, then goes through the doorway and he

followsher. From the city, down beyond the wall, we hear again the
littiefanfare.

CURTAIN

END OF ACT ONE
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The set is exactly as we left it, with the door till wide open. But the
lighting is different, suggesting the end of day, just as the previous
lighting su%gested early morning. The lighting isfull at first, but a
shade less brilliant and more mellow than that at the end of Act I.
MRS. BATLEY'S shopping basket and SIR GEORGE'S golf club arejust
where they were before.

After a moment, SIR GEORGE himself enters through doorway, 1ooks
about for his golf club, finds it with pleasure and practises a stroke
or two, then sitsdown and smokes. Then MRS. STRITTON, looking
rather hot and bothered, arrives through doorway.

MRS. STR.: Oh—Sir George!

SIRG. (noticingher, rising): What? Oh—yes—MTrs. Stritton.

MRS. STR.: Haveyou seenmy husband—Mr. Stritton—up here?

SIRG.: Can'tsay | have. ButI've onlyjust arrived myself.

MRS. STR.: Hesaid if we missed each other, we'd meet up here.

SIR G.: Quite. Wéll, there's plenty of time, y'know. I'd st down
and take it easy. (As they do sit down) Exhaustin' sort of day we've
had, really. Cigarette?

MRS. STR.: No, thank you, Sir George. | don't smoke. I've tried
severd times, just to keep Ma colm—my husband—company, but I've
never really enjoyedit. (Pause.) Didyou likethis city?

SIR G.: No, couldn't stand the place.

MRS. STR.: No, | didn't likeit either.

SIR. G.: Very sensible of you.

MRS. STR.: But| know Macolmlikesit.

SIR G.: Good God! You surprise me. Didn't think he was that
sort of chap.

MRS. STR.: What sort of chap?

SIR G.: Well—the sort of chap who'd like this sort of place. In
a bank, isn't he?

MRS. STR.: Yes, the West Midland at Leamington.

SIR G.: And a decent steady sort of chap I'd have thought——

MRS. STR. (eagerly): Oh, heis.

SR G.: That other fella now—stoker or mechanic or whatever he
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is—fellawho talks so much—well, it ‘ud never surprise me if he liked
this sort of place. Just his style, probably. Saw him once or twice, and
he seemed to be enjoyin’ himself | must say.

MRS. STR.: He and that waitress girl were pretending to do some
work in that funny-looking factory when we had a look at it this
morning. Then the next time | saw them they were dancing in those
gardens——

SiRG.: What gardens?

MRS. STR.: Didn't you see those gardens where they were al
dancing?

SIR. G.: No. Think | must have dropped off after lunch. Don't
care about dancing in gardens, though, at any time. And shouldn't
have thought your husband was the sort of chap who'd want to go
dancing in gardens.

MRS. STR.: No, Malcolm wasn't dancing in the gardens. It was Joe
Dinmore and that girl Alice. But | must say Malcolm seemed to be
enjoying himself, and absolutely wore me out dragging me round.

SIR. G.: Quite! A little of this sight-seein’ goes a long way with
me. Always did. Some good-lookin' gals though, down there.

MRS. STR. (without enthusiasm): Oh, didyouthink so? | didn't.

SR G.: No, don't suppose you would. Like to see a few good-
lookin' gals about. But too many people down there for my taste.
Fact is, | don't like people. Always enjoyed myself best where there
haven't been people. A few decent fellas—old pals—and one or two
reliable servants, that sort of thing—but not mobs of people. Have
to get away from 'em. Ever try duck-shootin?

MRS. STR.: Good gracious—no!

SiRG.: No—silly question really. Wasn't thinking. But that's the
sort of life. Even when I'm in Town, | like to St quietly in the club.
Sengble old-fashioned club, y'’know. Nobody talks, and you can ill
get a decent glass of wine. But mobs of people—like you get in this
place—al bouncing round looking so pleased with themselves—
dreadful, dreadful! Helo, here's Cudworth. (CuoWORTH enters
through doorway, looking bad-tempered.) Well, Cudworth, youlook as
if you'd had quite enough.

CUD.: | havetoo.

MRS. STR.: And | must say | don't blame you, Mr. Cudworth.

CUD.: How didyou get on, Sir George?

SIRG.: | didn't.

CUD.: Samehere,

SIR G.: Wouldn't be paid to spend another day in the place.
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Though | must say, there weren't any offers. Rather the reverse, in
fact. Felain that bureau sort of place said to me, "Wdl, what can
you do?' So | said to him, "Wdll, | used to do a good dedl of huntin',
and | gill do some shootin' and  fishin—" And the fella laughed,
and said, "Are you a savege?"'

MRS. STR. (primly): I'm not surprised. | must say, some of the
things | heard and saw quite shocked me. | mean—no proper privacy
—and—and niceness—or anything. Didn't you notice that, Mr.
Cudworth?

CUD.: Uptoapoint. Don't know about niceness. Not sure what
niceness is, and don't care much anyhow. | said at first the place was
too fancy, and | was right. But what got me down were the people.

SiRG.: Bit peculiar, eh?

CUD.: Peculiar? Barmy. | said to one chap this morning—chap
with ared beard who laughed alot—I said, "Wouldn't suit me, this, at
al. Never get any proper work done." So he said, "What is your
work?" | told him. And d'you know what he said?

SIRG.: Noidea. ButI'll bet it was something damned insultin'.

CUD.: He said, "We don't cdl that work here" So | said, "Wel,
what do you cdl it then?' He said, "We cdl it crime.”

MRS. SIR. (impressed): Hedidn't!

CUD.: He did. And then he sad if they caught me a it, I'd be
sentenced to a year's road-making.

SIR G.: They're not civilised.

CUD.: Wait a minute. I've hardly started yet. | thought this red-
bearded chap must be mad—he looked a bit mad—so | tried someone
ese, an old fellow who looked serious enough. He asked me if he
could do anything for me, and so | said I'd like to meet afew of their
prominent business men in same line of business as myself. He didn't
seem to understand that, so | explained—just the rudiments—and do
you know what hedid?

SIRG.: Yes. He laughed.

CUD.: Oh no, he didn't. He handed me over to a kind of police-
man.

MRS. STR. (astonished): Policeman! | didn't notice any policemen.

CUD.: Wél, this was a policeman of some sort. And this old
fellow explained to him, and this policeman said, "I'll have him
analysed, unless he's an old offender." So | said, "Look here, I'm a
stranger here. Nothing to do with you. Didn't even want to come
here. You leave me done”" So they did.

SIRG.: Wel, Cudworth, | must say——
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CUD. (angrily): | haven't finished yet. | tell you, I've had a packet
down there to-day. This afternoon | saw a row of nice shops they'd
just finished decorating, and there was a chap looking at 'em and
making notes. So | asked him about them, and said they looked a
valuable little property, and so on. He said they were going to build a
similar row at the other side of the square. | asked him if everybody
knew, and he sad they didn't, it was till a secret. So | said, "Well,
what about the two of us forming alittle syndicate and getting a quick
option on the site? Then, with values soon going up and up, we'd
make a nice thing out of it." He didn't take that in at first, so |
explained the idea.

SIR G.: What happened? Another policeman?

CUD.: No. Worse this time. There's a friend of his walking
past, with a whole crowd of school kids. He cals this friend, and
the kids swarm round us, so that | can't move. He tells this friend
what I've suggested. This friend is some sort of schoolmaster—you
can't tell properly what they all are down there—but he was some
fancy kind of schoolmaster. Well, this schoolmaster chap asks me a
question or two—and | give him some sensible answers—as far as |
can, because they're all so damned childish. And then what? And then
what?

SIRG.: | giveit up.

CUD. (indignantly): This schoolmaster chap begins lecturing on me
—yes, on me—while I'm there, and can't get out of this crowd of kids.

SIR G.: Lecturingonyou! D'you mean—asif you were a specimen
or something?

CUD. (angrily): That'sit. | was a specimen. He said 0. Typica
acquisitive mentality—or something. Said | used—now what's it?—
genuine intuitive power anti-socially because—because—I wanted to
compensate afeeling of inferiority!

MRS. SIR.: Howinsulting! What did hemean?

CUD.: You can bet your boots that's what | asked him—sharp.
| said, "Look here, | started from nothing, just alittle shaver of a clerk
that nobody cared about, and |'ve worked hard and used my wits to get
somewhere and be somebody—;just to show ‘em there are no flies on
Fred Cudworth."

SiRG.: Quite! Andwhat did he say to that?

CUD.: Asked me to repeat it and then put it down in a notebook,
word for word. Then shook hands and said he was very grateful.
| tdl you, they're off their rockers. School kidsl They're al like
school kids. Why——

But heis interrupted by ALICE, who hurries through doorway.
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ALICE (breathlessly): Joe hasn't come up here, has he?

MRS. STR.: No. | haven't seen him since | saw you both dancing.

ALICE: That's dl right then. (She sits down, out of breath.) I'll go
Ezcdli and find him when I've had a rest. Crikey—what a day we've

CUD. (sourly): What a day we've al had!

MRS. STR.: Haveyou seen my husband?

ALICE: Yes, | passed him on the road. He's talking to some people
there. He said he was |ooking for you.

MRS. STR.: Oh—well—he'll beheresoon, | suppose.

ALICE: | aso passed Lady What's-it—creeping up the hill. | asked
her how she'd got on, and she said she hated it.

CUD.: Wdll, sodol.

ALICE: Youwould. But| can't understand her—awoman——

MRS. STR. (with sudden vehemence): But /hateit.

ALICE (astonished): You don't!

MRS. STR. (withpassion, rising): Of course | do. | hateit, | hateit,
| hate it. | wish to goodness I'd never set eyes on that beastly city. |
loathe every bit of it. 1'd like to—to—burn it down.

ALICE (rising, moving towards her, with quiet passion): | think |
could kill you for saying that.

MRS. STR.: And| loatheyoutoo. Y ou ought to have seen yourself
—grinning and screeching and making afool of yourself—down there!

ALICE (slowly): | was having the best day of my life. | was among
people who were happy, and | was happy. | wasin a wonderful place
at last. And all you candoisto spit onit.

SIR G. (protesting): Here, | say. young woman——

ALICE (turning on him): I'm not talking to you. 1 wouldn't know
how to talk to you. 1 don't know what you mean.

SIR G.: You don't know what | mean! | talk plain English, don't
1? I'll tell you what | mean——

ALICE: When | say | don't know what you mean, I'm telling you
that | can't make head or tail of you and so can't talk to you properly.
To meyou're like something stuffed and in a glass case—both you and
Lady What's-it. (More vehemently.) And anyhow, I'm not talking to
you, I'm talking to her. (Wheeling round on MRS. STR.) Yes, you!
And I'll tell you what's the matter with you. Y ou're sojealous you can
hardly breathe. You're not only jealous of your husband, you're
jealous of everybody and everything. You can't enjoy anything unless
you grab it for yourself. And you'rejealous of other people enjoying
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themselves. | saw you down there, hating it al, jealous of it, trying to
spail your husband's pleasure, turning everything sour——

MRS. STR. (furious): Shut up—you—you—don't
into tearsandturnsaway andsitsdown.)

CUD. (angrilyto ALICE): Fortwo pinsl'dbox your ears.

ALICE (fiercely): Youjusttry,that'sdl. (Jeering, almostlikeastreet
urchin.) What about that post office? Haven't you made any money
to-day? | met aman with ared beard who'd talked to you. (Laughsin
hisface, then moves towards doorway, turning as shereachesit, and
speaking quietly now) I've always hoped, in a silly sort of way, for
something wonderful just round the corner. But | never thought there
was a place as good as this. | didn't think people had it in them to
build a city like this. | never realy thought people could work and
play together like these people can. I'll do anything for these people.
I'd die for this place.

Shegoesout. MRS. STR. is sobbing quietly well apartfrom the
two men, who look after her and then at each other.

SR G. (after apause, reflectively): Bloody rude.
CUD. (angrily): 1 wish | had her under my orders for a few weeks.

SIR G.: Dare say you do, Cudworth. But you're taking it a bit
hard, aren't you? After al, she didn't tell you that you were stuffed
and in a glass case, did she? Matter of fact, | rather like a gal with a
bit of a devil in her, y'know. Did you ever run across Buster Clayhorn
—used to command the Blues?

CUD. (rather irritably): No, | never knew these Army men. |'ve
spent my life in the City.

SIR G.: | know, but | thought you might have run across Buster
—might havelent him afew hundreds—

CUD. (as before): I'm not a money-lender.

SIR G. (sincerely): No, of course not. Sorry! Well——(He stops,
and rises, because LADY LOXFIELD, looking worn, slowly enters through
doorway. MRS. STRITTON, who is sitting well over to left, gives one look
to see who it is, then looks away again,) Ah—Lady Loxfield. Tirin'
pull, isn'tit? Come and sit down.

LADY L.: Thank you. | ought to have left much earlier, but |
couldn't drag Philippa away. And at the end | had to come away
without her, but shelll be here soon.

SR G.: Enjoy yoursdf down there?

LADY L. (diffly):: Certainly not. Perhaps | care too much about
certain standards. 1've been used to being treated—well—in a certain
way—you understand——

(She bursts
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SIRG.: Understand perfectly. Know just how you feel.

LADY L.: Such impertinence everywhere too. | enquired about
charities, because I've done a good deal of voluntary work in con-
nection with various charities—and the girl began laughing and made
some most impertinent remarks.

CUD. (grimly): Shedidn't give alecture on you, did she?
LADY L.. No, of course not.

CUD.: Youdon't know them hereyet then. Therewasachapwitha
red beard . . .

SIR G. (to stop CUDWORTH'S story): | was talking about Buster
Clayhorn—used to command the Blues—did you know him?

LADY L.: There were some Dorset Clayhorns | knew. Margery
Clayhorn married an Australian and they spent several days with us
once in the Residency at Tago-Tago.

SIR G.: No, not the same. Buster was one of the Leicester Clay-
horns——

CUD. (sourly): You sound asif you weretalking about cattle.

SIR G.: Nonsense! Talkin' about an old friend of mine.

CUD. (angrily): Well, go onthen. But what doesit matter whether
he's a Dorset Clayhorn or a Leicester Clayhorn? | cal it an idiotic
way of talking about people.

LADY L.: Redly, Mr. Cudworth, you seem to be in an extremely
bad temper this evening.

SIR G. (grinning): He's had a bad day.

LADY L. (with a trace of malice): Oh—poor Mr. Cudworth.

CUD.: Don't waste any pity on me. | don't want it. Besides, you
may need it for yourself soon.

LADYL.: Indeed! Why?
CUD.: Wadll, for onethingyour daughter isn't out of thereyet, isshe?
LADY L.: Shell be hereany minute now.

CUD.: Andwhen| saw her down there, she seemed to be having the
time of her life—

LADY L. (annoyed): Well really, Mr. Cudworth. Philippas young
and naturally she enjoys achange. | can't sse——

CUD. (cutting in, sharply): No, you can't, because you've missed
my point. (Points up) Seethat sun. Setting, isn't it? Well, when it
has s, that door'll be shut, and nobody can get in, and nobody can
come out.

LADY L.: In other words, Philippa may be locked in. Thank you,
Mr. Cudworth.
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CUD. (grimly): Not at al.

LADY L.: | need hardly tell you that you're not behaving——

CUD.: Like a gentleman? I'm not a gentleman. Never pretended
to be. Not interested.

LADY L. (turning to SIR G.): | suppose they told you how you
could get bacl(< homeg didn't they)? PP Y Y g

SIR G.: Yes, rather. Did they tell you?

LADY L.: They did. | told themit wastheonly thing | really wanted
to know. They didn't like that, of course.

MRS. SIR. (rising and coming to them): But they didn't tell me.

LADY L.. Didn't they, Mrs. Stritton? Perhaps they told your
husband.

MRS. STR.: I'm surethey didn't. And | don't think he'd ask. He—
he—didn't want to go back.

SIRG.: Disappointedin him? Hedancesin gardens!

LADY L.: Youdon't want to stay in this absurd place, do you?

MRS. STR.: No, | hateit.

SIR G.: Better stick to us then. We know how to get back. Thun-
derin' good job too!

Enter JOE through doorway, slowly. Thefour look at him and he
leans against the tower or near by, looking at them.

CUD.: Didn't expect to see you coming out.

SIR G. (with bantering tone): No, rather not. Thought this place
would have beenjust your style.

J|OE (quietly): It isjust my style. In fact it's a lot better than my
style

MRS. STR.: | hope thereisn't going to be an argument. I'm getting
rather tired of arguments.

JOE: That'sall rightto me. | don't want any arguing.

CUD.: You seemed to meto like arguing.

JOE: Sol do, asarule. But, you see, to-day hasn't been an ordinary
day for me. It's been amost extraordinary day. I've seen something |
never expected to see, something I'd given up al hope of seeing.

SIRG.: Really? What's that?

JOE: A (Q/ full of healthy people, and busy people, and happy
people. A redly civilised city.

SIR G.: You say that because you were enjoying yourself. | saw
you.

JOE: Yes, | enjoyed myself. | had a good time. But that's because
I'd seen ared city at last.
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LADY L.: If you don't want any argument, you'd better not say
much more, because none of us here agrees with you.

JOE (looking them over, quietly): No, | can believe that.

CUD.: Depends partly on where one's come from and what one
has to go back to.

JOE: True for you. And you can imagine where | came from and
what I've got to go back to. Not much.

CUD.: Yousadit. Not me.

JOE (quietly): That's dl right. I'm saying it for you. But there's
another difference. You see, al you four—well, you're old-fashioned.

MRS. STR. (indignantly): What do you mean—old-fashioned? I'm
not old-fashioned.

CUD.: Neither am I. Pride myself on being up-to-date. Have
to be, in fact, in my business.

JOE (shaking his head): No, no, your minds work in the good old-
fashioned style. What you say to yourselves al the time is, "Damn
you, Jack—I'mall right."

LADY L. (indignantly): Certainly not!

SIRG. (hurriedly): Noargument now.

JOE: No. Noargument. Goon, lady.

LADY L. (withdignity). All I wishto say is—that if you'reimplying
that we—at least that |—am quite indifferent to the suffering and
distress of other people, you're quite wrong. And | deeply resent the
suggestion. | was saying only afew minutes ago that when | enquired
about charities in this city, | was laughed at—why, 1 can't imagine.
And I've done a great deal of voluntary charitable work. 1've aways
felt it my duty.

JOE: That's okay. And I'm not saying you're hard-hearted. But
in this city they don't believe in that kind of charity. They believe in
socid justice, and they've got it. That's what you people don't
understand. You don't even like the look of it. And if you're sitting
pretty yourselves, you don't mind being surrounded by people who
are wondering where the next meal's coming from, when the next
job'll turn up, how the kids are going to live, how you're going to keep
up your strength to see 'em through. That's what | call being old-
fashioned.

CUD. (sharply): Nowwaitaminute. I'manindividualist—

JOE (sharply too): You'realittle pirate—and you know it.

SIR G. (amused): That isnt what they caled him here. Is it,
Cudworth? What was it—a specimen—no——

CUD. (irritably): All right, we don't want that al over again.
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Besides, | agree with him about you. You're old-fashioned dl right.
SIR G. (comfortably): Never sad | wasn't. | cdl that a compliment.
CUD. (with malice): Even when stuffing and glass cases come into

it?

LADY L.: What on earth do you mean?

CUD.: Oh—you cameintoittoo. She mentioned you.

JOE: Whodid?

MRS. STR.: Your friend—thewaitress.

JOE: Has Alice been up here?

SIR G.: Been and gone. After giving us al the rough edge of her
tongue. You'll have to be careful there, young fella.

JOE (anxiously): Wasshelookingfor me?

MRS. STR.: Yes. Everybody'sbeenlookingfor somebody.

CUD.: Wadll, I'm not. And I've had enough of this. Wasting time.
I\%?f)point in hanging about here. (To SIR G.) What about pushing
off?

MRS. STR. (urgently): No, please wait, then we can al go back
together. Much safer.

CUD.: Safer? There's no danger. Just as safe going back as it was
coming here.

SIRG. (toMRS. STR.): Quite. Wédll, wecan only giveyou aquarter
ofanhour. (ToLADY L.andCUD.) Carefor astroll asfar asthe next
tower?

LADY L. (hestantly): I'd like to—but I'm wondering about
Philippa.

SR G.: Shell be here waiting for you. Do her good. Coming,
Cudworth? Better stretch our legs or welll get tiff and that seat's
damned hard.

CUD.: I've had enough trapesing round these damned walls.
The three go out left, sauntering slowly.
JOE (to MRS. STR.): Butitwon't be, y'know.
MRS. STR.: Won'tbewhat?
JOE: Assafegoing back asit was coming here.
MRS. STR.: Why not?
JOE: You wouldn't understand if | told you.
MRS. STR.: Areyoutryingto frighten me?
de\;%)E: No. You'l be safe enough. You'd be still safer if you were
MRS. STR. (indignantly): That'sanicethingto say!
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JOE: Oh—I don't know. Haven't you ever wished you were nicdy,
safely dead, Mrs. Stritton?

MRS. STR. (inalowvoice): Yes. Sometimes| have.

JOE: | thought you had.

MRS. STR. (turningonhim}: Wdll, haven'tyou?

JOE: No, not in that way. Not nicdly and safely. But just dead.
Once or twice, that's al. When I've felt——He stops because MRS.
B. slowly comes through doorway, then halts, to look at them. He goes
over to her.) Ma, | thought some of these others would want to go

back. But not you, Ma. Not you. I'm disappointed, Ma. | thought
better of you.

MRS. B.: Now what areyer talkin' about, eh?

JOE: I'mtalking about you, Ma. 1'd hoped that you at least would
want to stay down there and not come creeping back.

MRS. B. (calmly): Liketo 'ear yerself talk, don't yer?

MRS. STR.: Don't take any notice of him, Mrs. Batley.

MRS.B.: | don't.

MRS. STR.: Didthey tel youtheway to get back?

MRS. B.: No. | never asked 'em.

MRS. STR.: You'll have to come along with us then.

MRS. B.: Thank yer for theinvitation, Mrs. Stritton. But, yer see,
I'm not going that way. I'm staying here. | only came to get my
basket. | might aswell 'aveit.

JOE (withenthusiasm): That'sthegirl.

MRS. STR.: Mrs. Batley, I'msurprised atyou.

MRS. B.: 'Ow'sthat?

MRS. STR.: | thought you said you had a lot of responsibilities—
looking after people—keeping your home together—going out
cleaning——

MRS. B. (goingfor her basket): That'sit. 'Ad years and years of it.
Could 'ave done with 'alf a dozen pairs of 'ands sometimes.

MRS. STR.: Well then, you can't leaveit all—to stay here——

MRS. B.: 'Oosays| can't? (Shehasnow taken the basket andreturns
to go, but stopsjust infront of doorway.) Aslong as | can remember,
they've been tellin' me what | can do an' what | can't do. An' no
thanks for it neither when | did what | could do. Well, some of ‘em
can look after themselves for a change. It'll do 'em good.

MRS. STR.: | don't liketo hear you talking likethat, Mrs. Batley.

MRS. B. (calmly): | dare say not. But to-day | feel like speaking
me mind, for once.
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JOE: That'sright. Goon, Ma.

MRS. B.: Now, down there it was different. They sad to me,
"Wel, what dyer think of it dl, Mrs. Batley?" An' | says, "It's
lovely. It's 'ow things should be" An' soitis. When | first saw dl
them children comin' out o' them fine houses—an' al their mothers
lookin' so nice an' smilin'—an' everythin' so clean an' pretty, | could
‘ave cried. So | saysto 'em, | says, "There don't seem much ‘ere for
somebody like me to do, but whatever there is to do, let me do it," |
says. An' they says, "Thank yer, Mrs. Batley, thank yer very much,"
they says. Just imagine! Asif it wouldn't be a pleasure. "But" they
says, "you just take it easy a hit, Mrs. Batley," they says. "Take it
easy an' ‘ave alook round an' enjoy yourself." An' they've given me as
nice a bedroom as ever yer saw. All to mesdf too. First I've ever 'ad
al to mesdf. (Pauses.) | fancy I dreamt of it once when | was a girl

. an' dl them bright streets as well ... an' the gardens ... an'
the children's faces ... | remember bein' quite upset at the time
. . . thinkin' it was nothin' but a dream—just tormenting yerself, as
yer might say. But it isn't. It's 'ere. (Pauses) Well, pleased to ‘ave
met yer, Mrs. Stritton. Beave yerself, young man.

She nods and smiles and then goes calmly out. They stare after
her.

MRS. SIR.: | suppose you're delighted.

JOE: Yes. I'm delighted.

MRS. STR. (with sudden bitterness): Well, what are you doing here
then? Why aren't you till down there? Why aren't you having a
lovely timetoo?

JOE: | have a reason.

MRS. STR. (after waitingfor it): Well, what isyour reason?

JOE (shaking his head and smiling): Can't tell you.

MRS. STR.: | wonder if there's anybody you can tell?

JOE: Yes. With any luck. That's not saying much because I'm
usually out o' luck.

MRS. STR.: Mostof usare.

JOE: But | have afeeling to-day that | might belucky. (Pauses, then
looksat her.) Mrs. Stritton—thisis serious. Areyou going to give that
chap of yours a break?

MRS. STR. (coldly): I don't know what you mean.

JOE (shrugging): All right. You don't know what | mean. And you
won't know what he means. Stonewalling. Well, you'll win. Stone-
walling nearly always wins. And then of course it aways loses.
Because that's al you're left with in the end—stone walls. You
wouldn't know what | was talking about, would you?
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MRS. STR. (stubbornly): No. | haven't the dightest idea. Some-
thing silly.

JOE: Some of you pick up any bit of happiness as if it was a chicken
—and then wring its neck.

MRS. STR. (suddenly stormity): Why do you keep oninsulting me?

JOE (with egual sudden passion): Because I'm trying to save your
life.

MRS. STR.: My lifeisn'tin danger.

JOE: You've got aknifein its throat now.

MRS. STR.: Don't be so beastly. Besides, what's it to do with you?
You don't even like me.

JOE: No, but | like life, and don't want to see it poured down the
drainlikedirty water. (Looking off, through doorway.) Y our husband's
coming now. (Begins move left.) | hope when | get back, you'll have
got rid of thebody. They say that's the most difficult part.

Goes offleft. MALCOLM appears through doorway.

MAL. (eagerly): Dorothy, where haveyou been?

MRS. STR. (coldly): I've been here, waiting for you.

MAL.: | wish you'd have stayed on. Honestly, Dorothy, I've had
some most interesting——

A MRS. STR. (cutting in): | want to get away from here, | want to go
ome.

MAL.: Butl don't even know the way——

MTS. STR.: Some of the others do. We can go with them. And
they'll be going soon.

MAL.: But why should we go? Y'know, if you'd only stayed down
there alittle longer, and seen——

MRS. STR. (angrily): | saw dl | wanted to see. And | told you what
| thought about it.

MAL.: Yes, but—

MRS. STR. (vehemently): | tell you, | hateit, | hateit, | loatheit.

MAL. (distressed): But why, Dorothy, why doyou?

MRS. STR. (stormity): | supposeyouthinkit'sall so wonderful just
because you saw that girl—that waitress woman—bouncing about
and enjoying herself —

MAL.: No, of course | don't. | hardly noticed her. She's nothing
to do with it. Surely you don't dislike this place simply because
somebody ese does likeit?

MRS. STR.: No, | don't. That's not the rea reason, though the
very sight of her romping round was enough to put me off.
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MAL. (with timid persistence): Wel then, what is it you don't like
about it?

MRS. STR.: Oh, don'tlet's start arguing——

MAL.: | don't want to start arguing. | only say—what is it you
don't like here?

MRS. STR.: And | told you before, | don't like any of it. It's silly.
|t's—common.

MAL.: Common? It seemsto mevery uncommon.

MRS STR.: You know what | mean, Macolm. And al of them
looking so pleased with themselves.

MAL.: Well, why shouldn't they look pleased with themselves?
They've something to look pleased about. | was asking one chap——

MRS. STR. (cutting in): And then they've no decent manners. They
don't know how to behave properly. And everybody pretending to
be as good as everybody el se!

MAL.: No, Dorothy, that's not quite true. They have some people
—men and women—%;reat thinkers, scientists, artists—that they
admire and respect and look after better than we do any of our realy
great people. They——

MRS. STR. (cutting in): Oh, don't go on and on about them. | saw
what they'relike. I'vegot eyes and ears aswell asyoul.

MAL.: Notwhenyoudon't want to, you haven't.

MRS. STR.: What doesthat mean?

MAL.: It means that you made up your mind youwouldn't likethis
city and &l the peopleinit. | don't know why. It was as strange to me
at first as it was to you. But | wanted to find out about it, and you
didn't. You'd made up your mind. (He stops.)

MRS. STR. (after apause): Well?

MAL.: And now you're ready to make up my mind for me. You're
trying to make me didlike it too. (Suddenly angr%) And you can't do
that, Dorothy, do you see? | won't have it. T know—I know—you
just closed your mind, wouldn't try to learn anything, said the first
stupid thing that came into your head—anything—anything—rather
than ever admit you were wrong or try and change yourself or open
your heart and mind—and—and be generous—

MRS. STR. (aghast): Y ou hateme now, don't you, Malcolm?

MAL.: No, | don't. But | easly could. You've done this before.
But thisis theworst. And | won't be bullied and cheated out of what
| think and feel. (Shouting andpointing.) 1 like that place and those
people. Its a much better place than weve ever known before.
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They're much better people. They're alive. They're doing the things
I've always wanted people to do. 1'm going to help them.

MRS. STR. (ashemovestowardsdoorway): Malcolm!

She does not try to stop him but sits down on nearest step and
bursts into heavy sobs. He hasjust got off, but now slowly and
irresolutely returns, and slowly goes nearer to her, finally sitting
beside her.

MAL. (gently): All right, Dorothy. Don't cry.

MRS. STR. (through her sobs): Y ouwere goingto leaveme.

MAL.: Wdl, | haven't left you. I'm here.

MRS. STR. (subsiding now): Y ou don't love me.

MAL.: Yes, | do.

MRS. STR.: No, youdon't. If youdid, you couldn't think of leaving
me like that. | couldn't leave you.

MAL.: | haven'tleftyou.

MRS. STR. (drying her eyes): | know I'm silly—and sometimes |
behave stupidly. Somehow | can't help it. Sometimes | hate mysdlf.
Sometimes | wish | was dead. (Whispering.) That man, Joe Dinmore,
sad that. Somehow he knew. He said, "Haven't you ever wished you
were nicely, safely dead, Mrs. Stritton?' | don't see how he could
know that specialy about me, but somehow he did. And that upset
me—that and one or two other things he said. It's al been so queer,
ever since we came here. You didn't fed it asmuch as | did. Coming
here—and talking to all these people we didn't know—and then going
down there, and watching it taking you away from me—and then
coming back up here—and waiting. It's been horrible, | think. You
don't understand what I've felt about it, Malcolm.

MAL.: Perhaps not. | can't see why—I mean, it's seemed quite
different to me. | don't think I'm going to like it when we get back.

MRS. STR. (immensely relieved, happy): Oh—Malcolm—you are
coming back with me?

MAL. (sadly): Yes, I'm going back with you.

MRS. STR.: Oh—darling! (She kisseshim.) You are good to me.
Don't think | don't redise how good you are to me. | think I'd have
died if you'd left me.

MAL.: | wouldn't haveleft you. Yes, | know. | wentinthereagain,
but | thought you might follow me in and that then you might have
changed your mind.

MRS. STR.: No, | couldn't have done that.

MAL. (sadly): No, you couldn't have donethat. Well, welll go back.
But I'm afraid I'm not going to like it.
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MRS. SIR. (eagerly): Yes, you will. You'll forget this. And I'll do
everything | can to make it better. Well try and see more people—the
sort of people you like. Il make friends. No, | know | don't find it
easy. But | will—I'll make friends. Itll be different, you'll see
(Warming up to it.) We might take that house in the Crescent. Or
Berhaps_ Kou could leave the bank altogether. Malcolm, if we went

ack with Mr. Cudworth, you might ask him if you could work for
him. I'm sure he'd pay you much better than the bank does. Shall |
leave you together, or would you like meto say something——

MAL. (with decision): | don't wanttowork for him.

MRS. SIR.: Oh—but—Malcolm—

MAL. (fiercely): Drop it, Dorothy! I'm coming back. That's
enough.

MRS. STR. (meekly): Yes, al right, dear.

They sit together, MALCOLM staring out bleakly, while she smiles
and strokes his hand. JOB now enters slowlyfrom left, and looks at
them sardonically.

JOE. Timed it all right, haven't I?

MAL. (exchangingalookwithhim): Yes.

MRS. STR. (brightly): We'rejust waiting for the others, as| don't
{(hnow’)how to get back and neither does my husband. Did you see

em’

JOE: Yes. Don't worry, they're coming along.

MAL.: | thought you liked it down there.

JOE: | did.

MAL.: Why come back here then?

JOE: I've been asked that before. | have a reason.

MAL.: I hopeit'sagood one.

JOE: Itis. I didn't know you were a comic.

MAL.: I'mnot. Why?

JOE: Heard you making ‘em shout with laughter down the road
there. What was the bigjoke?

MAL. (grimly): | wasexplaining our financial system.

Enter CUDWORTH from left briskly.

CUD.: I'm going back. No sense in hanging about here. Waste of
time. Not going to wait for those two either. Pair of snobs.

MRS. STR. (jumping up): Canwecomewithyou, Mr. Cudworth?

CUD.: Certainly. If you're ready now. (Going out.)

MRS. STR.: Wdl, weare. Aren'twe, Malcolm?
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MAL. (grimly): Yes, but don't forget what | said, Dorothy. No
asking for jobs.

MRS. STR.: No, dear, of course not. (She takes his arm and they
begintogo.)

JOE (to MALCOLM): Well, | knew it would happen. But|I'msorry.

MAL.: Thank you. Good-bye.

JOE (shaking hands): Oh—you may ssemeagain.

MAL.: Itwould beadl rightif | did. Butl don't think that's likely.

JOE: You never know. (Dropping his voice.) | might remind you
then of what you've seen and heard to-day. Don't go cold and dead on
it. Keepitwarm and dive inside, chum. All the best!

MRS. STR. (tuggingathim): Malcolm!

MAL.: I'm coming. (To JOE, hurriedly) And al the best to you—-
chum!

Joe watches them go, thoughtfully. PHILIPPA enters slowly
throughdoorway.

PHIL.: Hello!

JOE: Hello!

PHIL.: That'snot my mother who'sjust gone, isit?

JOE: No. Cudworth and the pair from Leamington.

PHIL.: I'd have guessed they wanted to be off.

JOE: You'd have been right about two of 'em, but wrong about the
third—Stritton. He'sal right, or soon could be. Y our mother's along
there with Sir George. By this time they'll have got round to the
Derbyshire Snookses or the Hampshire Higginses.

PHIL.: I wouldn't besurprised. Where'syour girl?

JOE: If you mean Alice, shelll still down there. But why d'you call
her my girl?

PHIL.: Don't be silly. | saw what was on between you from the
start. And | noticed the way she was looking at you down there this
morning.

JOE: WEell, you don't notice her looking at me now, do you?

PHIL.: Why don't you go down and find her?

JOE: Becausel've got to stop up here and hope that she finds me.

PHIL.: Why should she do all the running about?

JOE: It's nothing to do with running about. I've got to keep out
here, that's all.

PHIL.: Then I'm disappointed in you. | thought a man like you,
once you'd found a place like that, wouldn't have let it go for any-
thing. Do you remember what you said this morning? | mean when |

[ 193]



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY

told you to shut up and not spoil it. When Alice and | said it was dll

right. Then you said you wouldn't believe it was al right until you'd

been inside the place because you'd been taken in before. Remember?
JOE: Surel remember.

PHIL.: Now you've seenit for yourself, you come back here and say
you've got to keep out. It seemsto meyou're al talk.

JOE: I'mmostly talk. But don't et that worry you.

PHIL.: It doesn't. Why should it? As a matter of fact, nothing's
goingto worry menow. Quitesuddenly | feel | don't giveadamn.

JOE: Savethat for your mother. She's here too.

Enter LADY LOXFIELD. JOE goes through door out of scene.

LADY L.: Wdll, darling, we're ready to go, and | expect you aretoo.

LADY LOXFIELD and PHILIPPA look at each other.

LADY L. (after apause): Waell, Philippa?

PHIL.: Mother, I'm not coming back.

LADY L.: Don't be absurd, darling.

PHIL.: I'm not coming back. I'm staying here. | came up to tell
you Fm staying here.

LADY L.: Quiteimpossible, darling. Nothing would induce me to
stay here. | told you what | thought of the place this morning.

PHIL.: I'm not talking about you, Mother. 1'm talking about me.
And I've made up my mind.

LADY L.: You'retired, Philippa.

PHIL, (flaring up): I'm not tired. And I'm not absurd. I'm not any
of those things you've been telling me | was for years and years, every
time I've tried to find some life of my own. | fed cool and calm and
sensible, and | know exactly what | want.

LADY L.: You'retalking to your own mother now, darling. Not to
astranger. You needn't glare and shout.

PHIL.: I'm sorry, Mother. | didn't mean to. But | can't go back
with you. I'd rather die. Going back there would be only a kind of
dow death. Those peoplein Bournequay aren't real. They don't want
to do anything. They only want to keep on exigting, from one meal to
the next, from one bit of gossip to the next, from one bedtime to the
next. You aren't really like that, Mother. Look what you said about
going that time to Venice—oh———But now you're afraid of any sort
of change—

LADY L.: And why not? I'm getting old. I've lost ybur father.
:Qflf logt the life we had together. But | do my best to keep what's
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PHIL, (cutting in): Yes, but there isn't anything left worth having.
Not even for you there isnt. And for me it's not living at al. And
now that I've seen this—been among those people down there—it just
wouldn't be possible for me to go back. The children, Mother, the
children! ' When | saw them this morning, | could feel myself coming
dive It was as if something—in my heart—suddenly snapped. |
could have cried with happiness. | said to those women who were
looking after them, "Please let me stay, and I'll do anything—anything
—wash and scrub—I don't care what it is. Only let me stay." And
they said | could. They were dl so friendly—and so real. Oh, Mother,
can't you understand?

LADY L.: | can see you're very excited and rather overwrought,
darling. | know it's been very dull for you often, living with me. I've
tried—in more ways than you know, and often at some self-sacrifice—
to makeit less dull, more amusing——

PHIL.: Yes I'msureyou have. Butit's not a question of being dull
or amused. It's more serious than that. And I'm really a serious
person, Mother.

LADY L.: Thenif you are, Philippa, I've aright to remind you that
serious people have a sense of duty, and that you're my only child,
that I've nobody else now but you, and that you have some duty
toward me.

PHIL.: And | don't simply want to get away fromyou. Itisn't that
at al. Mother, why don't you stay here with me? I've tried your kind
of life. Why don't you try my kind of life?

LADY L. (coldly): Because | don't think it's your kind of life. And
I'm certain it isn't mine. After al, | ought to know better than you
do—

PHIL, (hotly): You oughtn't to know better than | do. Why should
you? | can't see any evidence of it. You don't even redly like what
you say you like. You only put up with it in adim sort of way simply
because youY e afraid of anything else. And | don't call that living. |
don't want to leave you, Mother. | hate to think of you going back
there—alone.

LADY L.: I'm glad of that. And remember, I'm your mother. |
brought you into the world, | loved you and looked after you, |——

PHIL, (cutting in, but gently): Yes, Mother, but you didn't bring me
into the world simply to keep me away from the world. | must make
my own lifejust as you once made yours. And if now you want to
prevent my doing that, Mother, then we must say good-bye—that's dl.

LADY L. (distressed): No—Philippa—I'm too old to change— I——
PHIL.: Good-bye, Mother.
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Goesforwardtokissher. LADY LOXFIELD clingstoher, crying.
LADY L. (crying): No—no—darling—don't leave me—you can't
leave me—|——
PHIL.: | must, Mother. Good-bye.

She breaks loose, and hurries out through doorway. There is a
pause, during which LADY LOXFIELD stands motionless, pulling
herselftogether. Enter SR GEORGE. Then slowly she turns towards
SIR GEORGE. JOE appears in doorway.

LADY L.: I'mready to go now, if you are, Sir George.

SIR G.: Yes, certainly, Lady Loxfield. Great pleasure. (Turns to
JOE.) Stayin'on,eh?

JOE: Looks likeit.

SIR G.: That door shuts at sunset, y'know, so better make up your
mind soon whether you're going in or staying out.

JOE: | know. Butthanksfor mentioningit. 'Bye.

SIRG.: '‘Bye. (ToLADY LOXFIELD.) Thisway, | think.

LADY L. (as they move together): | think you said you knew the
Prescotts?

SIR G.: Knew Tubby Prescott very well. Marv'lous shot, old
Tubby Prescott.

LADY L.. Hemarried one of the Murchison girls, didn't he?

SIR G.: Thought he married Jerry Fmgleton's sister.

LADYL.: Oh,it'sthat Prescott. But they wereneverin India.

SIR G.: Tubby went to India—to shoot tiger. Didn't stay there long
though.

LADYL.: Now let methink. Wasn't there an Archie Prescott?

SIR G.: That was old Tubby's cousin—great polo player—and that
was probably the fella you met in India——

LADY L.: That'sit. And he didmarry a Murchison . . .

By this time they are both out of sight and hearing along the
gangway. JOE stands looking down into the city. The light, though
good enough for the action, isfar less than it was earlier and
suggests the end of a sunset. JOE looks anxiously at the door and
moves a step or two towardsit. He then moves a step nearer.

JOE (looking at door, muttering): No—for God's sake!

As he says this, we see that the door is very slowly and massively
beginning to close. We hear the sound of runningfootsteps and JOE
hears them too and hurriesforward to fling himselfagainst the door.
As he reaches it, ALICE desperately scrambles through, and no
sooner isshe through than it closes with a decisive sound. Sheleans
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against the side, panting and exhausted. JOE looks at her, grinning
with nervouspleasure.

JOE: Wdl, Alice, you madeit.

ALICE (breathlessly): Don't stand there grinning at me, you damned
great ape.

JOE: What d'you want me to do then?

ALICE: Getdown onyour knees.

JOE: Okay.

Begins to get down on his knees, but shefuriously pushes him and
he scrambles up again.

ALICE (furioudly): | could kill you.

JOE: What for?

ALICE: For making me come out.

JOE: Why did you?

ALICE: Becausel'mawoman and adamn' fool.

JOE: Goon.

ALICE: | don't go on from there. I've said enough. Too much.

JOE: Youlikeditdownthere?

ALICE: You know | did.

JOE: It'sgood, isn't it?

ALICE: It'swhat I'd always hoped for, what I'd always believed was
somewhere round the corner, if we could only find it. And thereitis.
| always knew that men and women could live like that, if they tried.
Life hadn't to be a dog-fight round a dustbin. We'd made it like that,
but it needn't be like that. Here, they start every morning fedling as
we only feel for about half an hour every two years, half lit at some-
body's birthday party. That's true, isn't it?

JOE: Yes, that's true, Alice.

ALICE: Here, they don't work to keep themselves out of the gutter.
They work because they've got something big and exciting to do.
They can see their life growing. They're building it up. And they're
enjoying it al. They're not passing the time waiting for the under-
taker. You told us this morning, before we went down there, that you
didn't believe in this and that——

JOE: | know. | takeit all back. I've seenit for myself.

ALICE: | sawitinyour eyes, | heard it in your voice, when we were
down there together. Those kids—d'you remember, Joe?

IJOE: | shan't ever forget it, not for a single minute, aslong as| live,
Alice.

ALICE: | must sit down. My knees are going.
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She sits down and he sits by her side. He takes her hand. She
leans against him.

JOE: Go on, Alice,

ALICE: Goon! Haven't| said enough? It's about time you started
talking.

JOE: Not yet. I've plenty to say. But not yet. You've got to tell
me.

ALICE: You make it hard for a girl, | must say, Joe.

JOE: I've taken the hard road too. You'll see. If you can behave
likeawoman, | can behavelikeaman. A read woman, area man.

ALICE: Wadll, if 1 hadn't been down there, been amongst those
people, | couldn't talk like this. Before, I'd have been shot first. I've
always been proud, though you mightn't think it.

JOE: | knew you had. | could seethat. | know about you.

ALICE: All right then. I'll tell it al. But be careful. If | hear
anything from you that sounds like a laugh, I'll—I'll—kill you—or
throw myself off that wall.

JOE: Therewon't be. What d'you take mefor?

ALICE: Beforethat door opened, whenwewereall talking up here, |
liked you alot. Only I wished you believed in something. Remember
how | lost my temper? That was because you weren't just what |
wanted you to be. | don't know if that makes sense to a man but any
woman would understand. 1 was angry with myself as well as with
you. Thenwhenwewent down there, and we saw what it waslike, you
were different. Y ouwerewhat | wanted you to be. Y our mother must
have seen you like that when you were a little boy. You were eager,
you were happy, you believed everything you saw and heard. That's
true, isn't it?

JOE: Yes, that's true enough.

ALICE: So then—I knew | loved you, Joe. It came in a flash.
"Thisisit,” | sad to myself. And | knew it was. | hoped you loved
me. You looked as if you did.

JOE: | did. I till do.

ALICE: Areyou sure?

JOE: Certain.

ALICE That's al right then. (She turns her face towards him, and
they kiss.) | don't know how you could, with al those wonderful-
looking women al round you down there. Made me feel like some-
thing that had crawled out of the dustbin.

JOE: You didn't look it. Besides, that's where | come from too.
You looked—with your eyes al shining—what | felt. And that's
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something the rest of 'em wouldn't understand. They hadn't come
here the way weld come, Alice. So you were different.

ALICE (happily): Oh—you do understand. You see, Joe, | felt then
that we'd started something between us it would take a long long time
to finish. So when you disappeared, | didn't think much about it.
Thought you'd gone off to look at some machinery or whatever you
like to look at. But I never thought you'd leave the place. | knew it
was what you'd always wanted. It was our place. And we could stay
there. They'd told usthat. So | didn't worry about you, until it began
to get late, and then | started looking for you and asking about you.
And nobody seemed to know. Until 1 saw Mrs. Batley—and she said
you were up here—waiting for me, she said. So | ran and ran and just
managed it. | was blazing wild—you heard me—but | had to come
out, if you'd come out. It wouldn't have been the same at all without
you. | had to bewith you, Joe.

JOE: That'swhat Fd hoped. That'swhy | waited and waited.

ALICE: Butwhy? Why?

JOE: | daren't go back once I'd made up my mind and come out.
There were some nasty cracks about that, but | had to take 'em. You
see, | felt if | went back, you'd persuade me to stay—or even if you
didn't I'd never have guts enough to come out again.

ALICE: But what's the matter with you? Why shouldn't you stay?
For God's sake, don't tl me now that this isn't what you wanted
either.

JOE (rising with urgency): No, no. Don't you see—somebody's got
to go back.

ALICE: No, | don't see Some of them have gone back, haven't
they?

JOE: Of course they have. | expected that. Cudworth's gone back,
Mrs. Stritton's gone back and taken her husband with her—poor devil.
Sr George and Lady What's-It have gone, even though Lady What's-
It had to lose her precious daughter. Yes, they've al gone. And what
good isit going to do anybody that they have gone? If they ever say a
word about this place, they'll swear blind that it's terrible. So some-
body's got to go back and tell the truth about it.

ALICE: Andthat must betheblokel go and fall for and tack myself
onto. Itjust would haveto be.

JOE: Yes, itmust. That'sjust what it must be.
ALICE: Allright, I wastryingto befunny. Tell mewhat you mean?
JOE: | mean, you wouldn't want a chap who could keep this to
himself.
ALICE: | se
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JOE: You said you had to come out because I'd come out——

ALICE: Yes, because I'm awoman. That's how it takes ypu.

JOE: And | say, because I'm a man—and not just a monkey—I've
got to go back and tell them all what we've seen here. Before, | knew
what was wrong—you heard me—but what was the use of me getting up
and spouting about it when | didn't know if it could ever be put right?

ALICE: And because you know now——

JOE: I've got to tell them. I've got to keep on telling 'em—day and
night—wherever | am——

ALICE: Wherever we arc——

JOE: Wherever weare, I've got to tell them.

ALICE: We've got to tel them. But how do we get back?

JOE: How did we come here? Some kind of miracle got us here to
give us a test, and if we've passed that test and are ready to go it'll get
us back al right. But it's not going to be easy, y'know, Alice. Itll bea
hard road. Some of 'em'll laugh and jeer just because they don't want
anything different. They're frightened of losing some miserable little
advantage they've schemed and worked for. They think they can't
enjoy their own health unless they know that alot of other people are
dying on their feet. They don't want to lose the whip-hand they've got
over somebody. They'd rather have their little privilege and prestige
in an ashpit than take a chance and share aikein a new world. Some
of'em, poor creatures, are so twisted and tormented inside themselves
that they envy and hate other people's happiness. And well have to
talk to plenty of them.

ALICE: | can see thisisn't going to be easy, Joe. It's going to be
tough.

JOE: You don't know the haf of it yet. Then there are dl the
smart boys—the kind | was—who've had to take plenty and knowit's
all rotten, but won't have it that you can see anything any better. They
get big laughs at your expense. | know. |'ve been one of 'em. And
there are plenty of them too. And that's not al, Alice. Therell be
days—rainy days—dark days—when nobody wants to listen, when the
butcher hasn't been paid and the grocer looks at you sideways and
you've nothing to smoke and they're asking you when you're moving
on to the next town—and then—we shan't be sure ourselves we were
ever here—

ALICE: Joe—the light's going. We must have one last look. (They
go to look, etc.) All the lights are coming up along the terraces and in
the gardens. Joe, we could never forget the gardens.

JOE« Well not forget any of it.
ALICE (after pause): Joe—couldn't we stay after all?
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JOE: You could. | must go.

ALICE: You're not going without me.

JOE: Thenyou can't stay.

ALICE (calling down quietly): Good-bye, my lovely city. | don't
know when I'll ever see you again. (She breaks down.)

JOE (comforting her): Now Alice—takeit easy, kid——

ALICE (through her sobs): | don't want to go. ... And it'll seem
worse than ever when we get back.

JOE: No, it won't. Because, to begin with, we'll remember. That's
why we've got to go back—because we're the ones who've been—and

seen it dl. . . . And then well hope. And keep on hoping. And
every time we find a spark of hope and vision in anybody, well blow
itinto ablaze. . . . They will tdl us we can't change human nature.

That's one of the oldest excuses in the world for doing nothing. And
it isn't true. We've been changing human nature for thousands of
years. But what you can't change in it, Alice—no, not with guns or
whips or red hot bars—is man's eternal desire and vision and hope of
making this world a better placeto livein. And wherever you go now
—up and down and across the Seven Seas—from Poplar to Chungking
—you can see this desire and vision and hope, bigger and stronger than
ever, beginning to light up men's faces, giving a lift to their voices.
Not every man, not every woman, wants to cry out for it, to work for
it, to live for it and if necessary die for it—but there's one here, one
there, afew down this street, some more down that street—until you
begin to see there are millions of us—yes, armies and armies of us—
enough to build ten thousand new cities—

ALICE (looking up): Like our city?

JOE (triumphantly): Yes, likeour city. Where men and women don't
work for machines and money, but machines and money work for
men and women—where greed and envy and hate have no place—
where want and disease and fear have vanished for ever—where
nobody carries a whip and nobody rattles a chain. Where men have
at last stopped mumbling and gnawing and scratching in dark caves
and have come out into the sunlight. And nobody can ever darken it
for them again. They're out and free at last. "I dreamt in a dream
| saw a city invincible to the attacks of the whole of the rest of the
earth, | dreamt that was the new city of Friends."

ALICE (quietly): Comeon Joe, let'sget going . . .

As they move, and the last light begins to fade, we hear the
fanfare again.

END OF PLAY
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SERGEANT JOSEPH isawell-built, thoughtful Jew of thebest type, aged
about thirty. His ascendancy over the other men is due to his
personality rather than to his rank; he has no Jewish accent, but
speaks as an ordinary London secondary school boy would speak.
Heis a sensitive fellow but very virile.

CORPORAL PHILIP DONNINGTON is a public school and university man,
aso about thirty. He ought to have a commission but cannot be
bothered and does not want any responsibility. Is the kind of
educated man who wanders fromjob tojob, and rather likes low
company and probabI?/ drinks too much in civil life. Indifferent
and cynical. Preferably of rather slight physique.

"KNOCKER" ELVIN is a Cockney of the Cockneys. Old enough to have
fought in the last war. Old soldier. Does anything in civil life.
Ought to be a sergeant at least but prefers to be a private.
Physically and mentally very tough. But temperamental.

HERBERT SHAW is a hefty, solemn West Riding working-class type, in
his late twenties. Slow and stubborn. Speaks with marked
Y orkshire accent.

ILLTYDD HUGHES isadark, quick Welshman, in his early thirties, very
temlperkamental. Very Welsh in accent and manner and genera
outlook.

GEORGE WICK is a fresh-faced country lad, easily the baby of the party,
with something very young and innocent and pleasantly foolish
about him. About twenty. Preferably should speak with some-
thing like a Gloucestershire accent, but any not too marked rural
accent will do, solong asit is not North-country or Welsh.
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The same place, about the year 703 B.C.

ACT Il
During the present war. Next morning

The scene is a hollow near an old highway in the Syrian Desert,
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ought.
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The set can be more or less elaborate according to the circumstances of
production. These notes assume afull stage and ordinary theatrical
equipment. Right (actors"), part ofa Grant tank can be seen, but it is
not necessary that the actors should be seen going in and coming out
ofit. Behind, running right round to left, is a low near ridge of sand
and rock, with nothing but the sky behind it. Prominent, upstage
centre, is a piece of worn carved stone, less than a foot high,
suggesting a buried stone monument of some kind. Some rocks,
sand mounds, can be built at back so that they can be walked or sat
on. Total impression is that of a harsh desert. Rather hard bright
evening light. Various equipment—Dblankets, ground sheets, etc.—
has already been brought out of the tank, suggesting that the men
intend to spend the night here. At left, HUGHES and WICK are
putting up a small desert tent, which must be so contrived that
anybody going into the tent can leave the stage unseen by the
audience. All the men wear desert clothes, andthough deeply sun-
burned, look dusty, tired, and short of deep. HUGHES and WICK
talk as they put up the tent.

HUGHES: So | said to myself—-1 said—"llltydd Hughes," | said,
"you are going to have bad luck this time," | said.

WICK: | don't believe you can tdl if you're going to have bad luck.

HUGHES: Certainly you can tell—if you have the gift. My grand-
mother had the gift—she was terrible. So was my Uncle Thomas.

WICK: I've got an Uncle Thomas. Runs a baker's and con-
fectioner's in Moreton-in-the-Marsh.

HUGHES: It's not a business | would care to be in—baking. Gets
you up too early in the morning.

WICK : You haveto get up early on afarm too. | wasusedto it.

HUGHES (rather proudly): | have worked on a farm. It belonged
to my cousin—in Mid-Waes. | went there for my heath when |
was seventeen. "An outdoor life for you, my boy," they said. "Yes,
an outdoor life" So | had an outdoor life. And now I'm having
another outdoor life.

WICK (after apause): | say—Taff (Hesitates.)

HUGHES: Whatever you are going to say, Georgie—don't cal me
Taff. | don't like it. Hughes—or Mister Hughes as it often was in
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Civvy Street—or Ilitydd—I don't mind. | don't care if you cal me
nothing at al. But not Taff. It sounds like Elvin—and | don't like the
man.

WICK: Okay. Sorry.

HUGHES: But you were going to ask me something, | think,
Georgie—eh?

WIiCK (dropping his voice): That's right. But | was only going to
ask—d‘yo(u th?rﬁ)k \?ve'reall rig)ht here? ) Y

HUGHES (flustered): All right here? Certainly we'real right here—
| suppose. (From dublousness now to alarm.) Why shouldn't we be dl
right? Nothing wrong with us, is there! The tank's broken down—
temporarily, | suppose, quite temporarily—but weve ﬁlenty of rations
and water—and we can have anice little rest. All right? Certainly—
we're al right.

WICK (who catches final tone of doubt): Sergeant Joseph knows all
about it, doesn't he?

HUGHES:. Of course he does. He's one of the very best.

Enter ELVIN from behind tank. He acts as cook to the party and
can now be bringing in some rations.

ELVIN (boisteroudly). Got the ol' tent uE, eh? Good job your
mother doesn't know about this little packet, Georgie. Fed up,
mucked up, an' far from 'ome—that's us.

HUGHES (indignantly). Why do youtalk to him like that?

ELVIN: What's the matter with you, LIoyd George?

HUGHES (furiougly): I'm telling you, Knocker Elvm——

ELVIN (angry now): Don't call meKnocker. Only my Chinas—like
young Georgie 'ere—call me Knocker—see?—any little Welsh
mucker can't call me Knocker. As soon as the Sarge tells me 00's in
this bleedin’ party, | says "For Gord's sake, |leave Taify out," | says—
" 'cos 'ell bring a packet, 'e will. First thing yer knows, Sarge" | says,
"something'll break down or get mucked up, just mark my bleedin'
words," | says. An"ereweare.

VOICE OF SERGEANT JOSEPH (from inside tank): Knocker!

ELVIN (calling): Yes, Sergeant?

VOICE OF JOSEPH (sharply): Werehungry. Get cracking.

ELVIN (calling): Ready when you are, Sergeant. 'Ere, give me a
‘and, Georgie.

They go out rightt HUGHES watches them go with marked
distaste, and messes about, tidying up the equipment for a moment.
Then DONNINGTON enters, as from the tank.

DONNINGTON: That'sthe quietest radio set | ever listened to. You
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cant even catch a crooner. (He produces a packet of cigarettes.
HUGHES comes nearer and stares at them, and DONNINGTON sees him,)
All right, you'll be giving yourself eye-strain in a minute. Here you are.
(Tosseshima cigarette. They light up.)

HUGHES: | am very much obliged to you, Corpora Donnington.
Very much obliged to you.

DONNINGTON (ironical but not unfriendly): Don't mention it,
Trooper Hughes, don't mention it.

HUGHES: | have sometimes thought it would be much better not to
smoke at all—like young Georgie—because then if | didn't smoke at all
| wouldn't miss it if | had nothing to smoke—if you see what | mean,
Corpora.

DONNINGTON: Nodifficulty at al infollowing that thought. | fee
the same about whisky. If you'd never had it, you'd never miss it.
And anyhow | could never really afford it. Born too late. My father
had al the luck—except when he produced me. Ever have any
trouble with your father, Hughes?

HUGHES (rather startled): Oh—no—no trouble at all. He was very
nice, my father. But he's dead now.

DONNINGTON: Soismine, only hedoesn'tknowit.

HUGHES (startled again): But—if he was dead now——

DONNINGTON: No,don'tthrashitout. Leaveit.

HUGHES (solemnly): No, | see now what you mean, Corporal. Y ou
know, | have often thought you are a bitter man.

DONNINGTON: Yes, yes—acynical type.

HUGHES: 1 think you have had some trouble with a woman.

DONNINGTON: | think so too. As a matter of fact | saw her last
week.

HUGHES (astounded): Y ou saw her? But how could you see her?

DONNINGTON: Captain Fawcett—I knew him slightly before the
war—Ilet me look at an old copy of the Taller he had. She was in it.
Doing something nice and fancy for the Red Cross—for our gallant
boys overseas. You're one of our gallant boys overseas, you know.
How d'you feel?

HUGHES: | should like very much to be at home hearing about it on
thewireless.

DONNINGTON: Let me get back and | won't ligten to it on the
wirdess. I've had enough listening on this wireless—and hearing
nothing. Which means that nobody knows where we are, and we don't
know where anybody dseis.

HUGHES: Therecce planes can spot us.
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DONNINGTON: Yes, but whose recce planes? The wrong lot may
spot us first. However, it's no use worrying about that.

HUGHES: No, | was saying to young Georgie that we have a good
man, one of the very best, in Sergeant Joseph.

DONNINGTON: Yes, that's our only hit of luck. It might have been
that fool, Stanners, or that belly-ache, Nash. Ben Joseph's a bit too
solemn for my taste, but he does know his stuff.

HUGHES: Certainly, one of the very best. And yet | heard Elvin
calling him a teapot.

DONNINGTON: That's all right. Knocker's areal Cockney and uses
the old rhyming slang. "Teapot" is short for "teapot lid", and that's
rhyming slang for "Yid". In other words, Knocker's only saying in
his elaborate way that our sergeant is a Jew. That's why he takes this
war so serioudly, because he's a Jew. | might do the same myself if |
were a Jew.

HUGHES: There are some Jews in my town, but they weren't like
the sergeant—very different they are.

DONNINGTON: Wdll, thereareall kinds of Jews, y'know—fat and
thin, rich and poor, noisy and quiet ones, somein the front line, some
in the Black Market—like the rest of us. Only, perhaps, a bit tougher.

HUGHES (serioudly}: It is a great pleasure to me to listen to an
educated man like yourself, Corporal. Cambridge, no doubt?

DONNINGTON: Oxford, if wemust mentionit.

HUGHES: My cousin Aneunn is studying at the University of
Wales—at Bangor.

DONNINGTON: Hesprobably inI TMA by thistime. Wereyouwith
us when Ben Joseph—he was only a corporal then—won the middle-
weight championship of the two armoured divisions for us?

HUGHES: No, but | heard of it. Both Elvin and Shaw have told me
al about it.

DONNINGTON: They wanted to give himajobin Cairo, just to keep
him boxing, but he turned it down. In fact, he said he'd never do any
more fighting—except the military kind. He got a bit solemn after
that. But he'sdl right.

Enter SHAW, asfromtank. Heisvery dirty.

SHAW (indicating tank): Bloody 'opeless.

Sits down heavily.

DONNINGTON (mockingly): Our 'Erbert from Ossett—our sweet
little ray of sunshine!

SHAW: Well, if it's bloody 'opeless, what's good o' saying it isn't?
It'll take lads in t'workshops dl their time to get her goin' again.
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HUGHES: What'shappenedtoher?

SHAW: Everything's 'appened. To start wi', steering box is a proper
muck-up. There was something wrong wi' yon tank when we took 'er
over. | said so from t'start, didn't I, Corporal?

DONNINGTON: Certainly, Herbert. Ever since I've known you,
you've been passing on bad news—and enjoying it. Arethey dl like
you in Ossett?

SHAW (grimly): Ah don't know—but ah wish ah wor back to find
out. An' ah could ha' been reserved if ah'd gone t'engine room at
Ackroyd's—same as me father said—but o' course ah took no notice.

DONNINGTON: Isyour father likeyou, Herbert?

SHAW (seriously): Oh no, me father's a more serious sort o' chap.
An' me grandfather's more serious till.

DONNINGTON : Hemust becarved out of granite.

SHAW: He'sabigman at t'chapel, me grandfather is.

HUGHES: So was mine.

SHAW: Ay, but it's different up ahr way.

DONNINGTON: If ever | get out of this, 1 must have a look at
Ossett.

SHAW: Ay, but were not aht of it yet. Sergeant's trying t'wireless
again.

DONNINGTON: | couldn't get athing out of it.

SHAW: Eee—ah'm'ungry.

DONNINGTON: Well be eating in a minute, but don't think too
much about it. Well have to go easy on the rations.

SHAW (aghast): What for?

DONNINGTON: Becausewe're stuck hereand can't get away, and it
may beafew days before anybody findsus. Sowork that out, Herbert.

ELVIN and WICK now appear with food and tea, and the others
get ready tofeed, and ELVIN begins dishing out thefood, throughout
thefollowing dialogue.

ELVIN: Wéll, 'ere it is, chummies, what there is of it. An' don't
blame me if yer 'ear it rattle inside ‘cos the sarge tells me to cut it
down—see? An' yer can use yer common about that, Yorky, an'
stop lookm' as if it's my muckin' fault we're abaht two hundred miles
from the Quarter-bloke an' another two hundred from the nearest
Naffy.

SHAW (gloomily): Proper muck-up.

ELVIN: Go orn, Yorky. You blokes ought to ‘ave 'ad some o' the
scran we ‘ad in the last war, when there wasn't this Lord Whoozit
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dishingup anicetin o' thisan' anicetin o' that for the boys, when they
giv& yer biscuit an' bully, bully an' biscuit till yer teeth was worn

ahn an' yer bleedin' at the gums—iron rations 'af the muckin' time,
an' iron rations was iron al right them days. You blokesis livin' in
Lyons Corner 'Ouse now only yer don't know it.

WICK: | went to one of them once. Therewas aband playing.

ELVIN: I'll bet there was, Georgie boy. An' some nice little bits
to dish out the chow, eh? Wdll, take yer mind right ail it, Georgie
(Calling.) It's up, Sergeant. (To the others, now sitting round.) Just
take abutcher'satit first.

HUGHES: What butchers?

ELVIN: Yersoignerant| can'ttalk toyer, Taffy. | meantersay, take
anice Iong look at it first—'cosit's not polite to start eatin' before the
sergeant's ‘ere, an' what's more important—yer'll ‘ave to spin it out—
see? (As SERGEANT JOSEPH enters, as from tank, looking rather tired
andconcerned) 'Erey'are, Sergeant. All dished up an’ waitin' for the
word o' command. An' I'vetold these blokeswe got to spinit out abit.

JOSEPH (taking hisportion): That'sright, Knocker. (Lookingat his
portion.) Here you've given me too much. Take some of this back.
I'm not very hungry.

SHAW: Not'ungry! | could eat ahorse.

ELVIN: Betchercould, Yorky. But yer couldn't eat oF Lizziethere.
(Pointsto tank.) That'swherewe bin mugs, see. We oughter stuck to
'orses.

WICK: But you haven't ever eaten horse, haveyou, Knocker?

ELVIN: Eaten 'orse! Gahrblimey, I've eaten dozens o' bleedin'
‘orses—wiv chips an' cabbage.

HUGHES: Y oumustthink, man, webelieveanythingyoutell us.

ELVIN (contemptuously): Oh—turn it up, Taffy. Yer ignerant—
never bin anywhere—never seen anything—whazza-use o' talkin' to
you.

DONNINGTON (to HUGHES): Knocker's not kidding you. I've eaten
horse. It'slike beef—only coarser and abit sweeter——

ELVIN: 'At's ré?ht. The corpora knows. Eddicated man, see
'E'sad'orse. So'vel, dozens of 'em. Ol'Derby winners, some of 'em.
An' dahn a oP Ma Pelini's, just off the Mile End Road—yer could
‘avejockeys on toast wiv ‘em.

Throughout this dialogue they are eating, and dishing out the
second course, etc.

WICK: I'd like to go to this Ma Pdlini's you're aways talking
about, Knocker.
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ELVIN: Take yer there soon as we're back in Civvy Street, me oP
China. Best caff in the East End, Ma Pellini's is. Serve yer anything
there — any blinkin' thing yer fancy — if yer know 'ow to ask for it.
One ol' bloke — keeps afurniture snop back o' Stepney Green — used
to go there reler — an' plenty o' nicker, see— an'’ this oP bloke 'ad to
‘ave sheep's 'ead every time. Taffy, it'd d frightened yer blinkin' life
aht ter see 'im there every time with 'is sheep's 'ead front of im -

TAFFY (rising to it, aggrily): Why should it have frightened me to
see himwith asheep's head?

ELVIN (guffawing): Yer might ha thought it one o your
relations -

TAFFY (furioudly): I'll knock your face in, you Knocker, you -

SHAW: Steady on, lads.

Ervin (contemptuously): Ow — 'im! 'E couldn't -

JOSEPH (sharply) : Dropit, Knocker. Anddon't let'shave any more
of it. And don't you listen to his nonsense, Hughes. He's only trying
to makeyou lose your temper.

HUGHES: | am avery quiet man, Sergeant — and not at al quarrel-
some—but if he starts-

JOSEPH: All right. Just stay quiet, that's dl. Y ou too, Knocker.

ELVIN(quitegood-humouredty): Everytime, Sarge.

JOSEPH (looking round at them, slowly): Y ou're not in camp now.
You're out in the desert — and along way out init. A lot of things
could happen to us, the spot we'rein now. Even if there was any sense
in it — and there isn't — we haven't energy to waste on meaningless
quarrels. Sowe'd dl better be quiet men for a day or two.

g Hleproduceﬁ a Service notebook and beginswriting in it, rather
owly.

DONNINGTON (after apause): Writing areport?

JOSEPH : Yes. If we'relost here— aswe seemto bejust now — | want
to show them that it wasn't our fault. We went the way we were told.
We haven't got to the rendezvous because of this break-down, of
course, but if the others had gone the right way, we wouldn't be clean
out of touch as we are now. | think they went wrong this sde of
Asmar Oass.

SHAW: Same'ere, Sergeant. Ahsaid so at time, didn't ah?

DONNINGTON: That'sStannersandNash—knowingitall,asusual .
ShJO§)EPH: When did you first complain to me about the steering,

aw’

SHAW: About middle o' tmorning. Ah said then there wor
summat up with ‘er.
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JOSEPH (writing): Yes, | remember. Well, I'll get this report straight
asfar asit goes.

They are smoking now, after their meat. After a pause, DON-
NINGTON begins, slowly andrather bitterly.

DONNINGTON: | could do anicereport on this set-up. A nice sweet
little report.

ELYIN: I'll buy it, Corporal.

DONNINGTON (slowly, asbefore): Lost—in the Syrian Desert—a few
thousand milesfrom home—six bloody foolsand abroken-downtank.
Therest of thedivision having taken thewrongturning. But only after
about athousand million idiots took the wrong turning.

WICK: | don't see that, Corporal. Who's this thousand million
you're talking about?

ELVIN: All the blokes 'at goes an' 'as aflamin' war all over again—
see? Useyour loaf, Georgie boy. Carry on, Corp.

DONNINGTON (as if enumerating): In charge—Sergeant Ben Joseph
—Military Medal—of L ondon—formerly skilled craftsman employed
by the Scientific Instrument Company—and if he'd had any sense he'd
have been with 'em yet, as he easily could have been.

JOSEPH (looking up): All right—that's enough about me. You're
next. Corporal Philip Donnington—go on——

DONNINGTON: Also of London—formerly journalist, advertising
agent's tout, publicity man for three restaurants and two night
clubs——

ELVIN: Blimey—I knew you'd seen a bit o' life, Corp. Two night
clubs' Cor lumme—an' pickin' up some nice lolly too, I'll be bound.
Wotdger want ter go an' get yerself landed in this packet for?

DONNINGTON: I told you, I'm one of six bloody fools. | ought to
have been talking about you for the B.B.C. (mimicking broadcaster):
"l want to talk to you to-night about our brave fellows in the Middle
Eﬂ—ll

SHAW: I'dtell 'em summat if they'd let me ‘ave a go.

ELVIN: They'd take you for a bleedin' comedian, Yorky. ‘Appi-
drome, that'syou.

SHAW (glumly):  Happy-nothin'.

DONNINGTON: Then there's Trooper Knocker Elvin—also of
London—old sweat—knows what it's like and yet hasn't the sense to
keep out of it again——

ELVIN: That'sme. Nocommon—asper usual.

DONNINGTON : And what were you beforeyoujoined up?
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eEslélle (evasively): | did this an' that. | got arahnd an' enjoyed
meself.

DONNINGTON: Trooper Herbert Shaw—of Ossett—formerly em-
ployed, | believe, in the engine room of a textile mill Must join up.
Must come out here. What for?

SHAW: Ah knaw, ah knaw. Ah might ha been poppin' into t'/Are
an' 'Ounds now for a pint, afore doin' a bit o' courtin——

WICK (grinning): Which one would it have been to-night, Herbert?

JOSEPH (smiting, looking up): Has he got more than one girl?

WICK: He's got two—haven't you, Herbert—and he can't decide
which he wants. There's Nelly, the thin one in the tobacco shop—and
Olive, the fat one at the confectioner's—

SHAW: Nay, she'snot fat. Ah never said shewor fat. Ah onlg sad
she wasn't o thin as Nelly. Ay, an' ah think it 'ud ha' been Olive's
turn to-night. Aaa™ (Sghs) Ah'adn't sense ah wor born wi'.

DONNINGTON: Trooper Tlltydd Hughes—of some unpronounce-
able place in Wales—where | don't know quite what he did——

HUGHES (eagerly): Worked for my uncle—builder and contractor
—reserved occupation really—and very very nice business, growingall
thetime, it was, before thewar. | quite agree with you, Corporal—no
sensein us at ail to be here.

DONNINGTON. Then Trooper George Wick—just off the farm and
reallyjust out of the egg—from Little Muddlem——

WICK (serioudly, correcting him): Long Micklem. | keep on tellin
you, Corporal, but you won't get it right. It's Long Micklem. An
weve got the best farm there. It's been hundreds of years in our
family. Oneday I'll haveit.

HUGHES: Touchwood.

ELVIN: Garn—'e don't need to touch no wood, Georgie don't.
Superstutious—that'swhat you are, Taffy. Supersiw/ious, see? An' it
al comes of bleedin' ignerance—now then——

HUGHES (angry again): Ignorant yourself, you loud-mouthed
Cockney, you—

DONNINGTON (with authority, sharply): Turn it up, you two! |
haven't finished my nice little report yet.

JOSEPH (looking up from writing): It seemed to meto peter out even
worse than my report.

DONNINGTON: Now wait. The afore-mentioned B.F.s now sitting
in the desert may be discovered there by the enemy. If they are, either
they will be killed—which will bethe end of them—or they'll be taken
prisoner, to live a degraded sort of existence for a few years before

[215]



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY

being returned to a country that's forgotten them. If, on the other
hand, they are found by their own side, they will be required aimost
immediately to take part in smilar idiotic expeditions. But if these
sx arefound by neither sde—

hJOSEPH (quietly, but decidedly): All right, Phil, you needn't go into
that

ELVIN (who has been thinking this over): Cheerful sort o' chummie,
you are, Corp'ra, aren't yer? My bleedin" oath, you are!

SHAW: Ah agree wi' every word 'e said. An' ah fedl better nah
'‘gs said it. Me an' the corporal thinks dike.

JOSEPH (now coming into the tal k?]: No you don't. Not redly. But
you both enjoy making the worst of things.

WICK: Herbert does. Grumbles like hell al the time, an' makes
me feel low sometimes.

JOSEPH (taking charge now): Now let's have another look at this
soldiering business. We're dl fools for being here, eh?

HUGHES: Certainly we are, Sergeant Joseph. No doubt of that
whatever.

ELVIN: If I 'card my ticket was waiting for me down at the base—
desert or no bleedin' desert—I'd start runnin’ for it now.

JOSEPH: Y ouwould, Knocker, eh?

ELVIN: | would, Sar'n't. Gone with the flamin' wind—that 'ud be
me.

JOSEPH: And yet | happen to know, Knocker, that you were offered
apermanent job down at the base, on account of your age and service,
and that you turned it down—to come up here.

ELVIN (apologetically): That'sdiff'rent. IfI'mgoin’ ter soldier, then
I'm goin' ter soldier—see—an' no char-wallah stuff at the base—I like
to be up the line with the red boys—see. | done it before—(when
some of you blokes was wettin' yer mother's hearth-rug)—an' | can
do it again—never mind if I amin a desert or on a bleedin' iceberg.
But show me me ticket——

JOSEPH (loudly, affectionately): Go on, you old liar. 1f I showed you
your ticket now—youwouldn't haveit.

ELVIN: You couldn't run fast enough to takeit away from me—

JOSEPH: | see. And if they'd sent transport for you, then you'd just
climbin, say good-bye, and leave us hereto get on without you, eh?

ELVIN (embarrassed by this argument): Oh—well—ave a bit o
common, Sar'n't—they wouldn't send transport for me an' not for the
rest of you—so it just couldn't ‘appen. But | say——

DONNINGTON (breaking in): It doesn't matter what you say,
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Knocker. We know it's dl talk, you needn't have been here at all.
But then—you've got it badly—you can't keep away from soldiering—
you're practically barmy—so you don't count. If thereis an argument,
you can beleft out. But what isthe argument, Ben?

JOSEPH: Wdll, you say—and they dl agree with you—that we're
fools to be here. Right?

DONNINGTON: Right.

JOSEPH: And | say—let'stake alook atit. What's the adternative to
fighting, to being fools out here? Well, we might have al packed up.
In 1940, say, when they expected us to. | don't know where some of
you would have been then—working for the Nazi bosses probably—
but I know that, being a Jew, I'd have been in a concentration camp—
that is, if they'd taken me alive—which they wouldn't have done——

SHAW (indignantly): Nah then, steady on, Sergeant. They wouldn't
ha got me workin' for any bloody Nazis. We don't like them sort ¢
folk upi' Yorkshire.

HUGHES (excitedly): If England had given in, Waes would have
gone on fighting by herself—under Lloyd George perhaps—

ELVIN (with great emphasis): 'Ere, 'df a minute, you blokes—'00
d'yer think you are? What abaht good of London? Why—if yer'd all
packed it up—oF Winston ‘ad only to come down the Mile End Road
an' give the word—an' we'd ha' fought 'em wiv bleedin' bottles. Pack
up! 'Oo the 'dl ever talked o' packing it up at any time——

DONNINGTON : Nobody did. And the sergeant knows it. He's only
arguing. All right. We had to fight. So what?

JOSEPH: Wdll, if we had to fight, somebody had to leave home, go
out, and do the fighting. But it needn't have been us. We're the fools,
the mugs. The smart boys—we'll say—are dl ill at home. Georgie
here might have been till on his farm, Shaw in a factory, Corporal
Donnington might have been at the Ministry of Information——

ELVIN: Gripes! Excusemeglove, Corporal!

JOSEPH: And then you wouldn't have been fools out here, would
you? You'd have been dl right. Not a bad war at all. Go on, just
imagine yourselves doing it—with al the rest of the chaps out here, of
course. Sitting at home, listening to the wireless at night. Fine, eh?

ELVIN (dowly): | dunno, Sar'n't—it doesn't sound so 'ot ter me. Of
course if yer could get yer ticket good an' proper—that 'ud be
diff'rent——

WICK: No, | don't think I'd like that, Sergeant. Not with dl the
other chaps away. Itisn't the same at home.

JOSEPH: Phil?
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DONNINGTON: Oh—I get theidea. The argument's plain enough.
It would have been worse still if we'd packed up and refused to fight.
All right. But we wouldn't have been happy If wed stayed at home
and let other fellows do the lighting for us. Therefore, we're not fools
to be here.

JOSEPH: Right. And what's your answer to that?

DONNINGTON (with growing emphasis). My answer is—we're al
fools—fools or crooks. What sort of a world is it that offers a man
these alternatives? Either fight or be whipped. Either sit on the desert
or stay at home eating your damned heart out. Either behave like a
fool or behave like a crook. What a choice! What aworld!

HUGHES: Now you are talking, Corporal Donnington. | agreewith
you.

JOSEPH: Go on, Phil.

DONNINGTON: What'stheuse? Y ou must seeit for yourself. This
isn't a life, this isn't a civilisation—it's nothing but a hell on earth.
Women and young children trapped and screaming in blazing ruins.
Chaps going mad in open boats. Whole cities burning. Millions and
millions of young men throwing hot lead at each other, high in the air
or down in holes in the ground. Whole countries dying of starvation.
Hundreds of thousands of factories turning out nothing but planesand
tanks and guns, when people want food and clothes and houses. No
people getting on with their real lives. Nothing but war, war, war—
torture, starvation and mass murder. And what the hell's the use of
arguing about who started it? The point is—it shouldn't have been
there to start. Fools! I tell you, we're all bloody madmen, the whole
stinking human race.

ELVIN: Gahr-lumme, yer'vesaid somethingthistime, Corp.

HUGHES: He'sright—aquiteright indeed, | tell you. My uncle says
the very same thing. We are al mad, he says. In the chapel he says it
too—for my uncleis a very fine preacher too.

SHAW: Corporal's not doing too bad at it either.

JOSEPH (quietly): Thatall, Phil?

DONNINGTON. No, itisn't, and I might aswell finishnow that I've
got going. We've made it a hell on earth, and for al 1 can seg it's
going to stay like that. We're al fighting for a better world, arc we?
Yes, they'redl telling usthat now. I'veheard 'em. And they make me
laugh. They make me laugh because | don't want to cry, that's all.
Better world my foot! Who's telling us we're fighting for a better
world? All the old crocks who helped to get us into this mess, and
who go round telling the people how brave they are, instead of getting
down on their knees and asking to be forgiven because they got 'em
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into this bloody mess. We had one great war, which knocked off about
ten million men. Did anybody learn anything? Not one God-
damned thing, except how to make faster planes, bigger bombs and
heavier tanks. And now we're in another war, worse till. And is
anybody learning anything? Not a thing. You listen to 'em. You
read what they say. For al | can see, in another twenty years, welll dl
be at it again, worse than ever. Listen—and don't try to be funny
because | can't takeitjust now. | quarrelled with a girl once—the only
one | ever realy cared about—just because she wouldn't give me a
child. Well, now | know shewas right. | wouldn't bring a deaf-blind
monkey into such aworld. Letitrot.
He walks away, to hide his feelings. The others are silent,
watching himgo.
JOSEPH (quietly):  Phil?
DONNINGTON (over hisshoulder): Okay, Ben. I'mdl right.
Goesout right.

WICK (after apause): | didn't understand all that.

ELVIN: That's 'cos yer too young, Georgie. What did you make o*
that little packet, Sar'n't?

JOSEPH: Doesn't make much odds what | thought of it, Knocker.
You see, I'm different from the rest of you.

ELVIN: What—"cos yer got three stripes?

JOSEPH: No, of course not. But, you see, I'm a Jew.

HUGHES: Why should that make any difference?

JOSEPH: We've a history that goes back along way. And alot has
happened to us. Mostly unpleasant. What's happening now has
happened beforeto us—thisistheworst becauseit'sthe most thorough
and ruthless—but we've had it before. That makesthe difference.

SHAW: Ah dare say—Dbut ah don't quite see what you're getting at,
Sergeant.

HUGHES: | don'teither.

JOSEPH: If there's time to explain later on, | will. And it's just
possible we might have alot of time on our handsjust now. (Calling.)
Phil?

DONNINGTON (off, fromtank): Yes?

JOSEPH (calling): Try the wireless again.

DONNINGTON (off, calling): | amdoing. But | can't get anything.

JOSEPH (calling): Keep onwithit. (To the others.) Get cleaned up
here, boys. And don't be too long about it, because it'll be dark fairly
soon—and | want you two, Shaw and Hughes, to see to the guns and
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check the ammo—and you two, Elvin and Wick, check the rations and
water. There is water over there, isn't there, Knocker?

ELVIN: 'At'sri', Sar'n't, | 'ad a dekko at it when we first come. Not
so ruddy much, thereisn't, an' what there is there's dark an' crawlin—
looks more like maggoty potted mest.

JOSEPH: We can chlorinateit and boil it.

ELVIN: Yer could make bleedin' rissoles out of it.

JOSEPH: Bring somein when you've cleared up. I'm going to seeiif
we can't get some sense out of that wireless set. And all you four, keep
a sharp look-out for planes. It's not too late yet for one to be passing
—either one of ours or one of theirs.

Goes off, as ifinto tank. ELVIN and WICK clear up, with some
perfunctory assistance from SHAW and HUGHES.

SHAW: Water. Yer never think about water till yer in one o' these
God-forsaken 'oles. At ‘ome yerjust turn tap on an' thereit is—much
as yer want.

ELVIN: Yus, an' what's better till, Yorky—yer can step out to the
nearest boozer—an' say "Pint o' bitter"—an' she pulls the oF ‘andle—
an' there y'are. An' I'll bet there's some blokes grumblin' ‘cos the
price ‘as gone up or there's afly in it—strewth!

WICK: Firsttimel went home onleave our farmwas nearly flooded
out. It wasjust after there'd been a lot of snow and then it had dll
melted, and dl the low fields and the bottom of the road were under
water. | come home that time late at night and there was a bright
moon, and al the water was glittering—it looked fine.

ELVIN: There oughter bin some rockets an' a band playin'.

HUGHES: A mileupthehill fromwherel live, inthewoods, there'sa
wonderful waterfall. Everybody comesto seeit. You hear it roaring
long before you seeit, and in the spring the woods are full of bluebells
—sometimes we took our suppers up there, and then come back
through the woods, singing all together. . . . When you cometo stay
with us, Georgie, after the war, we will go an' see the waterfall.

ELVIN: Nah, wait a minute, Taff. First thing Georgie does when
they let 'im off the farm is to come an' see me an' the al' trouble-an’
strife an' afew o' my o' Chinas—proper ruddy characters—that 'e€'s
already 'eard tell of from me—see? 'At'sright, isn't it, Georgie?

WICK: Wel—

Hestopsshort, andlooksso seriousthat theothersstareat him.

ELVIN: Wazzamatta, Georgieboy?

WICK (deeply disturbed): | don't know.

He shakeshishead, then turnsaway.
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ELVIN (with gruffconcern): Takeit easy, Ching, takeit easy. 'At'sa
boy. Time you get back ‘'ome, your ol man an' your brother'll ‘ave
piled so much nicker out of that farm, al you'll 'aveto doisto bitethe
end off yer cigars an' strike matches—when me an' Yorky an' Taff is
wonderin' ‘ow to scrape afew bobs together.

SHAW: An' ah'll bet that'sright an' dl.

WICK (gravely): I'll fetch that water, shall I?

ELVIN (cheerfully): That's right. Fed better when you come back,
you'll see. Only keep yer 'and out o' that water. It might bite yer.

WICK goes to get a container for the water, and then we see him
go off dowly with it left. The others watch him go, exchanging
significant glances.

SHAW (quietly): What's up with'im?

ELVIN: | dunno. But don't get it inter yer 'ead the poor little
bleeder's windy—'cos 'eisn't.

HUGHES: Hedid it once beforewhen weweretalking about after the
war.

SHAW: Did what?

HUGHES: He stopped suddenly—and wouldn't say any more—and
then hewalked away—shaking his head.

ELVIN: 'At's why | let 'im go for the water—see? Gives 'im
something to do by ‘imself—so's ‘e can say " 'Ere | am, mother—in
the bleedin' desert—all oky-doky" or—or whatever 'e wants to say to
'er. 'E's a good boy to 'is mother, young Georgie is. Not like me. |
was a proper bastard to my ol woman—till I come ‘ome on leaf—Iast
war it was—wiv my mind made up to givethe ol' girl agood time—an'
then | was too late—they'd just taken 'er into the East London
Hospital——

SHAW (who is looking intently across left): Hey! Knocker!

ELVIN: Wazzamatter?

SHAW: Plane.

All three turn and stare at the sky out left. We cannot hear
anything yet, but they can.

HUGHES: | can't seeit, but | can hear it.

SHAW: It's comin' this way an' dl. (Turning to call.) Sergeant,
Sergeant. Plane!

ELVIN (going to left to shout): Hey, Georgie. Plane. Plane.

JOSEPH and DONNINGTON come hurrying out of the tank. They
carry field-glasses, and at once look in the direction indicated
by the others. We can now hear the plane distantly, but steadily
approaching.
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DONNINGTON: Oneof ours, I think.

HUGHES. Must be.

JOSEPH: Wait a minute. | don't recognise this one. May be one of
the new American—no, it's one of theirs—take cover.

ELVIN: Hey, Georgie. Down, boy, down.

JOSEPH: Come on—take cover.

They hurry off, and now we hear the plane comingfast and tow.
A burst of machine-gun fire off left and then, with the plane im-
mediately above, another burst of machine-gun fire aimed at the
tank, etc. If possible, all lights should be quickly dipped to suggest
the shadow of the planepassing quickly over the scene. The whole
incident should be staged as realistically and dramatically as
possible. We hear the plane going away. JOSEPH comes out,
standing as high as possible, watching the plane go, through his
glasses. The others emerge, rather cautioudy, with the rather
forcedjocularity of men coming out ofa crisis.

ELVIN: Wédll, that bleeder took a nice crack at us al right, al right.

JOSEPH (still looking): He's not turning. Wants to get back. Lucky
for usit'll be dark soon.

SHAW: If ah'd 'ad gun out, ah'd 'ave leathered yon chap. Ah put a
burst right into one, time we wor near t'Canal. Saucy mucker!

ELVIN: 'Ow's young Georgie doin', Sar'n't? Did 'e get down dl
right—same as| told 'im?

JOSEPH: Yes, he's down. Taking his time about getting up too.
Thinks he might be coming back at him. Better tell him it's al right
now. Herel (Breaks off, and looks harder.) He's been hit. Get the
First-Aid box. Hughes, you come with me. Knocker, get some water
going. You other two, stay here—put some blankets in the tent.
Come on, Hughes.

He and HUGHES race off left.

ELVIN (dazedfor a moment): Georgie! Christ!

DONNINGTON (quietly): Get going, Knocker. You can curseit all
afterwards.

SHAW (getting blanket): It may be nowt after dl. Ah've seen chaps
knocked flat an' it's turned out to be nowt but a scratch.

ELVIN hasgoneout right. The other two take blanketsinto tent,
andgenerally tidy up—talking as they move about.

DONNINGTON (slowy): | hope the kid's al right. But | have a
feding he isn't.

SHAW: Seemsto me, Corporal, you've got somefairly ‘orrible sorts
o' thoughts an' feelingsin that 'ead o' yours, if what you give usin that
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gpeech o' yours was a fair sample. An' ah'm not so sure you're not
right an' dl. It's a mad monkey-'ouse werein, al right.

DONNINGTON: Y ou'vencticedittoo, haveyou?

SHAW: Course ah ‘ave. Couple o' chaps come in a plane—they
don't knaw us an' we don't knaw them—an' they're miles from ‘ome
an' so are we—they pump some lead out—an' dahn goes poor little
George Wick. Seems to me if chaps at top can't arrange it better nor
this, it 'ud be cheaper to shoot them instead o' shooting each other.

DONNINGTON: Wouldn't makeany difference. Itisn'tjustthechaps
at the top—as you call them. What'swrong goes all through. Nobody
learns anything, and nobody wants to. We're all barmy somewhere
inside. The Nazis and Fascists and Japs are worse than we are, but
were barmy too.

SHAW: Well, ah don't know. Ah don't fed barmy. (ELVIN comes
in. SHAW returns.) Corporal sayswereall barmy.

ELVIN: I've 'eard 'im before. (Looking out left) Can't see 'em
coming.

DONNINGTON (looking through his glasses): They're putting a
dressing on him.

ELVIN: | got the water goin'. Can't do no more'ere. Might as well
go an' give 'em a'and wiv 'im, eh, Corp?

DONNINGTON: All right, Knocker.

ELVIN hurries out left.

SHAW: Yer'd think to 'ear Knocker talk, '€d no more ‘eart in ‘im
than that there stone, but ah tell yer—he's right fond o' young
Georgie, is Knocker. Do owt for 'im.

DONNINGTON (after a pause): What do you cal those two girls of
yours in Ossett?

SHAW: Onée's Nelly—and t'other's Olive.

DONNINGTON: Néelly and Olive. And I'll betthey're both going out
with chaps to-night.

SHAW (heartily): An' ah'll bet they are an' all. Me sister told me as
much t'last letter she wrote. They've got t'Air Force round there, so
they're off out wi' t'Air Force.

DONNINGTON:Anddon'tyoucare?

SHAW: Wadll, ah'd sooner think o' summat else than what's going
on there—but ah can't grumble, can ah? ah mean to say—if ah
can't make me mind whether it's Nelly ah want or Olive, ah can't
blame 'em if they go aht wi' t'Air Force. Not that they mightn't do
that onny way. An ah must say if a nice-lookin' Waaf come along
to-night, ah might ha one or two ideas o' me own.
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DONNINGTON (with mock gravity): Yes, you might. But | have a
feeling that a nice-looking Waaf—or a nice-looking anybody ese—
won't come along to-night. (Quotes with slight over-emphasis.)

"White in the moon the long road lies
The moon stands blank above;
White in the moon the long road lies
That leads me from my love.

Sill hangs the hedge without a gust,
Stll, still the shadows stay;

My feet upon the moonlit dust
Pursue the ceasdess way ...

SHAW: That'spoetry, in'it?

DONNINGTON: That's poetry.

SHAW: We 'ad poetry at school but | thought nowt on it then an'
ah've never bothered with it since. But that's dl right, what you said.
You mun gi' me that bit again sometime, Corporal. (Repeats care-
fully.) White in t'moon—t'long road lies—'at leads me from me love.
Ah see what t'chap's gettin' at there.

Thelight isnow going.

DONNINGTON: They'd better hurry up. It'll be dark soon.

SHAW: Ay, it's light one minute 'ere an' dark next. Ah reckon
nowt o' that. Ah likeit gradual same asitis at ‘ome.

DONNINGTON: They're bringing him back. Nothing more we can
do here, isthere?

SHAW (staring about him): Nowt as | can see. 'Ere, Corpordl, ah
wonder what this 'ere stoneis.

Indicates the top of stone monument prominent in background.
Both men look at it.

DONNINGTON: Probably someold stonemonument—or what'sleft
of it—buried deep in the sand. | believe this is an old desert road.
Thousands of years ago men were travelling this way, and probably
some of them often spent the night in this very place. | don't suppose
they were very different from what we are. They were on the road too,
far from home, wondering what was happening back there, wondering
what it's al about, laughing and cursing and crying out and dying.

SHAW: Ay, 'appen this stone could tell alot if it could talk.

DONNINGTON: Yes. But could it tell us what we want to know?
Could it tdl us why we hurt each other and hurt ourselves and why
there's something inside us that cries out in rage and shame at this
misery and then dies before we do?
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SHAW: Nah, steady on, Corpora. Things is bad enough without
talkin' so peculiar. You give me the bloody creegps once aready.
'Ere they are.

They goforward afew steps. JOSEPH, HUGHES and ELVIN enter
dowly left, carrying WICK, who is obviously very badly wounded.

JOSEPH (quietly): Straight into thetent with him. Y ou stay with him
first, Hughes, then well relieve you. Now steady—take it easy.

DONNINGTON (quietly): How is he, Ben?

JOSEPH: Pretty bad. Had to give him morphia.

They carry WICK into the tent, and after a moment JOSEPH and
ELVIN come out, leaving HUGHES.

ELVIN (to HUGHES inside tent): Il get a bit o' shut-eye now, Taff,
then yer can wake me up soon as you like—an' I'll watch 'im.

JOSEPH: All right, Knocker, you get some segp now. You'd better
get down too, Shaw.

SHAW: All right, Sergeant.

JOSEPH: I'm going to have another go at that wireless, Phil. It
wasn't so good before—with nobody knowing where we are—but now
that plane has spotted us, and with young Wick on our hands, weve
got to send a message somehow.

DONNINGTON: Wdll, I'mnoradioexpert, but there'sonelittiedodge
they showed us on that course that I'd like to try. (As they move.)
How is the kid?

JOSEPH (moving): Too bad to last long out here.

They go out to tank. SHAW andELVIN have got their blankets and
are now preparing to sleep. Thelight has almost gone. They talk
very quietly as they get down.

SHAW: 'Eard what the sergeant said about young Georgie?

ELVIN: |'eard. Butl needn't tell imter tell me. I've seentoo many
blokes knocked aht not ter know that poor kid's bleedin' bad.

SHAW: That'sright.

ELVIN: 'E didn't know 'em when they got to 'im. Cryin' out an'
talkin' to 'is mother an' brother, 'e was. | cdl it a perishin' ruddy
shame. It's always them good kids that getsit.

SHAW (drowsily): Ay—remember young Kitchen—an' that young
Durham lad who played the mouth organ——

ELVIN (drowsily): | can remember 'undreds of'em—this war—Iast
war—India an' Palestine too—'undreds of 'em—'undreds of 'em——

SHAW (afterpause, drowsily): Corporal sayschaps'asbeentravelling
this way for thousands of years—thousands of years, 'e says——
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ELVIN (almost adeep): 'Undreds of ‘em—yers—'undreds of
‘em——

SHAW (almost asleep): Thousands o' years—this same desert—
thousands o' years——

They arenow asleep. The stage isalmost dark. A spotlight, like

ashaft ofmoonlight, comes on to the stone monument, asthe curtain
dowly falls.

END OF ACT ONE
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INTERLUDE

The scene is the same, but now it is 703 B.C. Where the tank was, right,
is now a rough stone building, without door or window visible.
There is dtill a tent at left but it is a different tent—a rough black
tent. There are various bundles, to suggest thisisa caravan on the
move. The charactersare more or less the same, but of course their
accents are less marked. ELVIN, SHAW, HUGHES, WICK are of
indeterminate Near Eastern nationality—or of various nationalities
but more or lessalike because their trade, as caravanners, hasmade
themalike. The threeolder men wear beards, only WiCK issmooth-
faced. They wear dusty rough patched clothes. DONNINGTON is
different, for he is now an Egyptian scribe—smooth, clean-shaven,
neat, dressed in a white linen tunic or something of the kind.
JOSEPH is a shepherdfrom Judah and is bearded—dark and roughly
dressed. Theidol is shown exactly as at end of Act | with HUGHES
in the same position—alone on the stage. Full daylight with strong
sunlight. HUGHES remains prostrated before theidol, motionlessfor
several moments, and then ELVIN enters right, from behind the
building, whereall right entrances are made throughout.

ELVIN (giving HUGHES a kick)' Get up.

HUGHES (angrily): Fool! (But he scrambles to hisfeet.) You may
have angered the god.

ELVIN (contemptuously): God! That's no god. You'll pray and
sacrifice to anything. | told the overseer at Damascus that most of our
trouble came from you, and that it was the last caravan I'd take with
you——

HUGHES:. Thatyou'dtake’ Who made you the leader? I'm as good
asyou.

ELVIN: Oh no, you're not. | was travelling the desert when your
mother was still wiping you—if she ever did wipe you.

HUGHES: We four are equal—two for the camels, two for the asses
—and only the Egyptian is above us.

ELVIN: And who is it that the Egyptian asks for advice about the
weather and the roads? He comes to me. He's promised me ajob—if
| want it—when we reach Memphis.

HUGHES: We shall never reach Memphis—you'll see.

ELVIN: Oh—stop croaking!
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HUGHES: Besides, theEgyptiansaredl liars.

ELVIN: Oh—yes, the Egyptians are al liars. And why? Because
you once lost a piece of slver to two black sorcerers a Tanis. You'd
make anybody into a liar, you would, just because you'll believe
anything. Prayingto that! (Pointsto idol) Who is he, anyway?

HUGHES: He may bethelittle god of this part of the desert.

ELVIN: | don't give afig for him. He's nobody. Hasn't even a
name. If you'd had any sense, when we were up North, you'd have
offered something to that old Hittite god—Teshub—old Teshub riding
on his bull—lord of the weather. Only time | gave him amiss, we lost
half a caravan between here and Damascus. Remember that time, up
North, when we looked into the gardens—and al the women were
doing their annual weep—tearing their hair, shrieking and wailing,
cutting themselves with sharp knives—while the fat eunuchs of
Ashtoreth went walking round and round——?

HUGHES: One of them saw us and cursed us. And thenwelost five
camels.

ELVIN: Wed havelost'emanyhow.

Enter SHAW and WICK from right.

SHAW: The Egyptian is ill talking to the captain of the soldiers.

WICK: And the soldiers are preparing to go.

ELVIN: Are they coming our way?

SHAW: | don't know. The Egyptian told us to wait.

WICK: | wantto get away from here. Why can't we go?

SHAW: Takeit easy. | keep telling him hell never do for caravan
work unless he can takeit easy.

ELVIN: That'sright, youngone. Said the sameto you myself.

WICK: It was my father'sideathat | should make thisjourney. |
wanted to be a metal worker, like my uncle.

ELVIN: And tick in one place al your life?

WICK: Why not?

SHAW: Weéll, you stay in acity, you build up a business, and then
what—there's an invasion, the city's sacked, and either you're dit up or
dragged off into davery. | lost two brothersthat way.

HUGHES: And| lost my father and mother—and three of my father's
brothers—and my sister was taken to Nineveh——

ELVIN: So that's who you were looking for, that time we went to
Nineveh—your sister, eh?

HUGHES: Yes, | wentlookingfor my sister.

SHAW: Waéll, that wasn't your sister | saw you with.

[ 228 ]



INTERLUDE DESERT HIGHWAY

WICK: | wish we'd been going to Nineveh. | should like to see it
once.

HUGHES: Beatsthem al, in my opinion, just as aplaceto see. You
never saw such temples, parks and gardens. Wonderful. You could
St under the almond blossom and sméll the lilies, and watch the lions
—hundreds and hundreds of lions they have there. (To ELVIN.)
Haven't they?

ELVIN: Yes, but | liked the women—never mind the lions. All the
people in the world are there at Nineveh. Every colour, shape and
Sze. Streets crowded, inns packed out. Costs you plenty, too—but it's
funwhileitlasts. Mindyou, | wouldn't live there—no fear.

WICK: Why?

ELVIN: You've got to be too careful. Do anything wrong—say a
word too many—and they're on to you. They're cruel hard devils, the
Assyrians. No, if I'm going to leave the road and stay anywhere, give
me Egypt.

HUGHES (jeeringly): He thinks the Egyptians will oifer him ajob at
Memphis.

ELVIN (truculently): Well, why not? Listen, there are chaps no
better than me that have gone along way in Egypt. And living's cheap,
and you can get plenty of good beer. You're safe too in Egypt—you
can risk raising afamily—not like up here and along the coast, where
before you know where you are—the town's burning, the invaders are
in, and you're running for your life.

SHAW: Yes, that'swhat it's like up here, but, if you ask me, it's the
same everywhere dse now—E%ypt or anywhere. Nobody's safe any
more. You heard what that old man said who came out of the cave
back there—when wasit, day before y%terdgy. He said the gods were
angry and so the world was coming to an end.

WICK: But he was mad. | heard him say that he had heard the
sheep and the hirds talking about it amongst themselves.

HUGHES: Wéll, why shouldn't he? What about that |amb that spoke
and prophesied——

ELVIN: Just aminute. Youdidn't hear it, did you?

HUGHES: No, | didn't, but lots of people did.

ELVIN: It's a funny thing but I'm never there when these things
happen. When I'm about, the only talking that lambs and sheep do Is
just Baa.

HUGHES: Becauseyou can't bethere doesn't prove—

ELVIN (turning as hegoes): And that'swhat | say to you.

HUGHES: What?
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ELVIN: Baa
Goesout right.

WICK: Whichway will we go from here?

SHAW: Down through Samaria and Judaea. Well have to have an
Israelite guide.

WICK: What's Samaria like?

SHAW: Nothing much now. They say it used to be very rich—but
that's before my time.

HUGHES: Thefirsttimel ever camethisway, | was only akid, and
just when we got to Samaria, the Assyrians burst everything wide
open, and then let hell loose. They were rounding up the Samarians
and driving 'em off like cattle. Kids being dragged out of their
mother's arms to be thrown to Moloch. Yes, and some of the fathers
were offering their kids to Moloch themselves—feeding the furnaces
with ‘em.

WICK (cautiously, dropping hisvoice): My uncle hates Moloch.

HUGHES (alarmed): You be careful what you're saying.

WICK: All right. I'm only telling you two.

SHAW: Yes, but he'sright, though. Keepitto yourself.

WICK (almost in a whisper): The Egyptian doesn't believe in
Moloch.

HUGHES: He's got plenty of gods and goddesses of hisown. You'll
geea Bulls and snakes and cats. There's one with the head of a

ird—

SHAW: There's two or three. And there's one with the head of a
crocodile—Sebek. And in one of their lakes there's a big crocodile
that isfed every day by the priests with meat and thefinest meal.

HUGHES: But you never know what you're seeing down there in
Egypt, there's so much sorcery. In al the towns there are hundreds of
sorcerers and soothsayers, and they come up and stare at you—and
begin telling your past and your future. There was an old blind
sorcerer with a basket full of live snakes who came up to me once at
Sas——

Hebreaksoffabruptly becauseat thismoment DONNINGTON, as
the Egyptian, entersfromright.

DONNINGTON (who speaks with calm authority): Has the guide
arrived?

HUGHES: No, not yet. Ishecoming here?

DONNINGTON: Thatiswhatwasarranged.

SHAW: Who is he?
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DONNINGTON: | don't know. Probably some Israglite shepherd,
who knows al the mountain passes. If he does not come soon, we
must go forward without him.

SHAW: Why? Y ou said |ast night therewas no hurry.

DONNINGTON: Now | know more than | knew last night. | know
we cannot afford to linger here.

SHAW: The soldiers havetold you something.

DONNINGTON (calmly): Yes, thesoldiershavetold me something.

HUGHES (after apause, uneasily): Well—what did they tell you?

DONNINGTON: This morning, some of their horsemen, who were
scouting in the North-East, came riding back at full speed to report
that they had seen a vast moving cloud of dust, asif the very hills were
shaking themselves——

HUGHES (alarmed): The Assyrians.

DONNINGTON: Yes, alarge Assyrian army. It should pass well to
the North of us, moving towards Phoenicia. But some of their horse-
men might discover us here——

SHAW: That'swhy the soldiers are getting ready to go.

DONNINGTON: Yes. Otherwisetheir line of retreat may soon be cut
off. They will be gone within an hour. And we should be going too,
soon, for although the Assyrians may be old friends of yours, they are
not friends of mine—or of Egypt.

SHAW: Don't worry. We don't like 'em any more than you do.
But we've only these bits of thingsto pack up and then we can go, and
once we're on the move south, they're not likely to find us.

DONNINGTON: Very well. Wewill wait alittlelonger for theguide.
It may save time in the end, for we could easily miss him, 1 imagine,
once we have moved off, for he might be coming to us another way.

HUGHES: Yes, we had better wait. (More humbly.) Tel me,
Master, for you are alearned scribe, what is the little god there?

He points to the idol.

DONNINGTON (glancing at it andshrugging): A piece of rough carved
stone, my friend. No god at al. A barbarian image. But | think |
have seen you praying to it once or twice.

HUGHES: Well, what if you have? | don't like taking any chances,
these days. He—it—might have power in these parts.

DONNINGTON : Pray to it if it pleases you. But don't ask metojoin
you.

WICK (timidly): Haven't you such gods and imagesin Egypt, sir?

DONNINGTON (smiling): We have everything in Egypt. We have
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learning and knowledge, and we have ignorance. We have great
families who have given us governors and high priests and exquisite
princesses from time immemorial. We have scribes and architects and
craftsmen. We have humble peasants. We have daves of every colour
—and black savages from the mountains and forests beyond Ethiopia.
We have acivilisation that has endured for thousands of years, and that
will endure for ever.

WICK: Greater than Assyria.

DONNINGTON (contemptuously): Youtalk likeachild. Yesterday,
Assyria did not exist, and to-morrow it will not exist. It is athing of
to-day. Before Assyriawas heard of, Babylon was great, and may be
great again—for Babylon was a civilisation of a kind and not a mere
plundering military machine—but long before Bayblon was built,
Egypt was a whole world in itself, and had raised the great pyramids
and carved the everlasting Sphinx. | had an old master who wor-
shipped Thoth the moon-god, and by fasting could put himself into a
trance, free himself from time, and so gazeinto the far future. Hetold
me something of these visions—only allittle, for | was very young and
not fit for such knowledge—and he said he had seen strange and
incomprehensible things—horseless chariots that went as fast as the
wind—men inside great metal birds—men making wars—for always
there were wars, as to-day—with thunder and lightning and vast
invisible javelins—but even so, Egypt was till there—and the great
pyramids dtill cast their mighty shadows—and the noble Sphinx still
gazed across the desert. That—is Egypt.

There is a moment's silence.  Then ELVIN comes bustling in,
looking excited.

ELVIN: Haveyoutoldthem?

DONNINGTON: No, | was waiting for you tojoin us.

ELVIN (who cannot keep it to himself): One of us has got to go with
‘em.

HUGHES: Withthesoldiers?

ELVIN: Yes, and they're packing up now.

SHAW: Why should one of us go with 'em. They know the way
they want to go better than any of us would.

ELVIN: Don't ask me, ask him.

They look uneasily at DONNINGTON, who adopts a smooth but
rather evasive manner.

DONNINGTON: | was about to tell you. But | cannot give you the
reason. | can only tell you that their captain insisted. Perhaps he is
not sure of the roads and needs aguide. He wanted to take you all, but
| pointed out that | had his commander's promise that this caravan

[232]



INTERLUDE DESERT HIGHWAY

should go safely south, and he knew that | had a mission to fulfil in

Jerusalem—some gifts for King Hezekiah—before going on to

Egypt. All that was settled with the Aramaeans, who are now the dlies

of Egypt. So the captain agreed only to take one of you. But one of

you will have to go with him, he declared, or he would take you dl.
HUGHES(uneasily): Whichone?

DONNINGTON: Hedid not care which onewent. And neither dol,
for | shdl be certain of having a least two experienced men left with
me.

SHAW: Y ou'd be certain of three—if he—(pointing to WICK)—went
back with the soldiers.

WICK (inalarm): | don't want to go with him. Why should 1? Just
because I'm the youngest. That's not fair. You don't know what's
going to happen to those chaps or what they're up to. I'm not going
back with them.

SHAW: Andifyouwon't, why should one of us?

ELVIN: Wdl, well haveto draw lots, that's dll.

HUGHES: Now wait a minute, every time I've ever drawn lots with
you, I've been unlucky.

SHAW: And so havel.

ELVIN: Ligtento'em. | can't helpitif I'mlucky, can1? You ought
to have bought one of them lucky charms, same as | did, that timein
Tyre. Best lucky charm | ever had and I've still got it. So look out.

SHAW (to DONNINGTON): You shal arrange the drawing of the
lots.

DONNINGTON: Verywell.

ELVIN: Four pieces of stick will do, one shorter than the other three.
I'll get 'em for you.

HUGHES(alarmed): Oh—no,youwon't.

DONNINGTON: Thereisnoneed. | havesome. | will get them.

Hegoesoutright. Theothersglanceat each other uneasily. Then
ELVIN takesout a charmattachedtoacordor chainroundhisneck,
holds it up and strokes and kisses it. SHAW watches stolidly.
WICK, after glancing at the others, then sits still and his mouth
moves, as if he were silently praying. Meanwhile, HUGHES has
been attracted to the idol again, hasgone nearer to it, and finally
drops down on his knees before it, bowing and supplicating.

JOSEPH (off, but approaching, loudly"): Why do you bow down to
wood and stone?

All four look round, startled. JOSEPH now enters from |eft.
HUGHES scramblesto hisfest.
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HUGHES: What'sthat to dowithyou?

JOSEPH : | hateto see aman wasting histime and energy. What'sthe
use of asking that lump of stone for anything? It can't hear. It can't
se It doesn't know you're there.

SHAW: Are you an Israglite?

JOSEPH: Of thetribe of Judah.

ELVIN: You must be the guide we've been waiting for.

JOSEPH : Not unless you have with you a certain Egyptian scribe.

ELVIN: He'sback there. Behereinaminute. Wefour haveto draw
lots, because one of us must go off with the Aramaean soldiers, damn
their eyes!

JOSEPH: Why arethey in such ahurry to go, these Aramaeans?

ELVIN: There's a big Assyrian army coming from the North-East.
If you know the Assyrians——

JOSEPH: | do. It's as if lions came swarming as thick as locusts,
except that they are crueller than lions. But this must be the Egyptian.

Enter DONNINGTON/romright. Heiscarryingfour short ivory
sticks. He acknowledges the salutation of JOSEPH with gracious
politeness.

DONNINGTON: Y ouaretheguide sent by Shemer tolead usdownto
Jerusalem?

JOSEPH: | am.

DONNINGTON: Y ouknow the passes between Samariainto Judaea.

JOSEPH: Yes. | am of Judah myself, but 1 know aso all the country
of Ephraim, all the last kingdom of the ten northern tribes.

HUGHES: I've been telling them how | went through there—as a
child—when the Assyrians put paid to that lot——

JOSEPH (sternly): The word of the prophet was fulfilled.

DONNINGTON: What prophet was that? You Israglites have so
many prophets.

JOSEPH: The prophet Amos, who was, as | am, a simple herdman,
before Jehovah spoke in his voice. He came suddenly to the great
festival at Bethel, where the nobles and the rich men and their painted
women and the false priests were drinking wine and sacrificing to the

Bull and dancing before the image of Ashtoreth; and he cried to
them:

‘The Lord will roar from Zion,
And utter his voice from Jerusalem;
And the habitations of the shepherds shall mourn;
And the top of Carmel shall wither ..."
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And again he cried to them:
"Hear this word, ye kine of Bashan,
That are in the mountains of Samaria,
Which oppress the poor, which crush the needy,
Which say to their masters 'Bring and let us drink'.
The Lord God hath sworn by his holiness,
That lo, the days shall come upon you,
That he will take you away with hooks,
And your posterity with fishhooks ..."

WICK (astonishedandimpressed): Who is this Lord God?

JOSEPH : | will answer you in thewords of that same prophet Amos:
". . . Yewho turnjudgment to wormwood,
And leave off righteousness in the earth,
Seek him that maketh the seven stars and Orion,
And turneth the shadow of death into the morning,
And maketh the day dark with night:
That caleth for the waters of the sea
And poureth them out upon the face of the earth;
The Lord is his name."
He stands silent for a moment, while the others stare at him
wonderingly, then he turns away and sits down.

DONNINGTON (after a pause, holding up the sticks): Here are the
four gticks. One is shorter than the other three. He who draws the
short stick must go with the soldiers. Y ou are agreed?

ELVIN: All right to me.

SHAW: And me. I'll take my chance.

HUGHES(hesitating): Sowill [—solongasthere'snotrickery.

DONNINGTON (to WICK): And you?

WICK (doubting, fearful): Yes—I suppose so—but——

ELVIN: But what?

WICK (ashamed): | am afraid. | don't want to go with them.

JOSEPH (turning to look at them): If thisyouth is afraid—and | can
see he is—why don't you three, who are older, draw lots and so leave
him with us?

DONNINGTON (smoothly): No, that wouldn't do. He must take
his chance with the others. Now see—(he shows them the ends of
the four sticks, hiding their lengthy—you have only to take one of
these——

HUGHES (worried): No Egyptian conjuring and trickery, mind.

SHAW: Let thelsraelite hold the sticks then.
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JOSEPH: No. I'll have nothing to do with this. One of the older men
should go.
ELVIN: Youmindyour ownbusiness.

JOSEPH (sternly): Thereissomethingevil here.

DONNINGTON: We are merely settling something among ourselves
that does not concern you, my friend. It was aready arranged before
you arrived. Y ou were not sent to us to be our guide on al matters,
but only to lead us through your barbaric mountain passes. Keep your
mind on your own affairs. Work out the quickest route from here as
far as Jerusalem.

JOSEPH: | smell death.

ELVIN: Oh—qgive it a rest—you're worse than he is. (Indicating
HUGHES)

DONNINGTON: Wewastetime. Now choose.

He holds out the sticks as before.
ELVIN: All right. Now'syour chance again, my old lucky charm.
He touches his charm, and then goesforwar d and takes a stick.

SHAW (goingforward): Here, let's have alook.

He goesforward, and after staring hard at the stick, he chooses
one.

HUGHES (in sudden alarm):  Only two left!

DONNINGTON (amused): Yes, but they may betwo long ones. The
chance is the same.

HUGHES (looking at the sticks): Wait aminute now! That one.

He takes one. DONNINGTON now holds up the last one to WiCK

who comes forward shakily and takes it. It is the short one,
though thisisnot obviousat first.

DONNINGTON: Now show me. (TJiey show him the sticks in their
hands. Hepointsto WICK, who gives a smothered cry.) Fortune was
against you.

ELVIN: Sorry about that, boy. Nevermind. Won't betoo bad.

HUGHES: No, of course not. For ayoungster like yoursalf, there's
nothing like going off with atroop of soldiers.

WICK (dowly, carefully): You needn't say any more. I'm not afraid
now. Somehow, it'sdifferent now.

ELVIN: That'sright. Took it too serioudy, before.

WICK: No. It isnow that | know how seriousit is. But I'm not
afraid. (He looks across at JOSEPH, who is now regarding him gravely.)
You were right.
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DONNINGTON: | am sorry but you will have to hurry. Get your
things.

ELVIN: Oh—well gethisthings. And seehimoff.

SHAW: Come on, boy.

He takes up one of the bundles and ELVIN takes another, and with
HUGHES they go offright. Meanwhile, WICK and JOSEPH have come
closer together and are regarding each other gravely.

JOSEPH: Thereis something you wish meto do—or to say—what is
it?

WICK {hesitatingly): This Jehovah—this Lord God—of yours—

JOSEPH: Yes?

WICK: Is he a sun god?

JOSEPH: Heisthemaker of suns. And moonsand stars.

WICK: What ishisimagelike?

JOSEPH: He has noimage. We of the tribe of Judah who keep the
word do not worship images. It was the worship of images that
brought ruin upon the ten tribes.

DONNINGTON: Theré€'s no time now for Hebrew history. This
youth must go.

WICK (rather desperately): Whereis he—thisLord God?

JOSEPH: Heison high.

WICK (distressed): No—I do not understand. And | must go. But
there was something you said about the seven stars and Orion. Say it
again to me before | go, so that | may remember it.

JOSEPH (dlowly): "Seek him that maketh the seven stars and Orion,

And turneth the shadow of death into the
morning."

DONNINGTON (sharply): You must go now.

WICK (slowly): "And turneth the shadow of death into the morning."

He smiles, nods gratefully to JOSEPH, and then hurries out right.
JOSEPH dtares after them sombrely. DONNINGTON, relieved, sits
downandsmiles.

DONNINGTON (after apause): Wemust be going soon. Assoon as
the soldiers have moved off, | will tell the men to pack up these things
—for the animals are aready loaded—and then we can go. Take us
by the shortest route to Samaria, and then by the quickest roads
through that country into Judah.

JOSEPH (abdtractedly):  Yes.

DONNINGTON': Y oulsradlites of theold faith have somecuriousand
fanatical notions. For ingtance, didn't | hear you telling that youth
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that it was the worship of images that brought ruin upon your ten
Northern tribes?

JOSEPH: That iswhat | said. It iswhat our prophets have told us.
There is in Jerusalem now a great prophet—Isaiah——

DONNINGTON:I Yes, | haveheardof|saiah.

JOSEPH: Heis old now, but he goes barefoot and almost naked,
looking like a captive dave, to warn the people of Judah——

DONNINGTON: Yes, | have heard. Towarnthem against rebellion
against Assyria, to denounce the new Egyptian aliance. And now you
are going to tell me you have heard this same Isaiah declare that it was
the worship of images—as you cdl it—that brought ruin on the ten
tribes and the Northern kingdom.

JOSEPH: Yes, | have heard him tell the people that. Heis a great
preacher.

DONNINGTON: Butdon't you seetheabsurdity of theseideas? The
Northern kingdom fell simply because it couldn't stand up against the
powerful Assyrian army. Purely a military problem. Nothing to do
with the worship of images at all.

JOSEPH: You did not listen to the words of the prophet Amos that |
recited. He said to the greedy nobles and the false priests: "Ye who
turn judgment to wormwood, and leave off righteousness in the
earth——"

DONNINGTON: Very striking, no doubt. You lsradlites are ex-
cellent poets. But not so effective as the striking power of the Assyrian
heavy and light cavalry and their first-class archery.

JOSEPH: You are like so many. You have knowledge but no
wisdom. You have clear sight but no insight. The herdman Amos
could see further than you and all the priests and scribesin Egypt.

DONNINGTON (smiling): Now you are behaving like a barbarian.
You cannot reply to my argument and so you become abusive.
Turning judgment to wormwood, leaving off righteousness, worship-
ping images—what have they to do with the facts of the military
problem?

JOSEPH (with emphasis): Because a kingdom in which judgment has
turned to wormwood and there is no righteousness is like a fruit that
has gone rotten, and will crumble at a touch. Because when the
Israelite has forsaken the pure worship of the Lord God, when he
bows down to images and throws his children into the furnaces of
Moloch and sends his daughters to prostitute themselves for Ashtoreth,
then he has allowed himself to be conquered from within before the
invader has shot the first arrow. The rich will not fight because they
are lost in greed, drunkenness, lechery and sloth; and the poor will not
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fight because they have been oppressed and crushed, and they fed that
the new masters cannot be any worse than the old. It is Baa and
Moloch and Ashtoreth, the false gods and goddesses of cruelty and
filth, that conquer the world; and the archers and chariots of Assyria
only occupy the kingdoms already fallen and lost.

DONNINGTON: Thesearenot the gods of Egypt, nor is Egypt among
such kingdoms.

JOSEPH: Theturn of Egypt will surely come. | have heard Isaiah cry
out against the trust in Egypt that has taken the place of the trust in the
Lord. "Woeto them," he cried, "that walk to go down into Egypt and
have not asked at the mouth of the Lord God; to strengthen them-
sves in the strength of Pharoah, and to trust in the shadow of Egypt.
Therefore shall the strength of Pharoah be your shame, and the trust
in the shadow of Egypt your confusion.”

DONNINGTON : What would your prophet have his king and people
do? Obey the Assyrians?

JOSEPH: No, obey the Lord God. "In returning and rest shall ye be
saved," he told them. "In quietness and in confidence shall be your
strength: and ye would not."

DONNINGTON: Egyptisaready very old, andtimecannottouchher.
We have prophets too—though they speak and act very differently
from these strange wild men of yours—and sometimes they peer
through the mists of the centuries—far into the future—but always
they see Egypt, the great pyramids and the ever-enduring Sphinx.

JOSEPH: What they seeis nothing but an enduring sepulchre. The
stones will be there but the greatness and quickness of life will have
gone. The glory of Egypt is fading now. The sun is setting across the
Nile, the shadows gather, and the long night is coming.

DONNINGTON (indifferently): It may be so. But it does not matter.
Our wisest men, who know the mysteries of Osiris and Isis, and have
travelled in spirit with Anubis across the kingdoms of the dead, tell us
that lifeis but a dream.

JOSEPH: Thatisidletalk. Ifitisadream,itisadreaminwhichyou
bleed, and vomit in your sickness, and hear your children cry out in
terror before they are tossed on to the spears of the invader. Itis a
dream in which Egypt gives place to Babylon and Babylon to Assyria,
and Assyria—it may be—to the Medes and the men of the northern
mountains—and after them—it may be to the brazen men—as the
prophet said——

DONNINGTON (interested): What prophetisthis—I|saiahagain——?

JOSEPH: No, his disciple Micah, who had many visions on the
mountain near my home—and would come down to tell uswhat he had
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seen.  There were brazen men who came like a thunderbolt and
conquered the world again—and after them many others—from the
East—from the West—men of bronze—men of iron—men with ships
—men with strange beasts——

DONNINGTON (rather eagerly): And men who fought with thunder
and lightning and invisible javelins—and men who came inside grest
metal birds——

JOSEPH: Y ouhaveheardhim?

DONNINGTON: No. My old master—a priest of Thoth—once told
me these things.

JOSEPH: Micah had many such visions on the mountain. Grest
vessdls on the sea larger than the Ark built by Noah and his sons—and
cities far greater than Jerusalem or Nineveh, Babylon or Memphis—
with towers that reached to the sky—as high as the tower of Babel—
and vast magical contrivances that would do with ease in a day the
labour of ten thousand men. And yet, said Micah, these visions too
werefilledwith fireand blood, anger and suffering, and therewas still
desolation in men's hearts because they worshipped false gods—yes,
and judgment was till turned to wormwood, and men left off
righteousness. As it is now, so it will be then. Did I not hear the
prophet cry:

"They built up Zion with blood,
And Jerusalemwithiniquity.
The heads thereof judge for reward,
And the priests thereof teach for hire,
And the prophets thereof divine for money:
Y et will they lean upon the Lord, and say,
'I's not the Lord among us?
None evil can come upon us.'
Therefore shall Zion for your sake be plowed as a field,
And Jerusalem shall become heaps,
And the mountain of the house of the Lord as the high places of
the forest."

DONNINGTON (after a pause): | tell you, Isradlite, that to me—an
Egyptian and a scribe—who have seen many countries and peoples and
belong to the oldest of them, whose ancestors were living in courts and
temples when yours lived savagely in the desert with their animals,
these are only the wild visions and crazed sayings of some barbarian
half-mad with fasting and loneliness—and yet, | will confess, they
move me quite strangely. It may be only the chanting fury and fire of
your voice. We sing very different songs to our little harps in Egypt.

JOSEPH (gruffly): We have our songs. But these are the inspired
words of the prophets through whom our Lord God spesks. Enough!
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He turnsaside and sits down.

DONNINGTON (after apause): What isthematter? Havel offended
you?

JOSEPH:  No.

DONNINGTON: Whatisitthen?

JOSEPH : | wishto begonefromthisplace.

DONNINGTON: So do I. | am only waiting for the three men to
return.

JOSEPH: Thereisterror intheair, and | smell death.

DONNINGTON: You could find terror in the air, and could smell
death, everywhere these days. For life now is like a dark violent
dream, whereas in the days of my ancestorsit was like a clear tranquil
dream, when aman's three score years passed like the shadow of abird
across a sunlit garden. Then a man might labour lightly al his life
at one pleasant task—carving the head of a god, painting the triumphs
of a Pharoah, filling the pools and tending the flower-beds outside a
temple—and watch his children, and his children's children, grow—
and deep in peace. The golden age has gone, and we have entered the
age of iron.

JOSEPH: Y ou do not need to teach a Hebrew that.

DONNINGTON: Y etweEgyptiansoncetaught youmany things, and
there are still somethingsyou might learn.

JOSEPH (fiercely): Thereis nothing———(He breaks off.)

DONNINGTON (after a pause): Well?

JOSEPH: No. | spokethen out of pride. Itisour greatest fault—this
fierce and challenging pride. So | stopped my mouth. (He rises and
paces a little.)

DONNINGTON: Youshouldrest beforethejourney.

JOSEPH: | am uneasy.

DONNINGTON: Why?

JOSEPH: What will become of theyouthwho left us?

DONNINGTON (rather evasively): | don't know. The captain of the
soldiers demanded that one of the men should go with them, and | had
no choice but to agree.

JOSEPH: Andthatisal you know?

DONNINGTON: Thatisall.

JOSEPH: | saw the shadow of death in the face of that youth.
(Suddenly going closer and staring into DONNINGTON'sjace.) And you
are lying.

DONNINGTON: What?
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JOSEPH (fiercely):  You are lying.

He looks as ifhe is about to strike DONNINGTON, but he checks
himself. The two men stare at each other.

DONNINGTON (slowly): Your countryman, Shemer, swore to me by
his faith in your God that he would send me a guide who would take
me safely to Jerusalem—on my way to Memphis. Haveyoutoo sworn
to him to do this?

JOSEPH (regretfully): He has my word.

DONNINGTON (smiling): Thenyou must keepit.

JOSEPH: | shall keepit.

DONNINGTON : But you sound regretful.

JOSEPH : | am. If | werefreeto do what | please, | would go back the
way | came—alone. Thereissomething herel do not like, and already
you have lied to me. | saw the shadow of death in that boy's face.

HUGHES enters right panting, as ifhe had been running, and very
excited.

HUGHES (pointing back): Master—master—they have seized the
youth and bound him before their atar of the Baa—we could—do
nothing——

DONNINGTON: And | can do nothing.

JOSEPH (fiercely, shouting): | will curse their foul image——

DONNINGTON (calling, as JOSEPH moves up left): Stop him!

HUGHES prevents JOSEPH from going out, and as DONNINGTON
joins him SHAW and ELVIN now arrivefrom right.

DONNINGTON (to SHAW and ELVIN): Stop this Israelite—or they'll
kill him too—and well have no guide.

They struggle for a moment, preventing JOSEPH from going out
right. Then a distant shout—as if made simultaneously by a large
body of men—is heard. The struggle ceases at once, and they all
stare offright.

SHAW (dowly): They shout because the god has accepted the
sacrifice.

ELVIN: We saw them bind him to the altar. They wereall waiting
for him—cruel swine, they're as bad asthe Assyrians.

HUGHES: Now they're already beginning to march away.

f Ehv I|N . Poor little devil—no Nineveh or Memphis or anything ese
or him!

JOSEPH slowly comes down and across, sick at heart. DONNING-
TON comes down too, looking anxiously across at JOSEPH.

DONNINGTON (to all of them): We must go now—and quickly.
(Then to JOSEPH.) Remember your word is pledged.
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JOSEPH (hitterly): | have not forgotten.

DONNINGTON: | could do nothing. The captain insisted that they
must have the youth for a sacrifice, and was sending men to fetch him
—but | thought it would be better for the youth if | pretended he was
merely going with them—and the drawing of the lots was a mere
trick——

JOSEPH: Y ou could have given him the swiftest animal and told him
to escape——

DONNINGTON: Thenwe should al have beenkilled. (Callingto the
three men.) Pack up thesethings. We must go at once. Hurry, hurry!

As they begin packing up, under his supervision, JOSEPH remains
standing—a sombrefigure—on one side.

JOSEPH: | was wrong to say that we must leave this place. Why
should we make haste? We go from one place of evil only to another,
and our iniquity goes with us. (They stop and stare at him in bewilder-
ment.) "Then sad I, Lord, how long? And he answered, Until the
cities be wasted without inhabitant, and the houses without man, and
the land be utterly desolate . . ." (Hepausesfor a moment, then cries
with a kind of fierceexultation, dominating the scene.) "And what will
ye do in the day of visitation, and in the desolation which shall come
from far? To whom will we flee for help? And where will ye leave
your glory?'

Ashestandsthere, andthey stare at him, the curtainfalls.

END OF INTERLUDE
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ACT I

The sceneisnow as it wasin Act |. But it isfull morning. SHAW and
HUGHES are sitting at each side of a ground sheet, and are busy
cleaning a machine-gun. They are also sharing one cigarette and
arguing loudly aboutfootball. The others cannot be seen.

HUGHES (who has the cigarette, contemptuously): Huddersfield!

SHAW (aggressively): Yes, 'Uddersfield. 'Ere, come on.

He reachesfor the cigarette, then takes a deep drag at it while
HUGHES watches him anxioudly.

HUGHES: Huddersfield! Nothing to me, nothing at all! (Takes
cigarette.)

SHAW: Ah dare say. But they played better bloody football nor
Cardiff City ever did. 'Ere, an' go easy wi' that fag. It's like sharin' a
fag with a suction pump.

HUGHES: Cardiff City. | care nothing at al about Cardiff City.
Why—we don't think of Cardiff as a Welsh town at al. Swansea—
Port Talbot—of course—very different—but Cardiff—no, we never
think of it as a proper Welsh town. English—really.

SHAW: English! Courseit's not English. May, ah knaw better nor
that. Yer can't get aht of it that way.

HUGHES (annoyed, loudly): Get out of it! Let me tell you, I'm not
trying to get out of anything. You won't stick to the point, man, that's
your trouble, won't stick to the point.

SHAW (annoyed, loudly): Nah nobody can say ah don't stick to
t'point. You started by sayin' that under this Beveridge Report every
chap gets at least two pahnd ten aweek— —

HUGHES (excitedly): And then you talk about football and say
what about Cardiff City—and | tell you | care nothing about Cardiff
City——

SHAW (loudly): Yer went on abaht ‘Uddersfield, didn't yer?

- HUGHES (loudly): | only mentioned Huddersfield because you were
beginning to insult Wales——

ELVIN now comes out of the tent, where he has been looking after

WICK. Hisferociousexpression stops both men ashe comesacross.

ELVIN (softly but veryfiercely): Turn it up—for Gawd's sake—turn
it up. 'Ere's this poor little bleeder—won't tike nothin'—don't know
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nobody—ready to 'and his bleedin' check in—an' al you two muckers
can do is to argue the toss top O yer voices. Get the sergeant—
pronto.

HUGHES (hastily): I'll tell him.

He hurries affright while SHAW goes with ELVIN back to the tent
and looks in.

SHAW (dubioudly): 'Ow are yer, Georgie?

ELVIN (quietly but urgently): No use asking'im. | tried that. But'e
don't know nobody—see? Taks to ‘is Mum an' Dad an' ‘is brother
sometimes—see? But the pore little bleeder don't know none of us—'e
don't know 'es 'ere.

SHAW: Delirious—that'swhat 'eis.

ELVIN: I know, | know. | seen blokes like that when you wasjust
learnin' to walk. When they're bad—yer see, Yorkie—they don't
know where they are or what's ‘appened to ‘em—that's Nature, see?

SHAW: Better likethat, isn'tit?

ELVIN: Course it is. Bit o' kindness on Nature's part, that is,
chummie. I've seen blokes wiv legs an' arms of f—nuthink of 'em left,
yer might say—finished an' for it, of course—but they didn't know
nuthink—jus' felt a bit cold, that's all.

SHAW (disgusted): Arms an' legs off. Ah think we're dl wrongin
our (bloody)'eads.

SERGEANT JOSEPH hurries infrom right followed by DONNINGTON.

JOSEPH: He'sworse, is he?

ELVIN: Lookslikeit ter me, Sergeant. | can't do nuthink more for
im. An' | thought | better go for some more water. (Wistfully.) Yer
a_tcl;aver bloke, Sergeant. Can't yer think o' something we could do for
im?’

JOSEPH: I'm afraid not, Knocker. I've done all | can think of. If he
wasin hospital they'd probably give him ablood transfusion.

ELVIN (serioudy): 'Ecan'aveapint o' mineat any time.

JOSEPH: | know. But we couldn't work it. Don't even know if it
would be right thing to do. Well, I'll look after him now.

ELVIN: I'll go an' brew some char.

Goes out right.

JOSEPH: Shiiw, when you've finished cleaning that gun, go andjoin
Hughes in the tank and see if you can do anything with the wireless.

SHAW: Right-o, Sergeant.

JOSEPH goesintotent. DONNINGTON sitsdownwith SHAW.

DONNINGTON (ashesits): I'll giveyou ahand withthis.
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SHAW: Can't yer get owt o' that wirdess?

DONNINGTON: Not athing.

SHAW: It'sadl right, isn't it?

DONNINGTON: Yes, ifsdl right. What'swrongisus. We're clean
out of touch. We're lost.

SHAW: Wedll, if it depends on that bloody tank to get us out
ofit, well stay lost. Itll tak' lads in workshops aweek or two to get ‘er
goin' again.

DONNINGTON (gloomily): If you ask me, by this time there's a few
hundred miles of desert between us and the rest of the division. We
don't know where they are, and they don't know where we are.

ISHAW: That's abaht it, Corporal. But 'appen they'll send a recce
plane.
DONNINGTON (mocking him): 'Appen they will an' al. But don't
forget, one plane has spotted us aready. That one of theirs, last night.
SHAW: Ay, ahwor forgettin'that. Well, what we goin'ter do?
DONNINGTON: Well, we'renot goingtostart walkingit.
SHAW: Nofear. Besides, if we did, whered we go?

DONNINGTON: You'vesaidit. Wherewould we go? So well just
have to stop here until somebody findsus.

SHAW: They'd better be sharp. We'aven't much water in tank, an'
that stuff along there's fairly crawlin'—an' there's none so much o
that. Ah went along there this mornin' wi' Knocker. An' then what
about rations? Ahfeels ungry now.

DONNINGTON: Then we'd better change the subject. What about
Ossett? And those two girls you can't make up your mind about—
what are their names?

SHAW: Néelly and Olive.

DONNINGTON (reflectively): | fedl like Olive to-day. How about
you?

SHAW: Either'd do me, though ah'd rather 'ave a good meat tea
Aaal—when ah think what ah used to grumble at when ah wor at
‘ome, nay ah could kick meself, ah could. Ah didn't know ah wor
born.

DONNINGTON: | dreamt last night | was sitting down to roast duck
and green peas with a beautiful blonde called Paula. And the wine
waiter at the Savoy Grill—who for some reason or other looked and
talked just like my Uncle Archie—was opening some champagne.
But what the hell! | wasn't happy when | had dl that, and now I'm
miserable because | haven't it. What's the matter with us, Shaw?
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SHAW: Ah don't know about you. But ah can tel yer what's
matter wi' me. Ah'm stuck 'ere in t'bloody desert, an' ah don't know
'ow ah'm goin' ter get aht of it.

DONNINGTON: Weveawaysbeenstuckinadesert, if youask me.

SHAW: Nay, ah'aven't. Ossett's no desert.

DONNINGTON: I'll betit would have looked like oneto me. (Quot-
ing with rich but mocking emphasis.) "The wilderness and the solitary
place shall be glad for them; and the desert shall rejoice, and blossom
astherosee" What ahope! But what words, eh? | can feel'em down
my spine.

SHAW: Wdl, ahcan't. An'it's not words but a'dl of alot of water
this desert 'ud 'ave before it starts blossoming as a rose.

DONNINGTON (mockingly): The Water of Life, Herbert, the Water
?_f Iaife. (Changes subject abruptly.) Well, in a way | hope they do
indus.

SHAW: Yer mean—the Jerries?

DONNINGTON: Yes. Then either we can make afight of it—or we
can't. And either way, it would be better than rotting away here.

JOSEPH (coming out of tent, but notfar): Drop it, Phil. We're not
rotting away yet.

DONNINGTON: Speak for yourself, Ben. I've been doing it quietly
foryears. Howishe?

JOSEPH: He's alot weaker. No pain. Seems quite comfortable, in
fact. But| fed that's abad sign.

DONNINGTON (quietly): Is he delirious?

JOSEPH: Yes, wandering a bit, poor kid.

As he withdraws into tent, ELVIN enters right, with two mugs of
tea.

ELVIN: Cuppachar any goodto 'im, Sarge?

JOSEPH (just inside tent): 'Fraid not, Knocker.

ELVIN: You'aveone, Sarge?

JOSEPH: Nothanks. Giveittotheothers.

Withdrawing completely.

ELVIN (approaching the other two): Cuppa sergeant-magor's,
Corporal?

DONNINGTON: Not for me, thanks, Knocker. Believe it or not, |
don't like sergeant-major's tea

ELVIN (incredulous): Goorn!

DONNINGTON: Fact. I'm not area soldier at al, | haven't got the
right ideas. Shaw herell drink it.
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ELVIN (handing over one mug): I'll bet ‘e will. Knows what's good

for 'im, ol' Yorky does, slly as 'e looks.
He sits down himselfand drinks.

SHAW: AR'll drink'alf an'tak'rest to Hughes, eh? (Drinks.)

ELVIN (meditatively): Yer can't believeit, canyer?

DONNINGTON: Believewhat? That you'rehere?

ELVIN: The 'ole flamin' carry-on. | starts thinkin', see—while I'm
brewin' that char. Yer knows 'ow things comes into the ol' loaf. |
starts thinkin' o' the time after the last war when five 'undred of us
comes back from India—see? An' I'm goin' ter get my ticket. An'
every bleedin' thing goes my way that time, see? I'm just Dick
Bloody Whittington. If they'd made me Lord Mayor, | wouldn't ha
bin surprised—though | wouldn't ha touched it, nacherally. But
I'm comin' back to get my ticket, see? An' plenty o' back pay an'
special allowances. All right. Well, me an' a bloke caled Kelly starts
workin' the mudhook on the ship, you know, the old Crown and
Anchor, an' don't forget there's five 'undred of us—all paid up, see?
Well, we can't go wrong. The bees an' 'oney rollsin, see? The only
troubleistryin' to stop the blokes you've taken it from al day takin' it
back again when they think yer adeep at night, see? But me an' Kelly
Kips together an' we take it in turns to 'ave our bit of shut-eye. So we
getsto Tilbury—an' my share's a'undred an' twenty quid, see?

SHAW (staggered): 'Undred an' twenty quid—just out o' Crown an'
Anchor!

ELVIN: Astrueas!'m'ere. Sol gets ‘ome, drinks twelve bottles o'
Guinness—an' deeps for about two days, see? Then | gets up an' goes
to a barber's for a shave—'cos now I'm in the money | don't do
nothin' for myself, see? An' there's ablokein there called Ernie Pott—
Fat Pott, we dl cal 'im—an’ 'es a racin' bloke—used ter be a tic-tac
man for a big bookie—an' | says "Wotcher, Fat Pott,” an' 'e says
" Wotcher, meol' cock sparrer"—an'’ | tells'im I'vejust got meticket an'
back from India—an' what was the boys fancyin' for the Derby, see?
S0 ‘e tells me—Captain Cuttle—Steve Donoghue—an' 'e can get me
tens. An' | can't go wrong, see? | puts seventy-five quid on Captain
Cuttle—an' Steve brings 'im 'ome at ten ter one—an' | gets seven
‘undred quid——

DONNINGTON: Why not seven hundred and fifty?

ELVIN: 'Cos| can't find one bookie—see? But | gets seven'undred
—an' I've 4till got a 'undred and fifty o' me own—so that's eight
‘undred an' fifty quid—blimey, | felt like Solly Joel. Blokes come miles
just to 'ave alook at me. An'just 'cos I'd got plenty, | 'adn't to buy
them their pig's ear—oh no—they'd buy the drinks for me—see?
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Course they was after a big touch—nacherally—but | could ha' bin
drunk for weeks for nuthin'—just 'cos I'd got |fo_lenty. An' there | was
—qgot me ticket—paid off—eight 'undred an' fifty quid—an' couldn't
go wrong. An' look at me now. | ‘ad ter tell myself I'm till the same
bloke. | begun to think it must ‘ave ‘appened to somebody else.

SHAW (rising, taking gun and ted): If ah'd ‘ad that much money,
ah'd 'ave bought a good milk round.

_ELVIN(contemptuousIg?: Milk round! Strewth, | wouldn't'ave one
given. Go on, tell it to Taffy inthere. | bet 'ed like a nice milk round
too. (SHAW goes out. ELVIN makes a loud contemptuous noised) If
some of those blokes we got now 'ad bin soldiering with the blokes |
remember, they'd a bin torn to pieces. Like them young lads | met
down a Cairo one time, who says "We won a battle, we oughter go
‘ome now." "Gripes," | says, "yer soldiers now, not stayin' m a ruddy
‘onday camp. They never used ter let us go ‘ome till our mothers
didn't know us"

JOSEPH (looking out of tent, quietly): Phil.

He withdraws. DONNINGTON goes over to the tent. ELVIN,
looking anxious, goes uncertainly in that direction, finally glances
in the tent, then, spurred by what he sees in there, hurries across
towards the tank. In another moment, he returns with HUGHES and
SHAW, and the three of them, deeply concerned, cross to the tent,
and stand awkwardly looking down into it. HUGHES lips are
moving, and after a moment or two, ELVIN notices this.

ELVIN (serioudly, ina whisper): What yer mutterin' about?
HUGHES (serioudly, but rather shamefacedly): | was praying.
ELVIN (same tone): That's al right, China. Wish | could.

They are now quiet and motionless, andfor afew moments there
is complete silence. At the end of this time, the three men, looking
deeply troubled, exchange meaning glances, and then ELVIN nods
his head. HUGHES goes away and sits down, his back turned to the
audience, holding his head in his hands. The other two, turned to
stone, till stare dumbly at the tent. Then, slowly, JOSEPH comes
out of the tent. JOSEPH is carrying WICK'S identity disc, paybook,
etc., and he slowly turns them over.

ELVIN (very quietly): Better keep im in that blanket, 'adn't we,
Sergeant?

JOSEPH:  Yes

ELVIN (hesitantly): I'll just—sorta—see 'és all right——

Goes into tent. DONNINGTON comes out of tent. SHAW moves
slowlyforward too, up to tent, but does not go in. JOSEPH sits down,
and slowly, carefully, begins writing a report, occasionally referring
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to WICK'S book, etc. DONNINGTON moves restlessly, obviously
afraid of letting himself go.

DONNINGTON (to JOSEPH): Writingareport?

JOSEPH:  Yes.

DONNINGTON (half sneering): Think anybody on our side is ever
going to seeit?

JOSEPH (looking up, steadily): Yes. Whatever happens to us, they'll
e it sooner or later. And anyhow, it's got to be written.

DONNINGTON: | wish| couldtakeit ascoolly asyou can.

JOSEPH: Don't get me wrong, Phil. This has got to be done—and
I'd rather be doing something.

ELVIN now comes out of tent, hisface working and his voice
unsteady.

ELVIN: Christ'—he only looks about ten now—Ilike a school kid
fast adeep. (After pause.) Are we leavin' 'im there, Sergeant?

JOSEPH (looking up): Yes, for the time being. But we can't leave
him too long. Ifit doesn't look as if we can get away from here soon,
then well have to bury him.

DONNINGTON (with bitter emphasis): Hereliesthe body of George
Wick, private soldier, aged twenty, who left the best farm in Long
Micklem, Gloucestershire, to be shot to bits in the Syrian Desert—
and——

ELVIN (shoutingfuriously): Yer don't 'ave to make a bleedin' mock
0' the poor kid now, do yer? Stripes or no stripes, if | thought yer were
makin' a mock of 'im—(threatening him withfist)}—I'd push this right
down yer bleedin' throat—see?

DONNINGTON (angrily): Why—youtalkin' baboon—I wasasfond
of the kid as you were—and I'm not making a mock of him—as you
cdl it. I'm only making a mock of the whole God-damned crazy set-
up—and I'm doing it becauseif | don't try for alaugh, I'll either cry or
go mad. What was he doing here, poor little devil? What are we all
doing here? What'sit al about anyhow? We've had two of thesewars
with afew assorted massacres and mass starvation in between, and 111
bet there are fat-bellied swine at home now making plans that'll land
us into World War Number Three. If there has to be shooting, then
let's go and shoot some of those jackasses and greedy-guts for a
change——

JOSEPH (getting up, sternly): Corporal Donnington, if anything
happens to me, you'll bein charge here.

DONNINGTON: Sowhat?

JOSEPH: That kind of talk isn't going to help the situation. What
are men going to think if they hear an N.C.O. talking like that?
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DONNINGTON (tearing off the stripesfrom his left arm and throwing
them down, angrily): Takethe stripes. | don't want'em. Never did.

ELVIN: Now listen, Sarge. 'E's upset, same as we dl are. An'it's
my fault, | thought 'e was making amock o' poor young Georgie—see?
JOSEPH: All right, Elvin. | know al about it. Get back on your
job. You two—(to HUGIIES and SHAW)—as well. Come on now—get
going. (Thethreemen go out right. JOSEPH watchesthemgo, then turns
to DONNINGTON.) Pick those stripesup, Corporal. Y ou'll need ‘em.
DONNINGTON picksthemup, thenlooksat JOSEPH.

DONNINGTON: I'msorry forthat outburst, Ben.

JOSEPH: All right. Let's forget it. Knocker was quite right. That
kid's death has knocked us all sideways—it's one thing seeing a few
fellowskilled in action, when you're too busy to take much notice, and
it's quite another thing when it happens like this. So you had to let
steam off.

DONNINGTON: Thanks, Ben. But there's morethanthatinit. I've
been feeling it more and more for along time now. A sort of angry
despair. What the hell! Nobody learns anything and nobody wants
to. We're al wandering about in a colossal lunatic asylum. You
heard what the ABCA chap at brigade headquarters said. Quite apart
from the war casualties, which run into millions and millions on the
Russian front, over two million people executed in Poland, about three-
quarters of a million in Yugoslavia, half a million deported to pena
servitude in Czechoslovakia. Half Europe starving to death. Old men
digging their graves. School girls shipped like cattle to brothels———

JOSEPH (sharply): You needn't tell me these things. Haven't they
been happening more to my people than to anybody else?

DONNINGTON (rather sharply): All right, al right. Y ou know what's
been happening to your people, even before this war started——

JOSEPH: Thousands of years beforethiswar started. Two thousand
five hundred years ago, the Assyrians and then the Babylonians were
driving my people into slavery—perhaps across this very ground we're
standing on now. If that thing—(pointing to the top of the stoneidol)—
could speak, it could probably tell us along long tale of suffering—
yes, of Jewish suffering.

DONNINGTON: | dare say it could. | know your history. But it's
even worse now—don't forget that. The Nazis could teach the
Assyrians and Babylonians and Egyptians a thing or two about
savery, torture and mass murder. Look what——

JOSEPH (sharply, breaking in): | say, you needn't tell me. | know. |
don't only know it here—(touching hisforehead but putting hishand on
his heart)—but | aso know it here—where it hurts. Many and many
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a night I've been unable to deep, thinking about it, feding it—this
hellish horror. So what can you tell me about it that | don't know and
haven't felt already? Nothing—nothing—nothing.

DONNINGTON: All right. But you can't blame mefor breaking out
and damning and blasting the whole lunatic set-up, the hell on earth
weve made and look like going on making. That's why I'm here—
when | needn't have been—not because I'm patriotic-—! can't swallow
that %ab, specialy whenits handed out to me by fellows who'd sl you
anything and anybody for money, fellowswho madeit all stink for me
before the war—no, | came out here—because—because——

JOSEPH (firmly breaking in): Y ou came out here to do your duty.

DONNINGTON: | didn't come out hereto do my duty. | haven't any
duty that brings me here. The world's not worth fighting for. Werea
lot of blind maggotsin arotten carcase. | only came out here because
if1'd stayed at home much longer, I'd have drunk myself paralytic—

JOSEPH : Well, why didn'tyou stay and drink yourself paralytic?

DONNINGTON:: Tryingto befunny?

JOSEPH: No. You ?/ that nothing matters, the world's not worth
fi%hting for, and we're all alot of blind magdgc_)ts. Well, if that's true
what does it matter if you stay at home—and lie and cheat and dodge
and swindle—and drink yourself paralytic?

DONNINGTON: Becausel don't want to bethat kind of chap.

JOSEPH: All right. You don't want to bethat kind of chap. And dl
these horrors and miseries you talk so much about make you angry
and despairing. They do something to you.

DONNINGTON: Of coursethey do something to me. They ought to
do something to you too.

JOSEPH: Leave meout of it for aminute. But if they do something
to you, and if you don't want to be that kind of chap, then you can't
sy nothing matters and there's no meaning in anything and that
you're a bimd maggot. Obvioudly there's something inside you—the
something that gets angry or feels despair—that matters alot. And
what interests meisn't dl that stuff you're talking, but that something.
And it's that something I've been thinking about for some time now.
I've been through dl that, and now I'm coming out at the other end.

DONNINGTON: Whatotherend?

JOSEPH: Listen! (They listen carefully. We don't hear anything yet.)

DONNINGTON:Plane?
JOSEPH: Yes. (They stare through field-glasses))
DONNINGTON: Oneof ours, | think.
JOSEPH: Can't tell yet.
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DONNINGTON: Noitisn't.

JOSEPH: One of theirs al right. Looks like the same plane that
gunned us last night. (We now hear the plane distantly.) Here, we're
taking no chancesthistime. (Calling.) Elvin.

ELVIN (off right): Yers?
JOSEPH (calling): Plane! Man the bren. The rest of you take cover.
Come on, Phil.

They hurry offright to get into the tank. The plane approaches
and comes very low and we have the same roar and shadow effect as
in Act |. But this time there is no machine-gunning. We hear the
plane go away before we hear the men's voices. HUGHES runs in
from right, followed by ELVIN and SHAW.

HUGHES: Overthere. | sawitdigtinctly.
SHAW: | can't see owt.

ELVIN: No, 'edropped something all right. Let Ser'n't Joseph ‘ave
a decco with his glasses. Look out, Taffy.
HUGHES: Over there, Sergeant. Look wherel'm pointing.
JOSEPH (off): | know. | saw him drop it.
After amoment'spause, JOSEPH and DONNINGTON enter right,
looking through their glasses somewhere off.

ELVIN: What's the idea? Don't tell me oP Jerry's started droppin’
us afew eggs for breakfast.

DONNINGTON: Might bealittleD.A. bomb.
JOSEPH: Doesn't look it to me.

ELVIN: Yer think it's the milk an' the mornin' pipers— see? And
then when yer try to collect—up she goes.

SHAW: Letit aone, ah say.

ELVIN: Remember themtins o' fags on thetablein the Jerry camp?
Y oung Oosit—bloke with a squint from Brum—makes arush for 'em
—an' the next minute 'is arm's gone—see?

HUGHES: Upto every kind of dirty trick, they are. Remember what
the Engineer sergeant told us?

ELVIN: Go on. | wouldn't listen to an Engineer sergeant if 'e told
me my flamin' 'ouse was on fire.

JOSEPH (after a pause): | think it's a message of some sort. I'm
going to get it.

DONNINGTON: Doyouwant anybody to comewithyou?

JOSEPH:  No.

He hurries out left. The others watch him, throughout the
following dialogue.
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ELVIN: There aren't many blokes with three tapes up that 'ud go an'
do ajob like that by themselves.

HUGHES: That is true. Sergeant Joseph will always take the risk
himself.

ELVIN: That big-mouthed lance-jack who got 'imself transferred to
‘edquarters—yer know the bloke | mean——

SHAW: Smithers.

ELVIN: That's right. Wéll, this big-mouthed Smithers says to me
onetime, 'e says, "That ser'n't 0' yoursis ateapot." So | says, "Well,
what if'eis?" So'esays, "Well, | don't likeyids." Sol says, "No, an’
neither does 'Itler. Yer fighting on the wrong bloody side, cock."

DONNINGTON: Good for you,"Knocker.

ELVIN: Yidsislike other people. Thereare good 'unsan' bad 'uns.
But when they're good, they are good, see? Like Sergeant Joseph. So
don'tlet's "ear any morefrom you, Taffy.

HUGHES (fallingfor it, indignantly): From me? What do you mean
—fromme? Havel ever said one singleword against Sergeant Joseph?

DONNINGTON: Button it. He's only pulling your leg. (Looks
through hisglasseswhile the othersstareand wait)

SHAW: Sergeant'spickin'itup, isn'the?

DONNINGTON: Yes. He's taking the tin off the parachute now. If
anything's going to happen, it'll happen now.

HUGHES: Making me sweat.

ELVIN: You'd sweat 'arder, chummie, if you was shakin' that tin
can.

DONNINGTON : He's taking the top off.

SHAW: Steady. Nah—steady, lad.

DONNINGTON: He'sfound apiece of paper inside. He'slooking at
it. He'sreadingit. It must be a message.

ELVIN (singing): "Inside it was a message,

With these words written on:
Whoever finds this bottle,
Finds the beer al gone"

DONNINGTON (after pause): He's waving it. He's coming back.
(Stopslooking through glasses, andsitsdown. Theotherssittoo.)

ELVIN: Four pintso' bitter an' can we ‘avethedarts?

SHAW: Nay, don't start that, Knocker. It's bad enough without
tormentin' ourselves.

DONNINGTON (facetiously): True for you, 'Erbert.

ELVIN: I'll bet they 'aven't got round to darts yet, up in Ossett.
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SHAW: Weusedto 'ave ateam at t'/Are an' 'Ounds 'at 'ad beat onny
team you Cockney lads could put up.

ELVIN (mocking him): Tarean' 'Ounds! Now, listen, Y orky——

DONNINGTON (rather sharply): Turn it up, Knocker. We might
have to do abit of thinking in aminute.

ELVIN: Ifyer goin' to do ahit o' thinkin' on the water question, yer
can't start too soon.

SHAW: Ay, dyer remember them three Recce Corps chaps they
brought in after they'd bin lost? Aaa—by gow—they couldn't talk--
couldn'tevenswalleratfirst

DONNINGTON (sharply): All right. We'vegottheidea.

SHAW: Well, ah'monly sayin'.

DONNINGTON: All right. We know what Zou‘re saying and we
don't want it. We happen to be lost too. Now keep quiet—this may
be serious.

They watch expectantly, watching SERGEANT JOSEPH off left.
After a few moments, he arrives left hurriedly—hot, mopping
himself, and carrying a piece of paper.

DONNINGTON: It'samessage, isn'tit?

JOSEPH (sitting down): Yes.

DONNINGTON: InEnglish?

JOSEPH: Near enough.

SHAW: Butthat Jerry planedroppedit—eh?

JOSEPH: Yes. And this is what it says. eéReads sowly and im-
prvely.‘) "Your armoured unit has retreated South-East. You are
now cut off. If you will show whiteflag or any surrender token when
we return this evening we will drop food and water in the morning to
last until our panzer troops reach you in three or four daystime" Is
that clear to everybody?

HUGHES: No, Sergeant, I'mabit confused aboutit.

JOSEPH (carefully): According to them, we're completely cut off.
They're coming back this way to-night. If we show them awhite flag
or any other sign that shows we're ready to surrender, then when they
come this way in the morning they'll drop us enough food and water
to last until we're captured.

DONNINGTON (without any inflection): And if we don't look as if
we're surrendering——?

JOSEPH: They don't say anything about that. They might try
bombing or machine-gunning us.

DONNINGTON: Orthey mightthink it cheaper and easier toleaveus
here—torot.
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JOSEPH: Right.
ELVIN: 'Ere, 'df a minute—'ow do we know them Jerries is tellin’
the truth——?
JOSEPH : We don't know. Our chaps may not have retreated to the
South-East at al, and we may not be completely cut off.
DONNINGTON : But were not getting them on the wirdless?
JOSEPH: No, we're not.
DONNINGTON: Sothey may havegone, and wemay becut off.
JOSEPH : Right. (Looking at them.) Wdll, there it is. You know
everything | know.
SHAW: 'Owmuchwater we got now?
ELVIN: Precious bloody little real water. An' even that crawlin’
green stuff along there's not goin' ter last more than another three days.
JOSEPH: True.
SHAW: At that rate well 'ave our tongues 'anging out day after
ter-morrer—sameas them chaps——
ELVIN: Oh—turnitup! Weknow. They got usby theshort'airs.
JOSEPH rises and slowly moves away from them, as they look
questioningly and dubiously at each other. Then he turns.

JOSEPH: Wéll, Phil, this is where the debate continues. Y ou were
telling mejust before that plane came over and dropped its ultimatum
that we were al alot of fools and lunatics anyhow and that nothing
mattered. It sounded just alot of talk then—but now it isn't, you see.
We've got to make a decision and act onit.

DONNINGTON: You'reaskingmewhat | think we ought to do?

JOSEPH:  Yes.

DONNINGTON: All rightthen. | stick towhat | said. | think we'rea
lot of bloody fools to be here—and that nothing's going to get any
better but probably worse——

JOSEPH: Andsoto-nightweshow awhite flag—eh?

ELVIN (angrily): What?

DONNINGTON: No. Beingabloody fool andbeing here—I say—no
surrender.

ELVIN (bursting out): An' | should think not. They'll get no
bleedin' white flag out o' me—the murdering lyin' baskets.

JOSEPH: No surrender, eh?

DONNINGTON AND ELVIN (together): No.

JOSEPH: Shaw?

SHAW: Same'ere.
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JOSEPH: Hughes?

HUGHES: Certainly not indeed. | should feel ashamed for the rest
of my life, and what's the use of living at al if you're going to fed
ashamed dl the time?

JOSEPH: No use. All right, boys. That's the way | thought you'd
takeit. Thanks.

DONNINGTON: But supposing we hadn't? Supposingwe'd dl been
in favour of surrendering?

JOSEPH (grimly): Then we'd have had another little war of our own
just here. (Breaking it.) Shaw, get back on the wireless again. Seeif
that battery's woken up yet. One of us will relieve you in about half an
hour. Keep on sending as well as listening.

SHAW (going): All right, Sergeant. (Hegoesoffright.)

JOSEPH: Better boil some of that well water, Knocker. And Hughes,
bring the other gun out and well give it a good clean up. We may be
wanting to useit soon.

HUGHES: Certainly,certainly.

HUGHES and ELVIN go offright. JOSEPH sits down with his report
againandbeginswriting.

DONNINGTON (after a pause): | never pretended to be consistent,
y'know, Ben.

JOSEPH: No, you talk one way and act quite another way.

DONNINGTON: But I'm gtill wondering what you meant when you
said you'd been through dl that and were now coming out at the other
end. You remember—I asked you "What other end?' And then we
heard the plane. What did you mean?

JOSEPH (dowly): Well, you see, Phil—I'm a Jew.

DONNINGTON: Y ouneedn'tbringthatintoit.

JOSEPH: | must.

DONNINGTON: But don't you see—if it'sal going to turn onyour
being a Jew, then it's merely something specia to you—and the other
Jews—afew million at the most? And at the same time it's not going
to mean anything to me—and the other fellows here—none of us Jews
—and the thousand million other men who are wondering what it's all
about.

JOSEPH: No. Theway | seeit, this means something to everybody.
I'm only starting by explaining that I'm aJew. Now thisis very much
our war—isn't it?

DONNINGTON: It ought to be.

JOSEPH: It is (HUGHES entersfrom right with gun. DONNINGTON
spreads ground sheet, and HUGHES begins to clean gun.) You know
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what's been happening to the Jews? First in Germany and Austria.
Then in Czechodovakia and Poland. And in the Nazi-occupied
Ukraine, where old men, women, children have been packed into
sealed trucks and gassed to death, where girls have been raped and
then butchered, where children have been buried dive or had their
brains bashed out. Every horror, every terror, every possible kind of
mass murder. To destroy the Jews, to blot us out atogether, to wipe
us from the face of the earth.

DONNINGTON: Yes, we know dl about that. And it's mad and
filthy. We're fighting to stop it.

JOSEPH: Eventhough nothing mattersvery much?

DONNINGTON: Don't harp on that. Even though we live in a
ridiculous and cruel world that never learns anything, some of us don't
like madness and filth.

HUGHES: Quiteright, Corporal.

JOSEPH : Evenifyou don't know why ?

DONNINGTON: Yes, evenif wedon't know why.

HUGHES: It isn't clean and decent. It's against everything we've
been taught to believe. Though, mind you, Sergeant, with dl due
respect to you, | know people who don't like Jews and sometimes they
seem to have good reasons.

DONNINGTON: Steady, Hughes.

JOSEPH: No, that's dl right. | can understand that. We're a people
who've had our wits sharpened—and sometimes been made un-
scrupulous—by hundreds of years of persecution and insecurity. A lot
of our people behave rather badly. They're too sharp, too smart,
make too much noise, are too pleased with themselves. But that's not
what Hitler and the Nazis dislike about the Jews, nor why they want to
destroy us. Their anti-Jewish madness is something quite different
from ordinary prejudice.

DONNINGTON: I'll agreewiththat, Ben. Butwhatisitthey'reafter?
Why do they invent dl this fantastic nonsense about you Jews?

JOSEPH (with growing urgency and force): Because they want to
destroy, once and for dl, that ideawhich the two tribes of Judaea have
never quite lost—the idea of the great invisible Lord of Hosts, the one
God of righteousness, to whom every man belongs, and to whom every
man is precious, and who should reign on earth, through man's free
choice, as He reigns in Heaven.

DONNINGTON: Andwhy shouldthey wantto dothat?

JOSEPH (passionately): Because while that idea is gill working in
men's minds, the iron empires of fraud and force, of police and
machines, of torture and murder, can never fed secure.
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HUGHES (fervently): | agree with you, Sergeant—I do indeed. And,
my word, you're quite a preacher.

DONNINGTON: Theat's the trouble, so far as I'm concerned. It
sounds to mejust like so much preaching. We're in atough spot here.
And | don't care about piein the sky.

JOSEPH (with force): I'm not talking about pie in the sky. I'm
talking about saving this world here and now, saving it from men's
terrible destructiveness, passion, greed and fear.

DONNINGTON: That'smorelikeit.

JOSEPH : Butit'sthesamething. Unlessmen beievethat they belong
to the eternal God of righteousness, who must have His Kingdom of
compassion and fellowship and love here on earth, they'll destroy
themselves and al they possess. Instead of beauty, there shall be
burning. They won't go to some distant hell, they'll be in hell
here.

DONNINGTON (serioudy): I'll grant you that part. The hell on earth
has started dl right.

JOSEPH : Our great prophets once came striding out of these deserts
to warn the kings and the rich men and the false priests that only the
worship of the unseen God of righteousness would save the people
from destruction. The ten tribes of the Northern kingdom refused to
listen to them, and then when the Assyrians—the Nazis of that time—
mopped up the place and drove most of them to another part of the
Assyrian Empire, these ten tribes completely disappeared, because
they'd lost their identity.

DONNINGTON: The ten lost tribes, eh? But what about the other
two?

JOSEPH: They never lost their identity no matter what happened to
them, because they never lost their sense of the one great invisible
Lord God who was outside al the machinery of this world, who
wasn't simply men's passions and lusts personified, or mere force, or
the state. And the Nazis and al the people like them who are trying
to destroy us are doing it because they're trying to destroy any hold
that idea has on men's minds, so that they can turn people into blind,
unthinking, unfeeling masses—sleep-walkers, robots, daves of the
machines. And that's what we're fighting.

DONNINGTON: That'swhat we may befighting against. But what
are we fighting for? The Bank of England and the Federation of
British Industries and Carlton Club democracy?

JOSEPH: No, we're fighting for the real democracy, which is some-
thing more than having an occasiona vote. It's the beief that all
human beings are precious to God, and that therefore al human
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beings must be precious to each other, and that the will of God shall
be done on earth asit isin heaven.

DONNINGTON (with mocking gesture at the desert): It lookslikeit,
doesn't it?

JOSEPH (quoting emphatically): Make straight in the desert a high-
way for our God.

HUGHES (quoting with enthusiasm): "And the ransomed of the Lord
shdl return, and come to Zion with songs and everlasting joy upon
their heads! They shall obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and
sghing shal flee away."

ELVIN (who has entered quietly): An' everythink in the garden's
luvly. But when doesall this start "appenin'?

JOSEPH (firmly): It starts happening when we trust in the strength
of God—and make it happen.

ELVIN: Wel, | oughta warn yer, Sergeant, that by this time ter-
morrer we'll ‘ave abaht amug o' water each—an' then finish.

JOSEPH (fiercely): All right, Knocker.

KNOCKER: An' that don't mean I'm suggestin' any bleedin' white
flags of surrender neither. (Glaresround, thensits)

JOSEPH: All right, al right. W€l start cutting the water down to
the very minimum to-day. And don't forget I've got those two tins of
fruit. They'll help us out abit.

DONNINGTON: rvegotatintoothat goesintothekitty.

ELVIN: Wdll, Taffy, yer better make up yer mind to get yer ever-
lastin' joy an' gladness out o' your share o threetins o' fruit an' ‘df a
mug o' dimy water. (To them all.) But what is al this, any'ow?
Beveridge Report? League o'Nations? Or'aveyer got religion?

JOSEPH (in ringing confident tone): It's al three, Knocker. It's our
hope, our future, our life. (Now, as he continues, quietly at first, he
picksup a small Bible that hasbeen among WICK'Spossessions.) About
twenty-six hundred years ago, which was a time rather like this, with
huge armies on the move and cities burning, from the desert not along
way from here there came a prophet called Micah the Morasthite.
And he had listened to the voice from the heart of the silence, and had
seen visionsin the darkness of the night. It's al herein this Bible that
belonged to Georgie Wick. (Reads in title page, qwetly) "Georgie,
from his loving Mother on his eighteenth birthday——"

ELVIN (uneasily): Take it easy, Sergeant. | was terrible fond o'
young Georgie. So don't rub it in.

JOSEPH (quietly): I'm not trying to rub it in. I'm trying to rub it out.
He died for something, not for nothing. And thisis what the prophet
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Micah said to the unhappy people of that time, and what he's iill
saymg?]to us: (Reads quiet y.i "But in the last days it shall come to
pass that the mountain of the house of the Lord shall be established in
the top of the mountains, and it shall be exalted above the hills; and
people shall flow unto it."

"And the Lord shall judge among many people, and rebuke stron
nations afar off; and they shall beat their swords into plowshares, an
their spearsinto pruning-hooks; nation shall not lift up asword against
nation, neither shall they learn war any more."

"But they shall it every man under his vine and under hisfig tree;
and none shal make them afraid; for the mouth of the Lord of Hosts
hath spoken it. For all people will walk every one in the name of his
god, and we will walk in the name of the Lord our God for ever and
ever."

HUGHES (seriougly): Amen!

ELVIN: Well, I don't know. If%/ou'll changethat vine an' figtree—
'cos | don't want to sit under any bleedin’ vine an' fig tree—but if yer
change that for sittin' in the Royal Oak or the Red Lion—I'll say
Amentoo. (Enter SHAW/romright.)

SHAW: Sergeant, Sergeant! There's some life in that battery. Ah
can 'ear something—but ah can't make out what it is yet.

DONNINGTON (holding up his hand): Wait a minute. | can hear
something too. Listen!

JOSEPH: It's a plane.

As they listen, we canjust hear it in the distance. Gradually they
turn their heads and look up in the same direction.

DONNINGTON: It'saplanedl right.
JOSEPH: But—ours or theirs?

The plane is nearer and they are still staring as the curtain slowly
comes down.

END OF PLAY
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ACTI

The dining-room of a fairly large suburban house, belonging to a pro-
sperous manufacturer. It has good solid furniture of the period.
The general effect is substantial and heavily comfortable, but not
cosy and homelike. (If a realistic set is used, then it should be
swung back, as it was in the Old Vic production at the New Theatre.
By doing this, you can have the dining-table centre downstage
during Act I, when it is needed there, and then, swinging back, can
reveal thefireplacefor Act Il, and thenfor Act HI can show a small
table with telephone on it, downstage of fireplace; and by this time
the dining-table and its chairs have moved well upstage. Producers
who wish to avoid this tricky business, which involves two re-
settings of the scene and some very accurate adjustments of the
extra fiats necessary, would be well advised to dispense with an
ordinary realistic set, if only because the dining-table becomes a
nuisance. The lighting should be pink and intimate until the
INSPECTOR arrives, and then it should be brighter and harder.)

At rise of curtain, thefour BIRLINGS and GERALD are seated at the table,
with ARTHUR BIRLING at one end, his wife at the other, ERIC down-
stage, and SHEILA and GERALD seated upstage. EDNA, the parlour-
maid, isjust clearing the table, which has no cloth, of dessert plates
and champagne glasses, etc., and then replacing them with decanter
0j port, cigar box and cigarettes. Port glasses are already on the
table. All fiveare in evening dress of theperiod, the men in tailsand
whiteties, not dinner-jackets. ARTHUR BIRLING isaheavy-looking,
rather portentous man in his middle fifties with fairly easy
manners but rather provincial in his speech. Hiswifeisabout fifty, a
rather cold woman and her husband's social superior. SHEILA isa
pretty girl in her early twenties, very pleased with life and rather
excited. GERALD CROFT isan attractive chap about thirty, rather
too manly to be a dandy but very much the easy well-bred young
man-about-town. ERIC is in his early twenties, not quite at ease,
half shy, half assertive. At the moment they have all had a good
dinner, are celebrating a special occasion, and are pleased with
themselves.

BIRLING: Giving us the port, Edna? That's right. (He pushes it
towards ERIC.) You ought to like this port, Gerald. As a matter of
fact, Finchley told me it's exactly the same port your father gets from
him.

[267]



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY

GERALD: Then itll be dl right. The governor prides himself on
being a good judge of port. | dont preteng to know much about it.

SHEILA (gaily, possessively): | should jolly well think not, Gerald.
I'd hate you to know al about port— like one of these purplefaced od
men.

BIRLING: Here, I'm not a purple-faced old man.

SI:)I EILA: No, not yet. But then you don't know al about port—do
you?

BIRLING (noticing that his wife has not taken any): Now then, Sybil,
you must take alittleto-night. Specia occasion, y'know, eh?

SHEILA: Yes, goon, Mummy. Youmustdrink our health.

MRS. BIRLING (smiling): Very well, then. Just a little, thank you.
(ToEDNA, whoisabout togo, with tray.) All right, Edna. I'll ringfrom
thhe drawing-room when we want coffee. Probably in about half an

our.

EDNA (going): Yes, maam.

EDNA goes out. They now have all the glassesfilled. BIRLING
beamsat themand clearly relaxes.

BIRLING: Well, well—thisisverynice. Very nice. Good dinner too,
Sybil. Tel cook from me.

GERALD (politely): Absolutely first-class.

MRS. BIRLING (reproachfully): Arthur, you're not supposed to say
suchthings——

BIRLING: Oh—come, come—I'm treating Gerald like one of the
family. And Fm sure he won't object.

SHEILA (with mock aggressiveness): Go on, Gerald—just you
object!

GERALD (smiling): Wouldn't dream of it. In fact, | insist upon
being one of the family now. I've been trying long enough, haven't 1?
r(1Asshe does not reply, with more insistence.) Haven't 1? Y ou know |

ave.

MRS. BIRLING (smiling): Of course she does.

SHEILA (half serious, half playful): Yes—except for dl last summer,
when you never came near me, and | wondered what had happened to
you.

GERALD: And I've told you—I was awfully busy at the works all
that time.

SHEILA (same tone as before): Yes, that's what you say.

MRS. BIRLING: Now, Sheila, don't tease him. When you're married
you'll realise that men with important work to do sometimes have to
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spend nearly al their time and energy on their business. Youll have
to get used to that, just as | had.

SHEILA: | don't believe | will. (Halfplayful, half serious® to GERALD.)
So you be careful.

GERALD: Oh—I will, I will.

ERIC suddenly guffaws. Hisparents look at him.

SHEILA (severely): Now—what's thejoke?

ERIC: I don't know—really. Suddenly | felt|just had to laugh.

SHEILA: You're squiffy.

ERIC: I'm not.

MRS. BIRLING: What an expression, Sheilal Redlly, the things you
girls pick up these days!

ERIC: Ifyou think that's the best she can do——

SHEILA: Don't be an ass, Eric.

MRS. BIRLING: Now stop it, you two. Arthur, what about this
famous toast of yours?

BIRLING: Yes, of course. (Clearshisthroat.) Well, Gerald, | know
you agreed that we should only havethis quiet little family party. It's
apity Sr George and—er— Lady Croft can't be with us, but they're
abroad and so it can't be helped. As| told you, they sent me a very
nice cable—couldn't be nicer. I'm not sorry that we're celebrating
quietly like this—

MRS. BIRLING: Much nicer really.

GERALD: | agree.

BIRLING: Sodo I, but it makes speech-making more difficult—

ERIC (not too rudely): Well, don't do any. Well drink their health
and have done with it.

BIRLING: No, wewon'. It's one of the happiest nights of my life.
And oneday, | hope, Eric, when you've adaughter of your own, you'll
understand why. Gerald, I'm going to tell you frankly, without any
pretences, that your engagement to Sheila means a tremendous lot to
me. Shell make you happy, and I'm sure you'll make her happy.
You'rejust the kind of son-in-law 1 always wanted. Y our father and |
have been friendly rivals in business for some time now—though
Crofts Limited are both older and bigger than Birling and Company—
and now you've brought us together, and perhaps we may look
forward to the time when Crofts and Birlings are no longer competing
but are working together—for lower costs and higher prices.

GERALD: Hear, hear! And| think my father would agreeto that.

MRS. BIRLING: Now, Arthur, | don't think you ought to talk
business on an occasion like this.
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SHEILA: Neitherdol. All wrong.

BIRLING: Quiteso, | agreewithyou. | only mentioneditin passing.
What | did want to say was—that Sheila's a lucky girl—and | think
you're a pretty fortunate young man too, Gerald.

GERALD: | know | am—thisonceanyhow.

BIRLING (raising hisglass): So here'swishing the pair of you—the
very best that life can bring. Gerald and Sheila.

MRS. BIRLING (raising her glass, smiling)'. Yes, Gerad. Yes, Shella
darling. Our congratulations and very best wishes!

GERALD: Thank you.

MRS. BIRLING: Eric!

ERIC (rather noisily): All the best! She's got a nasty temper some-
times—but she's not bad really. Good old Sheilal

SHEILA: Chump! | can't drink to this, can1? When do | drink?

GERALD: You can drink to me.

SHEILA (quiet and serious now): All right then. | drink to you,
Gerald.

For a moment they look at each other.

GERALD (quietly): Thank you. And I drink to you—and hopel can
make you as happy as you deserve to be.

SHEILA (trying to be light and easy): You be careful—or I'll start
weeping.

GERALD (smiling): Well, perhaps this will help to stop it. (He
producesaringcase.)

SHEILA (excited): Oh—Gerald—you've got it—is it the one you
wanted me to have?

GERALD (giving the case to her): 'Y es—the very one.

SHEILA (taking out the ring): Oh—it's wonderful! Look—Mummy
—isn't it a beauty? Oh—darling——(She kisses GERALD hastily.)

ERIC: Steady the Buffs!

SHEILA (who hasput ring on, admiringly): | think it's perfect. Now |
really feel engaged.

_I\(:RS. BIRLING: Soyou ought, darling. It'salovely ring. Becareful
with it.

SHEILA: Careful! I'll never let it go out of my sight for an instant.

MRS. BIRLING (smiling): Wéll, it camejust at the right moment.
That was clever of you, Gerald. Now, Arthur, if you've no more to
say, | think Sheilaand | had better go into the drawing-room and leave
you men——

BIRLING (rather heavily): | just want to say this. (Noticing that
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SHEILA is till admiring her ring.) Are you ligtening, Sheila? This
concernsyoutoo. And after al | don't often make speeches at you——

SHEILA: I'msorry, Daddy. Actually | waslistening.

She looks attentive, asthey all do. He holds themfor a moment
before continuing.

BIRLING: I'm delighted about this engagement and | hope it won't
be too long before you're married. And | want to say this. Theresa
good ded of slly talk about these days—but—and | speak as a hard-
headed business man, who has to take risks and know what he's
about—I say, you can ignore dl this silly pessimigtic talk. When you
marry, you'll be marrying at avery good time. Yes, avery good time—
and soon it'll be an even better time. Last month, just because the
miners came out on strike, there's a lot of wild talk about possible
labour trouble in the near future. Don't worry. We've passed the
worst of it. We employers at last are coming together to see that our
interests—and the interests of Capital—are properly protected. And
we'rein for atime of steadily increasing prosperity.

GERALD: | believeyou'reright, Sir.

ERIC: What about war?

BIRLING: Glad you mentioned it, Eric. I'm coming to that. Just
because the Kaiser makes a speech or two, or a few German officers
have too much to drink and begin talking nonsense, you'll hear some
people say that war's inevitable. And to that | say—fiddlesticks! The
Germans don't want war. Nobody wants war, except some half-
civilised folks in the Balkans. And why? There's too much at stake
these days. Everything to lose and nothing to gain by war.

ERIC: Yes, | know—Dbut still——

BIRLING: Just let me finish, Eric. You've alot to learn yet. And
I'm talking as a hard-headed, practical man of business. And | say
there isn't a chance of war. The world's developing so fast that it'l
make war impossible. Look at the progress we're making. In a year
or two well have aeroplanes that will be able to go anywhere. And
look at the way the automobile's making headway—bigger and faster
al the time. And then ships. Why, a friend of mine went over this
new liner last week—the Titanic—she sals next week—forty-six
thousand eight hundred tons—forty-six thousand eight hundred tons—
New Y ork infivedays—and every luxury—and unsinkable, absolutely
unsinkable. That's what you've got to keep your eye on, facts like
that, progress like that—and not a few German officers talking
nonsense and a few scaremongers here making a fuss about nothing.
Now you three young people, just listen to this—and remember what
I'm telling you now. In twenty or thirty years' time—let's say, in 1940
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—you may be giving a little dparty like this—your son or daughter
might be getting en%aged—an | tell a?/ou by that time you'll be living
in a world that'll have forgotten al these Capital versus Labour
agitations and &l these silly little war scares. Therelll be peace and
pro_sperit?/ and rapid progress everywhere—except of course in Russia,
whichwill aways be behindhand, naturally.

MRS. BIRLING: Arthur!

As MRS. BIRLING shows signs of interrupting.

BIRLING: Yes, my dear, | know—I'm talking too much. But you
youngsters just remember what | said. We can't let these Bernard
Shaws and H. G. Wellses do al the talking. We hard-headed practical
business men must say something sometime. And we don't guess—
we've had experience—and we know.

MRS.BIRLING (rising. Theothersrise): Yes, of course, dear. Well—
don't keep Gerald in heretoo long. Eric—I want you a minute.

She and SHEILA and ERIC go out. BIRLING and GERALD sit down
again.

BIRLING: Cigar?

GERALD: No, thanks. Can'treally enjoy them.

BIRLING (taking one himself): Ah, you don't know what you're
missing. | likeagood cigar. (Indicating decanter.) Help yourselt.

GERALD: Thank you.

BIRLING lights his cigar and GERALD, who has lit a cigarette,
hel pshimselftoport then pushesdecanter to BIRLING.

BIRLING: Thanks. (Confidentially.) By theway, there's something
I'd like to mention—in strict confidence—while we're by ourselves. |
have an idea that your mother—Lady Croft—while she doesn't object
to my girl—feels you might have done better for yourself socially——

GERALD, rather embarrassed, begins to murmur some dissent, but
BIRLING checkshim.
No, Gerald, that's dl right. Don't blame her. She comes from an old
county family—Ilanded people and so forth—and so it's only natural.
But what | wanted to say is—there's afair chance that | might find my
way into the next Honours List. Just a knighthood, of course.

GERALD: Oh—I say—congratulations!

BIRLING: Thanks. But it's a hit too early for that. So don't say
anything. But I've had ahint or two. You see, | was Lord Mayor here
two years ago when Royalty visited us. And I've always been regarded
as a sound useful party man. So—well—] eg?]ather there's a very good
chance of a knighthood—so long as we behave ourselves, don't get
into the police court or start a scandal—eh? (Laughs complacently)
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GERALD (laughs): Y ou seem to be a nice well-behaved family——

BIRLING: We think we are——

GERALD: Soif that's the only obstacle, s, | think you might as well
accept my congratulations now.

BIRLING: No, no, | couldn't do that. And don't say anything yet.

GERALD: Not even to my mother? | know she'd be delighted.

BIRLING: Wdl, when she comes back, you might drop ahint to her.
And you can promise her that well try to keep out of trouble during
the next few months.

Theyboth laugh. ERIC enters.

ERIC: What'sthejoke? Started telling stories?

BIRLING: No. Want another glassof port?

ERIC (sitting down): Yes, please. (Takes decanter and helps himselj.)
Mother says we mustn't stay too long. But | don't think it matters. |
left 'em talking about clothes again. Y ou'd think a girl had never had
any clothes before she gets married. Women are potty about ‘em.

BIRLING* Yes, but you've got to remember, my boy, that clothes
mean something quite different to a woman. Not just something to
wear—and not only something to make 'em look prettier—but—well,
a sort of sign or token of their self-respect.

GERALD: That'strue.

ERIC (eagerly): Yes, | remember. (but he checks himself.)

BIRLING: Well, what do you remember?

ERIC (confused): Nothing.

BIRLING: Nothing?

GERALD (amused): Sounds a bit fishy to me.

BIRLING (taking it in same manner): Yes, you don't know what
some of these boys get up to nowadays. More money to spend and
time to spare than | had when | was Eric's age. They worked us hard
in those days and kept us short of cash. Though even then—we broke
out and had a bit of fun sometimes.

GERALD: I'll bet you did.

BIRLING (solemnly): But thisis the point. | don't want to lecture
you two young fellows again. But what so many of you don't seem to
understand now, when things are so much easier, is that a man has to
make his own way—has to look after himself—and his family too, of
course, when he has one—and so long as he does that he won't come
to much harm. But the way some of these cranks talk and write now,
you'd think everybody has to look after everybody else, as if we were
al mixed up together like bees in a hive—community and all that
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nonsense. But take my word for it, you youngsters—and I've learnt in
the good hard school of experience—that a man has to mind his own
business and look after himself and his own—and——
We hear the sharp ring of afront door bell. BIRLING stops to
listen.

ERIC: Somebody at the front door.

BIRLING: Ednall answer it. Well, have another glass of port,
Gerald—and then welll join the ladies. That'll stop me giving you
good advice.

ERIC: Yes, you've piled it on a bit to-night, Father.

BIRLING: Specid occasion. And fedling contented, for once, |
wanted you to have the benefit of my experience.

EDNA enters.

EDNA: Please, s, aninspector's called.

BIRLING: Aninspector? What kind of inspector?

EDNA : A policeinspector. He says his name's Inspector Goole.

BIRLING: Don't know him. Doeshewant to seeme?

EDNA: Yes, gr. He saysit'simportant.

BIRLING: All right, Edna. Show himin here. Give us some more
light.

EDNA does, then goes out.
I'm till on the Bench. 1t may be something about a warrant.

GERALD (lightly): Sureto be. Unless Eric's been up to something.
(Nodding confidentially to BIRLING.) And that would be awkward,
wouldn't it?

BIRLING (humorously): Very.

ERIC (whoisuneasy, sharply): Here, what doyoumean?

GERALD (lightly): Only something we weretalking about when you
were out. A joke redly.

ERIC (stilluneasy): Wdll, I don't think it's very funny.

BIRLING (sharply, staring at him): What'sthe matter withyou?

ERIC (defiantly): Nothing.

EDNA (opening door, andannouncing): Inspector Goole.

The INSPECTOR enters, and EDNA goes, closing door after her.
The INSPECTOR need not be a hig man but he creates at once an
impression ofmassiveness, solidity andpurposefulness. Heisa man
in hisfifties, dressedin aplain darkish suit of theperiod. He speaks
carefully, weightily, and hasa disconcerting habit of looking hardat
the person he addresses before actually speaking.
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INSPECTOR: Mr. Birling?

BIRLING: Yes. St down, Inspector.

INSPECTOR (sitting):  Thank you, sr.

BJRLING: Haveaglassof port—or alittlewhisky?

INSPECTOR: No, thank you, Mr. Birling. I'monduty.

BIRLING: You're new, aren't you?

INSPECTOR: Yes, ar. Onlyrecently transferred.

BIRLING: | thought youmust be. | wasan alderman for years—and
Lord Mayor two years ago—and I'm still on the Bench—so | know the

Eéfumley police officers pretty well—and | thought I'd never seen you
ore.

INSPECTOR: Quite so.

BIRLING: Well, what can | do for you? Some trouble about a
warrant?

INSPECTOR: No, Mr. Birling.
thBI!)?LING (after apause, with a touch of impatience): Well, what is it

en’

INSPECTOR: I'd like some information, if you don't mind, Mr.
Birling. Two hours ago ayoung woman died in the Infirmary. She'd
been taken there this afternoon because she'd swallowed a lot of
strong disinfectant. Burnt her inside out, of course.

URIC (involuntarily): My God!

INSPECTOR: Yes, shewasin great ag_on . They did everything they
could for her at the Infirmary, but she died. Suicide of course.

BIRLING (rather impatiently): Yes yes. Horrible business. But |
don't understand why you should come here, Inspector——

INSPECTOR (cuttinq through, massively): I've been round to the
room she had, and she'd left aletter there and a sort of diary. Like a
lot of these young women who get into various kinds of trouble, she'd
used more than one name. But her origina name—her real name—
was Eva Smith.

BIRLING (thoughtfully): Eva Smith?

INSPECTOR: Do you remember her, Mr. Birling?

BIRLING (slowly): No—I seem to remember hearing that name—
Eva Smith—somewhere. But it doesn't convey anything to me. And
| don't see where | comeinto this.

INSPECTOR: Shewasemployedinyour worksat onetime.

BIRLING: Oh—that'sit, isit? Well, we've several hundred young
women there, y'know, and they keep changing.

INSPECTOR: This young woman, Eva Smith, was a bit out of the
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ordinary. | found a photograph of her in her lodgings. Perhaps you'd
remember her from that.

INSPECTOR takes a photograph, about postcard size, out of his
pocket and goes to BIRLING. Both GERALD and ERIC rise to have a
look at the photograph, but the INSPECTOR interposes himself
between them and the photograph. They are surprised and rather
annoyed. BIRLING stareshard, and with recognition, at thephoto-
graph, which the INSPECTOR then replaces in hispocket.
GERALD (showing annoyance): Any particular reason why |
shouldn't see this girl's photograph, Inspector?
INSPECTOR (coolly, looking hard at him): There might be.
ERIC: And the same appliesto me, | suppose?
INSPECTOR:  Yes.
GERALD: | can'timagine what it could be.
ERIC: Neither canl.
BIRLING: And | must say, | agree with them, Inspector.
INSPECTOR: It'stheway | liketo go to work. One person and one
line of enquiry at atime. Otherwise, there's a muddie.
BIRLING: | see. Sensible redly. (Moves restlessly, then turns.)
You've had enough of that port, Eric.
’ The INSPECTOR is watching BIRLING and now BIRLING notices
im.
INSPECTOR: | think you remember Eva Smith now, don't you, Mr.
Birling?
BIRLING: Yes | do. She was one of my employees and then |
discharged her.
ERIC: Isthat why she committed suicide? When was this, Father?
BIRLING: Just keep quiet, Eric, and don't get excited. This girl left
us nearly two years ago. Let me see—it must have been in the early
autumn of nineteen-ten.
INSPECTOR: Yes. End of September, nineteen-ten.
BIRLING: That'sright.
GERALD: Look here, sir. Wouldn't you rather | was out of this?
BIRLING: | don't mind your being here, Gerad. And I'm sure
you've no objection, have you, Inspector? Perhaps | ought to explain
first that thisis Mr. Gerald Croft—the son of Sir George Croft—you
know, Crofts Limited.
INSPECTOR: Mr. Gerdd Croft, eh?
BIRLING: Yes. Incidentally we've been modestly celebrating his
engagement to my daughter, Sheila
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INSPECTOR: | see. Mr. Croftisgoing to marry Miss Sheila Birling?

GERALD (smiling): | hope so.

INSPECTOR (gravely): Thenl'dpreferyouto stay.

GERALD (surprised): Oh—allright.

BIRLING (somewhat impatiently): Look—there's nothing mysterious
—or scandalous—about this business—at least not so far as I'm
concerned. It's a perfectly straightforward case, and as it happened
more than eighteen months ago—nearly two years ago—obviously it
has nothing whatever to do with the wretched girl's suicide. Eh,
Inspector?

INSPECTOR: No, sir. | can't agreewithyouthere.

BIRLING: Why not?

INSPECTOR: Because what happened to her then may have deter-
mined what happened to her afterwards, and what happened to her
afterwards may have driven her to suicide. A chain of events.

BIRLING: Oh well—put like that, there's something in what you
say. Still, | can't accept any responsibility. |f we were al responsible
for everything that happened to everybody we'd had anything to do
with, it would be very awkward, wouldn't it?

INSPECTOR: Very awkward.

BIRLING: Wed al bein an impossible position, wouldn't we?

ERIC: By Jove, yes. And as you were saying, Dad, a man has to
look after himself

BIRLING: Yes, well, weneedn'tgointoal that.

INSPECTOR: Gointowhat?

BIRLING: Oh—ijust before you came—I'd been giving these young
men a little good advice. Now—about this girl, Eva Smith. | re-
member her quite well now. She was a lively good-looking girl—
country-bred, | fancy—and she'd been working in one of our machine
shops for over ayear. A good worker too. In fact, the foreman there
told me he was ready to promote her into what we cal a leading
operator—head of a small group of girls. But after they came back
from their holidays that August, they were all rather restless, and they
suddenly decided to ask for more money. They were averaging about
twenty-two and six, which was neither more nor less than is paid
generally in our industry. They wanted the rates raised so that they
could average about twenty-five shillings aweek. | refused, of course.

INSPECTOR: Why?

BIRLING (surprised): Did you say "Why?'?

INSPECTOR: Yes. Why did you refuse?
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BIRLING: Well, Inspector, | don't see that it's any concern of yours
how | chooseto run my business. Isit now?

INSPECTOR: It might be, you know.

BIRLING: | don't likethetone.

INSPECTOR: I'm sorry. But you asked me a question.

BIRLING: And you asked me a question before that, a quite un-
necessary question too.

INSPECTOR: It's my duty to ask questions.

BIRLING: Wédll, it's my duty to keep labour costs down, and if I'd
agreed to this demand for a new rate we'd have added about twelve
per cent to our labour costs. Does that satisfy you? So | refused.
Said | couldn't consider it. We were paying the usual rates and if they
didn't like those rates, they could go and work somewhere else. It's a
free country, | told them.

ERIC: Itisn't if you can't go and work somewhere ese.

INSPECTOR: Quite so.

BIRLING (to ERIC): Look—just you keep out of this. You hadn't
even started in the works when this happened. So they went on strike.
That didn't last long, of course.

GERALD: Notifit wasjust after the holidays. They'd beall broke—
if I know them.

BIRLING: Right, Gerald. They mostly were. And so was the strike,
after aweek or two. Pitiful affair. Well, we let them al come back—
at the old rates—except the four or fiveringleaders, who'd started the
trouble. | went down myself and told them to clear out. And this girl,
Eva Smith, was one of them. She'd had a lot to say—far too much—
so she had to go.

GERALD: Y ou couldn't have done anything else.

ERIC: Hecould. Hecould have kept her oninstead of throwing her
out. | cal it tough luck.

BIRLING: Rubbish! If you don't come down sharply on some of
these people, they'd soon be asking for the earth.

GERALD: 1 should say so!

INSPECTOR: They might. But after al it's better to ask for the earth
than to take it.

BIRLING (staring at the INSPECTOR): What did you say your name
was, Inspector?

INSPECTOR: Goole. G. doubleO—L—E.

BIRLING: How do you get on with our Chief Congtable, Colonel
Roberts?
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INSPECTOR: | don't see much of him.

BIRLING: Perhaps | ought to warn you that he's an old friend of
mine, and that | see him fairly frequently. We play golf together
sometimes up at the West Brumley.

INSPECTOR (dryly): | don't play golf.

BIRLING: | didn't suppose you did.

ERIC (bursting out): Well, | think it'sadam’ shame.

INSPECTOR: No, I've never wanted to play.

ERIC: No. | mean about this girfl—Eva Smith. Why shouldn't they
try for higher wages? We try for the highest possible prices. And |
don't see why she should have been sacked just because she'd a bit
more spirit than the others. You said yourself she was a good worker.
I'd have let her stay.

BIRLING (rather angrily): Unless you brighten your ideas, you'll
never be in a position to let anybody stay or to tell anybody to go. It's
about time you learnt to face a few responsibilities. That's something
this public-school-and-Varsity life you've had doesn't seem to teach
youl.

ERIC (sulkily): Well, we don't need to tell the Inspector all about
that, do we?

BIRLING: | don't see we need to tell the Inspector anything more.
In fact, there's nothing | can tell him. | told the girl to clear out, and
she went. That's the last | heard of her. Have you any idea what
happened to her after that? Get into trouble? Go on the streets?

INSPECTOR (rather slowly): No, she didn't exactly go on the streets.

SHEILA has now entered.

SHEILA (gaily): What'sthis about streets? (Noticing the INSPECTOR.)
Oh—sorry. | didn't know. Mummy sent mein to ask you why you
didn't come along to the drawing-room.

BIRLING: We shall be along in a minute now. Just finishing.

INSPECTOR: I'm afraid not.

A BIRUNG (abruptly): There's nothing ese, y'know. I'vejust told you
that.

SHEILA: What'sall this about?

BIRLING: Nothingto dowithyou, Sheila Runalong.

INSPECTOR: No, wait a minute, Miss Birling.

BIRLING (angrily): Look here, Inspector, | consider this uncalled-
for and officious. I've half a mind to report you. I've told you all |
know—and it doesn't seem to me very important—and now there
isn't the dlightest reason why my daughter should be dragged into this
unpleasant business.
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SHEILA (coming further in): What business? What's happening?

INSPECTOR (impressively): I'm a police inspector, Miss Birling.
This afternoon a young woman drank some disinfectant, and died,
after several hours of agony, to-night in the Infirmary.

SHEILA: Oh—how horrible!  Was it an accident?

INSPECTOR: No. She wanted to end her life. She felt she couldn't
go on any longer.

BIRLING: Wdll, don't tell me that's because | discharged her from
my employment nearly two years ago.

ERIC: That might have started it.

SHEIKA: Did you, Dad?

BIRLING: Yes. The girl had been causing trouble in the works. 1
was quitejustified.

GERALD: Yes, | think you were. | know we'd have done the same
thing. Don't look like that, Sheila

SHEILA (rather distressed): Sorry! It'sjust that | can't help thinking
about this girl—destroying herself so horribly—and I've been so happy
to-night. Oh | wish you hadn't told me. What was she like? Quite
young?

INSPECTOR: Yes. Twenty-four.

SHEILA: Pretty?

INSPECTOR: Shewasn't pretty when | saw her to-day, but she had
been pretty—very pretty.

BIRLING: That'senoughofthat.

GERALD: And | don't really see that this enquiry gets you any-
where, Inspector. It's what happened to her since sheleft Mr. Birling's
works that is important.

BIRLING: Obviously. | suggested that sometimeago.
GERALD: Andwecan't help youthere becausewe don't know.
INSPECTOR (dowly): Are you sure you don't know?
Helooksat GERALD, then at ERIC, then at SHEILA.
BIRLINGe+ And are you suggesting now that one of them knows
something about this girl?
INSPECTOR:  Yes.
BIRLING: You didn't come herejust to see me then?
INSPECTOR:  No.
The otherfour exchange bewildered andperturbedglances.

BIRLING (with marked change oftone): Well, of course, if I'd known
that earlier, 1 wouldn't have called you officious and talked about
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reporting you. You understand that, don't you, Inspector? | thought
that—for some reason best known to yourself—you were making the
most of this tiny bit of information | could give you. I'm sorry. This
makes a difference. You sure of your facts?

INSPECTOR: Some of them—yes.

BIRLING: | can't think they can be of any great consequence.

INSPECTOR: Thegirl'sdead though.

SHEILA: What do you mean by saying that? You talk as if we were
responsible——

BIRLING (cutting in): Just a minute, Sheila Now, Inspector, per-
haps you and | had better go and talk this over quietly in a corner——

SHEILA (cutting in): Why should you? He's finished with you. He
says it's one of us now.

BIRLING: Yes, andI'mtryingto settleit sensibly for you.

GERALD: Wéll, there's nothing to settle as far as I'm concerned.
I've never known an Eva Smith.

ERIC: Neither havel.

SHEILA: Wasthat her name? EvaSmith?

GERALD: Yes.

SHEILA : Never heardit before.

GERALD: Sowhereareyou now, Inspector?

INSPECTOR: Where | was before, Mr. Croft. | told you—that likea
lot of these young women, she'd used more than one name. She was
still Eva Smith when Mr. Birling sacked her—for wanting twenty-five
shillings a week instead of twenty-two and six. But after that she
stopped being Eva Smith. Perhaps she'd had enough of it.

ERIC: Can't blame her.

SHEILA (to BIRLING): | think it was a mean thing to do. Perhaps
that spoilt everything for her.

BIRLING: Rubbish! (To INSPECTOR.) Do you know what happened
to this girl after sheleft my works?

INSPECTOR: Yes. She was out of work for the next two months.
Both her parents were dead, so that she'd no home to go back to. And
she hadn't been able to save much out of what Birling and Company
had paid her. So that after two months, with no work, no money
coming in, and living in lodgings, with no relatives to help her, few
friends, lonely, half-starved, she was feeling desperate.

SHEILA (warmly): 1 should think so. It'sarotten shame.

INSPECTOR: There are a lot of young women living that sort of
existence in every city and big town inUhis country, Miss Birling. |f
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there weren't, the factories and warehouses wouldn't know where to
look for cheap labour. Ask your father.

SHEILA: But these girls aren't cheap labour—they're people.

INSPECTOR (dryly}: I've had that notion myself from time to time.
In fact, I've thought that it would do us al a bit of good if sometimes
we tried to put ourselves in the place of these young women counting
their pennies in their dingy little back bedrooms.

SHEILA: Yes, | expect it would. But what happened to her then?

INSPECTOR: Shehad what seemed to her awonderful stroke of luck.
She was taken on in a shop—and a good shop too—Milwards.

SHEILA: Milwardsl We go there—in fact, | was there this after-
noon——(archly to GERALD) for your benefit.

GERALD (smiting): Good!

SHEILA: Yes, shewaslucky to get taken on at Milwards.

INSPECTOR: That's what she thought. And it happened that at the
beginning of December that year—nineteen-ten—there was a good
deal of influenza about, and Milwards suddenly found themselves
short-handed. So that gave her her chance. It seems she liked working
there. It was a nice change from afactory. She enjoyed being among
pretty clothes, Fve no doubt. And now she felt she was making a
good fresh start. You can imagine how she felt.

SHEILA: Yes, of course.

BIRLING: And then she got herself into trouble there, | suppose?

INSPECTOR: After about a couple of months, just when she felt she
was settling down nicely, they told her shedd have to go.

BIRLING: Notdoingherwork properly?

INSPECTOR: There was nothing wrong with the way she was doing
her work. They admitted that.

BIRLING: There must have been something wrong.

INSPECTOR: All she knew was—that a customer complained about
her—and so she had to go.

SHEILA (staring at him, agitated): When was this?

INSPECTOR (impressively): At the end of January—Iast year.

SHEILA: What—what did this girl look like?

INSPECTOR: Ifyou'll comeover here, I'll show youl.

Hemovesnearer alight—per hapsstandar dlamp—andshe crosses
to him. He produces the photograph. She looks at it closely,
recognises it with a little cry, gives a half-stifled sob, and then runs
out. TheINSPECTOR puts the photograph back into hispocket and
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stares speculatively after her. The other three stare in amazement
for a moment.

BIRLING: What'sthe matter with her?

ERIC: She recognised her from the photograph, didn't she?

INSPECTOR:  Yes.

BIRLING (angrily): Why the devil do you want to go upsetting the
child like that?

INSPECTOR: | didn't doit. She's upsetting herself.

BIRLING: Well—why—why ?

INSPECTOR: | don't know—yet. That's something | have to find
out.

BIRLING (still angrily): Well—if you don't mind—I'll find out first.

GERALD: Shall I goto her?

BIRLING (moving): No, leave thisto me. | must also have a word
with my wife—tell her what's happening. (Turns at door, staring at
INSPECTOR angrily.) We were having a nice little family celebration
to-night. And a nasty mess you've made of it now, haven't you?

INSPECTOR (steadily): That's more or less what | was thinking
earlier to-night, when | wasin the Infirmary looking at what was | eft of
Eva Smith. A nice little promising life there, 1 thought, and a nasty
mess somebody's made of it.

BIRLING looksasif about to make someretort, then thinks better
of it, and goes out, closing door sharply behind him. GERALD and
ERIC exchange uneasy glances. The INSPECTOR ignores them.

GERALD : I'dliketo have alook at that photograph now, Inspector.

INSPECTOR: All in good time.

GERALD: | don't ssewhy——

INSPECTOR (cutting in, massively): You heard what | said before,
Mr. Croft. One line of enquiry at a time. Otherwise well dl be
talking at once and won't know where we are. |f you've anything to
tell me, you'll have an opportunity of doing it soon.

GERALD (rather uneasily): Wéll, | don't suppose | have——

ERIC (suddenly bursting out): Look here, I've had enough of this.

INSPECTOR (dryly): | dare say.

ERIC (uneasily): I'm sorry—but you see—we were having a little
party—and I've had a few drinks, including rather a lot of champagne
—and I've got a headache—and as I'm only in the way here—I think
I'd better turn in.

INSPECTOR: And | think you'd better stay here.

ERIC: Why should I?
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INSPECTOR: It might belesstrouble. If you turnin, you might have
to turn out again soon.

GERALD: Getting ahit heavy-handed, aren't you, | nspector?

INSPECTOR: Possibly. But if you're easy with me, Fm easy with
you.

GERALD: After al, y'know, we're respectable citizens and not
criminals.

INSPECTOR: Sometimes there isn't as much difference as you think.
Often, if it was | eft to me, | wouldn't know where to draw the line.

GERALD : Fortunately, itisn't Ieft to you, isit?

INSPECTOR: No, itisn't. But somethings areleft to me. Enquiries
of this sort, for instance. (Enter SHEILA, who looks as if she's been
crying.) Well, Miss Birling?

SHEILA (coming in, closing door): You knew it was me al the time,
didn't you?

INSPECTOR: | had an idea it might be—from something the girl
herself wrote.

SHEILA: I've told my father—he didn't seem to think it amounted
to much—but | felt rotten about it at the time and now | fed a lot
worse, Did it make much difference to her?

INSPECTOR: Yes, I'm afraiditdid. Itwasthelast real steadyjob she
had. When she lost it—for no reason that she could discover—she
decided she might as well try another kind of life.

SHEILA (miserably): So I'm realy responsible?

INSPECTOR: No, not entirely. A good deal happened to her after
that. But you're partly to blame. Just as your father is.

ERIC: Butwhat did Sheilado?

SHEILA (distressed): | went to the manager at Milwards and | told
him that if they didn't get rid of that girl, I'd never go near the place
again and I'd persuade mother to close our account with them.

INSPECTOR: And why did you do that?

SHEILA: Because | was in a furious temper.

INSPECTOR: And what had this girl done to make you lose your
temper?

SHEILA: When | waslooking at myselfin the mirror | caught sight
of her smiling at the assistant, and | was furious with her. 1'd been in a
bad temper anyhow.

INSPECTOR: And was it the girl's fault?

SHEILA: No, not really. It was my own fault. (Suddenly, to GERALD)
All right, Gerald, you needn't look at me like that. At least, I'm

[ 284]



ACT | AN INSPECTOR CALLS

trying to tell the truth. | expect you've done things you're ashamed of
too.

GERALD (surprised): Well, I never said | hadn't. | don't sseewhy——

INSPECTOR (cuttin in?: Never mind about that. Y ou can settle that
between you afterwards. (To SHEILA.) What happened?

SHEILA: 1'd gonein to try something on. It was an idea of my own
—mother had been against it, and so had the assistant—but | insisted.
As soon as | tried it on, | knew they'd been right. Itjust didn't suit me
at dl. | looked slly inthething. Well, this girl had brought the dress
up from the workroom, and when the assistant—Miss Francis—had
asked her something about it, this girl, to show us what she meant, had
held the dress up, asif she was wearing it. And itjust suited her. She
was the right type for it, just as | was the wrong type. She was a very
Bretty girl too—with big dark eyes—and that didn't make it any

etter. Well, when [ tried the thing on and looked at myself and knew
that it was &l wrong, | caught sight of this ?irl smiling at Miss Francis
—as if to say: "Doesnt she look awful"—and | was absolutely
furious. | was very rude to both of them, and then | went to the
manager and told him that this girl had been very impertinent—and—
and———(She almost breaks down, but just controls herself.) How
could I know what would happen afterwards? If shed been some
miserable plain little creature, | don't suppose I'd have done it. But
she was very pretty and looked as if she could take care of herself. |
couldn't be sorry for her.

INSPECTOR: In fact, in a kind of way, you might be said to have
been jealous of her.

SHEILA: Yes | suppose so.

INSPECTOR: And so you used the Fower you had, as a daughter of a

ood customer and also of a man well-known in the town, to punish
the girl just because she made you feel like that?

SHEILA: Yes, but it didn't seem to be anything very terrible at the
timel.d Don't you understand? And if | could help her now, |
would——

INSPECTOR (harshly): Yes, butyoucan't. It'stoolate. She'sdead.

ERIC: My God, it's abit thick, when you come to think of it—

SHEILA (stormily): Oh shut up, Eric. | know, | know. It'sthe only
time I've ever done anything like that, and I'll never, never do it again
to anybody. I've noticed them giving me a sort of look sometimes at
Milwards—I noticed it even this afternoon—and | supgose some of
them remember. | feel now | can never go there again. Oh—why had
this to happen?

INSPECTOR (sternly): That's what | asked mysdlf to-night when |
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was looking at that dead girl. And then | said to myself: "Wadll, well
try to understand why it had to happen.” And that's why I'm here,
and why I'm not going until | know all that happened. Eva Smith lost
her job with Birling and Company because the strike failed and they
were determined not to have another one. At last she found another
job—under what name | don't know—in a big shop, and had to leave
there because you were annoyed with yourself and passed the an-
noyance on to her. Now she had to try something dse. So first she
changed her name to Daisy Renton——

GERALD (startled): What?

INSPECTOR (steadily): | said she changed her name to Daisy Renton.

GERALD (pulling himself together): D'you mind if | give mysdf a
drink, Sheila?

SHEILA merely nods, dtill staring at him, and he goes across to
the tantalus on the sideboard for a whisky.

INSPECTOR: Whereisyourfather, MissBirling?

SHEILA: He went into the drawing-room, to tell my mother what
was happening here. Eric, take the Inspector along to the drawing-
room. (As ERIC moves, the INSPECTOR looksfrom SHEILA to GERALD,
then goes out with ERIC.) Well, Gerald?

GERALD (tryingtosmile): Well what, Sheila?

SHEILA : How didyou cometo know thisgirl—EvaSmith?

GERALD: | didn't.

SHEILA : Daisy Renton then—it'sthe samething.

GERALD: Why shouldl haveknownher?

SHEILA: Oh don't be stupid. We haven't much time. You gave
yourself away as soon as he mentioned her other name.

GERALD : All right. | knew her. Let'sleaveit at that.

SHEILA: Wecan't leaveit at that.

GERALD (approaching her): Now listen, darling——

SHEILA: No, that's no use. You not only knew her but you knew
her very well. Otherwise, you wouldn't look so guilty about it. When
did youfirst get to know her? (Hedoesnot reply.) Wasit after sheleft
Milwards? When she changed her name, as he said, and began to lead
adifferent sort of life? Were you seeing her last spring and summer,
during that time when you hardly came near me and said you were so
busy? Wereyou? (He does not reply but looks at her.) Yes, of course
you were.

GERALD: I'm sorry, Sheila. But it was al over and done with, last
summer. | hadn't set eyes on the girl for at least 9x months. | don't
comeinto this suicide business.
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SHEILA: | thought | didn't, haf an hour ago.

GERALD: You don't. Neither of us does. So—for God's sake—
don't say anything to the Inspector.

SHEILA: About youandthisgirl?
GERALD: Yes. We can keep it from him.

SHEILA (laughs rather hysterically): Why—you fool—he knows. Of
course he knows. And | hate to think how much he knows that we
don't know yet. Youll see You'll s

She looks at himalmost in triumph. He looks crushed. The door
dowly opens and the INSPECTOR appears, looking steadily and
searchingly at them.

INSPECTOR: Well?
END OF ACT ONE
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At rise, scene and situation are exactly as they were at end of Act I.

The INSPECTOR remains at the door for a few moments looking at
SHEILA and GERALD. Then he comesforward, leaving door open
behind him.

INSPECTOR (to GERALD): Well?

SHEILA (with hysterical laugh, to GERALD): Y ou see? What did | tell
you?

INSPECTOR: What did you tell him?

GERALD (with an effort): Inspector, | think Miss Birling ought to be
excused any more of this questioning. She's nothing more to tell you.
She's had a long, exciting and tiring day—we were celebrating our
engagement, you know—and now she's obviously had about as much
as she can stand. You heard her.

SHEILA: Hemeansthat Fm getting hysterical now.
INSPECTOR: And areyou?
SHEILA: Probably.

INSPECTOR: Wall, | don't want to keep you here. I've no more
questions to ask you.

SHEILA: No, but you haven't finished asking questions—have you?

INSPECTOR:  No.

SHEILA (to GERALD): You see? ("INSPECTOR.) Then Fm staying.

GERALD: Why should you? It's bound to be unpleasant and
disturbing.

INSPECTOR: And you think young women ought to be protected
against unpleasant and disturbing things?

GERALD: If possible—yes.

IQSPECTOR: Well, we know one young woman who wasn't, don't
We?

GERALD. | suppose| asked for that.

SHEILA: Be careful you don't ask for any more, Gerald.
_ 7GERALD: | only meant to say toyou Why stay when you'll hate
It"

SHEILA : It can't be any worse for me than it has been. And it might
be better.
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GERALD (bitterly): | see

SHEILA: What do you see?

GERALD: You've been through it—and now you want to see
somebody else put through it.

SHEILA (bitterly): So that's what you think I'm really like. 1'm glad
| redlised it in time, Gerald.

GERALD: No, no, | didn't mean——

SHEILA (cutting in): Yes, you did. And if you'd really loved me, you
couldn't have said that. You listened to that nice story about me. |
got that girl sacked from Milwards. And now you've made up your
mind | must obviously be aselfish, vindictive creature.

GERALD : | neither said that nor even suggested it.

SHEILA: Then why say | want to see somebody ese put through it?
That's not what | meant at all.

GERALD: Allrightthen, I'msorry.

SHEILA: Yes, but you don't believe me. And thisisjust the wrong
time not to believe me.

INSPECTOR (massively taking charge): Allow me, MissBirling. (To
GERALD.) I cantell you why Miss Birling wants to stay on and why
she says it might be better for her if she did. A girl died to-night. A
pretty, lively sort of girl, who never did anybody no harm. But she
died in misery and agony—hating life—

SHEILA (distressed): Don't please—!| know, | know—and | can't
stop thinking about it——

INSPECTOR (ignoring this). Now Miss Birling hasjust been madeto
understand what she did to this girl. She feels responsible. And if she
leaves us now, and doesn't hear any more, then she'll feel she'sentirely
to blame, shell be alone with her responsibility, the rest of to-night,
al to-morrow, all the next night——

SHEILA (eagerly}' Yes, that's it. And | know I'm to blame—and
I'm desperately sorry—but | can't believe—l won't believe—it's
simply my fault that in the end she—she committed suicide. That
would be too horrible—

INSPECTOR (sternly to themboth): Y ou see, we have to share some-
thing. If there's nothing ese, well have to share our guilt.

SHEILA (staring at him): Yes. That's true. You know. (She goes
closer to him, wonderingly.) | don't understand about you.

INSPECTOR (calmly): There's no reason why you should.

He regards her calmly while she stares at him wondermgly and
dubioudy. Now MRS. BIRLING enters, briskly and self-confidently,
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quite out of key with the little scene that hasjust passed. SHEILA
feels this at once.

MRS. BIRLING (smiling, social): Good evening, Inspector.

INSPECTOR: Goodevening, madam.

MRS. BIRLING (same easy tone): I'm Mrs. Birling, y'know. My
husband hasjust explained why you're here, and while we'll be glad to
tell 3r/]ou anything you want to know, | don't think we can help you
much.

SHEILA: No, Mother—please!

MRS. BIRLING (affecting great surprise): What'sthe matter, Sheila?

SHEILA (hesitantly): | know it soundssilly——

MRS. BIRLING: What does?

SHEILA: You see, | feel you're beginning all wrong. And I'm afraid
you‘(ljl say something or do something that you'll be sorry for after-
wards.

MRS. BIRLING: | don't know what you'retalking about, Sheila.

SHEILA: We all started like that—so confident, so pleased with
ourselves until he began asking us questions.

MRS. BIRLING looksfrom SHEILA to the INSPECTOR.

MRS. BIRLING: Y ou seem to have made a great impression on this
child, Inspector.

INSPECTOR (coally): We often do on theyoung ones. They're more
impressionable.

He and MRS. BIRLING look at each other for a moment. Then
MRS. BIRLING turns to SHEILA again.

MRS. BIRLING: You'relooking tired, dear. | think you ought to go
to bed—and forget about this absurd business. You'll feel better in the
morning.

SHEILA: Mother, | couldn't possibly go. Nothing could be worse
for me. Weve settled al that. 1'm staying here until | know why that
girl killed herself.

MRS.BIRLING: Nothingbutmorbidcuriosity.

SHEILA: No it isn't.

MRS. BIRLING: Please don't contradict me like that. And in any
case | don't suppose for a moment that we can understand why the girl
committed suicide. Girls of that class——

SHEILA (urgently, cutting in): Mother, don't—please don't. For
your own sake, as well as ours, you mustn't——

MRS.BIRLING(annoyed): Mustn't—what?Really, Sheilal

SHEILA (dowly, carefully now): You mustn't try to build up a kind
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of wall between us and that girl. If you do, then the Inspector will just
break it down. And it'll be al the worse when he does.

MRS. BIRLING: | don't understand you. (To INSPECTOR.) Do you?

INSPECTOR: Yes. And she's right.

MRS. BIRLING (haughtily): | begyour pardon!

INSPECTOR (very plainly): | sad Yes—I do understand her. And
she's right.

MRS. BIRLING: That—I consider—is atrifle impertinent, Inspector.
(SHEILA givesshorthysterical laugh.) Now, whatisit, Sheila?

SHEILA: | don't know. Perhaps it's because impertinent is such a
silly word.

MRS. BIRLING: Inany case . . .

SHEILA: But, Mother, do stop beforeit'stoo late.

MRS. BIRLING: Ifyou mean that the Inspector will take offence—

INSPECTOR (cutting in, calmly): No, no. | never take offence.

MRS. BIRLING: I'm glad to hear it. Though | must add that it
seemsto methat we have more reason for taking offence.

INSPECTOR: Let's leave offence out of it, shall we?

GERALD: | think we'd better.

SHEILA: So do |.

MRS. BIRLING (rebuking them): I'm talking to the Inspector now,
if you don't mind. (To INSPECTOR, rather grandly.) | reahse that you
may have to conduct some sort of enquiry, but | must say that so far
you seemto beconductingit in arather peculiar and offensive manner.
You know of course that my husband was Lord Mayor only two
years ago and that he's still a magistrate——

GERALD (cutting in, rather impatiently): Mrs. Birling, the Inspector
knows dl that. And | don't think it's a very good idea to remind
him——

SHEILA (cuttingin): It'scrazy. Stopit, please, Mother.

INSPECTOR (imperturbable): Yes. Now what about Mr. Birling?

MRS. BIRLING: He'scomingback inamoment. He'sjust talkingto
my son, Eric, who seemsto bein an excitable silly mood.

INSPECTOR: What'sthematterwithhim?

MRS. BIRLING: Eric? Oh—I'm afraid he may have had rather too
muchto drink to-night. Wewerehaving alittle celebration here——

INSPECTOR (cutting in): Isn't he used to drinking?

MRS. BIRLING: No, of course not. He's only a boy.

INSPECTOR: No, he'sayoungman. And someyoungmendrink far
too much.
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SHEILA: And Eric's one of them.

MRS. BIRLING (very sharply): Sheild

SHEILA (urgently): | don't want to get poor Eric into trouble. He's
probably in enougi]h trouble already. But we really must stop these

slly pretences. This isn't the time to pretend that Eric isn't used to
drink. He's been steadily drinking too much for the last two years.

MRS. BIRLING (staggered). Itisn't true. You know him, Gerald—
and you're @ man—you must know it isn't true.

INSPECTOR (as GERALD hesitates): Well, Mr. Croft?

GERALD (apologetically, to MRS. BIRLING): I'm afraid it is, y'know.
Actually I've never seen much of him outside this house—but—well,
| have gathered that he does drink pretty hard.

MRS. BIRLING (bitterly): And thisisthetimeyou chooseto tell me.

SHEILA: Yes, of course it is. That's what | meant when | talked
about building up awall that's sure to be knocked flat. It makesit al
the harder to bear.

y MRS. BIRLING: But it's you—and not the Inspector here—who's
oing it—

SHEILA : Yes, but don't you see? He hasnt started on you yet.

MRS. BIRLING (after pause, recovering herself): If necessary | shall
be glad to answer any questions the Inspector wishes to ask me.
Though naturally I don't know anything about this girl.

INSPECTOR (gravely): Well see, Mrs. Birling.

Enter BIRLING, who closes door behind him.

BIRLING (rather hot, bothered): I've been trying to persuade Eric to
go tp) bed, but he won't. Now he says you told him to stay up. Did
you?

INSPECTOR-  Yes, | did.

BIRLING: Why?

INSPECTOR: Becausel shall want totalk to him, Mr. Birling.

BIRLING. I can't seewhy you should, butif you must, then | suggest
you do it now. Have himinand get it over, then let the lad go.

I_I?ISPECTOR: No, | can't do that yet. I'm sorry, but hell have to
walt.
BIRLING: Nowlook here, Inspector——
INSPECTOR (cutting in, withauthority): Hemustwait histurn.
SHEILA (to MRS. BIRLING): You see?
MRS. BIRLING: No, | don't. And pleasebe quiet, Shella
BIRLING (angrily): Inspector, I've told you before, | don't like your
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tone nor the way you're handling thisenquiry. And | don't proposeto
give you much more rope.

INSPECTOR: Y ou needn't give meany rope.

SHEILA (rather wildly, with laugh): No, he's giving us rope—so that
well hang ourselves.

BIRLING (toMRS. BIRLING): What'sthematter withthat child?

MRS. BIRLING: Over-excited. And she refused to go. (With sudden
anger, toINSPECTOR.) Well, comealong—what isit youwanttoknow?

INSPECTOR (coolly): At the end of January, last year, this girl Eva
Smith had to leave Milwards, because Miss Birling compelled them to
discharge her, and then she stopped being Eva Smith, looking for a
job, and became Daisy Renton, with other ideas. (Sharply turning on
him.) Mr. Croft, when did you first get to know her?

An exclamation ofsurprisefrom BIRLING and MRS. BIRLING.
GERALD: Wheredid you get theideathat | did know her?
SHEILA: It's no use, Gerald. You're wasting time.

INSPECTOR: Assoon as| mentioned the name Daisy Renton, it was
obvious you'd known her. You gave yourself away at once.

SHEILA (bitterly): Of course he did.

INSPECTOR: And anyhow | knew already. When and where did you
first meet her?

GERALD: All right, if you must haveit. | met her first, sometimein
March last year, in the stalls bar at the Palace. | mean the Palace
music hall herein Brumley—

SHEILA: Well, wedidn't think you meant Buckingham Palace.

GERALD (toSHEILA): Thanks. You'regoingtobeagreat help, I can
se You've said your piece, and you're obviously going to hate this,
so why on earth don't you leave usto it?

SHEILA: Nothing would induce me. | want to understand exactly
what happens when a man says he's so busy at the works that he can
hardly ever find time to come and see the girl he's supposed to be in
love with. | wouldn't miss it for worlds—

INSPECTOR (with authority): Yes, Mr. Croft—in the stalls bar at the
Palace Variety Theatre . . .

GERALD: | happened to look in, one night, after a rather long dull
day, and as the show wasn't very bright, | went down into the bar for a
drink. It's a favourite haunt of women of the town——

MRS. BIRLING: Women of thetown?

BIRLING: Yes, yes. But | see no point in mentioning the subject-
especially——(indicating SHEILA.)
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MRS. BIRLING: Itwould be much better if Sheiladidn't listen to this
story at all.

SHEILA: But you're forgetting I'm supposed to be engaged to the
hero of it. Go on, Gerad. You went down into the bar, which is a
favourite haunt of women of the town.

GERALD: I'm glad | amuseyou——

INSPECTOR (sharply): Comeaong, Mr. Croft. What happened?

GERALD: | didn't propose to stay long down there. | hate those
hard-eyed dough-faced women. But then | noticed a girl who looked
quite different. She was very pretty—soft brown hair and big dark
eyes—(breaks off) My God!

INSPECTOR: What'sthe matter?

GERALD (distressed): Sorry—I—well, I've suddenly iealised- taken
it in properly—that she's dead——

INSPECTOR (harshly): Yes, she's dead.

SHEILA: Andprobably betweenuswekilled her.

MRS. BIRLING (sharply): Sheila, don't talk nonsense.

SHEILA: You wait, Mother.

INSPECTOR (to GERALD): Goon.

GERALD: Shelookedyoungand fresh and charming and altogether
out of place down there. And obviously she wasn't enjoying herself.
Old Joe Meggarty, half-drunk and goggle-eyed, had wedged her into a
corner with that obscene fat carcase of his——

MRS. BIRLING (cutting in): There's no need to be disgusting. And
surely you don't mean Alderman Meggarty?

GERALD: Of course | do. He's a notorious wonianiser as well as
being one of the worst sots and roguesin Brumley——

INSPECTOR: Quiteright.

MRS. BIRLING (staggered): Well, really! Alderman Meggarty! |
must say, we are learning something to-night.

SHEILA (coolly): Of courseweare. But everybody knowsabout that
horrible old Meggarty. A girl | know had to see him at the Town Hall
one afternoon and she only escaped with atorn blouse——

BIRLING (sharply, shocked): Sheilal

INSPECTOR (to GERALD): Go on, please.

GERALD: Thegirl saw melooking at her and then gave me a glance
that was nothing less than a cry for help. So | went across and told
Joe Meggarty some nonsense—that the manager had a message for
him or something like that—got him out of the way—and then told
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the girl that if she didn't want any more of that sort of thing, she'd
better let ine take her out of there.” She agreed at once.

INSPECTOR: Where did you go?

GERALD: Wewent alongto the County Hotel, which | knew would
be quiet a that time of night, and we had a drink or two and talked.

INSPECTOR: Didshedrink much at that time?

GERALD: No. She only had a port and lemonade—or some such
concoction. All she wanted was to talk—a little friendliness—and |
gathered that Joe Meggarty's advances had left her rather shaken—as
well they might—

INSPECTOR: Shetalkedaboutherself?

GERALD: Yes. | asked her questions about herself. Shetold meher
name was Daisy Renton, that she'd lost both parents, that she came
originaly from somewhere outside Brumley. She also told me shed
had ajob in one of the works here and had had to leave after a strike.
She said something about the shop too, but wouldn't say which it was,
and she was deliberately vague about what happened. | couldn't get
any exact details from her about her past life. She wanted to talk
about herself—just becauseshefelt | wasinterested andfriendly—but
at the same time she wanted to be Daisy Renton—and not Eva Smith.
In fact, | heard that name for thefirsttimeto-night. What she did let
slip—though she didn't mean to—was that she was desperately hard
up and at that moment was actually hungry. | made the people at the
County find some food for her.

INSPECTOR: Andthenyoudecidedtokeepher—asyour mistress?

MRS. BIRLING: What?

SHEILA: Of course, Mother. 1t was obvious from the start. Go on,
Gerald. Don't mind Mother.

GERALD (steadily): | discovered, not that night but two nights|ater,
when we met again—not accidentally thistime of course—that in fact
she hadn't a penny and was going to be turned out of the miserable
back room she had. It happened that a friend of mine, Charlie
Brunswick, had gone off to Canadafor sx months and had let me have
the Igg: of anice little set of rooms he had—in Morgan Terrace—and
had asked me to keep an eye on them for him and use them if | wanted
to. So | insisted on Daisy moving into those rooms and | made her
take some money to keep her going there. éCar_efuII , to the IN-
SPECTORR | want you to understand that | didn't install her there so
that | could make love to her. | made her go to Morgan Terrace
because | was sorry for her, and didn't like the idea of her going back
to the Palace bar. | didn't ask for anything in return.

INSPECTOR: | s
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SHEILA: Yes, but why are you saying that to him? Y ou ought to be
saying it to me.

. GERALD: | suppose | ought really. I'm sorry, Sheilla. Somehow

SHEILA (cutting in, as he hesitates): | know. Somehow he makes
you.

INSPECTOR: But shebecameyour mistress?

GERALD: Yes. | suppose it was inevitable. She was young and
pretty and warm-hearted—and intensely grateful. | became at once
the most important person in her life—you understand?

INSPECTOR: Yes. Shewasawoman. Shewaslonely. Wereyou in
love with her?

SHEILA: Just what | was going to ask?

BIRLING (angrily): | really must protest——

INSPECTOR (turning on him sharply): Why should you do any
protesting? It was you who turned the girl out in thefirst place.

BIRLING (rather taken aback): Well, I only did what any employer
might have done. And what | was going to say was that | protest
against the way in which my daughter, a young unmarried girl, is
being dragged into this—

INSPECTOR (sharply): Y ourdaughterisn'tlivingonthemoon. She's
herein Brumley too.

SHEILA: Yes, and it was | who had the girl turned out of her job at
Milwards. And1'm supposed to be engaged to Gerald. And I'm not a
child, don't forget. I've a right to know. Were you in love with her,
Gerald?

GERALD (hestatingly)' It's hard to say. | didn't feel about her as she
felt about me,

SHEILA (with sharp sarcasm): Of coursenot. Y ou werethewonder-
ful Fairy Prince. Y ou must have adored it, Gerald.

] GERALD: All right—I did for atime. Nearly any man would have
one.

SHEILA: That's probably about the best thing you've said to-night.
Atleastit'shonest. Didyou go and see her every night?

GERALD No. | wasn't telling you a complete lie when | said I'd
been very busy at the worksall that time. We were very busy. But of
course | did see a good deal of her.

MRS. BIRLING: | don't think we want any further details of this
disgusting affair—

SHEILA (cutting in) | do. And, anyhow, we haven't had any details
yet.
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GERALD: And you're not going to have any. (To MRS. BIRLING.)
You know, it wasn't disgusting.

MRS. BIRLING: It's disgusting to me.

SHEILA: Yes, but after al, you didn't come into this, did you,
Mother?

GERALD- Isthere anything else you want to know—that you ought
to know?

INSPECTOR: Yes. When did this affair end?

GERALD: I can tel you exactly. In the first week of September. |
had to go away for several weeks then—on business—and by that time
Daisy knew it was coming to an end. So | broke it off definitely before
| went.

INSPECTOR- How did shetakeit?

GERALD Better than I'd hoped. She was—very gallant—about it.

SHEILA (with irony): That was nice for you.

GERALD: No, it wasn't. (He waitsa moment, then in low, troubled
tone) She told me she'd been happier than she'd ever been before—
but that she knew it couldn't last—hadn't expected it to last. She
didn't blame me at all. | wish to God she had now. Perhaps I'd feel
better about it.

INSPECTOR: Shehadto moveout of thoserooms?

GERALD: Yes, we'd agreed about that. She'd saved alittle money
during the summer—she'd lived very economicaly on what I'd
allowed her—and didn't want to take any more from me, but |
insisted on a parting gift of enough money—though it wasn't so very
much—to see her through to the end of the year.

[NSPECTOR: Did she tell you what she proposed to do after you'd
left her?

GERALD- No. Sherefused to talk about that. | got the idea, once
or twice from what she said, that she thought of leaving Brumley.
Whether she did or not—I don't know. Did she?

INSPECTOR: Yes. Shewent away for about two months. To some
seaside place.

GERALD: By herself'

INSPECTOR: Yes. | think shewent away—to be alone, to be quiet,
to remember all that had happened between you.

GERALD- How do you know that?

INSPECTOR: Shekeptaroughsort of diary. Andshesaidtherethat
she had to go away and be quiet and remember "just to make it last
longer". She felt there'd never be anything as good again for her—so
she had to make it last longer.
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GERALD (gravely): | see. Well, | never saw her again, and that's all
| can tell you.

INSPECTOR: It's dl | want to know from you.

GERALD:: Inthat case—as I'm rather more—upset—by this business
than | probably appear to be—and—well, I'd like to be alone for a
little while—I'd be glad if you'd let me go.

INSPECTOR: Gowhere? Home?

GERALD- No. I'll just go out—walk about—for a while, if you
don't mind. I'll come back.

INSPECTOR: Allright, Mr. Croft.

SHEILA: But just in case you forget—or decide not to come back,
Gerad, | think you'd better take this with you. (She hands him the
ring.)

GERALD. | see. Well, | was expecting this.

SHEILA: | don't dislike you as | did half an hour ago, Gerald. In
fact, in some odd way, | rather respect you more than I've ever done
before. | knew anyhow you were lying about those months last year
when you hardly came near me. | knew there was something fishy
about that time. And now at least you've been honest. And | believe
what you told us about the way you helped her at first. Just out of
pity. And it was my fault really that she was so desperate when you
first met her. But this has made a difference. You and | aren't the
same people who sat down to dinner here. We'd have to start al over
again, getting to know each other——

BIRLING- Now, Sheila, I'm not defending him. But you must
understand that alot of young men——

SHEILA: Don't interfere, please, Father. Gerald knows what |
mean, and you apparently don't.

GERALD: Yes, | know what you mean. But I'm coming back—if |
may.

SHEILA: All right.

MRS. BIRLING: WEell, really, | don't know. | think we'vejust about
come to an end of this wretched business——

GERALD: I don'tthink so. Excuseme.

He goes out. They watch him go in silence. We hear thefront
door dam.

SHEILA (to INSPECTOR): You know, you never showed him that
photograph of her.

INSPECTOR. No. Ftwasn't necessary. And I thought it better not to.

MRS. BIRLING: Y ouhaveaphotograph of thisgirl?
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INSPECTOR: Yes. | think you'd better look at it.

MRS. BIRLING: | don't seeany particular reasonwhy | should——

INSPECTOR: Probably not. Butyou'd better ook at it.

MRS. BIRLING: Very well. (He produces the photograph and she

looks hard at ft.)

INSPECTOR (taking back thephotograph): Y ourecogniseher?

MRS. BIRLING: No. Why should 1?

INSPECTOR: Of course she might have changed lately, but | oan't
believe she could have changed so much.

MRS.BIRLING: | don'tunderstandyou, | nspector.

INSPECTOR: Y oumeanyoudon't choosetodo, Mrs. Birling.

MRS. BIRLING (angrily): | meant what | said.

INSPECTOR: Y ou'renottellingmethetruth.

MRS. BIRLING: | beg your pardon!

BIRLING (angrily, to INSPECTOR): Look here, I'm not going to have
this, Inspector. You'll apologise at once.

INSPECTOR: Apologise for what—doing my duty?

BIRLING: No, for being so offensive about it. 1'm a public man——

INSPECTOR (massively): Public men, Mr. Birling, have responsi-
bilitiesaswell asprivileges.

BIRLING: Possibly. But you weren't asked to come hereto talk to
me about my responsibilities.

SHEILA: Let's hope not. Though I'm beginningto wonder.

MRS.BIRLING: Doesthatmeananything, Sheila?

SHEILA: It means that we've no excuse now for putting on airs and
that if we've any sensewewon't try. Father threw this girl out because
she asked for decent wages. | went and pushed her further out, right
into the street, just because | wasangry and shewas pretty. Gerald set
her up as his mistress and then dropped her when it suited him. And
now you're pretending you don't recognise her from that photograph.
| admit | don't know why you should, but | know jolly well you didin
fact recognise her, from the way you looked. And if you're not telling
the truth, why should the Inspector apologise? And can't you see,
both of you, you're makingit worse?

She turnsaway. We hear thefront door slam again.

BIRLING: That wasthe door again.

MRS. BIRLING : Gerald must have come back.

INSPECTOR: Unlessyour son hasjust gone out.

BIRLING: [I'll see.
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Hegoes out quickly. INSPECTOR turns to MRS. BIRLING.

INSPECTOR: Mrs. Birling, you'reamember—aprominent member—
of the Brumley Women's Charity Organisation, aren't you?

MRS. BIRLING does not reply.

SHEILA: Go on, Mother. You might as well admit it. (To IN-
SPECTOR.) Yes, sheis. Why?

INSPECTOR (calmly): It'san organisationtowhichwomenin distress
can appeal for help in various forms. Isn't that so?

MRS. BIRLING (with dignity): Yes. We'vedoneagreat deal of useful
work in helping deserving cases.

INSPECTOR: Therewasameeting of theinterviewing committeetwo
weeks ago?

MRS.BIRLING: | daresay therewas.

INSPECTOR: Y ouknow very well therewas, Mrs. Birling. Y ouwere
in the chair.

MRS. BIRLING: Andifl was, what businessisit of yours?

INSPECTOR (severely): Do you want me to tell you—in plain words?

Enter BIRLING,lookingrather agitated.

BIRLING: ThatmusthavebeenEric.

MRS. BIRLING (alarmed): Haveyou been upto hisroom?

BIRLING- Yes. And | caled out on both landings. It must have
been Eric we heard go out then.

MRS.BIRLING. Sillyboy! Wherecanhehavegoneto?

BIRLING: | can'timagine. But he wasin one of his excitable queer
moods, and even though we don't need him here——

INSPECTOR (cutting in, sharply): We do need him here. And if he's
not back soon, | shal have to go and find him.

BIRLING and MRS. BIRLING exchange bewildered and rather
frightened glances.

SHEILA: He's probably just gone to cool off. He'll be back soon.

INSPECTOR (severely): | hope so.

MRS. BIRLING: And why should you hope so0?

INSPECTOR: I'll explain why when you've answered my questions,
Mrs. Birling.

BIRLING: Isthere any reason why my wife should answer questions
from you, Inspector?

INSPECTOR: Yes, a very good reason. You'll remember that Mr.
Croft told us—quite truthfully, | believe that he hadn't spoken to or
seen Eva Smith since last September. But Mrs. Birling spoke to and
saw her only two weeks ago.
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SHEILA (astonished): Mother!

BIRLING: Jsthistrue?

MRS.BIRLING (after apause): Yes, quitetrue.
INSPECTOR: She appealed to your organisation for help?
MRS. BIRLING. Yes.

INSPECTOR: Not as Eva Smith?

MRS. BIRLING: No. Nor asDaisy Renton.
INSPECTOR: Aswhatthen?

MRS.BIRLING: First, shecalled herself Mrs. Biding——
BIRLING (astounded): Mrs. Birhng !

MRS. BIRLING: Yes. | think it was simﬂly a piece of gross im-
pertinence—quite deliberate—and naturally that was one of the things
that prejudiced me against her case.

BIRLING AndI shouldthink so' Damned impudence!

INSPECTOR. Y ouadmit being prejudiced against her case?

MRS. BIRLING: Yes.

SHEILA: Mother, she'sjust died ahorrible death—don't forget.

" MRS. BIRLING- I'm very sorry. But I think she had only herself to
ame.

INSPECTOR: Wasit owing to your influence, asthe most prominent
member of the committee, that help was refused the girl?

MRS. BIRLING. Possibly.

INSPECTOR: Was it or was it not your influence?

MRS. BIRLING (stung): Yes, itwas. | didn't like her manner. Shed
impertinently made use of our name, though she pretended afterwards
it just happened to be the first she thought of. She had to admit, after
| began questioning her, that she had no claim to the name, that she
wasn't married, and that the story she told at first—about a husband
who'd deserted her—was (L ite false. It didn't take me long to get the
truth—or some of the truth—out of her.

INSPECTOR: Why did she want help?

MRS. BIRLING: Y ouknow very well why shewanted help.

INSPECTOR: No, | don't. I know why she needed help. But as |
wasn't there, | don't know what she asked from your committee.

MRS. BIRLING: I don't think we need discussit.

INSPECTOR: Y ou have no hope of not discussing it, Mrs. Biding.

MRS. BIRLING: If you think you can bring any pressure to bear
upon me, Inspector, you're quite mistaken. Unlike the other three, |
did nothing I'm ashamed of or that won't bear investigation. The girl
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asked for assistance. We are asked to look carefully into the claims
made upon us. | wasn't satisfied with this girl's claim—she seemed to
me to be not a good case—and so | used my influence to have it
refused. And in spite of what's happened to the girl since, | consider
| did my duty. Soif | prefer not to discuss it any further, you have no
power to make me change my mind.

INSPECTOR: Yesl have.

MRS. BIRLING: Noyou haven't. Simply because |'ve done nothing
wrong—and you know it.

INSPECTOR (very deliberately): |1 think you did something terribly
wrong—and that you're going to spend the rest of your life regretting
it. 1 wish you'd been with me to-night in the Infirmary. You'd have
seen——

SHEILA (burgting in): No, no, please! Not that again. |'ve imagined
it enough already.

INSPECTOR (very deliberately): Then the next time you imagine it,
just remember that this girl was going to have a child.

SHEILA (horrified): No!  Oh—nhorrible—horriblel  How could she
have wanted to kill herself?

INSPECTOR: Because she'd been turned out and turned down too
many times. Thiswas the end.

SHEILA : Mother, youmust haveknown.

INSPECTOR: It was because she was going to have a child that she
went for assistance to your mother's committee.

BIRLING: Look here, thiswasn't Gerald Croft——

INSPECTOR (cutting in, sharply): No, no. Nothing to do with him.

SHEILA: Thank goodness for that! Though | don't know why |
should care now.

INSPECTOR (to MRS. BIRLING): And you've nothing further to tell
me, eh?

MRS. BIRLING: I'll tell you what | told her. Go and look for the
father of the child. It's his responsibility.

INSPECTOR: That doesn't make it any the less yours. She came to
you for help, at atime when no woman could have needed it more.
And you not only refused it yourself but saw to it that the others
refused it too. She was here aone, friendless, amost penniless,
desperate.  She needed not only money, but advice, sympathy,
friendliness. You've had children. You must have known what she
was feeling. And you slammed the door in her face.

SHEILA (withfeeling): Mother, I think it was cruel andvile.

BIRLING (dubiously): | must say, Syhil, that when this comes out at
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the inquedt, it isn't going to do us much good. The Press might easily
take it up——

MRS. BIRLING (agitated now): Oh, stop it, both of you. And please
remember before you start accusing me of anything again that it
wasn't | who had her turned out of her employment—which probably
began it dl. (Turning to INSPECTOR) In the circumstances | think |
was justified. The girl had begun by telling us a pack of lies. After-
wards, when | got at the truth, | discovered that she knew who the
father was, she was quite certain about that, and so | told her it was
her business to make him responsible. If he refused to marry her—
and in my opinion he ought to be compelled to—then he must at least
support her. '

INSPECTOR: Andwhatdid shereplytothat?

MRS. BIRLING: Oh—alot of silly nonsense!

INSPECTOR: What wasit?

MRS. BIRLING: Whatever it was, | know it made mefinally lose all
patience with her. She was giving herself ridiculous airs. She was
claiming elaborate fine feelings and scruples that were smply absurd
in agirl in her position.

INSPECTOR (very sternly): Her position now is that she lies with a
burnt-outinsideon aslab. (AsBIRLING triestoprotest, turnson him.)
Don't stammer and yammer at me again, man. I'm losing all patience
with you people. What did she say ?

MRS. BIRLING (rather cowed): She said that the father was only a
youngster—silly and wild and drinking too much. There couldn't be
any question of marrying him—it would be wrong for them both. He
had given her money but she didn't want to take any more money
from him.

INSPECTOR: Why didn't she want to take any more money from
him?

MRS. BIRLING: All alot of nonsense—I didn't believeaword of it.

INSPECTOR: I'm not asking you if you believed it. | want to know
what she said. Why didn't she want to take any more money from this
boy?

MRS. BIRLING: Oh—shehad somefancy reason. Asif agirl of that
sort would ever refuse money!

INSPECTOR (sternly): 1 warn you, you're making it worse for
yourself. What reason did she givefor not taking any more money?
MRS. BIRLING: Her story was—that he'd said something one
night, when he was drunk, that gave her the idea that it wasn't his
money.
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INSPECTOR: Wherehad hegotitfromthen?
MRS. BIRLING: Hed stolenit.

INSPECTOR: So she'd come to you for assistance because she didn't
want to take stolen money?

MRS. BIRLING: That's the story shefinally told, after I'd refused to
believe her original story—that she was a married woman who'd been
deserted by her husband. | didn't see any reason to believe that one
story should be any truer than the other. Therefore, you're quite
wrong to suppose | shall regret what | did.

INSPECTOR. Butif her story wastrue, if this boy had been giving her
stolen money, then she came to you for help because she wanted to
keep thisyoungster out of any moretrouble—isn't that so?

MRS. BIRLING: Possibly. But it sounded ridiculousto me. So | was
perfectly justified in advising my committee not to allow her claim for
assistance.

INSPECTOR: You're not even sorry now, when you know what
happened to the girl?

MRS. BIRLING: I'm sorry she should have cometo such ahorrible
end. But | accept no blamefor it at all.

INSPECTOR: Whoisto blamethen?

MRS. BIRLING: First, the girl herself.

SHEILA (bitterly): For letting Father and me have her chucked out of
her jobs!

MRS, BIRLING: Secondly, 1 blame the young man who was the
father of the child she was going to have. If, as she said, he didn't
belong to her class, and was some drunken youngidler, then that's all
the more reason why he shouldn't escape. He should be made an
example of. If the girl's death is due to anybody, then it's due to him.

INSPECTOR: And if her story is true—that he was stealing
money——

MRS. BIRLING (rather agitated now): There's no point in assuming
that——

INSPECTOR: Butsupposewedo, whatthen?

MRS. BIRLING: Then he'd be entirely responsible—because the girl
wouldn't have come to us, and have been refused assistance, if it
hadn't been for him——

INSPECTOR: Sohe'sthechief cul pritanyhow.
MRS. BIRLING: Certainly. And he ought to be dealt with very
severdy——
SHEILA (with sudden alarm):  Mother—stop—stop!
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BIRLING: Bequiet, Sheilal

SHEILA : But don't you see——

MRS. BIRLING (severely): You're behaving like an hysterical child
to-night. (SHEILA begins crying quietly. MRS. BIRLING turns to IN-
SPECTOR.) And if you'd take some steps to find this young man and
then make sure that he's compelled to confess in public his responsi-
bility—instead of staying here asking quite unnecessary questions—
then you redly would be doing your duty.

INSPECTOR (grimly): Don't worry, Mrs. Birling. | shal do my duty.
(He looks at his watch.)

MRS. BIRLING (triumphantly): I'm glad to hear it.

INSPECTOR: No hushing up, enh? Make an example of the young
man, eh? Public confession of responsibility—um?

MRS. BIRLING: Certainly. | consider it your duty. And now no
doubt you'd like to say good night.

INSPECTOR: Not yet. I'm waiting.

MRS.BIRLING: Waitingforwhat?

INSPECTOR: To do my duty.

SHEILA (distressed): Now, Mother—don't you see?

MRS. BIRLING (understanding now): But surely ... | mean . . .
it'sridiculous . . .

She stops, and exchanges afrightened glance with her husband.

BIRLING (terrified now): Look, Inspector, you're not trying to tell
us that—that my boy—is mixed upin this——?

INSPECTOR (sternly): If he is, then we know what to do, don't we?
Mrs. Birling hasjust told us.

BIRLING (thunderstruck): My God! But—Ilook here——

MRS. BIRLING (agitated): | don't believeit. | won't believeit . . .

SHEILA: Mother—I begged you and begged you to stop——

INSPECTOR holds up a hand. We hear thefront door. They wait,
looking towards door. ERIC enters, looking extremely pale and
distressed. He meets their enquiring stares.

Curtainfalls quickly.

END OF ACT Two
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Exactly as at end of Act Il ERIC is standingjust inside the room and
the othersare staring at him.

ERIC: Youknow, don't you?
INSPECTOR (as before):  Yes, we know.
ERIC shuts the door and comesfurther in.

MRS, BIRLING (distressed): Eric, | can't believe it. There must be
some mistake. Y ou don't know what we've been saying.

SHEILA: It'sagoodjob for him he doesn't, isn'tit?

ERIC: Why?

SHEILA: Because mother's been busy blaming everything on the

young man who got this girl into trouble, and saying he shouldn't
escape and should be made an example of —

BIRLING: That'senough, Sheila.

ERIC (bitterly): You haven't made it any easier for me, have you.
Mother?

MRS. BIRLING: But | didn't know it was you—I| never dreamt,
Besides, you're not that type—you don't get drunk——

SHEILA: Of course he does. | told you he did.

ERIC: Youtold her. Why, you little sneak!

SHEILA: No, that'snot fair, Eric. | could have told her months ago,
but of course | didn't. 1 only told her to-night because | knew every-
thing was coming out—it was simply bound to come out to-night—so
| thought she might as well know in advance. Don't forget—I've
aready been through it.

MRS.BIRLING: Sheila, I simply don't understand your attitude.

BIRLING: Neitherdol. Ifyou'd had any sense of loyalty——

INSPECTOR (cutting in, smoothly): Just a minute, Mrs. Birling.
Therelll be plenty of time, when I've gone, for you al to adjust your
family relationships. But now | must hear what your son has to tell
me. (Sternly, to the three of them) And I'll be obliged if you'll Jet us
%et on without any further interruptions. (Turning to ERIC) Now
then.

ERIC (miserably): Could | have adrink first?
BIRLING (explosively):  No.
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INSPECTOR (firmly): Yes. (As BIRLING looks like interrupting
explosively) | know—he's your son and this is your house—but ook
at him. He needs a drink now just to see him through.

BIRLING (to ERIC): All right. Go on.

ERIC goes for a whisky. His whole manner of handling the
decanter and then the drink shows hisfamiliarity with quick heavy
drinking. The otherswatch him narrowly.

(Bitterly) | understand a lot of things now | didn't understand before.

INSPECTOR: Don't start onthat. | want to get on. (To ERIC.) When
did you first meet this girl?

ERIC: Onenight last November.

INSPECTOR: Wheredidyoumeether?

ERIC: In the Palace bar. 1'd been there an hour or so with two or
three chaps. | was a bit squiffy.

INSPECTOR: Whathappenedthen?

ERIC: | began talking to her, and stood her a few drinks. | was
rather far gone by the time we had to go.

INSPECTOR: Wasshedrunktoo?

ERIC: She told me afterwards that she was a bit, chiefly because
she'd not had much to eat that day.

INSPECTOR: Why had she gonethere——?

ERIC: She wasn't the usual sort. But—well, | suppose she didn't
know what to do. There was some woman who wanted her to go
there. | never quite understood about that.

INSPECTOR: Y ouwent with her to her lodgingsthat night?

ERIC: Yes, | insisted—it seems. |I'm not very clear about it, but
afterwards she told me she didn't want me to go in but that—well, |

was in that state when a chap easily turns nasty—and | threatened to
make a row.

INSPECTOR: So she let you in?

ERIC: And that'swhen it happened. And | didn't even remember—
that's the hellish thing. Oh—my God!—how stupid it all is!
MRS.BIRLING (withacry): Oh-—Eric—how couldyou?

BIRLING (sharply): Sheila, take your mother along to the drawing-
room——
SHEILA (protesting): But—I want to——
BIRLING (very sharply): You heard what | said. (Gentler) Go on,
Syhil.
He goes to open the door while SHEILA takes her mother out.
Then heclosesit and comesin.
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INSPECTOR: Whendidyoumeet her again?

ERIC: Aboutafortnight afterwards.

INSPECTOR: By appointment?

ERIC: No. And | couldn't remember her name or where shelived.
It was all very vague. But | happened to see her again in the Paace
bar.

INSPECTOR: Moredrinks?

ERIC: Yes, though that time | wasn't so bad.

INSPECTOR: Butyoutook herhomeagain?

ERIC* Yes. And thistimewetalked abit. Shetold me something
about herself and | talked too. Told her my name and what | did.

INSPECTOR: Andyoumadeloveagain?

ERIC: Yes. | wasn'tinlovewith her or anything—but | liked her—
she was pretty and a good sport——

BIRLING (harshly): So you had to go to bed with her?

ERIC: Wdl, I'm old enough to be married, aren't I, and I'm not
married, and | hate these fat old tarts round the town—the ones | see
some of your respectable friends with——

BIRLING (angrily): | don't want any of that talk from you——

INSPECTOR (very sharply): | don't want any of it from either of you.
Settle it afterwards. (To ERIC.) Did you arrange to see each other
after that?

ERIC: Yes. And the next time—or thetime after that—she told me
she thought she was going to have ababy. Shewasn't quite sure. And
then she was.

INSPECTOR: And of courseshewasvery worried about it’

ERIC: Yes and sowasl. | wasin ahell of a state about it.

INSPECTOR: Did she suggest that you ought to marry her?

ERIC: No. She didn't want me to marry her. Said | didn't love
her—and dl that. In a way, she treated me—as if | were a kid.
Though | was nearly as old as she was.

INSPECTOR: Sowhat did you proposeto do?

ERIC: Wdll, she hadn't ajob—and didn't fed like trying again for
one—and she'd no money left—so | insisted on giving her enough
money to keep her going—until she refused to take any more——

INSPECTOR: How much did you give her altogether?

ERIC: | suppose—about fifty pounds dl told.

BIRLING: Fifty pounds—on top of drinking and going round the
town! Where did you get fifty pounds from?
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As ERIC does not reply,
INSPECTOR: That's my question too.
ERIC (miserably): | got it—from the office—
BIRLING: My office?
ERIC: Yes.
INSPECTOR: Y ou mean—you stole the money?
ERIC: Not really.
BIRLING (angrily): What do you mean—not really ?

ERIC does not reply because now MRS. BIRLING and SHEILA
come back.
SIEILA: Thisisn't my fault.
MRS. BIRLING (to BIRLING): I'm sorry, Arthur, but | simply
couldn't stay in there. | had to know what's happening.

BIRLING (savagely): Wdll, | can tell you what's happening. He's
admitted he was responsible for the girl's condition, and now he's
telling us he supplied her with money he stole from the office.

MRS. BIRLING (shocked): Eric' Y ou stolemoney?

ERIC: No, not really. | intended to pay it back.

BIRLING: We've heard that story before. How could you have paid
it back?

ERIC: I'd have managed somehow. | had to have some money——

BIRLING: | don't understand how you could take as much as that
out of the office without somebody knowing.

ERIC: There were some small accounts to collect, and 1 asked for
cash——

BIRLING: Gave the firm's receipt and then kept the money, eh?

ERIC: Yes.

BIRLING: You must give me a list of those accounts. |'ve got to
cover this up as soon as | can. You damned fool—why didn't you
come to me when you found yourself in this mess?

ERIC. Because you're not the kind of father a chap could go to
when he's in trouble—that's why.

BIRLING (angrily): Don't talk to me like that. Your trouble is—
you've been spoilt——

INSPECTOR (cutting in): And my trouble is—that | haven't much
time. You'il be able to divide the responsibility between you when I've
gone. (To ERIC.) Just onelast question, that's all. The girl discovered
that this money you were giving her was stolen, didn't she?

ERIC (miserably): Yes. That was the worst of al. She wouldn't

[ 309 ]



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY

take any more, and she didn't want to see me again. (Sudden startled
tone) Here, but how did you know that? Did she tell you?

INSPECTOR: No. Shetold me nothing. | never spoke to her.

SHEILA: Shetold mother.

MRS.BIRLING (alarmed): Sheilal

SHEILA: Wdl, he hasto know.

ERIC (to MRS. BIRLING): She told you? Did she come here—but
then she couldn't have done, she didn't even know | lived here. What
happened? (MRS. BIRLING, distressed, shakes her head but does not
reply.) Come on, don't just look like that. Tell me—tell me—what
happened?

INSPECTOR (with calm authority): I'll tell you. She went to your
mother's committee for help, after she'd done with you. Your mother
refused that help.

ERIC (nearly at breaking point): Then—you killed her. She cameto
you to protect me—and you turned her away—yes, and you killed her
—and the child she'd have had too—my child— your own grandchild—
you killed them both—damn you, damn you——

MRS. BIRLING (very distressed now): No—Eric—please--! didn't
know—I didn't understand——

ERIC (almost threatening her): You don't understand anything.
You never did. You never even tried—you-—

SHEILA.(frightened): Eric, don't—don't——

BIRLING (furious, intervening): Why, you hysterical young fool—
get back—or I'll——

INSPECTOR (taking charge, masterfully): Stop? (They are suddenly
quiet, staring at him.) And be quiet for a moment and listen to me. |
don't need to know any more. Neither do you. This girl killed her-
self—and died a horrible death. But each of you helped to kill her.
Remember that. Never forget it. (He looksfrom one to the other of
them carefully.) But then I don't think you ever will. Remember what
you did, Mrs. Birlmg. You turned her away when she most needed
help. You refused her even the pitiable little bit of organised charity
you had in your power to grant her. Remember what you did——

ERIC (unhappily): My God—I'm not likely to forget.

INSPECTOR: Just used her for the end of a stupid drunken evening,
as if she was an animal, a thing, not a person. No, you won't forget.
(He looks at SHEILA.)

SHEILA (bitterly): Iknow. | had her turned out of ajob. | started it-

INSPECTOR: You helped—but didn't start it. (Rather savagely, to
BIRLING.) You started it. She wanted twenty-five shillings a week
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instead of twenty-two and sixpence. You made her pay a heavy price
for that. And now shelll make you pay a heavier price still.

BIRLING (unhappily): Look, Inspector—I'd give thousands—yes,
thousands——

INSPECTOR: You're offering the money at the wrong time, Mr.
Birling. (He makes a move as if concluding the session, possibly
shutting up notebook, etc. Then surveys them sardonically.) No, | don't
think any of you will forget. Nor that young man, Croft, though he at
least had some affection for her and made her happy for atime. Well,
Eva Smith's gone. You can't do her any more harm. And you can't
do her any good now, either. You can't even say "I'm sorry, Eva
Smith."

SHEILA (who is crying quietly): That's the worst of it.

INSPECTOR: Butjust remember this. One Eva Smith has gone—but
there are millions and millions and millions of Eva Smiths and John
Smiths still left with us, with their lives, their hopes and fears, their
suffering, and chance of happiness, al intertwined with our lives, with
what we think and say and do. We don't live alone. We are members
of one body. We are responsible for each other. And I tell you that
the time will soon come when, if men will not learn that lesson, then
they will be taught it in fire and blood and anguish. Good night.

He walks straight out, leaving them staring, subdued and wonder-
ing. SHEILA isstill quietly crying. MRS, BIRLING has collapsed into
achair. ERIC isbrooding desperately. BIRLING, the only active one,
hears the front door slam, moves hesitatingly towards the door,
stops, looks gloomily at the other three, then pours himself out a
drink, which he hastily swallows.

BIRLING (angrilytoERIC): You'retheonel blamefor this.

ERIC: Til bet | am.

BIRLING (angrily): Yes, and you don't redlise yet all you've done.
Most of this is bound to come out. There'll be a public scandal.

ERIC: Wdll, | don't care now.

BIRLING: You! Youdon't seemto care about anything. But | care.
| was almost certain for a knighthood in the next Honours List——

ERIC laughsrather hysterically, pointing at him.

ERIC (laughing): Oh—for God's sake! What does it matter now
whether they give you a knighthood or not?

BIRLING (stormily): It doesn't matter to you. Apparently nothing
mattersto you. But it may interest you to know that until every penny
of that money you stoleis repaid, you'll work for nothing. And there's
going to be no more of this drinking round the town—and picking up
womenin the Palace bar—-
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MRS. BIRLING (coming to life): | should think not. Eric, I'm
absolutely ashamed of you.

ERIC: Wdl, | don't blame you. But don't forget I'm ashamed of
you as well—yes, both of you.

BIRLING (angrily): Drop that. There's every excuse for what both
your mother and | did—it turned out unfortunately, that's all—

SHEILA (scornfully):  Thafs all

BIRLING: Wéll, what haveyouto say?

SHEILA: | don't know whereto begin.

BIRLING: Thendon't begin. Nobody wantsyou to.

SHEILA: | behaved badly too. | know | did. I'm ashamed of it.
But now you're beginning all over again to pretend that nothing much
has happened——

BIRLING: Nothing much has happened! Haven't | already said
therell be a public scandal—unless we're lucky—and who here will
suffer from that more than | will?

SHEILA: But that's not what I'm talking about. | don't care about
that. The point is, you don't seem to have learnt anything.

BIRLING: Don't I? Wdl, you're quite wrong there. I've learnt
plenty to-night. And you don't want meto tell you what I've learnt, |
hope. When | look back on to-night—when | think of what | was
feeling when the five of us sat down to dinner at that table——

ERIC (cutting in): Yes, and do you remember what you sad to
Gerald and me after dinner, when you were feeling so pleased with
yourself? Youtold us that a man has to make his own way, look after
himself and mind his own business, and that we weren't to take any
notice of these cranks who tell us that everybody has to look after
everybody else, as if we were al mixed up together. Do you re-
member? Yes—and then one of those cranks walked in—the In-
spector. (Laughs bitterly.) | didn't notice you told him that it's every
man for himself.

SHEILA (sharply attentive): Is that when the Inspector came, just
after Father had said that?

ERIC: Yes What of it?

MRS. BIRLING: Now what'sthematter, Sheila?

SHEILA (dowly): It's queer—very queer. (she looks at them
reflectively.)

MRS. BIRLING (with some excitement): | know what you're goingto
say. Because I've been wondering myself.

SHEILA: It doesn't much matter now, of course—but was hereally a
police inspector?
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BIRLING: Wel, if hewasn't, it matters adevil of alot. Makesall the
difference.

SHEILA: No, it doesn't.

BIRLING: Don'ttalk rubbish. Of courseit does.

SHEILA: Well, it doesn't to me. And it oughtn't to you, either.

MRS. BIRLING: Don't be childish, Shella

SHEILA (flaring up): I'm not being. If you want to know, it's you
two who are being childish—trying not to face the facts.

BIRLING: | won't have that sort of talk. Any more of that and you
leave this room.

ERIC: That'll be terrible for her, won't it?

SHEILA: I'm going anyhow in aminute or two. But don't you see,
if al that's come out to-night is true, then it doesn't much matter who
it was who made us confess. And it wastrue, wasn'tit? You turned
the girl out of onejob, and I had her turned out of another. Gerald
kept her—at a time when he was supposed to be too busy to see me.
Eric—well, we know what Eric did. And mother hardened her heart
and gave her thefinal push that finished her. That's what's important
—and not whether aman is a police inspector or not.

ERIC: Hewas our policeinspector dl right.

SHEILA: That's what | mean, Eric. But ifit's any comfort to you—
and it isn't to me—I have an idea—and | had it dl aong vaguely—
that there was something curious about him. He never seemed like an
ordinary police inspector——

BIRLING (rather excited): You're right. | felt it too. (To MRS,
BIRLING.) Didn'tyou?

MRS. BIRLING: Well, | must say his manner was quite extra-
ordinary; so—so rude—and assertive—

BIRLING: Thenlook at the way hetalked to me. Telling meto shut
up—and so on. He must have known | was an ex-Lord Mayor and a
magistrate and so forth. Besides—the way he talked—you remember.
Ihmean, they don't talk like that. I've had dedlings with dozens of
them.

SHEILA: All right. But it doesn't make any red difference, y'know.

MRS. BIRLING: Of courseit does.

ERIC: No, Shellds right. It doesn't.

BIRLING (angrily): That's comic, that is, coming from you. You're
the one it makes most difference to. You've confessed to theft, and
now he knows al about it, and he can bring it out at the inquest, and
then if necessary carry it to court. He can't do anything to your mother
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and Shella and me—except perhaps make us look a bit ashamed of
ourselves in public—but as for you, he can ruin you. You know.

SHEILA (dowly): We hardly ever told him anything he didn't know.
Did you notice that?

BIRLING: That's nothing. He had a bit of information, left by the
girl, and made a few smart guesses—but the fact remains that if we
hadn't talked so much, he'd have had littleto go on. (Looksangrily at
them.) And really, when | come to think of it, why you al had to go
letting everything come out like that, beats me.

SHEILA: It'sal right talking like that now. But he made us confess.

MRS. BIRLING: Hecertainly didn't make me confess—asyou call it.
:jtold him quite plainly that | thought | had done no more than my

uty.

SHEILA: Oh—Mother!

" I?F]!eRdLING: The fact is, you alowed yourselves to be bluffed. Yes—
uffed.

MRS. BIRLING (protesting): Now really—Arthur.

BIRLING: No, not you, my dear. But these two. That fellow
obvioudly didn't likeus. Hewas prejudiced from the start. Probably a
Socialist or some sort of crank—he talked like one. And then, instead
of standing up to him, you let him bluff you into talking about your
private affairs. You ought to have stood up to him.

ERIC (sulkily): Wdll, I didn't notice you standing up to him.

BIRLING: No, because by that time you'd admitted you'd been
taking money. What chance had | after that? | was afool not to have
insisted upon seeing him alone.

ERIC: That wouldn't haveworked.

SHEILA: Of course it wouldn't.

MRS. BIRLING: Really, from the way you children talk, you might
be wanting to help him instead of us. Now just be quiet so that your
father candecidewhat weoughttodo. (Looksexpectantlyat BIRLING.)

BIRLING (dubiously): Yes—well. Well have to do something—and
get to work quickly too. (As he hesitates there is a ring at thefront
door. They look at each other in alarm.) Now who's this? Had |
better go?

MRS. BIRLING: No. Ednall go. | asked her to wait up to make us
some tea

SHEILA: It might be Gerald coming back.

BIRLING (relieved): Yes, of course. 1'd forgotten about him.

EDNA appears.
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EDNA: It's Mr. Croft.
GERALD appears, and EDNA withdraws.
GERALD : | hopeyou don't mind my coming back?
MRS. BIRLING: No, of coursenot, Gerald.
GERALD: | had a specid reason for coming. When did that
Inspector go?
SHEILA: Only afew minutes ago. He put us dl through it——
MRS. BIRLING (warningly): Sheilal
SHEILA : Geraldmight aswell know.

BIRLING (hastily): Now—now—we needn't bother himwith al that
stuff.

SHEILA: All right. (To GERALD.) But were dl in it—up to the
neck. It got worse after you left.

GERALD: How did he behave?
SHEILA: He was—frightening.

BIRLING: Ifyouask me, he behavedin avery peculiar and suspicious
manner.

MRS. BIRLING: Therude way he spoke to Mr. Birling and me—it
was quite extraordinary!

GERALD: Hm—hm!
They all look enquiringly at GERALD.
BIRLING (excitedly): Y ouknow something. What isit?
GERALD (slowly): Thatmanwasn'tapoliceofficer.
BIRLING (astounded): What?
MRS. BIRLING: Are you certain?
GERALD: I'mamost certain. That'swhat | came back to tell you.
BIRLING (excitedly): Good lad! Y ou asked about him, eh?

GERALD: Yes. | met a police sergeant | know down the road. |
asked him about this Inspector Goole and described the chap carefully
to him. He swore there wasn't any Inspector Goole or anybody like
him on the force here.

BIRLING: Youdidn'ttell him——

GERALD (cutting in): No, no. | passed it off by saying I'd been
having an argument with somebody. But the point is— this sergeant
was dead certain they hadn't any inspector at al like the chap who
came here.

BIRLING (excitedly): By Jingo! A fake!

MRS. BIRLING (triumphantly): Didn't | tell you? Didn't | say |
couldn't image area police inspector talking like that to us?
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GERALD: Wédl, you were right. There isn't any such inspector.
We've been had.

BIRLING (beginning to move): 1'm going to make certain of this.

MRS. BIRLING: What are you going to do?

BIRLING: Ring up the Chief Constable—Colonel Roberts.

MRS. BIRLING: Careful what you say, dear.

BIRLING (now at telephone): Of course. (At telephoned) Brumiey
eight seven fivetwo. (To others as he waits.) | was going to do this
anyhow. Fve had my suspicions al dong. (At telephone.) Colonel
Roberts, please. Mr. Arthur Birling here. . . . Oh, Roberts—Birling
here. Sorry to ring you up so late, but can you tell me if an Inspector
Goole has joined your staff lately . . . Goole. G-O-O-L-E ... a
new man . . . tal, clean-shaven. (Here he can describe the appear-
ance of the actor playing the INSPECTOR.) | se ... yes ... well,
that settles it. ... No, just a little argument we were having here.
. . . Good night. (Heputs down the telephone and looks at the others.)
There's no Inspector Goole on the police. That man definitely wasn't a
police inspector at al. As Gerald says—we've been had.

MRS. BIRLING: | feltit dl thetime. He never talked like one. He
never even looked like one.

BIRLING: Thismakesadifference, y'know. Infact, it makesall the
difference.

GERALD: Of course!

SIEILA (bitterly): | supposewe'real nicepeoplenow.

BIRLING: If you've nothing more sensible than that to say, Sheila,
you'd better keep quiet.

ERIC: She'sright, though.

BIRLING (angrily): And youd better keep quiet anyhov*. If that had
been a police inspector and he'd heard you confess—

MRS. BIRLING (warnmgty): Arthur—careful!

BIRLING (hadtily): Yes, yes.

SHEILA: You see, Gerad, you haven't to know the rest of our
crimes and idiocies.

GERALD: That'sal right, I don't want to. (To BIRLING.) What do
you make of this business now? Wasit ahoax?

BIRLING: Of course. Somebody put that fellow up to coming here
and hoaxing us. There are people in this town who dislike me enough
to do that. We ought to have seen through it from the first. In the
ordinary way, | believe | would have done. But coming likethat, bang
on top of our little celebration, just when we were al feeling so pleased
with ourselves, naturally it took me by surprise.
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MRS. BIRLING: | wish I'd been here when that man first arrived.
I'd have asked him a few questions before | alowed him to ask us any.

SHEILA: It'sall right saying that now.

MRS. BIRLING: | wasthe only one of you who didn't givein to him.
And now | say we must discuss this business quietly and sensibly and
decide if there's anything to be done about it.

BIRLING (with hearty approval): Y ou're absolutely right, my dear.
Already we've discovered one important fact—that that fellow was a
fraud and we've been hoaxed—and that may not be the end of it by
any means.

GERALD: I'msureitisn't.

BIRLING (keenly interested): You are, en? Good! (To ERIC, who is
restless.) Eric, sit down.

ERIC (sulkily): I'm dl right.

BIRLING: All right? You're anything but al right. And you
needn't stand there—as if—as if —

ERIC: Asif—what?

BIRLING: Asif you'd nothing to do with us. Just remember your
own position, young man. |f anybody's up to the neck in this business,
you are, so you'd better take some interest in it.

ERIC: | do take some interest in it. | take too much, that's my
trouble.

SHEILA: It's mine too.

BIRLING: Now listen, you two. If you're till feeling on edge, then
the least you can do is to keep quiet. Leavethisto us. I'll admit that
fellow's antics rattled us a bit. But we've found him out—and al we
have to do is to keep our heads. Now it's our turn.

SHEILA: Our turn to do—what?

MRS. BIRLING (sharply): To behave sensibly, Sheila—which is
more than you're doing.

ERIC (bursting out): What's the use of talking about behaving
sensibly? You're beginning to pretend now that nothing's realy
happened at dl. And | can't seeit likethat. This girl's till dead, isn't
she? Nobody's brought her to life, have they?

SHEILA (eagerly): That'sjust what | fed, Eric. And it's what they
don't seem to understand.

ERIC: Whoever that chap was, the fact remains that | did what |
did. And Mother did what she did. And the rest of you did what you
did to her. It's till the same rotten story whether it's been told to a
police ingpector or to somebody else: According to you, | ought to

[317]



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY

feel alot better——(To GERALD.) | stole some money, Gerald, you
might as well know——(As BIRLING tries to interrupt) | don't care,
let him know. The money's not the important thing. It's what
happened to the girl and what we al did to her that matters. And |
dtill fed the same about it, and that's why | don't fedl like sitting down
and having a nice cosy talk.

SHEILA: And Eric's absolutely right. And it's the best thing any
one of us has said to-night and it makes me feel a bit less ashamed of
us. You'rejust beginning to pretend all over again.

BIRLING: Look—for God's sake!

MRS. BIRLING (protesting): Arthur!

BIRLING: Well, my dear, they're so damned exasperating. They
just won't try to understand our position or to see the difference
between alot of stuff like this coming out in private and a downright
public scandal.

ERIC (shouting): And | say the girl's dead and we &l helped to kill
her—and that'swhat matters——

BIRLING (also shouting, threatening ERIC): And | say—either stop
shouting or get out. (Glaring at him but m quiet tone) Some fathers|
know would have kicked you out of the house anyhow by this time.
So hold your tongueif you want to stay here.

ERIC (quietly, bitterly): | don't give adamn now whether | stay here
or not.

BIRLING: You'l stay here long enough to give me an account of
that money you stole—yes, and to pay it back too.

SHEILA: But that won't bring Eva Smith back to life, will it?

ERIC: And it doesn't alter the fact that we all helped to kill her.

GERALD: Butisit afact?

ERIC: Of courseitis. Youdon't know the whole story yet.

SHEILA: | suppose you're going to prove now you didn't spend last
summer keeping this girl instead of seeing me, eh?

GERALD: | did keep a girl last summer. I've admitted it. And I'm
sorry, Sheila

SHEILA: Waell, | must admit you came out of it better than the rest
of us. The Inspector said that.

BIRLING (angrily): Hewasn't an Inspector.

SHEILA (flaring up): Well, he inspected us all right. And don't let's
start dodging and pretending now. Between us we drove that girl to
commit suicide.

GERALD: Did we? Who says so? Because | say—there's no more
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real evidence we did than there was that that chap was a police
inspector.

SHEILA: Of coursethereis.

GERALD: No, thereisn't. Look atit. A man comes here pretending
to be apolice officer. It'sahoax of somekind. Now what does he do?
Very artfully, working on bits of information he's picked up here and
there, he bluffs usinto confessing that we've all been mixed up in this
girl'slife in one way or another.

ERIC: And s0 we have.

GERALD : But how do you know ifs the samegirl ?

BIRLING (eagerly): Now wait a minute! Let's see how that would
work. Now——(hesitates) no, it wouldn't.

ERIC: We al admitted it.

GERALD: All right, you al admitted something to do with a girl.
But how do you know it's the same girl?

He looks round triumphantly at them. As they puzze this out,
he turns to BIRLING, after pause.
Look here, Mr. Birling. You sack a girl caled Eva Smith. You've
forgotten, but he shows you a photograph of her and then you
remember. Right?

BIRLING: Yes, that part's straightforward enough. But what then?

GERALD: Wdll, thenhehappenstoknow that Sheilaoncehad agirl
sacked from Milwards shop. Hetellsusthat it's this same Eva Smith.
And he shows her aphotograph that she recognises.

SHEILA: Yes. The same photograph.

GERALD: How do you know it's the same photograph? Did you
see the one your father looked at?

SHEILA: No, | didn't.

GERALD: And did your father see the one he showed you?

SHEILA: No, hedidn't. And | see what you mean now.

GERALD: Weveno proofitwasthe samephotographandtherefore
no proof it wasthe samegirl. Nowtakeme. | never saw aphotograph,
remember. He caught me out by suddenly announcing that this girl
changed her name to Daisy Renton. | gave myself away at once
because I'd known a Daisy Renton.

BIRLING (eagerly): And there wasn't the dightest proof that this
Daisy Renton was really Eva Smith. We've only his word for it, and
wed hisword for it that he was a police inspector, and we know now
hewaslying. Sohecould havebeenlyingall thetime.

GERALD: Of course he could. Probably was. Now what happened
after | left?
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MRS. BIRLING: | was upset because Eric had | eft the house, and this
man said that if Eric didn't come back, he/d have to go and find him.
Well, that made me feel worse still. And his manner was so severe and
he seemed so confident. Then quite suddenly he said I'd seen Eva
Smith only two weeks ago.

BIRLING: Thosewerehisexact words.

MRS. BIRLING: Andlikeafool | sad Yes! had.

BIRLING: | don't see now why you did that. She didn't call herself
Eva Smith when she came to see you at the committee, did she?

MRS. BIRLING: No, of course she didn't. But, feeling so worried,
when he suddenly turned on me with those questions, | answered more
or less as he wanted me to answer.

SHEILA: But, Mother, don't forget that he showed you a photo-
graph of the girl before that, and you obviously recognised it.

GERALD: Did anybody else seeit?

MRS. BIRLING: No, he showed it only to me.

GERALD: Then, don't you see, there's till no proof it wasreally the
same girl. He might have showed you the photograph of any girl who
applied to the committee. And how do we know she was really Eva
Smith or Daisy Renton?

BIRLING. Gerald's dead right. He could have used a different
Bhotograph each time and we'd be none the wiser. We may dl have

een recognising different girls.

GERALD: Exactly. Did heask you toidentify aphotograph, Eric?

ERIC: No. Hedidn't need aphotograph by the time he'd got round
to me. But obvioudy it must have been the girl | knew who went
round to see mother.

GERALD: Why must it?

ERIC: She said she had to have help because she wouldn't take any
more stolen money. And the girl | knew had told me that aready.

GERALD: Eventhen, that may have been al nonsense.

ERIC: | don't see much nonsense about it when a girl goes and kills
herself. Y ou lot may be letting yourselves out nicely, but | can't. Nor
can mother. Wedid herinadl right.

BIRLING (eagerly): Wait a minute, wait a minute! Don't be in such
a hurry to put yoursalf into court. That interview with |your mother
could have beenjust as much a put-upjob, like al this police inspector
business. The whole damned thing can have been a piece of bluft.

ERIC (angrily): How canit? Thegirl's dead, isn't she?

_ |GERALD: What girl? There were probably four or five different
girls.
[ 320 ]



ACT iii AN INSPECTOR CALLS

ERIC: That doesn't matter to me. The one | knew is dead.

BIRLING: Isshe? How do weknow sheis?

GERALD: That's right. You've got it. How do we know any girl
killed herself to-day?

BIRLING (looking at them all, triumphantly): Now answer that one.
Let's look at it from this fellow's point of view. We're having a little
celebration here and feeling rather pleased with ourselves. Now he
hasto work atrick onus. Well, the first thing he has to doisto give us
such a shock that after that he can bluff us al the time. So he starts
right off. A girl hasjust died in the Infirmary. She drank some strong
disinfectant. Died in agony——

ERIC: All right, don't pileit on.

BIRLING (triumphantly): There you are, you see. Just repeating it
shakes you a bit. And that's what he had to do. Shake us at once—
and then start questioning us—until we didn't know where we were.
Oh—let's admit that. He had the laugh of us dl right.

X ERIC: He could laugh his head off—if | knew it redly was dl a
0ax.

BIRLING: I'm convinced itis. No police enquiry. No one girl that
al this happens to. No scandal——

SHEILA: And no suicide?

GERALD (decisively)s Wecan settlethat at once.

SHEILA: How?

GERALD: By ringing up the Infirmary. Either there's a dead girl
there or there isn't.

BIRLING (uneasily): It will look a bit queer, won't it—ringing up at
this time of night——

GERALD: | don't mind doingit.

MRS. BIRLING (emphatically): And if there isn't——

GERALD: Anyway well see. (He goes to telephone and looks up
number. The otherswatch tensely.) Brumley eight nineeight six. . . .
Is that the Infirmary? Thisis Mr. Gerald Croft—of Crofts Limited.
... Yes ... Were rather worried about one of our employees.
Have you had a girl brought in this afternoon who committed suicide
by drinking disinfectant—or any like suicide? Yes, I'll wait.

As he waits, the others show their nervous tension. BIRUNG wipes
his brow, SHEILA shivers, ERIC clasps and unclasps his hand, etc.
Yes? . . . You're certain of that. ... | sse. Well, thank you very
much. . . . Good night. (Heputs down telephone and looks at them.)
No girl has died in there to-day. Nobody's been brought in after
drinking disinfectant. They haven't had a suicide for months.
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BIRLING (triumphantly): Thereyou are! Proof positive. Thewhole
story'sjust alot of moonshine. Nothing but an elaborate sl (He
produces a huge sigh ofrelief.) Nobody likes to be sold as badly asthat
—but—forallthat——(he smiles at them all) Gerald, have adrink.

GERALD (smiling): Thanks, I think I couldjust do with one now.

BIRLING (going to sideboard): So could I.

MRS. BIRLING (smiling): Andl must say, Gerald, you'vearguedthis
very cleverly, and I'm most grateful.

GERALD (goingfor his drink): Well, you see, while | was out of the
house I'd time to cool off and think things out alittle.

BIRLING (giving him a drink): Yes, he didn't kegp you on the run as
he did the rest of us. I'll admit now he gave me a hit of a scare at the
time. But I'd a special reason for not wanting any public scandal just
now. (Has his drink now, and raises his glass) Well, here's to us.
Come on, Sheila, don't look like that. All over now.

SHEILA: Theworst part is. But you're forgetting one thing | ill
can't forget. Everything we said had haﬁpened really had happened.
IJit didn't end tragically, then that's lucky for us. But it might have

one.

BIRLING (jovially): But the whole thing's different now. Come,
come, you can seethat, can't you? (Imitating INSPECTOR in hisfinal
speech.) You all helped to kill her. (Pointing at SHEILA and ERIC, and
laughing) And | wish you could have seen the look on your faces
when hesaidthat. (SHEILA movestowardsdoor) Goingto bed, young
woman?

SHEILA (tensely): | want to get out of this. It frightens me the way
you talk.

BIRLING (heartily): Nonsense! Y ou'll haveagood|aughover it yet-
Look, you'd better ask Gerald for that ring you gave back to him,
hadn't you? Then you'll feel better.
befSH EILA (passionately): Y ou'repretending everything'sjust asit was

ore.

ERIC: I'm not!

SHEILA: No, but these others are.

BIRLING: Wéll,isn'tit? We'vebeenhad, that'sall.

SHEILA: Sonothingreally happened. Sothere'snothingto besorry
for, nothing to learn. We can al go on behavingjust aswedid.

MRS. BIRLING: Well, why shouldn't we?

SHEILA: | tell you—whoever that I nspector was, it wasanything but
ajoke. You knew it then. You began to learn something. And now
you've stopped. You're ready to go on in the same old way.
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BIRLING (amused): And you're not, eh?

SHEILA: No, because | remember what he said, how he looked, and
what he made me fedl. Fire and blood and anguish. And it frightens
me the way you talk, and | can't listen to any more of it.

ERIC: And | agree with Sheila. It frightens me too.

BIRLING: Well, go to bed then, and don't stand there being
hystericd.

MRS. BIRLING: They're over-tired. In the morning they'll be as
amused as we are.

GERALD: Everything's al right now, Sheila. (Holds up the ring.)
What about this ring?

SHEILA: No, not yet. It'stoo soon. | must think.

BIRLING (pointing to ERIC and SHEILA): Now look at the pair of
them—the famous younger generation who know it al. And they
can't even take ajoke——

The telephone rings sharply. There is a moment's complete
slence. BIRLING goes to answer it.
Yes? . . . Mr. Biding speaking. . . . What?—Here——
But obviously the other person hasrung off. Heputsthetelephone
down dowly and looks in a panic-strickenfashion at the others.

BIRLING: That wasthepolice. A girl hasjust died—on her way to
the Infirmary—after swallowing some disinfectant. And a police
inspector is on hisway here—to ask some—questions——

As they stare guiltily and dumbfounded, the
curtainfalls.

END OF PLAY
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A Play in Two Acts






CHARACTERS
(in order of their appearance)

LADY (JLL) FORTROSE
NILS DAYTON

ANN WESTFIELD

SR GEORGE SURREY
SIR EDWARD FORTROSE
Louis RIBERAC

DR. MELNIK
PROFESSOR CHU
KARAM
ROSA OLACCA
FELIPE
LERMA
VEZABAR

ACT |

SCENE |. Early evening
SCENE Il.  Morning, two days later

ACT I

SCENE |. Late afternoon, afortnight later.
SCENE Il. Night, same day

Action throughout takes place in Sir Edward Fortrose's house, just
outside Port San Pedro, on the island of Corabana in the South
Caribbean.

At the present time.
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ACT |
SCENE |

A wide rectangular room, part of a large house in a tropical island.
Down stage left (actors) is an ordinary door leading to the ad-
ministration offices. On the back wall are three double doors with
louvres leading to a balcony, and behind this balcony can be seen
some tropicalfoliage, and in the distance sharp mountain peaks and
the sky. On the right wall, about centre, is a double door with
louvres leading to the living quarters of the house.

This room, which is plainly furnished and decorated, preferably having
very light walls, is something between an office and a sitting-room,
andisinfact theroomwliere SR EDWARD FORTROSE does most of
his work and sees people.  The office part of the room is on the left.
There is a large modern desk there, and behind it a bookcase and
filing cabinet, and on the left wall is a large map of U.N.O., and at
the left end of the back wall is afairly large map of Corabana itself
with the four different sections of the island differently coloured.
There is a lamp on the desk and also a large standard lamp in the
right upstage comer, and another smaller lamp preferably on a very
narrow table downstage of the right wall. There are various chairs
scattered about the room, and ifpossible these should be very light
cane arm-chairs that can be easily moved. Allfittings andfurnish-
ings should be modern; there should be no carpet but a painted stage
cloth to suggest either fine matting or tiles;, and the general effect,
though not bleak, should be rather impersonal.

When the scene opens it is early evening. The open doors on the back
show a pale murky green sky, which soon fades with the dark peaks
silhouetted against it. Light is comingfrom the louvres on the right,
behind which a party is taking place. We can hear the chatter of
the guests, the clatter ofglasses andplates, and some distant music.
There is enough light coming through to show that the stage is
empty. After afew moments ofparty noises we hear thefollowing
dialogue offstage.

GIRL (just off): But UNUTO! It sounds like a fountain-pen or
something. . . .
DR. MELNIK (off, boisterously) But hes not UNUTO—he's
UNESCO——
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OLDER WOMAN (off) Oh—dear! All these new words. It's like
another language, isn'tit?
PROF. CHU (soft but very clear, off): Yes. But only a little new
language. And | think it would be better to learn it—very quick.
He laughs in his ownfashion. The womenjoin in doubtfully.
JLL FORTROSE and NILS DAYTON now dlip into the room quietly
from right and NILS as he comes in pushes back—or alternatively
swings to behind him—one of the two doors, the lower one, thereby
darkening a little the downstage right corner where they are. Each
still has a glass. These prevent their embracing with any passion
but they do embrace, and then whisper.
DAYTON (withfervour): Darling!
JILL (with not quite so muchfervour): Darling'
DAYTON: Gosh—thisiswonderful.
JILL: Wecan't stay, though. Much too risky.
DAYTON: | know. Butjust for aminute. It's been five whole days.
JILL: Your fault, not mine.
DAYTON: | had to be up there. Came back the minute the job was
done.
JLL: Whatjob? What'sit dl about?
DAYTON: Can't tell you yet.
JILL: When canyou?
DAYTON: Soon. Depends on you, though. When you come
through, then I'll come through.
JILL : Then well both have to wait alittle longer.
DAYTON: Don't make it too tough for me. I'm crazy about you.
JILL (with morefervour now): Darling'

As they embrace—or she puts a hand to his cheek and he puts his
hand over hers—ANN WESTFIELD entersright and quickly switches
on light near door, lighting up all that end of room. JILL and
DAYTON spring apart, turn and stare at ANN. All three are now
clearly seen: JILL is about thirty-five, intenselyfeminine, beautiful
and dressed with great style. She has a clear-cut upper-class
English accent. ANN is a New Engtander, about thirty, rather
severe in appearance and style but by no means unattractive. NILS
DAYTON is about thirty-five, tall, fair, good-looking, a Callfornian
with a Swedish mother. He is extremely well-dressed in the
Cahfornian-tropical style. He affects an easy boyish manner but
it is not quite convincing—and there is something wrong. It is quite
clear that the two women thoroughly dislike each other, and have
stopped even pretending that they don't.
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ANN (ratherpointedly): Oh! Sorry!
DAYTON (not carrying it off too well): Couldn't find that darned
switch.

JLL (calmly): | wouldn't bother, Nils. Even if it were true she
wouldn't believe you.

ANN (ignoring this): | was told to come in here and turn on some
lights. Edward—Sir Edward——

She is now moving across the room.

JILL (cutting in): No, no—just Edward. Don' let's pretend about
that either. Is he going to use this room?

ANN (now over on left): He said he wanted some of us to meet Sr
George Surrey in here—out of the rumpus.

She has now switched on the other lights and the room is com-
plhetely illuminated. If back doors are used, here she would close
them.

DAYTON: I'd better beat it.

JILL: There's no hurry—and you certainly mustn't leave the party.
Help me to entertain the rest of the mob. They won't be staying long.

As she begins to move, slowly, up towards right, SR GEORGE
SURREY enters, rather uncertainly, like a man in unfamiliar
surroundings. Heisa solid, very English type, in his latefifties, and
not so stupid as he seems. Unlike the others he is not dressedfor
this climate, and so he is uncomfortably warm and keeps mopping
hisface. He is tired andrather dazed, but does his best.

SURREY: Ah—Lady Fortrose—your husband asked meto comein
here—to meet some of his staff. Warm, isn'tit. (Mops hisface.)

JILL (with much charm): Poor man, you're having a miserable time,
aren't you? It's all Edward's fault—

SURREY: No—no—that's dl right. Rather fagged, though.

JILL- | warned him that the very most you'd want to cope with
would be atiny dinner party—after al this air travel and being shot
about like a mad parcel.

SURREY: Quite. Troubleis, you hardly know where you are. Four
days ago | was planting out my rose trees in Bagshot. Then—Rio.
Now— here.  Tomorrow possibly—with luck—Mexico City. Then
Washington—and Lake Success.

JILL (smiling): And really—you'd much rather bein Bagshot.

SURREY : Certainly. Wouldn'tyou?

JILL (with deliberate hesitation): |'m not—sure.

DAY TON looksat her quickly.
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ANN (who has now come nearer): Sr George—have you met Mr.
Dayton?

SURREY: Yes—rather. Metinthe other room, didn't we?

DAYTON: Wedid. And | found you a Scotch highball. What about
another?

SURREY :Wel——

JLL: Yes of course. Hurry, Nils, and bring a nice cold one—mix it
yourself.

DAY TON (ashegoes): Youbet! (Goesoutright.)

SURREY : Very good of you. Only thing T can take at these affairs—
whisky and soda. Good clean drink.

JILL (smilingly): | never know what that means—nbut it's heavenly
hearing somebody say it again. My father always used to say it—
Good Clean Drink. But what on earth is happening to Edward?

ANN (making a move up right): I'd better go and see.

JLL (s\weetly): If you don't mind.

ANN (who isnow near the door right): Oh—he's here.

She draws back from door. SIR EDWARD FORTROSE enters,
almost with a rush. He is aboutforty-seven, a personality but with
nothing particularly handsome or distinguished about his appear-
ance. Heisrather grey, not so tanned as most of the other men and,
while trying to hide it, gives the impression of being tired from over-
work. He is carelessly dressed. His superficial manner is quick,
light, easy, suggesting a certain type of un-donnish Oxford don,
but behind this manner there are signs of a grave steadiness of
purpose. At the moment he is more the host of a party than the
administrator.

FORTROSE (seeing SURREY first): My dear chap, I'm so sorry. A
Madwoman got hold of me—we have two or three here. Oh—Jill—I
wondered where you were.

JILL: Do you want me to cope?

FORTROSE: Yes, my dear—but don't do it long—just get rid of ‘em
somehow. Oh—and tell old Karam to let us have a few drinks and bit
to eat in here, will you? And whisky for Sir George, please.

JILL (moving up right): I've sent Nils Dayton for a specialy big cold
one.

FORTROSE: Wonderful? Let's hope that Austrian woman with the
orange hair hasn't taken him prisoner. (To SURREY as JLL goes.)
You'd imagine there wouldn't be any European freaks on this small
remote island. But we have our quota—in fact, rather more than our
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share. And it's al the same whether you invite them or not, they come
to dl parties.

ANN : Shdl | tdl the others to come along?

FORTROSE: No, they're coming. (To SURREY.) I think you've
already met Miss Westfield, haven't you? But not officially—as a
member of my staff.

SURREY: Oh—one of your UNUTO people, is she?

ANN (smiling): It soundsterrible, the way you say it. But that'sjust
what | am.

FORTROSE (brightly but not insincerely): Ann's really my chief
assistant, now that van Dahlen's left us. She's aNew Englander and a
sociologist, and she brings the New England conscience into our
sessions and labours here. And the New England conscience is very
fierce, let metell you.

SURREY (glancing at ANN): Ah! Boston?

ANN: Near enough.

SURREY: Good! Prefer Boston to most American places.

As he says this, NILS DAYTON arrives hastily, triumphantly
holding out large whisky and soda.

DAY TON (boisterously): What about California, Sir George?

SURREY (taking drink): Don't care for it much. Grateful for this,
though. Thanks.

FORTROSE: Dayton, would youmind givingJill ahand in getting rid
of the crowd—or keeping 'em amused®

DAYTON (moving): Be glad to.

ANN (as hepasses, with marked irony): Nice of you.

DAYTON (stopping togiveher astare): Might be—at that.

He goes out right.

SURREY : Not one of your staff, en?

FCI)dRTROSE: No. Tourist. One of the playboys of the Western
world.

ANN: I'vejust discovered he's a playboy who took a darned long
hard course at Pasadena.

FORFROSE: Oh—that's where it was, eh? (To SURREY.) Miss
Westfield doesn't like him, though he's afellow-countryman of hers.

ANN: A Californian—with a Swedish mother. That puts him a
long way from New England.

SURREY: Seemsapleasant fellow. What'swrongwith him?

ANN: | don't like the shape of his head—or the look in his eyes.
Something both hard and empty about him. And | don't trust him.
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FORTROSE (smiling): Feminine intuition, of course, not sociology.
(To SURREY.) Our staff hereisinternational, from all over the place—
naturally——

SURREY: Yes—it's the curse of these United Nations agencies—
have to putin so many foreigners. Well—cheers! (Drinks.)

FORTROSE: Cheers, my dear chap. Sureyou need it.

ANN (smiling): Good cleandrink ?

SURREY (smiling): Exactly. And | did need that. Damned hot, isn't
it? Though thisis better than the other room. (Mops himselfa little))

FORTROSE: Not so many people. It's the people, not the climate
that sends the temperature up. (Louis RIBERAC arrives in doorway.)
Comein, Louis.

RIBERAC comes in. He is French, in his early thirties, neat,
graceful, with considerable charm. He is not masculine nor yet
effeminatebut hasa curioussexlessquality. HisEnglishisexcellent
but he hasa not unpleasant French accent.

This is Louis Riberac, who is our economic and financial adviser.
Louis—thisis Sir George Surrey, one of those deceptive and dangerous
characters from His Mgjesty's Foreign Office.

SURREY: How do you do?

RIBERAC: Pleasure, Sir George. | have heard of you, of course.

SURREY: Haveyou? I'm rather surprised.

FORTROSE: Don't be. Louis knows everything——

ANN (lightly but with a touch of sharpness): And believes in nothing.

RIBERAC: No, at this hour | believe in Dry Martini or gin and
Dubonnet. Can we not have adrink in here?

FORTROSE: I've asked for some to be sent in.

RIBERAC: I'm sorry if | sound greedy but as amatter of fact | have
not yet had adrink. That terrible old Dutchman from Curacao took
me at once into acorner and would not let me go.

FORTROSE: What'stheold monster grumblingaboutnow?

RIBERAC: Thesexua moralsof thisisland. BeingaFrenchmanitis
probably al my fault. So first | apologised, and then when he would
not stop and was more and more furious about it, | told him he is
jealous of these boys and girls when he sees them hurrying into the
bushes—just jealous. "Cam yourself, my friend," | said to him.
"Y ou are over-rating these pleasures. My own experience, whichisfar
more recent——

ANN (halfjoking, halfserious): Louis!

RIBERAC (mockingly): Ann! My dear Ann!
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FORTROSE (cheerfully): Shut up, both of you.

SURREY (staring at RIBERAC): So you'rethe economic expert here,
eh?

I.?IBERAC (with touch of mockery): Yes—and | am redly not too
bad——

FORTROSE: He'svery goodindeed.

RIBERAC (to SURREY): Would you like some statistics—coffee,
bananas——?

SURREY (hurriedly): No thanks. Not my kind of thing. But the
island's pretty prosperous, is it?

RIBERAC: Not yet. But of course it's not been properly developed.
After dl, aren't we the United Nations Undeveloped Territories
Organisation? But sometimes we have an idea there may be some
valuable mineras up in the hills to the north.

SURREY: Indeed?

ANN': [ think Nils Dayton may havethat ideatoo.

RIBERAC: Ah! That interests me very much, my dear Ann. You
remember——

FORTROSE (cutting in lightly butfirmly): Some other time, | think,
Louis. And ifit'srealy important, raiseit at our next meeting here.

ANN: Not tomorrow, by theway, Louis. Day after tomorrow—in
the morning.

SURREY (to FORTROSE): Don't stop them for me, y'know. | was
quite interested.

FORTROSE (smiling): No, my dear chap, we wouldn't dream of
boring you with our littleisland affairs.

There is a moment'spause, in which FORTROSE smiles at SURREY,
who stares at him unsmilmgly with dlightly raised eyebrows, and
ANN and RIBERAC exchange glances. This awkward silence is
broken by the rather noisy entiance of DR. MELNIK and PROFESSOR
CHU. MELNIK, a Czech, is a buily man in hisfifties, with aforceful
dramatic manner. His English is fluent but has a marked Czech
accent, and ifnecessary his dialogue can be modified dightly to suit
this accent, which should be authentic. He is very carelessy, almost
slovenly, dressed, yet quite clean in hisperson, like a good doctor.

PROFESSOR CHU is a small round Chinese, ofindeterminate middle
age. He wears large tortoiseshetl spectacles. He is very trim. His
English is precise, scholarly, but has the softened Chinese accent,
which must be as authentic as possible. He is always smiling,
showing excellent teeth, and laughs a great deal in the pleasant but
rather meaningless Chinese fashion. He is a shrewd, much-
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travelled and learned Oriental, and must not bepresented asa comic
character. Heis quite sober. But MELNIK, though not drunk, is
feeling the effects of many drinks, and is sweating, loud, dramatic.
They arefollowed in by KARAM, an oldish native servant, who is
carrying a tray on which are various cocktails and some long drinks
of the Planter's Punch type and some sandwiches and canapes.

Ahl—hereyou are. Dr. Melnik. Professor Chu. Sir George Surrey.

(They shake hands and murmur greetings, while FORTROSE, noting
KARAM, whoishesitating with histray, continuesbriskly?) Oh—Karam,
put the things down there, will you, and then you can go and look
after the rest of the party. Please take what you want, everybody.
(KARAM nods and smiles and puts down tray on a small table near the
group. Then hegoes, closing door right.) Ann—do have something—
an orange drink—a sandwich? Louis, now's your chance. Chu.
Melnik?
MELNIK: | havehad many drinksaready.

FORTROSE: I'm sure you have, but have some more. Chu, look after
Sr George.

FORTROSE picks up a plate, to offer it round, and takes a drinkfor
himself. Throughout following dialogue there is some eating and
drinking, all in character. MELNIK both eats and drinks greedily,
CHU and ANN gparingly. RIBERAC drinks but does not eat.
FORTROSE, whilegiving ashost a briskfestive air to occasion, takes
little himself. He can offer things or point, without interrupting
dialogue; and ANN helps him as hostess.

CHU (to SURREY): Y ou do not make along stay here?

SURREY: No, just passing through. On my way from South
America to Washington and Lake Success. May be off again in the
morning.

CHU (smilingly): That will be very nice.

MELNIK: Why will it be very nice?

FORTROSE (smiling): That's just politeness—a present from an old
civilisation.

CHU (to SURREY, smilingly): But it is very beautiful here. In the
garden of my little bungalow | smell the orange groves on the hills,
and the almond trees and the frangipani snow down their scented
blossoms, and in the evening, when al is dark purple, | see the fire-
flies dancing below on the sand. Itis very beautiful.

SURREY : Yes—itmust be.

CHU: To write little Chinese poems about it is easy. But to paint it
in the Chinese way is difficult.
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FORTROSE: Professor Chu waslent to usby UNESCO to look after
our Fundamental Education here.

SURREY (startled}: Good God! (recovers himsdlf hastily, turning to
CHU) | mean—what isthis Fundamental Education?

CHU((smiling): Educationfrombeginning—forundevel opedpeoples.
Weteach them to write—so that they can make many complaints about
faulty officials, especialy Chinese officials. We teach them to read—
so that they can take up newspapers and learn about dl quarrelsin the
world and atom bomb and perhaps biological warfare. Then they are
no longer ignorant peasants dl quite happy.

He smiles at SURREY, who regards him with bewilderment. After
apause—

ANN (indignantly): You really shouldn't talk like that. It's bad
enough when Louis does it—but there's no excuse for you. And Sr
George will go away thinking we don't believein thework we're doing
here.

FORTROSE (lightly but firmly): Well he'd be wrong. We do.

CHU (toboth ANN and SURREY): Sosorry. Littlejoke.

RIBERAC: It did not sound like ajoke to me.

ANN: Stopit, Louis! (To SURREY, eagerly.) Professor Chu and his
whole Education Group have worked desperately hard and aready
they'reproducingwonderful results. If only——

FORTROSE (cutting in): No, not ifonly. They are producing wonder-
ful results.

MELNIK (boisteroudly): And what about me? Am | not producing
wonderful resultstoo?

FORTROSE: Yes, of course you are.

MELNIK (gloomily): No, you are wrong. | am not. But we have
more superstitious and reactionary practices to fight than they have
evenin Education.

FORTROSE (to SURREY): Dr. Melnik, who comes from Czecho-
dovakia, is head of our medical staff.

SURREY: Ah—yes. People fairly healthy here?

MELNIK (dramatically): Healthy? They look nice sometimes, eh?
Prettylittlegirls—nicearmful s,eh? Brownmen—black men—muscles
shining in the sun—veryfine—very aesthetic, eh? (He makesstartling
derisive noise, right at the startled SIR GEORGE.) | tell you, my friend,
they crawl—they stink—with disease. Listen to me. You are in a
medical museum—and al round you are glassjars where diseased or
freak organs are nicey preserved in alcohol. Well then, you are
drunk—or you are mad—then you see dl these things come out of
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their jars to turn into people—and then you are here in Corabana,
working for UNUTO.

SURREY (embarrassed): Humph Bad asthat, isit?

ANN: No,itisn'.

MELNIK (who has had a drink and ignored all this): How do | spend
my time late at night, when the work for the day is at last finished?

FORTROSE (lightly): Drinking rum and playing your little brute of a
gramophone.

MELNIK: Very well, I am drinking rum and listening to my poor
little gramophone—(he sketches himselfhuddled over a tiny machine)—
the string quartets of Beethoven, the clarinet quintet of Brahms, the
music of Dvorak and Smetana—and what am | thinking? Am |
dreaming of love and friendship in the Spring forests and lakes in the
moonlight? Never, never! | am thinking how it would be possible to
make the mass production of the Wassermann Test—fifty people at a
time for Wassermann Test.

SURREY (alittledazed by all this): Got your work cut out here, eh?

MELNIK (puzzed and indignant): Cut out? No, it is not cut out.
Who can cut it out?

CHU (laughing): No, no. Englishidiom—meaning al very difficult.

MELNIK: So—yes—itisvery difficult. Butwhy not? What kind of
world isthiswe arelivingin? | will tell you, my friend. (Here hestares
fiercely at SURREY, who almost recoils.) Not like British Foreign
Office—eh, no, no, no! No nice office- little villa with garden—
Oxford- Cambrldge cIub—Dukes cricket place—all very fine with
wealth of old Empire. No, no, no’ Most of this world is full of people
who are hungry, who have disease and see children with disease, who
are full of fear—what is to happen tomorrow—miserable, miserable
people. Yet men, real men, like—like Beethoven, Smetana—women
like— like Greta Garbo— or nice Miss Ann Westfield——

ANN (laughing): Who'sjust like Greta Garbo.

MELNIK (ignoring this): When British Foreign Office does some-
thing for al such people, | will like British Foreign Office very much.
Until then—no, never!

SURREY : Oh!—I'm sorry you don't approve of us.

MELNIK: | am glad. | am dso, | think, alittle drunk. But—we
work hard here. We begin to do something for such people—not
much, but we make a beginning. Take that message, please, back to
British Foreign Office. (Suddenly shakes the astonished SURREY,
warmly by the hand.) | am damned glad to meet you, Sir Surrey.
Good-bye.
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He turns and begins to march out right.

RIBERAC (moving): | will ssehimthroughtheparty out there.

FORTROSE: Hé's dl right really—but one of you might keep an eye
on him.

CHU (also moving): Allow me, please. (To SURREY and FORTROSE))
Excuse me.

RIBERAC and CHU hurry out right, after MELNIK.

SURREY: He's had afew drinks of course, but over and above that
I'd say he was an unbalanced sort of chap, Fortrose.

FORTROSE (dryly): Heworked three yearsin aconcentration camp,
which isn't quite the best training for what is caled a balanced out-
look. But he'sadamn' good chap at hisjob.

SURREY: Communist?

FORTROSE (lightly): Might be.

ANN: Of courseheis.

FORTROSE: Have another drink, Ann. (As she shakes her head.)
So(;ngbody must have something. What about another whisky and
soda’

SURREY: No, thanks. Had my allowance.

Enter from [eft—ROSA OLACCA, a young half-caste Corabaman
girl, pretty, neatly dressed. She is carrying a typed message.
FORTROSE sees her as she comesin.

FORTROSE (gaily): Ah—Rosa. Now here's another member of our
staff—M i ss Rosa Olacca.

. %URREY (without shaking hands as she is toofar away): How d'you
0~

ROSA, embarrassed, smiles and nods.

FORTROSE: My own secretary—Miss Dodds—is on leave. You
must know Miss Dodds—she came to us from the Foreign Office—

SURREY: Yes, | remember Miss Dodds. Tal thin girl—very
superior——

FORTROSE: She's ill tall and thin but probably less superior. But
the point is—while Miss Dodds is on leave, Rosa hereis acting as my
secretary—and doing it very well, aren't you, Rosa?

ROSA (conjused): I'm doing my best—sir. (She speaks good English
with just a trace of some exotic accent?)

FORTROSE: Rosd's a Corabana girl, and we managed to get her a
British Council scholarship, so she went to England and learned her
shorthand and typing there. Now shes one of us—a good
Unutonian——
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SURREY: A what? Oh—I see—Unuto—Unutonian. What terrible
jargon you fellows have to use! (Rosa has now handed the typed
message to FORTROSE, who readsit. SURREY speaks to her as she waits.)
Did you like England?

ROSA (shyly): Yes, gr, very much, thank you.

SURREY: Wheredidthey sendyou?

ROSA: Birmingham.

SURREY: Good Lord! And you liked Birmingham?

ROSA: Yes dr, though at first it seemed rather cold and dark. But
it was exciting to see al the people and the big buildings—and the
trams.

FORTROSE (looking up): Rosaloved the Birmingham trams. She's
made me fed | ought to go and have another look at them. Thisis
really your message—to say that your plane will take off as soon asit's
light—say, about six. All right?

elSdURREY: Excellent. | suppose | can get some transport to the air-
field? .
FORTROSE: Yes, I'll fix that. Infact, I'll doit now.
He goes behind desk to telephone, and stands where the red
flowers show vividly againgt his light coat. As he telephones,
SURREY talks to ROSA.

SURREY : Butyoudon'twanttogo back to Birmingham, eh?

ROSA (shyly, carefully): Only for a vist sometimes, sr, to see my
friends. Thisis my home—and | think—(she hesitates?)

ANN (encouragingly): Go on, Rosa. Tl us.

ROSA: Well, I think UNUTO istrying to help our people—and it's
much better here now than it was before UNUTO came.

SURREY (moreto ANN thanto ROSA): Let'ssee—thisidland originally
belonged to Spain, didn't it?

ANN': Yes, thenit revolted in Thirty-Nine and became amessy kind
of independent republic, run by a bunch of racketeers. And thenin
Forty-One, for security reasons, our American Forces occupied it——

SURREY : Until the Undeveloped Territories Organisation took over.
(To ROSA.) But don't tell me, young woman, that al your people here
agree with you—I mean, about UNUTO.

ROSA: No, gr, alot of them don't. Especidly the older ones. My
grandmother is always trying to stop me coming to work here. She
wants me to marry an island boy, who won't et me a one—(she breaks
off,lookingtroubled.)

ANN (heartily): I'll say hewon't. And I'm sick and tired seeing him
hanging about.
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ROSA (troubled): It's not my fault.

ANN (kindly): | know it isn't. Don't worry. (Sees that FORTROSE
has now finished telephoning.) Come along, Rosa. I've ajob for you.
Excuse me, Sir George.

ANN and ROSA go out left. SURREY looks at FORTROSE.

SURREY: All right?

FORTROSE (coming down): Yes, I've arranged for your transport.
Everything's al set for the morning. (He can here light a pipe or
cigarette)

SURREY (already sitting down): Thanks—I'll leave you soon—turn
inearly. Butl'dlike achat with you first.

FORTROSE (sitting): Good!

SURREY (after pause, easily): Very different here from the old
Colonial Office—eh?

FORTROSE (dryly at first, then expanding): Very. Werequitealong
way from Whitehall. And you have to live here to know how far.
(Pauses a moment?) Out there—only afew hundred yards away—is
darkness—primeval darkness—Ilike the old Unconscious, full of
vengeful gods, vampire goddesses, demons, ghosts. Here is a little
lighted place, where consciousness exists, where—God help us—we
try to see things clearly and for what they are. We have other little
places—I could show you on the map there—just tiny outposts, with
the huge ancient darkness al round them, threatening them all the
time. | can only keep the steadiest fellows out there very long. The
rest soon go queer if they're not relieved. The dark begins to seep
through. They see and hear things they shouldn't see and hear. Even
| sometimes—(breaks off, shrugs his shoulders) No, well not bother
about that.

SURREY (looking hardat him): Y ou need some leave, don't you?

FORTROSE: Yes. It's overdue. But | hope to get away in two or
three weeks. (Changes tone) Now—that little typist girl—Rosa.
SI'és ahalf-caste. Her family want her back in the hut, squatting over
the stewpot. And they may get her yet, especidly if some native lad
can persuade her to go with him one night behind the oleanders. We
fight herefor Rosaand her kind, and she'shelping usto doit.

He is interrupted by the entrance right of JILL. Both men stand.

JLL: Sorry tointerrupt, darling. But two things. First, you did say
you'd be working tonight, didn't you?

FORTROSE: Yes. | must. Why?

JLL : Wdll, NilsDayton hasjust had amessagethat ayacht belonging
to afriend of his has at last arrived, after being due in for days. And
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he's been asked to go out and dine on this yacht and wants me to go
with him. That's dl right, isn'tit? It'll be heaven to be on the water
after this sticky party.

FORTROSE: Of courseitwill. By theway, who ownstheyacht?

JLL: Do st down, Sir George. Oh—a very rich old gent caled
Lerma. I've never heard of him but Nils seems to know him quite
well.

FORTROSE: I've heard of him. What's the other thing?

JLL: Everybody's gone now—except the wretched Merzheims,
who insist upon having a word with you about some idiotic grievance
they've cooked up. Could you go and see what it's all about, darling,
and then tell themfirmly to go? It won't take five minutes, and | can
entertain Sir George.

FORTROSE: Certainly you can, but can | entertain the Merzheims?
Or do I just push them out?

Hegoesout right. JILL sits down and smilesat SURREY.

JLL: | hopel didn't crash in on anything official?

SURREY: No, we hadn't quite come to that. Your husband was
telling me about this little half-caste typist girl—Rosa Somebody. He
was saying it's touch-and-go whether she turns native or clings to the
twin ideds of Birmingham and UNUTO. He seems to think it
important—but | don't quite see why.

JLL: Neither do I. Actualy | prefer Corabana as it is—or as it
would be if Edward and his gang of international busybodies would
leave it alone.

SURREY (obvioudly interested): Ah—you do—do you?

JLL: | do, but| suppose | oughtn't to betelling you so.

SURREY: Why not?

JILL: Because Edward would hate it. He's very serious about his
UNUTO.

SURREY: Sol gather. Andyou—arenotimpressed, en?

JLL: No. And I'd better leaveit at that.

SURREY: Come on now. It won't go any further. Just between
ourselves.

JLL (after a pause, explosively): | hate the whole thing. It's
pretentious and damned silly. All this stuff about internationalism and
aworld society—it's nothing but empty talk—busybody nonsense.

SURREY: So you don't think much of this little lighted bit of
civilisation against the primitive darkness outside—eh?

JLL: Edward's been giving you that, has he? Well, the answer is—
no | don't. I'd rather have the darkness outside. At least it's real—it's
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life—full of scents and sounds—with wind and rain and starlight. It
responds to something in our heart and blood.

SURREY (with a wave): And this doesn't—um?

JLL (with sharp contempt): No. It's sterile, arid, lifeless. Some-
times | fedl there's a kind of grey dustiness taking possession of
Edward (she breaks off as if shefelt she had said too much. Then, with
more vehemence) What they're trying to make here will never be redlly
dive. Only an imitation of something half-dead somewhere dse.
Surbiton in the tropics. No more dignified Indians and jolly lazy
blacks and picturesgue riffraff, enjoying their life in their own way.
Instead—committees of pimply clerks an | anaemic schoolteachers
droning on about Education and Culture and the United Nations and
Internationalism and Peace. If | knew you better I'd tell you what |
thought about it all in one short word.

SURREY : Then | wish you did know mebetter. And | couldn't agree
with you more. Nor be so eloquent.

JILL (lighting a cigarette): Sorry if I'm talking too much. It's that
damned party—having to pretend and then taking one or two cock-
tails too many to keep myself going. It's such a relief to say what |
think.

SURREY: Go on, go on. Don't stop.

JILL (rising, moving restlessly): No, I'm talking too much. But I'll
say this. | was brought up in agood old English country house, before
taxation became downright robbery. That was a good life—perhaps
the best thereis. Donefor now, | suppose.

SURREY : Justabout—worseluck!

JLL: For dl that—with the right sort of person | could exist quite
cheerfully in one of these Port San Pedro waterfront slums or in a hut
on the hills—just a good-tempered slut who didn't give adamn. Yes,
| mean it, and | know what I'm talking about. But what | couldn't
possibly do is to live a namby-pamby lower-middle-class suburban
existence, sflff with third-hand culture and earnest idiotic committees
and bloody-minded busybodies. And | just don't want Fundamental
Education for natives and hygiene for everybody and a world society
and UNO and UNESCO and UNUTO. | despise threequarters of it
and absolutely loathe the rest. There—I've finished.

She looks at him almost angrilyfor a moment, then as their eyes
meet they both suddenly laugh. She now sits down again, and he
now |ooksserious.

SURREY (quietly?): I'll be equally frank with you, Lady Fortrose. |
think your husband is wasting his time here—and missing some
valuable opportunities. We al know he's a very able administrator—
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with an easy but firm touch of his own—the kind of camouflaged
leadership we badly need a home now—and if he's not careful, helll
find this UNUTO thing has collapsed under him and he has a bad
failure on his hands.

JILL (staringat himappraisingly): You'recleverer than | thought.

SURREY : | havetobecleverer than peoplethink.

JLL: Then you've probably guessed that behind this bogus-hearty
Oxford tutor manner of his, Edward is horribly serious about his
United Nations Undeveloped Territories Organisation—I just won't
say that foul word UNUTO again tonight.

SURREY (very quietly): How much influence have you with him?

JLL (also quietly): I've been waiting for that question. And now if
I'm going to answer it—and it's damned cheek of you to ask me—I
really haveto be frank with you. Can | trust you?

SURREY: No.

JILL: Thenl will.

SURREY: Itisn't personal curiosity, you know.

JILL: I didn'tthink it was. Well, Edward's still devoted to mein his
own curious kind of way. If | was equally devoted to him, then |
might be able to answer your question as you'd like it answered. But
I'm not. You're too late. It's possible that soon—quite soon— (she
breaks off, with a glance towards door left.)

SURREY: Yes? (But she shakes her head, and, understanding now,he
continues in rather louder, more social tone.) If I hadn't felt so tired,
I'd have liked to havejoined you on that yacht. But | shall turnin.

JILL (same tone as his): No dinner?

As FORTROSE now enters left.

SURREY: Not even any dinner. Don't fed likeit.

JILL rises, clearly in a hurry to go now. SURREY gets up too.

FORTROSE: I'd practicaly to carry the Merzheims to the door.
Thank God they're leaving the idand next week. Going, Jill?

JILL: Yes | must fly. (To SURREY, holding out her hand.} Good-bye,
Sr George—I'm sorry you haveto leave us so soon.

SURREY: | know—nuisance, isn't it? Still—we had some talk.
Good-bye then——

They shake hands and JILL then hurries straight out left.

FORTROSE (looking after her): Strangehow most womenresally hate
the sea and yet have a passion for yachts. | suppose that explains why
dl theserich old lechers go in for yachts. Haveadrink?

SURREY : No, thanks. Just want a quiet word or two with you, then
[344]



ACT | HOME IS TOMORROW SCENE |

I'll beoff. Dogtired. Can't rest properly ontheselong planejourneys.
(Sts))

FORTROSE: Neither can |. Secretly, | suppose, I'm just terrified.
(Pokes about on trayfor a sandwich.)

SURREY (obviously opening his talk): How are things going here?

FORTROSE: Rather well redly. Weve two groups dead againgt us.
One's educationd and cultural, so to speak—Rosa's grandmother and
her witch-doctor pals against Melnik and the Wassermann Test. The
other's economic and political—the gang of toughs who were running
the island and have had their racket ruined. Luckily for us, the
toughest of the toughs, a kind of quadroon Hitler, had to leave the
isand and——

SURREY: Who'sthat?

FORTROSE: Vezabar. One of the leadersin their revolt against the
Spanish. I've never met him, but | gather he's able in his own way and
avery unpleasant type. | don't say he could tip the balance againgt us,
unless he had outside help, but I'm glad he's not hereto try.

SURREY (carefully): | see. Wdll, | gather—and I'll know more about
itinaday or two—that certain representations have been made to the
State Department in Washington about some of these undeveloped
territories now controlled by your organisation. At the same time
some of us at the Foreign Office have been having some discussions
with the Colonial Office—and we fedl that we agreed to thisUNUTO
control rather hastily—it was when the Minister was running the
United Nations rather hard, you remember—and perhaps we agreed
without entirely envisaging——

FORTROSE (cutting in, firmly): Let's use plain words, Surrey. The
public isn't listening. You'd like some undeveloped territories back
and you're ready to do a dea with Washington, where they have
smilar ideas. About thisisland possibly?

SURREY: I've heard nothing about Corabana—yet. Not worth
bothering about, probably. (Pause.) That young American—Dayton
—what's he doing here? Just amusing himself?

FORTROSE (rather grimly): Hedoesthat in his sparetime, chiefly in
Jill's company. But he aso happens to be an expert mineralogigt,
who disappeared for days into the hills in the north of the island. |
know rather more about him than he thinks | do.

SURREY (carefully): If things got difficult here, and you reported
unfavourably in good time, and Washington had to take over again,
we could do the same elsewhere—and we could explain at Lake
Success that the UNUTO idea, as we warned them at first, was too
premature. In that case, wel, nobody would blame you—and if you
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didn't want to return to the Colonia Office then something ese could
be found for you——
FORTROSE (cutting in, rather harshly and rising): Don't say any
more. It's only fair to warn you.
Enter ANN left.
ANN: Oh—I'm sorry. But there's an important message come
through from the North Section.

FORTROSE: Inabout ten minutes, Ann, please.
She goes out |eft.

SURREY: | don't quite understand your attitude, Fortrose. 1'm not
usually considered indiscreet. | was suggesting what our policy might
be, chiefly for your own personal guidance. And | see no harm in
indicating the broad lines of official British policy to a British Civil
Servant.

FORTROSE: But I'm not a British Civil Servant. | stopped being one
two years ago when | accepted thisjob with UNUTO.

SURREY (with touch of contempt): My dear chap—what's UNUTO?
Here today and gone tomorrow.

FORTROSE: We shall most of us be here today and gone tomorrow
unless we can make these United Nations agencies work. It's our only
chance—

SURREY (rather impatiently): Well, wewon't argueabout that——

FORTROSE: No, wewon't. (Pause.) I'd liketo tell you about alittle
ceremony here this morning. It often happens. In fact, every time
there's a new arrival on our staff. This morning there were two. A
young Norwegian educationalist who's gone to one of Chu's remoter
schools. And a young Indian doctor who'll work under Melnik. A
Norwegian with a Chinese, an Indian with a Czech, al on a Caribbean
island. The beginning of a new world. | reminded these two
youngsters, though they didn't realy need it, that now they were
were servants of an international order, new kinds of men, and then
they read out and signed—(going to desk as he says this) the usual
Declaration. Hereitis, Surrey. Listen. (Reads carefully but not too
solemnly.)

"l solemnly undertake to exercise in dl loyalty and discretion
the functions entrusted to me as a member of the staff of the
Organisation, to discharge these functions and regulate my
conduct with its interests alone in view, and not to seek or accept
from any government or other authority external to the Organisa
tion any instructions in regard to the performance of my officia
duties.”
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How could | ask those youngsters to read and sign that Declaration,
and then ligten to you? While the United Nations Organisation exists
and I'm its servant, then | work for it and fight for it and for nobody
dse

SURREY: Andgodownwithittoo?

FORTROSE: Yes, but there wouldn't be anything specidly heroic
about that. Most of us would go down then. And if | have to go
down, I'd rather go down with the lifeboat than with the wreckers.
(Enter ROSA left.) Rosa—you ought to have gone home.

ROSA (embarrassed): No—it's dl right, thank you, sr. | sad |
didn't mind doing late duty tonight.

FORTROSE: Wdll don't overdo it. And tell Miss Westfield to come
in and wait for me. And then open this room a bit and clear the air,
and make that desk look a little more like business and less like
debauchery.

ROSA (smiling):  Yes, gr.
Asshegoes, FORTROSE turnsto SURREY, who is standing, ready to

FOR.TROSE: Come along, my dear chap, and I'll seeif you've every-
thing you want.

SURREY (moving dlowly): Oh—you needn't bother—especialy if
you're busy.

FORTROSE (moving with him now): We're always busy here. But

Jill's probably gone off to her yacht, and besides, we haven't had any
gossip yet. Old Egerton—for instance—what'sthe latest?

They are now out ofdoor right. After a moment, ANN enters left,
carrying somepapers, with ROSA, following. AsANN stares thought-
fully at her papers, ROSA takes some glasses and a platefrom desk
to tray on small table.

RIBERAC now enters right. He holds himself well but nevertheless
israther tight.

RIBERAC: Ann—sweet Ann--Edward just told me there is an
important message. He is abou. to restore his distinguished fellow-
countryman, Sir George, to his glass case, before sending him back to
the British Museum. (ROSA, who is now opening windows or doors at
back, suddenly giggles.) Rosal Rosal

ANN (reproachfully): Louis! | believe—

RIBERAC: No—but Menik gave me some of hisrum. | think there
is ether in that rum. But what is this important message?

ANN: Wait.
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RIBERAC (teasingly): Rosa, my darling—what are your cultural
activities at present? Areyou reading Tennyson or Wordsworth?

ROSA (shyly): No, Mr. Riberac. | amreading Shelley now.

RIBERAC: Shelley? Oh—you must be careful. Dangerous poet.
Not a good British Council type at al.

ROSA (looking at him shyly, adoringly): Please—Mr. Riberac—you
mustn't tease me.

ANN: All right, Rosa. And listen for the bell. We may want you
again soon. (ROSA nodsandgoes. ANN lookswith seriousreproach at
RIBERAC) You mustn't tease that poor child, Louis. Don't you
redise she's crazy about you? Redly in love—it's pathetic.

RIBERAC (wildly, bitterly): Love—love—yes, it's pathetic. Nearly
everyone hereisin love with somebody ese who isin love with some-
body else. Little Rosawith me, as you say. Edward with his Jill, who
isinlove with whoever she happensto be deeping with——

ANN: Shutup, Louis—
RIBERAC: And you, poor Ann, with our hoble Edward——

ANN (furious): You devil—be quiet. (She glares at him, and he
shrugsandsmiles.)

RIBERAC (apologetically): | am sorry, my dear Ann. | did not want
to hurt your fedlings.

ANN (softly): You wouldn't know what love means.

RIBERAC (gravely): Not any more. Once. Therewasaman—there
was a girl—I loved them both. We were al in the Resistance together.

ANN: What became of them?

RIBERAC: The Gestapo—and then they disappeared. They have
not even any graves. They are merely dust blowing about the ruins of
Western Europe, of civilisation. Ann, it isyou who do not know what
anything means—only in books and the Atlantic Monthly. Y ou do not
know what it is to be hollow inside—with Dr. Goebbels till whisper-
ing there. So that you wonder if they did not win after al. And
wonder sometimes if you did not die too, for often now | seem to have
noreal existence. (Morelightly.) Thatiswhy so many of us Europeans
are existentialists, in spite of the fact that it is really a Nazi Occupation
philosophy. It tdls us we exist. How wonderful!

ANN (sympathetically, impulsively): Louis—this just means—that
I'm sorry.

She kisses him lightly on the cheek. Suddenly overcome, he
seizes both her hands and bending forward presses his forehead
against them.
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RIBERAC (repressing his emation)'. Forgive me. | had a sster who
used to kiss me like that. They shaved her head and stoned her
through the streets. (Cooler now, very bitter.) Nice patriotic people!
The Common Man. The Common Pig. The Common Rat. The kind
we work for. Now do you understand why | cannot share your
charming enthusiasm, my dear Miss Westfield? | work here for eight
thousand five hundred dollars a year and dlowances, and for nothing
dse

ANN (looking at him steadily): Or is this Goebbels whispering
again?
RIBERAC (after a shrug): | suppose women will never learn not to

turn men's confidences into weapons against them. It is too much to
ask. Well—our truceis over.

Enter FORTROSE briskly. He has now dropped his social manner.
FORTROSE: Whatisit, Ann?

ANN (much the same manner as his): Munro has had a report from
his sergeant in the North Section that Y ezabar has just arrived there.
They think he must have landed from a small boat sometime yesterday.
Pie addressed some kind of meeting last night.

FORTROSE: Is Munro till in his office?

ANN: Yes | told him to wait.

FORTROSE: WEell go round there. (Herings the bell on his desk) |
don't want to talk over the telephone. And I'd rather he didn't
come here. Thisis serious. It's not only that Vezabar is dangerous—
but——

RIBERAC (pointedly): Who landed him? How did he get here?

FORTROSE: That'sit, Louis. (Enter ROSA, who has a large office book
with her.) Ah—Rosa—what areyou doing?

ROSA : Entering up the cable book, sir.

FORTROSE: Then stay here, please, and enter it up. And listentothe
private ‘phone—say | ought to be back within an hour. (Moving, with
ANN.) Coming, Louis? Or would you rather go home?

RIBERAC (moving too): Home? It is only our grandchildren who
will have a home—and | shall not even have any grandchildren.

The three go out right. ROSA has now sat down with her cable
book not behind desk but modestly near it, leaning book against
edge, on downstage side. Distant and very rhythmical music can
now be heard coming through window or door at back.

Then we see FELIPE, a young Corabanian, peeping in at ROSA.
FELIPE (calling softly, cajolingly): Rosa—Rosal
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She looks up startled, sees who it is, then shakes her head and
goes on with her work.

She ignores him. The music is a trifle stronger as the curtain
comes slowly down.

END OF SCENE ONE
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After a short interval to make absolutely necessary stage changes—and
during thisinterval the house lights are not turned up—curtain rises
on same scene. Morning, two days later. The lighting should be
quite differentfromfirst scene, and should suggest dazzing sunshine
outside. Flowers have gonefrom desk, along with all party "props’,
andgeneral appearance shouldbe morebusinesslike than inprevious
scene.

FORTROSE is seated behind his desk. ANN is seated downstage left of
desk, andRIBERAC and CHU areright ofdesk. All have documents
and notes infront of them. They can be more informally dressed
than in previous scene—men without coats, etc. They are in the
middie of an official meeting, andfor afew moments after rise of
curtain they can beglancing through their papersand making a note
or two.

FORTROSE (as if dismissing last item on agenda): All right then.
That's that. Now what's your report, Professor Chu?

CHU (glancing at notes): | arrived in Northern Section yesterday
afternoon. One establishment—at Tramulco—already broken into on
previous night and much equipment destroyed and books missing.
Miss Struer—Danish lady, golden hair—very nervous—and so have
sent her away to other side of iSland. Y ou approve of this measure?

FORTROSE: Yesof course. The poor girl came hereto do fundamental
education not guerilla warfare. Now what happened last night?

CHU: Other establishment—at Santa Rosa—completely destroyed
by fire. Everything there is lost. New young Norwegian—Mr.
Johanson—very brave—very good—and some pupils try to help him.
Two nice pupils hurt—one young man, one lady—~by faling beam.
Now in hospital.

FORTROSE: I've dready had the police report—but | aways dis-
count some of their stuff because they've such a passion for meo-
drama. What's your opinion? Any posshility of that fire being
accidental ?

CHU: No, there were careful preparations made for this fire.
Afterwards in the village there was some boasting by bad drunken
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characters about their share in these preparations. Much more rum
to drink than usua at Santa Rosa and aso Tramulco. And this too |
think is no accident.

ANN: Karen Bauer reported the same thing.

FORTROSE: The police haveit too. Y ou wouldn't say, then, that all
this is the result of a sudden and passionate didike of fundamental
education?

CHU: Thereis plenty of mistrust of education among older ignorant
peasants, as we know. But these are elderly people who st and
grumble. They do not break down doors—they do not st fireto va-
uable building and equipment. | think thisis al part of plan to create
disturbance and so discredit Undevel oped Territories Organisation.

ANN: It'sVezabar of course.

CHU: He has been mentioned more than once in boasting by bad
drunken characters.

FORTROSE: Unfortunately, boasting by bad drunken characters
doesn't really give usthe proof wewant.

RIBERAC: Whataboutthesemeetings?

FORTROSE: | gather he's produced a highly inflammable brand of
Corabanian nationalism. But then he's a politician, and politicians
like to talk that stuff. And unless he's deliberately inciting his
audiences to destroy UNUTO property, we can't take any action
against him. It's not unlawful to be a bad old-fashioned orator.

ANN (impatiently): But al this hasflared up since he arrived. And
he didn't come openly. Who landed him?

CHU: And where does this money come from? | am told that
Vezabar is not arich man.

RIBERAC: He was not the type to be a poor man while he was in the
government here. So hemay have some money—how do you say it ?—
yes, sated away.

FORTROSE (slowly): | wish | thought that wastrue, Louis. Itwould
simplify things considerably. But—well, there's our friend Nils
Dayton, for instance.

RIBERAC: Dayton has been staying down here—mostly on that
yacht—ever since Vezabar arrived.

FORTROSE: Yes. But then again—there's that yacht—and the
mysterious Mr. Lerma, who, by the way, hasn't paid me his promised
vist yet.

ANN: Youcould go and seehim.

FORTROSE: | could—nbut I think it wouldn't be a good move. If he
comes to see me, there's more chance of his showing his hand. If
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theré's anything to show, of course, and he's not smply a rich old
globe-trotter.

CHU (significantly)'. | have heard of thisMr. Lerma—and so | think
not.

FORTROSE: And I think not too. (Looks towards door right.) This
sounds like Melnik.

MELNIK makes a noisy entrance right. He looks dishevelled and
weary, as ifhe had been up all night. He is excited and angry.

MELNIK: | have saved my big clinic at Parima—but the other two
are gone—finish. All the year's work Durand and Miss Sayers did
for research on island fever—gone—finish. (Heflingshimselfdown on
achair, mops hisface.)

FORTROSE: That'stoo bad. I'm sorry, Melnik.

MELNIK: There's no time to be sorry. Action—action—action!
Give me a cigarette, Louis.

He takes a cigarettefrom RIBERAC, lights it andpuffsfuriously.

FORTROSE: Y ou'vedoneareport?

MELNIK: Later—later. You shall have lists of everything gone—
finish. But first | say we must have action—a militant campaign. See
—I catch aman—and the sergeant holds him in the little back room of
the clinic. | show him surgical instruments. Y ou talk now, | say, or |
cut off aleg, then an arm. His faceis green. His teeth go bang-bang-
bang, the foolish pig. But he tak. Oho—he talk. (He looks
triumphantly at FORTROSE.L Vezabar! Yes—yes—yes—Yezabar! |t
is this Vezabar who talk to him in secret, give him rum, some money,
promise more rum, more money, al to make plenty of trouble for
these United Nations foreigners who would soon have to leave
Corabana.

FORTROSE: Thisfellow couldhavebeenlying, youknow.

MELNIK: With his face green—his teeth banging? Never, never!
He told me the truth, al he knew. We are wasting time to discuss such
a thing. It is now this Vezabar, this reactionary, this counter-re-
volutionary swine, this tool of big capitalist—and there is only one
tiling to be done with him.

FORTROSE: Andwhat'sthat?

MELNIK (now with quietferocity): Liquidate him.

ANN (startled) Kill him——?

MELNIK: Yes, kill him—xkill him dead. Liquidate. Finish!

CHU (thoughtfully): Yes, I think that would be very wise thing to do
with this man.

FORTROSE (surprised): What—you too? (Gnu nods and smiles.
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FORTROSE now turnsto MELNIK.) We couldn't possibly do that, you
know, Melnik.

MELNIK (passionately): Ifyou cannot do it, if police cannot do it—
then | will doit. Yes—itissimple. ThisVezabar Is sick—he does not
know it but he is sick—with dangerous infectious diseese. Dr.
Melnik must treat him—and at once. So Dr. Méelnik treats him—and
he dies. What a pity!

RIBERAC rises, looking at hiswatch.

RIBERAC (to FORTROSE): | am sorry but you will have to excuse me.
| have an appointment at eleven-thirty.

FORTROSE: All right, Louis. (RIBERAC goes. FORTROSE turns to
MELNIK, smiling.) You've been up dl night and had along trip back.
You'e tired. And you're angry because some promising research
material has been wantonly destroyed. I'm desperately sorry about
that. It was ourjob to give you and your staff better protection. Have
a bath, a drink and a med, and then turnin.

MELNIK: Very nice. Andthen | am different man, en?

FORTROSE: | hope 0.

MELNIK: Liberal sentimental man—play thegame—eh?

FORTROSE (steadily): Again—I hope so.

MELNIK ﬁquieter now): Let metell you. | am tired—I| am angry—I
am dirty—all right. But | am speaking now with cold reason. This
Vezabar—I| know about him. He has been sent here to make dl the
trouble he can, so they sa% "UNUTO is no good. America must take
over theisland again—or have nice little crook republic depending on
American Capitalism”. So—what do we do with this man Vezabar?
Send him away from Corabana? He will come back. Put him in
prison here? He will be a hero—and soon they rescue him. No—
there is only one thing to do—liquidate him, and dam’ quick—finish!

ANN (protesting): But Dr. Melnik, it's impossible. We couldn't do
such a thing.

MELNIK: There is a syphilitic rat—a malarial mosquito—what do
you do?

ANN: That's not the same thing.

MELNIK (ignoring her interruption): A leg has gangrene—so to save
the whole body we cut off the rotten leg.

ANN: And that isn't the same thing ether. This is a man—a
person——

MELNIK (with more vigour): So—you think | care nothing about
men—about persons? Do | not try to help them al the time?

ANN: Yes, of course, but—
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MELNIK: What wasthe good work that was destroyed last night but
helping men—helping persons? What will happen to the people of
Corabanaif we have to leave them? Why does Professor Chu, who is
S0 nice, so kind, so gentle, agree with me about this Vezabar? | will
tel you. Because once he had a large and loving family—many
brothers, ssters, uncles, cousins—and now he does not know where
they are or what has become of them, like millions and millions of
other Chinese. And why? Because forty or fifty important gentlemen
in Japan wanted more power, more money. And if they had been
liquidated in time——

ANN: But you can't start murdering people——

MELNIK (vehemently): Itisbetter that oneguilty wicked man should
die—

ANN (with force, cutting in): Yes, if he's been legaly found
guilty——

FORTROSE (asserting himself): All right, Ann. Leave this to me.
(Heregards MELNIK steadilyfor amoment.) Look, Menik, werenot
pretending to be better than you are; probably if we'd suffered what
you suffered during the war——

MELNIK (grimly): You would have died of horror.

FORTROSE: It'squitepossible. That'swhy | don't proposetotakea
high moral line about this. But what you proposeis quite unthinkable.
It contradicts everything we stand for.

MELNIK: Doesit contradict the welfare and happiness of innocent
decent people?

FORTROSE: Yes—intheend it does.

MELNIK: Because you save them from exploitation—from robbers
and Fascist swine?

FORTROSE: Because you're beginning to misuse power. First, this
manisreally dangerousto thecommunity. Soblot him out. Then this
other man might be dangerous. So he must go. Then another man
merely disagrees with you. So you might as well get rid of him. And
down the dopeto Hell you go. Y ou have seenit for yourself.

MELNIK (vehemently): | have seen millions starved, tortured,
murdered, because a few evil men were not killed as you would kill a
diseased rat.

CHU: Thatisvery true. And it is possibleto betoo sentimental. It
is charming but sometimesit is not wise.

MELNIK: I amadoctor. | tryto savelife. Why? Becausel havefor
life—this flower of blood and brain—a great tenderness and a great
hope. The day will come when it will be beautiful—as the poets have
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dreamed. But until then, we must be strong and watchful—and use
the surgeon's knife to cut away al that is rotten and bad. And if not,
then what do we do with thisVezabar then? Send him pretty flowers—
give him a drink—tell him not to be a bad boy?

FORTROSE: If | thought that would save our work here, I'd try it.
But | imagine something a little stronger will be necessary. But not
murder. Bad means make worse ends. You'l let me have your report
as soon as possible, please.

MELNIK (preparingtogo): Yes, and | will check my supplies at the
sores this afternoon, to see what can be spared for the North Section.
(To CHU, who hasalsorisen.) Come, my friend. (Gnunodsandsmiles
and they move slowly towards door right. FORTROSE makes some notes
at hisdesk. Then at door MELNIK turns. Gravely.) One word more—
if you please.

FORTROSE (looking up): Yes?

MELNIK (with some gravity): Thisis not more arguments. Finish!
But remember—please—thisis not nice Civil Service work in London.
And in some places—fine delicate feelings are too great a luxury. |
think you are making a bad mistake. | feel it here (pats his heart.) |
am unhappy aboutit. Moreunhappy than I can understand.

He goes out right, following CHU, who leads. FORTROSE looks at
ANN, triestogrin, butseesthat sheislookingworriedandmiserable.

FORTROSE (quietly, after a pause): What's the matter, Ann? You
unhappy too, more than you can understand?

ANN (with suggestion ofemotion): Not morethan | can understand.

FORTROSE: All thiswretched business?

ANN: Partly that.

FORTROSE: What else?

ANN: Two weeks ago | wrote privately to MacDowell—it was he
who first suggested | should come to UNUTO—asking him if | could
be transferred to another unit.

FORTROSE (astonished): Transferred? But why, my dear Ann? |
couldn't possibly do without you. Why should you want to leave us?
And why didn't you tell me?

ANN (turning away fromhim): | felt—I needed achange.

FORTROSE (stillstaggered): Good God! You were the one person |
thought | could depend upon.

ANN (muffled):  Oh—dont.

FORTROSE (getting upandcoming roundto her): Look here—what's
the matter?

ANN (shrinking as he approaches): No—please—don't touch me.
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FORTROSB (staring at her): All right. | was only going to venture a
comradely pat.

ANN (halfangry, halfemotional): | don't want acomradely pat. No
\élvoman ever wants a comradely pat. Either take hold of us or leave us

one.

FORTROSE: | washoping to depend uponyou morethan ever now.

ANN: That's the point. Can't you see? If I'd known wed find
ourselves in trouble so soon——

FORTROSE: Y ouwouldn't have asked for thetransfer. Well, there's
nothing to worry about. MacDowell will probably ask me. As a
matter of fact, you ought to have asked me.

ANN: | know, but I couldn't. And | told MacDowel you hadn't
to be brought into it.

FORTROSE: But | have to be brought into it. Unless you feel you
cant work with me any longer, and if so then you ought to have
talked to me first before you wrote to MacDowell. | don't like this,
Ann—

ANN (staring up at himsombrely): | don't likeit either—any of it.

As they are staring at each other, JILL entersbriskly right. Sheis
wearing another dress, but looks equally charming.

JLL (brightly): I hope Tin not interrupting anything very im-
portant——

FORTROSE (swinging round, embarrassed): No—we were just——

JILL: The point is, Nils Dayton hasjust arrived with his friend Mr.
Lerma, who's anxious to meet you.

FORTROSE: And I'm rather anxious to meet him.

JLL (coming in as FORTROSE begins to move): | left them on the
veranda. Bring Mr. Lerma in here. And tel Nils I'll join himin a
minute.

By the time she has said this, FORTROSE hasgone out right. ANN
has now risen, and the two women look at each other.

ANN: Wel?

JILL: There seems to be a lot of emotion in the air here. What's it
dl about?

ANN: | nearly told him. 1 wish | had now.

JLL (coally): Told him what?

ANN: That I can't endureit here any longer—because—

JLL: You want him so badly.

ANN (angrily, but not loud): Because | hate to see him wasting
himself on a woman like you.
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JLL: Perhaps he doesn't know he's wasting himsdlf. In fact, I'm
sure he doesn'.

ANN (urgently): Youdon't eventry——

JLL (coolly): I'd stop now if | were you. Fm not annoyed. The
trouble is—that as they can't teach these things in colleges, you don't
know what you're taking about. Why dont you take the man
yourself and have done with it? At least you'd learn something.

ANN: Youmakemesick.

JLL: Nonsense! It's life that makes you sick. You only want to
read about it, not live it.

ANN: Those other two were bad enough——

JILL: Oh—you knew about them, did you? But then | suppose
everybody did.

ANN: But Dayton—

JLL (cheerfully): He might be rather a brute, eh?

ANN (scornfully): You ought to know.

JILL: Actualy I don't. I'm not his mistress, ?;ou know, though you
dl think | am. So far—for once—I've kept him at a fair distance,
though it's been hard work and of courseit can't last. Not intended to.
| must make up my mind one way or the other—soon. | shal tell
Edward myself, so, for your own sake, don't you rush in and tell him,
because if his pride is hurt then hell aso didike you for helping to
hurt it. Whereas, if you say nothing, look innocent and startled if he
confidesin you, then anything might happen. By theway, | hear that
poor old UNUTO is having some trouble?

ANN (bitterly): | supposeyou're delighted.

JILL: Certainly. The sooner you're dl back home, not doing good
any more, the better I'll be pleased.

She swings round as FORTROSE enters right with LERMA. The
latter is an elderly Latin-American, dight, rather frail, with thin
brown face, thick white hair and a gentle fagtidious voice and
manner. He is thus totally unlike the popular conception of the hig
capitalist. He is in yachting clothes of a conservative type. He
smilesat JILL, who raises her voice cheerfully.

I'mjust saying that the sooner dl these UNUTO people go home and
stop doing good to the world, the better I'll be pleased.
FORTROSE: My dear, Mr. Lerma may not understand your parti-
cular brand of humour.
ANN (sharply): I wish/didnt.
She makes a quick determined exit left.
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JLL (amused): Lord help us—how that dreary young woman hates
me!

FORTROSE (sharply): No, Jll——

He gives her a quick look and she raises her eyebrows at him.
LERMA, a tactful man, smoothly intervenes.

LERMA (toJILL): YouandNils, I think, arelunchingwithmeonmy
little yacht.

JLL: Yes Lovely. And don't cdl it little. (To FORTROSE.) You
ought to seeit, Edward. Palatial—that'sthe word, isn't it?

LERMA (turning to FORTROSE): But why don't you? Why not join
usfor lunch, Sr Edward?

FORTROSE: Wish| could. But I must grabaquick bitehereandthen
dashblup to the north of the island, where we've been having a little
trouble.

JILL: Nils and | will be waiting for you on the veranda, Mr.
Lerma. (Exit.)

FORTROSE(indicatingarm-chair): Ithinkthat'sfairlycomfortable.

LERMA (sitting down): Thank you.

FORTROSE: Cigar—or cigarettes——?

LERMA (delicately): No thank you. | gave up smoking many years
ago. It spailsthe palate not only for wine but for good food also.

FORTROSE (lighting a pipe or cigarette): For the sort of food and
wine I've had these last few years, you need a spoilt palate.

LERMA (smiling): Ah—yes. But some of us have been more
fortunate. Y ou enjoy the good things of life, though ?

FORTROSE: Very much. When | can get a 'em. 1'm no ascetic, if
that's what you mean.

LERMA (with soft precision): | am myself something of a gourmet,
though | eat and drink little these days. But it must be—the best that
can be obtained. It isthe samewith my pictures.

'FORTROSE: Ah—yes—you were going to tell me about your
pictures.

LERMA: | have afew worth seeing in my little apartment in New
York but the best are in my villa at Guernavaca. Do you know
Guernavaca—it is not far from Mexico City?

FORTROSE: No, but I've heard of it. Some of the old Capri gang
are now there, aren't they?

LERMA: Possibly. It's quite alittle centre—and | have a charming
villa My collection there is not large, but | flatter myself it has been
put together not without a certain taste. Some of the best Maisse.
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Picasso of the middle period. Modigliani. Marie de Laurencin.
Derain. Rouault. And the Impressionists, of course. And some of the
best work of our Latin-American painters, unknown to you probably,
Sr Edward, but not to be despised.

FORTROSE: | wouldn'tthink of despisingthem. It soundsawonder-
ful collection.

LERMA: | hopel shall have the pleasure, one day, of showingit to
you—and to Lady Fortrose, who is—if you'll alow me to say o, as
charming and witty as sheis beautiful. Ah! (hesighs.) Thisisavery
unpleasant world, my dear Sir Edward.

FORTROSE: Partsof it are.

LERMA: Mogt of it. But to acquire afew exquisite choicetilings—
to retire with those things into some green and sunny place, far away
from the squalor of industry and the sordid cares of business—then
occasonaly to show these beautiful things to a few well-chosen
friends—well, that seems to me as much happiness as a man can
expect in this world.

FORTROSE (not aggressively): And a great deal more than most
people get, of course. Though there are other ways of being happy
quite different from al this exquisite tasting and retiring and con-
noisseuring with the chosen few.

LERMA: Ah—butthenyou aredtill young—comparatively. And at
your agethereis till the enjoyment—aof power.

FORTROSE: No doubt. Forgive my curiosity, but aren't you,
among other things, the president of a very formidable corporation
knownasPan-AmericanAlloys?

LERMA : | am. Andrather alazy President, thesedays.

FORTROSE: With that—and other things—you must know some-
thing about power.

LERMA (smiling): Enough not to care very much about it and
longer. Providing, of course, that | can live the kind of life | prefer.
Naturally | insist upon that.

FORTROSE: Naturally, not many people can do that, canthey?

LERMA: Not many people really want anything much better than
what they have got. There | would agree with Lady Fortrose and, |
imagine, would disagree with you, my dear Sr Edward.

FORTROSE: My dear Mr. Lerma, it'sonly my politeness, such asitis,
and my sense of the short space of time at our disposal, that prevent
my disagreeing with you very sharply indeed.

LERMA (laughing softly): Quite so. But | am glad you have heard of
Pan-American Alloys.
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FORTROSE: That'snot surprising. But why areyou glad?

LERMA (dowly): | have a suggestion to make. But first let me tdll
you a secret. And this is to show how frank | am being with you.
Hereis my little secret. Those of us who are responsible for such large
enterprises as Pan-American Alloys—we are often called Big Business
—are worried, really anxious, because now there seems to be a dis
turbing shortage of genuine executive ahility in the world. We can fill
our less important posts easily enough, but not our more important
and responsible ones. And thetruthis, we need men like you.

FORTROSE (astonished): Mr. Lerma, you astonish me.

LERMA: But why? You are a well-trained and experienced ad-
ministrator. You are not afraid of responsibility. | know a good deal
about you. | had areport on your record, and have also had some talk
with Lady Fortrose.

FORTROSE: Thedevil you have!

LERMA : The United Nations Undeveloped Territories Organisation
pays you twelve thousand dollars a year—tax-free, of course—plus a
personal alowance. You can join Pan-American Alloys next month
and start at thirty-five thousand dollars a year, plus an expense
allowance and a bonus.

FORTROSE: GoodLord! Fordoingwhat?

LERMA: | would suggest, as a beginning, acting as head of our
personnel department. After that—well, we are avery large organisa-
tion. We are aso avery secure organisation. Infinitely more secure as
an employer, Sir Edward, than your UNUTO. In fact—UNUTO—
well—(he shrugs.)

FORTROSE (quietly): Tel meabout UNUTO, Mr. Lerma.

LERMA: | am no poalitician. And these days you can hardly cdl me
an active business man—just—

FORTROSE: | know. Just alover of beautiful things—and ayacht-
owner. But what have you heard about UNUTO?

LERMA : | happened to beinWashington afew weeks ago, and heard
rumours there that the UNUTO experiment was not thought, in
officia circles, to be succeeding—too premature perhaps. So that—
well, anything might happen. And nobody is saying that about Pan-
American Alloys.

FORTROSE: Not if they want to keep on living the Pan-American
way of life, they aren't.

LERMA: One other point. You would not have to remain in this
part of the world. And | gather from Lady Fortrose that you do not
like the tropics.
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FORTROSE: Not much—no.

LERMA: May | ask—what type of country most appeals to you?

FORTROSE (morefor his own benefit than LERMA'S): | St here—or go
out and stare at the bougainvillaeas or the poinsettias or at the dazzling
blue sea—eating my heart out for the sight again of a green English
fdl and a grey stone wal—Home! (Hepauses a moment.) In less than
three weeks | am due for leave—to go home—to go home . . . (fie
recovers himself, adding in ordinary tone.) That is, if the situation here
alows me to go.

LERMA: Andyet, feelingthis—likeapoet——

FORTROSE (lightly): Like some poets. We have akind now that sit
in Ritz bars and write like melancholy solicitors.

LERMA: Feeling such homesickness—that is the word, isn't it?—
still—you stay here—for twelve thousand dollars a year——

FORTROSE (rather lightly): A new world—and we must have one or
we may not even enjoy long what's |eft of the old world—must have a
new kind of man to serveit. | don't count myself a very good speci-
men. But | fedl it's worth trying—in fact, so far as I'm concerned, the
only thing worth trying.

LERMA: You are not refusing my offer?

FORTROSE: At therisk of sounding rude—I'm not even considering
it. (Glancing at himsharply.) But | can't believe you were serious.

LERMA: Certainly | was—and till am. (Herises.) Sr Edward, if
you are awise man, you will consider this offer very carefully. And
thereis not much time.

FORTROSE (also standing): Why isn't there much time?

LERMA: Because—(breaksoff, smiles, then continuesinlighter tone)
| hope to sail tomorrow. In two weeks | shal return for a day or two,
and that might be your last chance.

FORTROSE (cheerfully): | have an idea that you were about to give
me some other reason—and then suddenly changed your mind.

LERMA (smiling, moving slowly nearer door right): | am hoping you
will change your mind too.

FORTROSE (moving forward to halt him): By the way—just one
question.

LERMA (still now, stiltsmiling): Y esof course.

FORTROSE: Vezabar.

LERMA: Yes?

FORTROSE: Did he—by any chance arrive here in your yacht?

LERMA: He did.
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FORTROSE: A friend of yours?

LERMA : Not exactly an old acquaintance.

FORTROSE: Wheredidyourunacrosshimagain?

LERMA: AtVeraCruz.

FORTROSE: Andheaskedfor apassage?

LERMA: Yes, and | could hardly refuse.

FORTROSE: Probably not. But why washelanded so secretly onthe
north of the island?

LERMA: But, my dear Sir Edward, there is nothing secret about it.
He explained that he has a small property near the North Coast—at
Santa Rosa, | think he said—and as he wanted to see it as soon as
possible, | agreed to have him taken ashore near there. Why not?
We may not admirethetype. But heisnot acriminal.

FORTROSE: Isn'the?

LERMA: Hispapersarealinorder. And—perhaps! ought to add—
(he looks hard at FORTROSE as he says this) he is not without influence
either here or elsewhere. The man himself —

But he is interrupted by the arrival o/ RIBERAC at door right. He
hesitatesashe seesLERMA,, who turns.

RIBERAC: Oh—I amsorry.

FORTROSE: No, Louis—come in. Mr. Lerma—this is Monsieur
L ouis Riberac— our financial and economic expert.

LERMA: How doyou do? | aminterested in these subjects——

RIBERAC: Yes | know you are.

LERMA (rather slowly, with a smile): And of course in UNUTO. |
must leave tomorrow, so perhaps you could come out to my yacht this
evening for an aperitif.

RIBERAC: Thankyou, it will beagreat pleasure.

LERMA: About six-thirty then. | will send thelaunch.

As LERMA moves towards door right, FORTROSE moves with him
andaddresses RIBERAC, who has now moved in, as hegoes.

FORTROSE: Wait, Louis. Andringfor Rosa, will you?

RIBERAC nods, and the other two go out right. RIBERAC rings bell
on desk, then lightsa cigarette and staresthoughtfully at door right,
clearly thinking about LERMA. ROSA, after a moment or two, enters
quietly left with notebook andpencil. He does not know she is there
at first, and she looks at him adoringly and with longing. Then he
turnsandseessheisthere.

RIBERAC: Sir Edward asked meto ring for you. Heiscoming back
in a minute.
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ROSA (shyly): Yes, Mr. Riberac.

He looks at her steadily. She glances at him, then stands with
downcast eyes. Then he takesfrom hispocket a littlegoldbrooch.

RIBERAC: Hold out your hand, Rosa. (Hesitating a little, ROSA
holds out her hand, looking at him wonderingly. He speaks softly now.)
Thisisfor you, Rosa. A little present. It belonged to my sister. Take
it, please. (Heputsit into her hand.)

ROSA (flustered): Oh—but—Mr. Riberac—I can't——

RIBERAC: Ofcourseyou can. Itischarming, isn'tit? Youlikeit?

ROSA (lookingfrombrooch to him): Oh—yes—it'slovely. I'venever
had anything like this——

RIBERAC: Then please keep it. And wear it often. Wear it now.
Allow me.

He takes the brooch andpinsit on. Sheiswide-eyed and happy.
When the brooch is on, and before he can take his hand away, she
seizes his hand and kisses it passionately.

RIBERAC: No, Rosa.

ROSA (breathless): | wanted—to thank you——

RIBERAC (gently): | know. But—my dear Rosa—this is redlly a
little good-bye present.

ROSA, (alarmed): You are leaving?

RIBERAC: | am not going from here—no. But | must go from your
thoughts, Rosa. (She shakes her head furioudly.) | am the wrong man.
Itisawaste of love.

ROSA (sadly): Becausel am only—anidand girl.

RIBERAC: No—no—no. What iswrong with being anisland girl?
You are everything that is young and delicious, my dear Rosa.

ROSA: Then why—why——? (Sheisready to cry now.)

RIBERAC: Itis not you who are wrong for this love affair. You are
perfect for it. No, itis| who am dl wrong, and that is why you must
stop thinking about me. | am old—old——
hROSA (crying a little): No, you are quite young. Only thirty-
three——

RIBERAC: That is what they write on the official forms—thirty-
three. But really | am a thousand years old. And | am no longer a
man nor yet awoman. | am a ghost. You cannot love a ghost. Itis
a terrible waste.  There is nothing there—no sex—no heart—nothing
you could enjoy. Only alittle clear sad intelligence—and memories of
other people and of dead lives—nothing—nothing for a girl. 1t would
be like pouring your rich blood into an ash heap.
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ROSA (crying quietly): | don't understand you——

She turns away to cry. FORTROSE now enters right and takes in
thesituation.

FORTROSE: All right, Rosa. Come back in about two minutes.
(She goes out quickly left. FORTROSE turns on RIBERAC, annoyed.)
What the devil are you up to with that child, Louis?

RIBERAC: Not what you imagine. | was making beautiful sad
speeches to her but she did not understand.

FORTROSE: Wdll, | wish you'd leave her alone—or make your
beautiful speeches after working hours. Y ou went to see the shipping
people, didn't you?

RIBERAC (businesslike now): Y es—and we can have space up to a
thousand tons a month to New Orleans. But Buenos Aires will be
more difficult to arrange. | will have a full report ready for our next
mesting.

FORTROSE (at desk now): Good. Anything else?

RIBERAC: No. (Hesitates) Except——

FORTROSE: Yes?

RIBERAC: Y oudid not object to my accepting Lermasinvitation for
this evening?

FORTROSE: No, of course not. You ought to enjoy yourself. An
exquisite old taster of life, this Mr. Lerma, enjoying delicate sensations,
well away from the crowd, inthe middle of aniron ring of money and
machine-guns.

RIBERAC: Youdonotlikehim?

FORTROSE: A poisonous old party. Very clever and, I'd say,
completely ruthless. So be careful what you say to him.

RIBERAC: Of course.

FORTROSE (thoughtfully): Everythingpointsnowtoaddiberateplan
to wreck UNUTO. | fancy Lermas in it up to his neck and wants us
out of this island—he even offered me ajob to get me out—although
what thereis for him and Pan-American Alloys | can't imagine.

ROSA now enters left, looking composed again.

RIBERAC (dowly): | will try tofind out. | think Dayton discovered
something up in those hills.

FORTROSE (who isplaying with a small shaped paperweight, apparently
made of something like green glass—throwing it up afew inches and
catching it): Possibly. But the Spaniards, when they were here,
ransacked those hills pretty thoroughly.

RIBERAC: For gold, slver, copper—yes. But now there are other
things equally valuable.
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ROSA (indicating paperweight): Excuse me, Sr——

FORTROSE: Yes, Rosa?

ROSA (shyly): What isthat made of ? Because—thereisalot of it in
the hills, my uncle used to say. Heused to carveit—Ilike that.

FORTROSE (examiningpaperweight): | don'tknowwhatitis. Imagined
it to be some kind of glass. Here, Louis. (He throwsit and RIBERAC
catchesit.) Doyou know what itis?

RIBERAC (looking at it): No. But | have often seen this materia
here.

FORTROSE: Well, try and find out what it is. But don't ask Mr.
Lerma.

RIBERAC: Of course not. | shal try to make him talk. Perhaps he
will offer me ajob too. | will do the shipping report now.

Smilesandgoes out left.

FORTROSE (to ROSA, who has notebook ready): Cable to MacDowell,
UNUTO, Washington—Situation developing here please cal me late
tonight stop Check any lobbying Pan-American Alloys. (She takes it
down. He waits a moment, thinking.) Cable to Professor Farley,
Trinity College, Cambridge, England—What is substance like heavy
glass or coarse emerald found in hills here and if possible suggest value
and uses stop Looks like no Esk Hause——

ROSA (puzzed): Esk Hause?

FORTROSE: E.SK. H.A.U.SE—it's a place in the Lake Didtrict
that Professor Farley and | know very well. Got it? Looks like no
Esk Hause for me this year though am still hoping Bless you—
Fortrose, UNUTO, Corabana. And send that reply paid. (KARAM
has now appeared in doorway right. He looksfrightened.) Yes, Karam
—what isit?

KARAM (steppingforward, hoarsely): Senor Vezabar—here.

ROSA gives a startled exclamation.

FORTROSE (coolly): Wall, that mightn't be abad idea. Show him in,
Karam.

KARAM goes.

ROSA (softly, disturbed): He is a bad man. Shal | go now, please,
sr?

FORTROSE (quietly): Not yet. Stand there—with your notebook. |
\(/jvant to see how he takes you. But get those cables olf as soon as you

0 go.
A moment"spause, then VEZABAR entersright. Heisa powerfully
built middle-aged Spanish-Indian. His left shoulder is higher than
hisright, and his left leg is rather iff, so that he walks with a dlight
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limp. He is somewhat gaudily dressed. He speaks with a guttural
Spanish-cum-American accent. He has a powerful deep voice and is
aformidabletype. But though amenacingfigure, he must beplayed
solidly in character and not given any melodramatic tricks of voice
andmanner. He does not wear or carry a hat. He marches straight
in, easy and confident, moving straight across towards desk.

VEZABAR: Vezabar.
FORTROSE: AndIl'm Sir Edward Fortrose.

VEZABAR: Yes—I know. (Looks insolently at ROSA, who is clearly
uncomfortablein hispresence.) ISland girl?

FORTROSE (not without touch of humour): Yes. Now on our staff—
Miss Rosa Olacca. Senor Vezabar.

ROSA (nervoudly): How dyou do.

VEZABAR (grimly): | spik English aso. (With suddenferocity.) Get
out!

ROSA dtarts back.

FORTROSE (sharply): Stay where you are, Rosa. (He comesfrom
behind desk onright side, and there is hardly roomfor him to passwith
VEZABAR standing there.) Excuse me. (VEZABAR rather reluctantly has
to step back a pace or two. FORTROSE is now infront of desk.) Not a
very happy beginning, senor. Thisis my room, and Miss Olaccais a
member of my staff and so doesn't take orders from you—not even
polite ones.

VEZABAR (shrugging): Know'er family. | am angry—okay. Why?
| don't like to see Corabana girl officer clurk for UNUTO. Idland girl
should stay home—have babies.

FORTROSE: When she decidesto stay at home and have babies, we
shall do nothing to stop her. But she'syoungyet. All right, Rosa, you
can go now. (ROSA goes out left. FORTROSE turns to VEZABAR.) St
down,won'tyou?(VEZABARsitsinlargestarm-chair, sprawlingalittle,
and lights a cigarette. FORTROSE also sits down. This happens during
rest of speech?) I'm very glad you've come to see us. 1'd heard you
were back on the Island, and there are several things | want to discuss
with you.

VEZABAR: Corabanais my home. |'ave many relations an'friends
here. Some property also. Once | was minister—important man—big
shot.

FORTROSE: | know dl about that.

VEZABAR: Yes—yes. But Corabanaisnot your home. Y ou'aveno
relations, no friends, no property here. You are English noble-
man—-—-

[367]



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY

FORTROSE: English nobleman? Certainly not. My father was a
doctor in Stockport—but never mind about that. | used to be an
English Civil Servant. Now I'm an international Civil Servant, and I'm
here because the United Nations sent me here.

VEZABAR: How much longer you t'ink you stay here?
FORTROSE (rather sharply): Until I'minstructedtoleave.

VEZABAR (grinning): Not long, | fink. That's why | come back.
To beready for changes. | annofool. | am smart.

FORTROSE (earnestly): Then | want you to listen to me—carefully—
for aminute or two, Mr. Vezabar. Will you?

VEZABAR: Sure! Costs me not'ing. (He gives a loud laugh at this.
FORTROSE does not even smile but looks steadily at him.)

FORTROSE (same earnest tone): | know something about you. |
think you have had very bad luck, and have some reason to fedl bitter.
When you were a child—and ought to have been at school—you were
sent to work in one of the plantation mills. There was an accident and
your arm and your leg were permanently injured——

VEZABAR (angrily): We do not talk of dis. | am now a strong man—
very strong——

FORTROSE: Nodoubt. Butthat'swhat happened. Then afterwards
you logt ayoung wife and a baby——

VEZABAR (jumping up, very angry): No one can talk dis way to me.
| ‘ave suffered very much— but it is al finished how——

FORTROSE (with authority): Please §t down. I'm not going to say
anything more about your misfortunes. You had bad luck and I'm
sorry. (VEZABAR reluctantly sits down again.) What | want to point
out is this. Those things needn't have happened, and wouldn't have
happened if thisidland had been decently governed. And we're hereto
see that such things don't happen again—that boys aren't sent to work
with rotten machinery, that young mothers and babies have proper
medical care. Now—remembering what you suffered—uwill you help
us?

VEZABAR: No, why should | 'dp you? All dat is done wit'. All
right—okay—I 'ad bad luck—but now | am Vezabar. Yes—an' wit'
many frien's in Corabana an' odder places. | come 'ome to mind my
business. You go ‘ometo mind your business. Why you st 'ere—in
my Corabana—talkin' to me of my arm an' leg, my wife an' baby?
(Angrily, shouting.) Y es—why—why—why? Disis our Corabana—
not yours. We do t'ings our own way in our own place.

FORTROSE (patiently): Stop shouting. UNUTO isnot herefor ever,
but until your people have learnt——
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VEZABAR (noisily again): Yes—yes. Until we 'ave learnt—an' you
an' odder gringos an' dam' slly bitches of idand girls will teach us.
Yes—yes. An' make plenty money out of Corabana——

FORTROSE (coldly): Corabanadoesn't pay for itsdf.

VEZABAR (triumphantly): Corabana pay for itself when me an' my
frien's run disisdand. Yes—an' soon it pays for itself much better—
when UNUTO 'as gone. (Herisesandgrins.)

FORTROSE (rising): You're giving yourself away badly now,
Vezabar. Wdll, you had your chance—and wouldn't take it. You've
been sent here to make mischief. Already severa UNUTO clinics and
schools have been destroyed, and if | can find proof that you incited
the men up there to destroy our property, | shal have you arrested,
tried, and, | trust, sent to prison.

VEZABAR: Bigtak! | am very frightened. (He guffaws heartily.)

FORTROSE: Butthat'snot al. Evenifl can't find any proof—even
if nothing more happens—I give you just two weeksin which to finish
your business here, and after that | shal have you deported from this
island. | have authority to do that.

VEZABAR stares at him insolently for a moment. FORTROSE, as
ifinterview were over, goes to telephone at his desk, sits down and
takes up receiver.

FORTROSE (into telephone): PutmethroughtoMajor Munro please.
(Looks acrossat VEZABAR, who has now strolled to door right, wherehe
turns) Major Munro, by the way, is head of our Security unit.

VEZABAR (at first loud andjeering but becoming quieter and more
menacing during two speeches that follow): Aut'ority! Aut'ority!
Security! Security! Bigtalk! Intwo weeks you send me away from
Corabana, where | belong an' you do not belong. Big talk! Sir
Fortrose—you kid yourself. Why you think | come here to seeyou?

FORTROSE (waiting at telephone): I've been wondering. (Into
telephone) Yes, I'll hold on.

VEZABAR: | ask myself—ishig man? Is strong man—tough guy—
yes? No. (He makes a rude derisive noise.) Kind of man couldn't
keep own wife out of odder men's blankets. How you t'ink you
manage Vezabar, eh? Better go 'ome quick—play golf game—read
books for women. Dangerous 'ere soon. Better go ‘ome to nice tea
party where you belong. Hastala Vistal

He swaggers out right. FORTROSE, who has been listening to him
withgreat self-control, nowattendsto tel ephone.

FORTROSE (into telephone): Oh—I'm sorry, Munro. Yes, this is

Fortrose. There was somebody here, a gentlemen who was trying hard
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to make me lose my temper. . . . Never mind, tell you later. The

int is, | must vigt the North Section today, and | thought you'd

ter drive me up there. . . . Yes, | thought Santa Rosa first. . . .
Y es, as soon aswe can. SaK quarter to two here. By theway, it's not
suddenly turned colder, has it? ... | see. Probably a touch of
something then. Look—I'll have to be back tonight—I'm expecting a
cdl from Washington—so let's make it half-past one here, or earlier if
youcan. . . .

The curtain, which hasbeen travelling slowly, is down.

END OF ACT ONE
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Scene as before, afortnight later. The timeis late afternoon. Itissun-
set, and there isa warm but not too bright light flooding the Sa%e
and gilding the hills seen through opening at back. But this light
begins to fade slowly almost from rise of curtain.  This discovers
RIBERAC and CHU sitting in silent intimacy. From distance at back
can be heard the sound of a guitar played rather slowly and softly
giving effect of pleasant melancholy. The whole scene strikes this
note. Itissomemomentsbeforeanythingissaid. Theguitar music,
which is faded down or brought up very carefully, continues
throughout the scene between RIBERAC and CHU.

RIBERAC (quietly): Where are your thoughts, my friend?

CHU (smiling, softly): Above our village, onthehillside, was alittle
old temple, where often we used to go. It was covered with wistaria,
and in Sprin%éhe dopes above were bright with yellow and purple
azaeas. The bdls of thistemple were very old too, and the sound they
made was not very loud but very nice, very charming. When we were
children we were very happy there—a long time ago.

RIBERAC: And now it is dl gone.

CHU: No, | think it is till there. The village, the hillside, the little
old temple—they have seen such change, much trouble. But in China
we have a saying "The wind blows, the grass bends'.

RIBERAC (still quietly but rather harshly): But your family has
vanished, you are far away, and your happiness has gone.

CHU: | had it here in my thoughts. But there was of course a sad-
ness too. Like a poem. We have many such poems. They are very
charming.

RIBERAC (after apause): | had two friends | loved in the Resistance
with me, two who were afterwards caught and killed. There was a
time when we al three hid together in the Camargue, at the mouth of
the Rhone. And on one of the first mornings there, among the salt
marshes and the lagoons, when everything was clear and bright, as if
it had just been made that morning, we saw the flamingos, a cloud of
pink and scarlet wings, riseinto the blue air. And we laughed aloud—
tor happiness. Afterwards my friends died. | think | died too. So did
theworld that made us laugh with happinessthat morning.
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CHU: No, no—the sun il shines on this country you speak about,
and the birds dtill stretch their charming wings. Somebody laughs
with happiness, no doubt. Remember—the wind blows, the grass
bends. Then, when the wind has gone, the grass is upright once more.
In Chinawe are like the grass.

RIBERAC: In Europewe can be broken.

CHU: Youaredtill tooyoung. Likechildrenwho seetherainfalling
and think they can never play in the sunshine again. (A pause.)
Everything that is happening in the world now also happened in
China long ago. We are new type of Civil Servant. In China, three
thousand years ago, it was decided to have new type of Civil Servant.

RIBERAC: But no atom bombs.

CHU: Atom bombs can only destroy and kill. Destruction and
death are not new. They were there also in China, three thousand
years ago. But it is not the moment for such thoughts. Let us con-
tinue to think of more pleasing and poetical things.

They are silentfor afew moments during which they sit brooding
and the distant guitar isfaintly heard.
Tonight thereis abig festival—fiesta.

RIBERAC: Yes. | have arranged to celebrate it mysdlf in a modest
way. | am dining with some of the shipping people at Pierre's, and |
shall drink a great deal of champagne from Chile, which they will
pretend is French, and then some really excellent Courvoisier. Infour
hourstime| hopeto be quietly and decently drunk.

CHU (politely): That will bevery nice.

RIBERAC: You canjoin meif you wish.

CHU: Thank you, but I think that will not be possible. | have
promised to spend this evening with Dr. Melnik, who is very unhappy,
| think. And he does not like Pierre's restaurant because it is a centre
of reaction. Itis possble, | think, to be too politically minded.

RIBERAC: There used to be a vaudeville trick caled Sawing a
Woman in Half. Now it is no longer a trick, an illusion. You can
hear the saw scraping the ribs of the world.

CHU (smiling, but with touch of seriousness): That is defeatist talk
from United Nations official. We are here to protect those ribs.

RIBERAC: | am off duty now. (Carefully, behind cover of apparent
lightness.) And there is something dse. There are times when we
seem to have no more decison, no will to act according to our rea
desires, but play parts that have been mysterioudly alotted to us, like
S0 many pieces on a chess board. And this—| mean here and how—
is such a time. Fortrose is late. Médnik has not arrived. We st
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waiting here. It is a moment of quiet, of emptiness, before the un-
known chess player makes his next move.

CHU: In the East we are accustomed to such fatalism. But in a
Western man it could mean something ese, something quite different.

RIBERAC: What—for example?

CHU (quietly, without accusing tone): That perhaps you have done
something of which you are ashamed, and so try to hide it from
yourself.

RIBERAC (softly, carefulYy): And what is this—something?

CHU (smiling): No, no, please| am not accusing. | am giving what
may be psychological explanation of fatalistic feelings. (Looksaround
him. Light hasfaded considerably.) Itisnearly dark. Shall weturn on
lights?

RIBERAC: No, itisbetterlikethis. Soontherewill betoo (helightsa
cigarette) many lights and too much noise.

A CHU: Lights and noise make nice smple people very gay, very
appy -

RIBERAC (slowly): | am not a nice simple person. (Pause) When
you remember that already you are a skeleton, then it istime to drink,
which is something no skeleton can do.

Enter MELNIK, carrying several small flat boxes. Heisin an
excited state. Almost immediately he switches on lights that
illuminate the right halfand centre of stage but still leave desk and
left in shadow.

MELNIK: Letushavelight! Thatisbetter. But let usnot be clearly
seenin light. These must be closed.

Hegoesto close doors/windowsat back.

RIBERAC: Why shouldthey beclosed?

MELNIK (closing them): Itissafer. Whereis Sir Edward?

CHU: We have beenwaiting for him. For youtoo. Butwhy doyou
speak of safety? Everythingis quiet, very peaceful.

MELNIK (coming down): Too quiet—too peaceful.

CHU: Itisthequiet hour beforethefiestabegins.

MELNIK (fiercely): It is the quiet before the storm. Something
stinking dam' bad will happen soon. Counter-revolutionary tactics.
Militant reaction. Fascigt outbreaks. That is why | bring these—
(shows them the small flat boxes.) Emergency dressings, left by army.
Lint—gauze—pads—morphia. Oneforyou—(givesoneto CHU.)

CHU (accepting it): Thank you—Dbut | think such athing will not be
necessary.
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MELNIK (giving one to RIBERAC): And you—take it. | am not
fooling.

RIBERAC (taking it, with a shrug): Many thanks. But | need a gin
and Dubonnet—not a bandage.

MELNIK: You do not know what you need. | will tell you. But—
one moment—I leave a box on the desk here for Sr Edward—(goes
across to desk withit.)

RIBERAC: Hewill laughat you.

MELNIK (angrily): Yes, yes—no doubt. He has already laughed too
much. Britishhumour—Punch paper. (ImitatingFORTROSE.) My dear
chap! But we are not in London—in nice Athenaeum Club, where |
once take tea—very bad.

CHU: But dl island is quiet. No more attacks on UNUTO places.
No more speeches by this Vezabar. Perhaps he has gone.

MELNIK: | tell you—all too quiet. If little things still happening,
that isnot bad. But when al is quiet, when nothing happens, that isthe
time to be careful. It means that plans have been made—for big out-
break. And when is best time?—oh, it is an old trick—I have seen it
before—when guard is relaxed for holiday—for fiesta. | smell it—
gndl it in the air, my friends.

CHU: Louisfeels somethingtoo. But perhaps not quite of this kind.

RIBERAC: | do not know of what kind. It is something different |
fee—a playing of parts, a degpwalking——

MELNIK: So—thenwakeup, wakeup! Onguard! Action—action!
Militant preparations! And | will tell you. Vezabar has not gone.
One of my nurses—island girl—saw him this morning. He is quiet.
Heis secret. He makes no more speeches. Why?

RIBERAC: Probably because he has been told to leave theidland, and
histimeis up.

MELNTK: Yes, yes—histimeis up, asyou say—and tonight thereis
bigfiesta——

RIBERAC: Munro knowsal about him.

MELNIK (triumphantly): And whereis Munro? Ah—now then we
say something. | have been to his office. Heis not there. He has not
been seen since last night.

RIBERAC (shrugging): What is that? Heis probably amusing him-
sl somewhere with that little brown poule of his—

MELNIK: Indian girl? No—I see her there outside his office—
weeping—because he is gone and she does not know where.

RIBERAC (rising lazily): He has probably found another. But | had
better enquire about him.
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He crosses to desk and switches on a light there and then quietly
telephones. Meanwhile MELNIK goes closer to CHU.

MELNIK (with conspiratorial air): Y ou spend this evening with me,
eh?

CHU: Oh—yes. Louisinvited me to dinner but | told him | would
be with you and that you do not like to dine at Pierre's.

MELNIK (with deeper whisper): No, | do not trust those people.
And there are others | do not trust.

CHU: Perhapsthat is very wise.

MELNIK (raising hisvoicenow): | canbewrong. Itispartly instinct,
| will admit, but then I have known these Fascist plots before, and they
are dl dike. But if I am wrong—what harm is done? (Turning to
RIBERAC, still at telephone.) Well? What reply? Y ou areringing up
Munro'soffice?

RIBERAC (rather dowly): Yes. Thereis no reply at al. Nobody
there. But then—(shrugging and coming away) do not forget—the
fiesta. Thisis Corabana—not Europe, my dear doctor.

MELNIK: Itisthe same world, the same epoch—with till the same
treachery to the struggling masses——

RIBERAC (sharply): No political speech, if you please. And | have
never seen the masses struggle yet, except to see who could throw the
largest stone.

MELNIK (angrily): There are times when you talk like a re-
actionary-——

RIBERAC (sharply): There aretimeswhen | feel like one.
MELNIK (angrily): Thenwhy doyou pretend towork here—with us?

RIBERAC (with breath): | could tell you, as | have said to others,
that | work here simply for eight thousand five hundred dollars a year
and allowances. But now | will add this. | work here too in the hope
that we can help to produce a few more civilised persons out of your
Masses.

MELNIK (alsowithbreathnow): Andl tell you—that | am suspicious
of talk of civilised persons that keeps out the masses and regards them
with scorn. That is not true civilisation, which is rooted in pity and
hope for the masses. This earth is the home of Man, al men, and not
hotel-de-luxe for afew specid persons. (Going closer and lowering his
voice) And | tel you another thing—what | have aready told
Professor Chu—I do not trust you, Monsieur Riberac—I do not trust
you at all.

RIBERAC looks at him steadily for a moment, then shrugs his
shouldersandglancesaway.
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RIBERAC (lightly): | havelong sncetired of arguing with fanatics.

Enter JILL right. Sheisalready dressedfor the evening andlooks
very beautiful andrather excited.

JILL: Oh—where's Edward? | suppose you're waiting for him.
RIBERAC: Yes. And we do not know where heis

JILL: No, and you dl look furious. (Turning to CHU, smiling.)
No, not you—Professor Chu—you never look furious.

CHU (smiling): Seeing you look so beautiful and charming, Lady
Fortrose, 1 am reminded that | need bath and change of clothes.
Excuseme, please. (To MELNIK.) | seeyou soon.

He goes out right. JILL, till smiling, Sits near centre with a
deliberate ease and grace that has something almost insolent about
it. Thisis donefor the benefit O/MELNIK, -who is standing glowering
at her. RIBERAC, who notices this and is amused, seats himself
downstage left of them. MELNIK is standing right of JILL.

JILL (with insolent sweetness): | wish youwouldn't glower at melike
that, Dr. Melnik. Isit redly such acrimein your eyes for awoman to
wear pretty clothes and try to look attractive?

MELNIK (rather taken aback): | wasthinking of other things—more
important.

JILL: | don't believeyouwere. But still— (breaksoffto look at hima
moment, then, with cool decision?) Dr. Melnik, it's possible that you
and | may never meet again.

MELNIK (impressed):  So!

JILL (coolly): Yes— so! Now when you first came here | did my best
to be friendly, as | did with al members of my husband's staff. But
from the first you showed that you didiked me. Clearly you hate the
sight of me, don't you? Now would you mind telling me why?

MELNIK (muttering): It doesnot matter.

JILL: Probably not, but I'm curious. Do you realy believe that al
women should wear fiat-heeled shoes, dresses like sacks, and have
faces like old boots?

MELNIK (more at ease now): | think women—whatever their shoes
or their faces—should play their part in our struggle in this life.

JILL: | would have thought most women—poor darlings—play
more than their part. (Mischievously.) But not me—of course.

MELNIK: Youamuseyoursef al thetime. No doubt you think that
it's very nice for you.

JILL: Butyou don't, do you?

MELNIK: No.
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JILL (sweetly): Butthen, | do. And after dl it'smy life I'm living.

MELNIK (pointedly, impressively): That is where you are wrong. |
was wrong too. You do not think it is very nice for you. Areyou a
happy woman? No. Areyou asatisfied woman? No. Any one of my
nurses—yes, with ugly dressesand perhaps ugly faces—feels better than
you do—not so restless—not so hungry in the heart. And this you
know yourself —

JLL (protesting, though hit): | don't. | never heard such——

MELNIK (cutling in, triumphantly pointing at her): Yes, you do. Itis
written there. Y ou run about, neglect your husband, make mischief,
al because you are not happy, not satisfied with yourself. Y ou make
men fall inlove. What for? Y ou want them? No. Because you must
convince yourself it is dl right—you are wonderful creature—and all
the time you know it is al wrong—not proper woman's life you are
leading. Not proper life for anybody. All holiday without work. Life
for a child not for woman of thirty-five—

JILL (jumping up, furious): And | suppose you think this house runs
itself—with dl its damned lunches and dinners and idiotic cocktail
parties! I've even had to plan and run about for you—though thank
God | won't have to do it any longer.

MELNIK (ignoring this, sternly): Women who think of nothing but
looking pretty—nice clothes—all very gay, very sweet—should
became actress--film star—to amuse thousands of workersin hours of
recreation. If not, then become capitalist's plaything—perhaps that is
what you plan—but do not expect to last very long. (Deliversfinal
judgment, impressively.) Lady Fortrose, the world is now very poor.
You are too expensive. We cannot afford you. Good night.

He stumps to door right.

JILL (angrily):  Good-bye.

MELNIK (turningat door, withagrin): Much better. Good-bye.
He goes out.

JILL: And then they say women have the last word. What a type!
Give me one of those horrible cigarettes of yours, please, Louis. (He
does, and lights it for her during following speeches, after which she
smokes quickly and isrestless.) | didn't think he'd be able to make me
lose my temper like that.

RIBERAC: He is good a it. He made me lose my temper too.
(Looking at her, softly.) But what did you mean, my dear Jill, when
you told him that you might not meet again?

JILL: I'msorry, Louis, but—(shrugs.)

RIBERAC: Itisno business of mine?
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JLL: Quite.

RIBERAC: Thenit has nothing to do with UNUTO—eh?

SLL (surprised): Good Lord—no. What a question!

RIBERAC (slowly): | thought that, talking to some of your friends—
Dayton, perhaps, you might have heard something.

JLL: What could | have heard?

RIBERAC: Médnik thinks we might have some rea trouble—
perhaps an organised outbreak—tonight. Because of the fiesta.

JILL: I'dforgotten about the fiesta.

RIBERAC: | thought you liked fiestas.

JLL: | do. | adore seeing people letting themselves go and not
giving a damn. And | only hope that UNUTO is booted out of here
before they've abolished al fiestasin favour of discussion groups and
shows of those dreary little films about inoculating babies and can-
ning pineapples. (Stops, almost to recover breath, then looks at
RIBERAC andgrinsat him.) Wéll, Louis, | don't think you've ever liked
me much—I don't believe you redly like anybody—nbut at least I've
never had to pretend to you.

RIBERAC: No.

JILL: Or you with me—urn?

RIBERAC: Not much.

JLL (cheerfully): I've dways suspected you're a bit of acrook. Are
you?

RIBERAC: Wdl, | find it aresponsibility to have Louis Riberac on
my hands. He has some expensivetastes.

JLL: You need some of your bitter black coffee to make these
cigarettes even tolerable.

RIBERAC (rather dreamily): Yes—and a tender sunlight—and plane
trees—and a fine—France. . . .

JLL: Tdl me something—honestly now——

RIBERAC: | am aways honest with you.

JLL: What do you think of Edward—I mean, in relation to me?

RIBERAC: | think heistoo good for you.

JLL: Don't be boring. You're talking like Ann Westfield now. |
know I've behaved badly tailing around.

RIBERAC: He is too kind, too generous, too trusting, too sym-
pathetic. He ought to lose his temper—and beat you. You would
think that was wonderful.

JLL: No | shouldn't. And you'e just being obvious and boring
now, Louis. | redly don't know why I'm talking to you like this.
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RIBERAC: Snce | retired from the sexud life everybody talks to

me——

JILL: What | object to is being thought a shallow little creature, like
some half-witted debutante. | have r|\r/1|y own point of view, and it
happens to be quite different from Melnik's—and, unfortunately,
from Edward's. | don't think what either of them wantsisany useto a
woman likeme. I'm always being told that if they lose, then ther€ll be
another war that will" leave the world in ruins. All right, I'll take the
ruins. | feel | could live quite happily in them with the right kind of
man.

RIBERAC: And | fed itis no longer any use talking. A moment has
arrived that | have known before—in June Nineteen-Forty and severa
times afterwards. Though we may il talk and talk, we will now act
according to the mysterious plan aready laid down for us.

JILL (who has been staring at him): So that is what you feel?

RIBERAC (looking curioudly at her): Yes. And | see that you fed it
too.

JLL (slowly, almost in a whisper): Perhaps. Not quite like that, |
think. Butit'scurious. I've beenwondering why—I findit so difficult
tomakeupmy mind . . . asifl might aswell et things dide because
anyhow they'll go their own W%/. ... (Pulling herself up a little.)
Does it makeyou fed frightened

RIBERAC: A little—yes. | need afew drinks. | ought to be having
one nNow.

Enter FORTROSE right. He is quietly cheerful and brisk, in sharp
contrast to the other two.

FORTROSE (moving towards desk): Oh Jill—Dayton's out there on
the veranda. | couldn't talk to him because Melnik’s been hammering
a me, asif | were a Party meeting.

JLL (goingup): NilsDaytonwantsto talk toyou, Edward.

FORTROSE (cheerfully): But I'm not sure | want to talk to him. I've
ahl oft_ of work to do, my love. Better take him away and let him sample
theflesta.

JLL (gravely): It's very important. He must see you.

FORTROSE (looking hard at her):  You say that ?

JLL: Yes | sayit.

FORTROSE (quietly): All right, Jil. Please send him aong in about
five minutes. Enoughtor you, Louis?

RIBERAC. Yes

JLL (going right): All right.

She goes out right. RIBERAC moves up towards desk.
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FORTROSE (briskly): Sorry I'm so late, Louis. (He can be seen
glancing at messages on desk, but not sitting.) Schwaber kept me too
long, and then Melnik held me up out there. By the way, he seems to
think you're probably quietly selling us out—capitalist pirates fifth
column—you'renot, areyou?

RIBERAC: No.

FORTROSE: | told him you werent. | gather you know what
Melnik thinks. Quiet before the storm— the putsch under cover of the
fiesta—Vezabar here—Munro gone. Eh?

RIBERAC: Yes. | thinkitismostly exaggeration. Theextreme Left,
being constant plotters themselves, aways see plots everywhere.
And that is Melnik.

FORTROSE: And| gather he'sleft someemergency dressingson this
desk. (He seesthe box.) Herethey are, | suppose. Oh—well, we live
intwo different worlds, Menik and |.

RIBERAC: Yes. But | have been in his world too. It really exists,
you know.

FORTROSE: Yes, and it will continue as long as men continue to
think in terms of power politics. But | can't do thisjob properly unless
| feel that another, saner world is taking the place of his world. Fear
and violence can only breed more fear and violence. That doesn't
mean, however, as Melnik seemsto imagine, that | amreally adeepin
the smoke-room of the Reform Club. What about Munro?

RIBERAC: No reply from his office, but he's probably started his
fiesta early and told the staff they could go. |1 know one or two quiet
little haunts of his, and | may just have time before dinner to seeif he
is there.

FORTROSE: All right. | shall be hereif there is any news. By the
way, you never told me that that stuff up in the North Hills was beryl.
(Looks at him sharply.)

RIBERAC (rather confused): Well—I was not quite sure—and——

FORTROSE (cuttingin): Also, by theway, your friend Mr. Lermahas
just arrived again.

RIBERAC (taken aback): Has he? | did not know——

FORTROSE (cuttingin): Yes, theyacht'sout there, completewith Mr.
Lerma and an appreciation of the finer things of life—and no doubt
Matisse and the earlier Picasso in the dining saloon. It was Schwaber
who told me you'd been asking him about beryllium, and that's how |
guessed. But a friend of mine at Cambridge also suggested that the
stuff might be beryl.

RIBERAC (at ease now): | do not think it is very important. To
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extract beryllium from beryl is difficult and expensive, for the yield is
very small—only four or five per cent, | am told.

FORTROSE (dryly): You were told it by the same article in the
Encyclopedia Britannica that | read. But Mr. Lermaand his colleagues
in Pan-American Alloys are probably well ahead of that edition of the
Encyclopedia, which is comfortably oift of date. And then again,
Louis, what may have been found up there may be actual deposits of
beryllium minerals. And my Cambridge friend, who's also well ahead
of our Encyclopedia, has told me one or two interesting facts about
beryllium. (Thereisaknockat door right. FORTROSE calls.) Comein.

DAYTON enters, remaining near door. He is very carefully
dressed.

DAY TON: Say—I'msorry.

FORTROSE (cheerfully): No, no, come in. Weve finished. Just
chatting about beryllium.

DAYTON (carefully): Isthat so? Good evening, Mr. Riberac.

RIBERAC: Hello—and good-bye. | amjust going.

DAYTON (heartily): Well, beryllium certainly is wonderful stuff. As
we say—out of thisworld. And try and find it—and then you're dead
sureit's out of thisworld. (Laughs and comesfurther in.)

RIBERAC (to FORTROSE): | will look inthen later tonight—perhaps
quite late.

FORTROSE: Thank you, Louis. Whereareyou dining?

RIBERAC (as he goesright): PFierre's.

FORTROSE (calling, jovially): Lucky man. Tell them to save some-
thing for Jill and me—we shall be dining there tomorrow night—
probably afarewell feast before we fly home on leave——

RIBERAC has turnedat the door, staring with concern at FORTROSE
and looking as if about to say something urgent. FORTROSE is
surprised, then asks quietly.

Anythingwrong, Louis?

RIBERAC (confused): No—no. | thought—I had forgotten some-
thing. Just stupid. | am sorry.

He goes out right. FORTROSE, puzzled, |ooks after him a moment,
then turnsto DAY TON.

FORTROSE: Poor Louis seemed rather embarrassed about some-
thing. (Looksagainat DAY TON, who isnonetoo happy.) Incidentally,
so do you.

DAYTON: Wel—I guess| am.

FORTROSE: St down—and then it may al seem less difficult.
Leaning back and then stretching out the legs often helps. (DAYTON
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sits but does not relax. After waiting a moment, FORTROSE sits too and
looks at him enquiringly?) Yes?

DAYTON: It's about Jill. (FORTROSE makes no reply, so DAYTON
hasto continue.} We've been going places—having fun—

FORTROSE: | know you have. It's been very nicefor Jill, particularly
as I've been so busy.

DAYTON (staring, suddenly aggressive): Look—are you kidding?
If so—well, | can do it the hard way. Suits me.

FORTROSE: I'm not kidding. And whatever you're going to do,
please don't do it the hard way. (As DAYTON hesitates, adds im-
patiently} Go on, Dayton.

DAYTON: I'mcrazy about her. | wouldn't say she's quite the same,
but I guess shelikes me quite alot.

FORTROSE (politely)'. | gather she does. So?

DAYTON: I'mleaving soon and | want to take her back to California
with me. I've asked her to marry me as soon as she can get free. She
hasn't said Yes but she hasn't said No. I'll persuade her all right. |
tell you, I'm crazy about her. Never wanted awoman so much. And |
can give her a swell time, and that's what she wants—what she needs.
Y ou know she doesn't like it here.

FORTROSE: | like it even less—but then we didn't come here for a
holiday—and a swell time.

DAYTON (grimly): Okay—I'll lay it straight on the line.

FORTROSE:  Do.

DAYTON: You're never going to hold her—and if it isn't me, then
it'll be some other guy, who may not be able to give her dl she wants.
Even if you went straight back to England, took some other job and
made some real money, | doubt if you could hold her now. Sorry to
talk this way——

FORTROSE (cutting in, smoothly): No, that's al right, Dayton. (He
pauses}

DAYTON: Comesasanastyjolt, | know. Hadtofaceit myself once.

FORTROSE (slowly): No, that's not the trouble—though the jolt is
there, of course. My difficulty is—we don't seem to betalking the same
language. Our words sound alike but they have different meanings.
Marriage, for instance. Y ou have been married before, haven't you?

DAYTON: Twice. First one divorced me. | divorced the second.
Just didn't work out either time.

FORTROSE: Andwhy shoulditwork outthistime?

DAYTON: Becausel'm crazy about her. | toldyou. Never wanted a
woman so much. She's got me——
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FORTROSE (rather sharply): Yes, well take that for granted. But—
if you'll alow me to say so, Dayton—you sound more like a child
demanding a bar of chocolate than a mature man contemplating
marriage. And this talk of marriage not working out, as if it were a
mechanica process, makes me wonder if you have the least notion
what marriage redlly is or even what any intimate persona relation-
ship redly is. Why—you talk about going off and having a swell time
asif you were an adolescent invited to a dance.

DAYTON (%etting up, annoyed): Oh—don't be such a stuffed-shirt.
| didn't come here for a lecture.

FORTROSE (notrising): Y oucameheretotell meyou proposetotake
my wife away from me, and | think the least you can do is to listen
patiently to alectureif | should choose to give you one. But | don't. |
merely want to tell you that | don't believe you know what a rea
relationship to awoman is, what love is, what marriage means——

DAYTON (ashesits, cuttingin): Wait aminute—beforeyoubeginto
put mewisetoitdl. You haven't made such ahell of a success ofyour
marriage, haveyou—or elsel wouldn't be here.

FORTROSE: No, | haven't—even though | rejected your farmyard-
and-swell-timeideas of sex along time ago——

DAYTON (impatiently): Oh—skip it!

FORTROSE (trying to bepatient): It'sbeen mostly my fault. | redise
that. But there are specia circumstancesin our case——

DAYTON (cutting in, with agrin): You bet! There dways are.

FORTROSE (jumping up, in suddenfury): Oh—don't be such a bloody
lout! (He movesaway, trying to control his temper. DAYTON getsup
slowly, watching him, rather pleased that heisnow the cooler of the two.
After pacing a little, FORTROSE turns up near desk and looksat DAYTON.
He isnow in control of himself, and histoneisicy.) If my wife decides
to goto California or anywheredsewithyou, clearly | can't stop her—
and | wouldn't dream of trying to. But | shan't divorce her so that she
can marry you, nor, if it lies within my power, will | alow her to
divorce me. And | may add, to show that more than jedousy is
involved in this, that if you told me you were trying to marry one of the
typists here, | should do al | could to prevent this marriage.

DAYTON (ironically): Thanks alot. Glad to know that you think
you own everybody round here.

FORTROSE: | wasn't suggesting suchathing.
DAYTON: No—but it was just one of those little dips that give a

man away. The United Nations Big Shot on Corabana. Don't make
me laugh. Well, I'm not asking any favours. Don't need to. | came

[383]



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY

here to talk things over in a friendly style. | thought by the way
you've let Jll play around——

FORTROSE (contemptuously, cutting in): Let Jill play around! Y ou
talk as if she were a performing poodle instead of a sensitive, com-
plicated, mysterious human being with whom you propose to enter
into amost ddlicate and difficult relationship——

DAYTON (more wondering than sneering): God!—no wonder she
says she's bored——

FORTROSE (furious): You—
But he checks himself because the door right has been flung wide

open and JILL is standing there. She looks at the two men and takes
inthesituation.

JLL (coming in a little): I'm sorry but | just couldn't wait out there
any longer. | shouldn't have agreed to this. | knew it wasn't the right
way to go about it. Idiotic of me. (She looksfrom one to the other,
trying to keep the situation light.) Sorry, chaps. You're both furious,
aren't you?

She looks at FORTROSE, who does not reply but gives her a longg
level look. Shethenlooksat DAY TON, who givesa sight shrugand
a nod towards FORTROSE, as if to suggest thefault is FORTROSE'S.
She takes thisin.
All right, Nils. My turn now.

DAYTON (protesting): Listen, sweet, remember what you pro-
mised——

JLL: Yes, and | shan't be long, but we can't leave it like this. Go
and get yourself a drink—and wait for me on the veranda.

DAYTON: Y ou'retheboss.

He goes out right. They wait until a moment or so after he has
closed the door behind him.

JILL (abandoning thelight touch): Well, Edward?
FORTROSE (carefully): After listening to a lot of childish rubbish

about giving you what you want and swell times, | told him that so far
as | was concerned divorce was out of the question.

JILL: | thought youwould. Why?

FORTROSE: Because I've no intention of helping you to tie yourself
to a greedy, possibly cruel, adolescent.

JLL: | don't see him like that. Young for his age—unformed
perhaps——

FORTROSE: Well | do. An adolescent who expects his marriages to
work themselves out for him.
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JLL: Hemay think likethat. 1 don't. No woman does.

FORTROSE: | know very wel you wouldn't have considered him
serioudy for amoment if it hadn't been for one thing.

JILL: What's that? Money? Thick stesks and thin stockings?
Swell timesin Pasadena?

FORTROSE: No. | know you better than that. It's because you se
him as the opposite of what you've come to didike in me, of the work
we're trying to do here, of a certain way of thinking, fedling, living.
He's the enemy. So you've gone over to him.

JILL: Thereésaroom | can't livein any longer, and he's a door out.

FORTROSE: That's not very flattering to him.

JILL: It's probably how most women think of men. And anyhow
| don't flatter Nils. Though he's afineanimal.

FORTROSE: But—from what he said—I gather you've not alowed
him yet to make love to you.

JLL: No, of course not.

FORTROSE (gently): Itisn't of course not—dill.

JLL: Oh—why isn'tit?

FORTROSE (slowly): Thisdangerous situation wouldn't have arisen
if you hadn't kept him at arm's length. It would have been much
better, Jll, if you had treated him as generously as you did young
Napier, and van Loren.

JLL (gasping with surprise): Edward!

FORTROSE: Yes, Jill?

JILL (staring at him): Do you mean to say—you knew dal the time
about Bill Napier and van Loren?

FORTROSE (gently): My dear, by this time | may be a dim grey
official, a boring prig, a stuffed-shirt, as Dayton says, but I'm not
altogether afool, you know. It's been my business to know what was
happening on thisisland. Asamatter of fact it was | who had Napier

transferred and van Loren moved on to another job, before the
Situation each time became too embarrassing for us all.

JILL (staring at him, fascinated): And | thought | knew al about
you, Edward. |—I despised you for being so blind and trusting.

FORTROSE (gently): | think you probably despised yourself and then
passed it onto me.

JILL (more urgently now): But—didn't you care?

FORTROSE (suddenly revealing himself): CARE? Good God! I've sat
here—late at night—(but he breaks off. Then headds quietly?) But we're
not discussing that.
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JILL (impatiently): Oh—don't talk as if | were on an agendal Why
—why—the very first time you found out—didn't you tell me straight
you knew what | was up to? Why didn't you tell me to behave mysdlf
or you'd boot me out of the place?

FORTROSE: Y ou'dhavehatedit.

JLL: I'd have adored it. You too probably. Don't you see that
what | couldn't bear was sitting around on the edge of this great
dreary UNUTO nonsense, just waiting to be noticed now and again—
that | had to be bang in the centre for somebody, to create some
excitement somewhere, even if it meant cheapening myself? Specially
on this damned treacherous idand, where everything's battering at
your senses.

FORTROSE (with increasing note of apology): | understand about the
idand. I'd brought you here. | had a difficult and responsible job,
which you didn't even appreciate. | was——

JLL (cutting in, patiently): Oh—don't be so apologetic. | can't
stand it. That's one of the things that's been so boring. And it's one of
the reasons why brutes and cads are often so refreshing. They don't
bother about being apologetic, but sail right in.

FORTROSE (coolly now): Let's talk about Dayton—and not brut%
and cadsin general. You're notinlove with him——

JILL: Not yet. But | might be—if —

FORTROSE (cutting in): If he proved himself as good a lover as he
is an enemy of everything | stand for. Waell, | warn you now, Jill,
that he won't be. He's al wrong. At the best hell be an insensitive
greedy snatcher, and he might easily be something worse. It's like
offering a violin to an ape. | may have made mistakes but in some
ways | understand you better than you do yourself. So I'm warning
you——

JLL (stormily): | don't take warnings—just be human—and not so
damned high-and-mighty——

FORTROSE: I'mtryingto befair. | could easily make an emotional
appeal—

JLL (angrily, in despair): No, you couldn't. Y ou've forgotten how
to. Not on the agenda—

At this moment ANN enters brisklyfrom left. She is dressedfor
the evening, in a modest but attractivefashion. She is in before she
realisesshehasinterruptedanintimate scene.

ANN (taking it in): Oh—sorry!

JLL (furioudly): Sorry! Sorry! Oh—for God's sske stop being
sorry. Stay here and hold his hand—or take him out and get him
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screaming drunk—I don't care. Have a good time. 1'm going to enjoy
my fiesta.

She hurries, half-sobbing as she goes, out right and bangs the
door behind her. There is a moment's silence, during -which ANN,
after an enquiring look at FORTROSE, who does not return it, quietly
closes door left and then comes in.

ANN (quietly): Well—that's it, | guess. (After FORTROSE makes no
reply.) | was on my way out to the Barlings but | thought I'd look in
first to ask if you had any news.

FORTROSE (shaken, but trying to be steady): No. Munro can't be
found, but that's probably nothing. Louis is looking for him.
Vezabar's been seen. Lerma's back and Dayton's preparing to leave.
May al add up to something. But no real news. Just rumours.
Probably nothing but thefiestaatmosphere.

ANN: Idand nerves, | guess. | fed it too.

FORTROSE (suddenly smiling at her): My dear Ann, you're our rock
and shining tower. Thank God you didn't leave me, as you threatened
to.

ANN (trying to smileand keep it light): Well—we've been told what
to do, haven't we? The Barlings don't need me. So—shall | stay and
hold your hand—or do we go out?

FORTROSE (with same attempt at lightness): | can't go out tonight,
my dear Ann. A lot of odds and ends have piled up here that | must
get rid of. And if by any chance there should be any trouble—well,
then I'm here where | can be found.

ANN: I'll stay then.

FORTROSE: No—no—why shouldyou?

ANN (with an ffort to be steady): Because you're lone—and | love
you.

He goes closer to her, looking bewildered and concerned. She
shrinksallittle, then as heputs out a hand tentatively, she suddenly
goes forward and leans against him so that he has to put an arm
round her. She bursts into tears against his shoulder.

Hold me aminute. Don't say anything. Just hold me.

He holds her and broods over her a moment or two, not like a
lover but rather paternally. Then she breaks away, and speaks in a
muffled voice.

Lend me a handkerchief. (As he does) | suppose it's humiliating and
I'm making a fool of myself—but | don't care. It had to come out.
(Dabs herself)

FORTROSE: Youand I, Ann, we're the same sort of people——
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ANN (urgently): Of course we are. | knew that from the first. And
ghe isn't. She's al wrong, and you know it. And I've had to watch
her cheating on you——

FORTROSE (rather wearily): No, | knew. Nobody seems to think
I've got eyes and ears—and some imagination—not even you, Ann.
St down a minute, and let me explain something. Then you must go
off to the Barlings.

ANN (impatiently): Oh, never mind about them! (She sitsdown.)

FORTROSE (lightly): | don't—much. But I'd likeyou to have agood
evening out, my dear. You deserve one. (Apause. He looks steadily at
her. Change of tone.) Ann, you're the best human being I've met on
thisjob. I'm devoted to you. Y ou'remy kind of person.

ANN (rather bitterly): But that doesn't seem to be enough. Oh—I
don't pretend to be glamorous——

FORTROSE (cutting in, smoothly): | wouldn't know. | don't think
I'm glamour-minded. But | do know that sometimes you look
beautiful. However, that's nothing to do withiit.

ANN: Of courseit has. Why didn't you tell me—if only just once—
that | looked beautiful ?

FORTROSE (wryly): Jill would say that it wasn't on theagenda. And
it wasn't. When it flashed across my mind that you looked quite
beautiful, we were usually working hard. (Breaks off, then, gravely)
Ann, | must explain to you about Jill. | know you don't like her——

ANN (impatiently): | hate her—just as she hates me.

FORTROSE (weightily): And | loveher. | fell inlovewith her twelve
years ago, and I'm il in love with her. And that's as it should be. |
must make you understand that.

ANN: Well, you won't. She's so completely and horribly wrong
for you—not your kind of person—just thevery opposite——

FORTROSE (slowly): That's why it's right. She seems to me the best
of the other half of everything. She completes life and makes it whole.
With her I'm not loving an extension or reflexion of myself, but
somebody strange—from the mysterious other side—challenging .. .

ANN (protesting): No, Edward. Thisisn't about rea people trying
to live their lives together. It'sjust romantic theorising.

FORTROSE: But perhapsthat'sthe way to live, otherwise you'rejust
desperately improvising acharade. And anyhow I'm tryingto tell you
—as honestly as | can—what | feel. It seemsto methis kind of lifeis
right just because it completes things instead of separating them.
Perhaps were al too busy now loving our reflections and hating dl
that is strange and outside ourselves, waiting to complete us.
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ANN: I've heard you say that before. It may be true. But were
talking now about something personal, intimate—about a woman. Oh
yes—a beautiful woman too, no doubt——

FORTROSE (checking her): Yes, a woman—and to me a beautiful
woman. But I've never even seen her beauty as something to be
possessed—that's the mistake of men like Dayton, for it can't be
possessed—but 1've always seen it——(he hesitates, finding an image,
and now to end of speech heisalways hesitating a little, searchingfor the
right phrase, speaking with great sincerity, and some shyness, while
ANN, as he proceeds, begins crying very, very quietly) as a sort of
strange door . . . leading to the other side of things, the enchanted
place. . . . You see it sometimes in the corner of a picture ... ina
line of verse . . . hear it for a moment perhaps in a string quartet
. . . theenchanted place on the other side. . . . And there never has
been enough time to go through that door and wonder and admire.
But | felt it wouldn't matter even if we had to wait until we were
old . . . because her beauty would remain for me when other men
could no longer seeit ... and that strange door would be there, the
enchanted country on the other side would till be there. ... So it
didn't matter too much—though it might hurt—what happened here
between us, so long as at last we could go home together ... go
home. . . . There's no home for us now, perhaps not for anybody.
Homeistomorrow. But we're beginning to build it today.

ANN (in sudden despair): Are we? I've always believed that and
worked forit. But now | wonder. We may be deceiving ourselves, and
home may be as far away tomorrow asit istoday. Because time will
take hold of tomorrow, to corrupt and destroy it, just as it has changed
and ruined today.

FORTROSE (very sincerely but with lighter tone): But that's why it
may be better to be aromantic theorist, my dear Ann. The pattern and
the plan on which we build—like al that we really and most deeply
dedire, if we are wise—must not exist in time but in eternity.

Apause. Sherisesslowly andlooksat him, pulling herselfout of
her crying.
ANN (with attempt at lightness): | guess I'd better go to the Barlings
after dl.
FORTROSE (standing, smiling at her): They'll be disappointed if you
don't, especialy old Barling—I've seen him looking at you. Have a
good night out.

ANN (about to go, she looks at him steadily and speaks very quietly):
| shall loveyou aslongas| live— my darling. But | shall never mention
it again—never call you my darling again—never again. . . .
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She goes out left rather blindly. He moves slowly and thought-
fully to open door/window at back. It is now quite dark out there,
with perhaps a glitter or two of light, and we hear distantly the
sound of gay-melancholy Central American dance music. After
listening for a moment he goes and sits down at his desk, preparing

to begin his nighfs work. Sow curtain with some music continuing,
ashesdits.

END OF SCENE ONE
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Scene as before, several hours later: it 1ooks exactly as it was at end of
last scene, with door windows open at back. There is dance music
coming through, but now it is heavier but less clearly heard.

ROSA is discovered on stage, sitting below desk, obviously left on duty as
she was at end of Scene I, Act L At back, just visible, is FELIPE
He is calling to ROSA, who is clearly nervous and apprehensive,
occasionally shakes her head, but mainly tries to ignore him. She
can be doing some small job, such as entering up cable book—as
before.

FELIPE (calling): Rosal Rosal (Angrily) Rosal Bistamma dubla
—inish gratta snarlal

He comes forward a little—a Spanish-Indian youth, graceful,
picturesque, but rather sinister—and laughs angrily. ROSA jumps
up indignantly—obviously to tell him to go away.

At this moment RIBERAC enters right. He has the extremely
careful movements and speech ofa man who has had a great deal to
drink but prides himselfon being able to hold it. He is infact quietlv
drunk. He takesin the situation at once.

RIBERAC (sharply): No-no-no! Allezvousen! Vamoos! Push off!

He moves to opening at back. FELIPE gives|last angry laugh ashe
scuttles away. RIBERAC goes to opening and then just outside.
There is a sound o glass breaking and a clatter of stone on wood.
ROSA gives an exclamation of alarm and goes up nearer. RIBERAC
now turns and comes in.

They are throwing stones now.

ROSA (anxioudly): They did not hit you?

RIBERAC: No. Itis not the night for me to be hit with stones. But
it is a night when stones will be thrown. The throwers of stones must
play their parts. | said so when the sun was setting, hours ago. | say
it again now.

ROSA (simply): Areyou alittle drunk, Mr. Riberac?

RIBERAC: Yes—a little—a little, my dear Rosa. Where is Sir
Edward?
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ROSA: He has gone to the hospital to see Mgjor Munro.

RIBERAC: Munro? What happened?

ROSA: Hehad an accident with hiscar. Heisinjured.

RIBERAC (very quietly): Was it area accident?

ROSA : Nobody knowsyet. Sr Edward thinksit wasjust an accident
—bad luck——(she hesitates).

RIBERAC (softly): And you do not think so?

ROSA: No. But | know nothing about it. Just afeding | have, Mr.
Riberac.

RIBERAC: Why areyouworkingsolatetonight?

ROSA: | preferredto stay here.

RIBERAC: Theyoung man who was herejust now, is hein lovewith
you?

Rosa (simply): He wants me.

RIBERAC: Butyoudon'twanthim.

ROSA: No.

RIBERAC: Not even—sometimes?

ROSA: Yes—perhaps sometimes. But | know it would be bad if |
went with him. | would lose—all this. | would be just an idand girl
again. Besides—(she hesitates® then points shyly but proudly to the
brooch sheiswearing, the one hegave her)—look——

RIBERAC: Thebrooch! How charmingitlooks!

ROSA (warmly): It is beautiful. (She looks at him invitingly)

RIBERAC: But it was agood-bye present, you remember.

ROSA: But dl that you said to methenis not true. Y ou are not old.
You arenot aghost. Youareayoung man. You can go out and drink,
like young men do. If at first you could not love me very much, |
\lgvgtltJld not mind, because | think that afterwards—it would be

er.

RIBERAC: "Afterwards it would be better". It is there—and only
there—that the readlism of women breaks down. And you are wrong,
my dear Rosa. This affair would begin badly and end worse. (As she
shows signs of distress he continues hastily) | will tell you a secret. In
the tropics | do not want to make love. In Paris probably—or even in
Birmingham among those beautiful trams—the prospect of making
love to you would be délicious. But here | retreat from the sexual life.
The whole earth and sea and sky are busy making love—it istoo much.
Here we must place culture above nature. Are you still reading the
poet Shelley?

ROSA: Yes. | likehimvery much. Don't you?
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RIBERAC: No. | think heis too vague, mad and Anglo-Saxon for
me. But repeat some of his verse—if you can——

Sheisnot sitting, as she was originally, and shelookshardat him
for a moment, as if to discover ifhe is merely making fun of her.
Then, as he gravely returns her look, very slowly and shyly, rather
likeaschoolgirl, sherecites.

ROSA : "Whenthelampisshattered,

The light in the dust lies dead;
When the cloud is scatter'd,
The rainbow's glory is shed;
When the lute is broken——"
She hesitates, then repeats the last line, asifit will help her to
remember the next line.
"When the lute is broken"——
Something about "sweet tones' comes next, but I'm afraid I've
forgotten—I'm sorry.

RIBERAC: Thatisquitedl right. It wasvery charming. But do you
know what alute is, Rosa? (She shakes her head rather mournfully”)
Well, it doesn't matter. Y ou need not be so sad about it.

ROSA (mournfully)'. I know | am till only an ignorant girl, Mr.
Riberac. But | am trying hard to learn and to improve myself. You
have been a great help to me.

RIBERAC (rather hitterly): So—I have been a great help to you—
when you try hard to learn and to improve yourself?

ROSA (steadily): You—and UNUTO. You do not know what it
means to an island girl like me. It is a new life—opening out like a
flower—

RIBERAC (with sudden harshness): No it is not. It can't be. Why do
you talk this nonsense to me?

ROSA (looking at him, stricken, humbly): | don't understand.
Please—why are you suddenly angry with me?

RIBERAC (after a tiny pause): | am angry with you so that | shall
not be angry with myself. It is a common trick, and you have only to
giveit alittle time and it can destroy whole civilisations.

ROSA (sadly): You are too clever for me.

RIBERAC (with a kind of bitter whisper): | will tell you something
much worse than that. | am aso too clever for myself.

ROSA (taking him in, calmly): You are not a good man, like Sir
Edward. But | could make you into a good man.

RIBERAC (politely but impersonally): Now that | am waiting here,
you need not stay, Rosa
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She rises quietly and moves to left. Butjust before door she turns
and looks at him calmly ifcoldly.

ROSA (with sad dignity): My mother and my grandmother can
sometimes see things before they happen. Perhaps | can too. To-
morrow you will be sorry you gtoke to me like that. It will hurt you
worse than it is hurting me now.

She goes out. Hefeels restless, uncomfortable. Music is heard
again from back. He goes up and isjust closing door/windows,
shutting out sound ofmusic, when FORTROSE entersright. His make-
up should be paler than it was before. But he is mopping hisface,
and during opening speech he takes offhis coat andputsit over back
of convenient chair.

FORTROSE: Hello, Louis. It's sticky out tonight. I'm not really hot,
yet | fed sweaty. Damned unpleasant!

RIBERAC: Rosatold me Munroisin hospital. | cameto tell you |
could not find him.

FORTROSE: I'vejust seen him. Arm broken—head badly cut and
bruised—and probably nasty concussion. They wouldn't let him
talk. Car went right over.

RIBERAC: An accident?

FORTROSE: Melnik says not, of course, and one of the sergeants
supports him. But there was nobody with Munro when it happened,
and he was out on the West Road. They're trying to round up some
witnesses now.

RIBERAC (quietly): Rosabelievesit was not a pure accident.

FORTROSE: That child'sal nervestonight. Doesn't even want to go
home. Ann hasn't looked in, has she?

RIBERAC: | think not.

FORTROSE: I'll ask Annto talk to Rosa, if she doeslook in. Havea
good dinner, Louis?

RIBERAC: Yes, but the champagne was terrible. And even o, |
drank far too much.

FORTROSE: Any particular reason?

RIBERAC: | think | am like poor little Rosa—all nerves tonight. |
find now | hate these fiestas. Too much drumming and strumming
and clapping and singing and sweating and clutching. | do not like
being reminded that we areall still inamonkey-house.

FORTROSE (relaxing): Y ou need someleave, Louis. Sodol. Yet, |
must say, coming back from the hospital just now | felt that if I'd had
an evening out, and Jill with me, | could have enjoyed it. | suddenly
felt a great affection for these people, Louis. They deserve al we can
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do for them—and a lot more. And it doesn't follow, you know—as
Jill seems to think, you too sometimes—that just because people are
cleaner and hedthier and can read and write, that al the colour and
fun go. Gold help me!l—for | suppose | often sound a dreary prig—
but | like colour and fun too. What's the matter, Louis?

RIBERAC (shrugging, ready to go now): Too much food, too many

drinks. A little sick perhaps.
KARAM now appears at door right.

KARAM: Sr——

FORTROSE (rather surprised): What is it, Karam?

KARAM: Senor Lermahere.

FORTROSE: A latecdler. All right—show himin. (AsKARAM goes,
heturnsto RIBERAC.) Liketo clear out beforehearrives, Louis?

RIBERAC (with an effort): If you please—no. | should like to see him
for one minute. If you don't mind.

FORTROSE (with a curious glance): No, of course not. More your
chum than mine.

RIBERAC (who is tense, waiting): No.

FORTROSE: Youdon'tlikehim?

RIBERAC (as before):  No.

FORTROSE: Waell, don't upset him too much.

RIBERAC: Heis not aman easly disturbed. But why not?

FORTROSE (very quietly): | am anxious to know the red reason he
wantsto sseme as late asthis. He may bethekey figure.

RIBERAC: I think heis.

FORTROSE: On the other hand, | don't much bdieve in deliberate
conspiracies. | wish | did, because they would make life much simpler.
But we don't livein aworld of neat plots, but in afoggy atmosphere of
prejudices and cross-purposes, silly rumours, tragic blunders.

A moment's pause, then KARAM, holding open door right, admits
LERMA, who is dressed as before.

LERMA (smoothly): Sir Edward, you must forgive me for caling on
you at this time of night.

FORTROSE: Pleasedon't apologise——

LERMA (noticing RIBERAC): Ah—Monsieur Riberac—we meet
again——

RIBERAC (tensely): Yes, Mr. Lerma, we meet again. (To FORTROSE))
May | speak for one moment so that then | can leave you?

FORTROSE: Of course, Louis.
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RIBERAC (taking thick envelopefrom his pocket): Mr. Lerma, here
are the two thousand five hundred dollars you gave me.

He holds out the envelope, and LERMA takes it, without looking
at it.

LERMA (calmly): You are a very foolish young man, Monsieur
Riberac. Now you have offended Sr Edward, you have displeased
me, and you have robbed yourself of two thousand five hundred
dollars.

FORTROSE: No, I'mnot offended. | guessed something likethishad
happened. | feel better now. But perhaps you can explain yourself,
Louis.

RIBERAC: I did not give him back hisbribe——

LERMA (cutting in, smoothly): No, no—please, not abribe, agenuine
price. | would never think of buying an intelligent man for such a
paltry sum. Let us cal it—shall we say—un pourboire—

RIBERAC (with furious anger): If you were a younger man | would
spit in your face for that.

FORTROSE (hadtily, as LERMA steps back): No, Louis—youre
talking to me now. Go on.

RIBERAC (dowly, curioudy cold now): | did not return to him his
pourboire because of UNUTO. But partly perhaps because of you,
Edward. | have an affection for you and | will admit that when | fed
good myself, then | like you al the better.

FORTROSE (sincerely): Thank you, Louis.

RIBERAC (as before): But it was chiefly this. | am now alonely man.
But there is somebody | have to live with—Louis Riberac. And for
the last two weeks, though we have done no harm to you, we have not
been comfortable together. | cal him afool. Hecdls mearat. And
somewhere, in the darkness at the back of my mind, there is a little
radio . . . with Goebbels dtill talking. . . . Thatis something you do
not understand. (Formally.) Sir Edward, you will of course please
accept my resignation from your staff.

FORTROSE: Not until we have talked it over, Louis. Come and see
meinthe morning.

RIBERAC (looking hard at him): All right. Althoughitis only late at
night | begin to tell the truth to you. But please promise me this—that
when you have sent this man away—very soon, | hope—you will not
stay here, waiting to see what other piece of your world here is rotten
with corruption, but will go to your bedroom, lock the door and
dream of your green English fields. (He turns, staresat LERMA.) For
your sake | wish | gill believed in Hell.
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He goes out right. There isa moment's silence. Then LERMA,
quite unshaken, sits down conmfortably and looks smilingly at
FORTROSE, who, not sitting yet and trying to recover himself, can
now light apipe or cigarette.

LERMA: One of our minor illusions, Sr Edward, is that the French
are a sober people. Actualy the figures for the consumption of acohol
in France clearly disprove this. And | think that young man——

FORTROSE (cutting in, massively): Mr. Lerma, Louisis afriend of
mine. Wewon't discuss him. Moreover, it's late—I've till some work
to do—and | don't like you. So please come to the point.

LERMA (unruffled): Certainly. But you will make it easier for me if
yousitdown, (FORTROSE sits, not behind desk, butfurther down, not too
far from LERMA.) First, the offer | made you when we last met is ill
open. (AsFORTROSE makesa contemptuous gesture of dismissal) Very
well, you rgject it. Next, | sal tomorrow morning. And | offer you an
extremely comfortable passage as my guest.

FORTROSE (surprised but not showing it too much): But why should |
want a passage on your yacht?

LERMA (smiling): Sir Edward, you force me to speak plainly.

FORTROSE: Makeit as plain as you can.

LERMA (carefully): Dayton is an expert mineralogist on our staff.
He has asked me for a stateroom on my yacht not only for himself but
aso for Lady Fortrose. It would be better, in my opinion, if you came
withusasathird guest. (AsFORTROSE makesan impatient gestureand
noise, as ifabout to break in, LERMA hagtilv stops him.) And if | take
you away from here early tomorrow morning, you will soon realise
that | have done you a considerable service, and then your gratitude
would be useful to me.

FORTROSE: And then again—if | left tomorrow, under the threat of
trouble here, the case against UNUTO would be much stronger.

LERMA (coolly): Certainly. But you can take it for granted, Sir
Edward, that the United Nations Undeveloped Territories Organisa-
tion will not control this idand much longer. It is now much too
valuable.

FORTROSE: Beryllium?

LERMA: Excelent. It is a pleasure to talk to you, my dear Sr
Edward. | shal be perfectly frank. And to show you that you are
now closeto very deep watersindeed. (Heleansforward confidentially.)
We are badly in need of a metal, to encase the uranium in atomic
piles, that will stand high temperatures and high pressures and yet
alow the neutrons to act. Beryllium is such a metal, which does not
inhibit the passage of neutrons.
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FORTROSE: | shdl be equaly frank, Mr. Lerma. | shdl do my
damnedest to inhibit the passage of this idand into the control of you
and your friends.

LERMA: Thenyou are not aredist, and | am disappointed. We are
talking now about the naked redlities of power in this unpleasant
world. (With graver and more intimate tone.) Sir Edward, you run a
graverisk by staying here. You arein danger.

FORTROSE (after rising slowly): | know that. I've pretended not to
be aware of it, but | am. I've even made certain preparations. This
afternoon | sent a cable to MacDowell, the Director-General of
UNUTO in Washington. There are, you know, eleven of these
Undeveloped Territories, and different types of men in charge of them.
| have advised MacDowell— in case anything happened to me here—
not to send Brattis—his original choice asmy successor—to take over,
but Forgenius, who is a Finn—and a tough, impatient sort of man,
passionately devoted to the idea of UNUTO and the United Nations.
(He pauses a moment, then dower and softer, but very impressively.) |
have aso given to the pilot of the plane that Ieft this evening a letter,
a long letter, addressed to an old friend of mine who is a great
journalist and quite fearless. In that letter | have told him the whole
story of what has been happening here, and have begged him to make
the fullest possible use of it if anything happensto me. Then—he will
tell theworld.

LERMA (coolly): No doubt he will try to. But the world, my friend,
does not care.

FORTROSE (with passionate conviction): If it does not care today,
then it will care tomorrow.

LERMA (who has also risen): | am afraid you are aready living in
some other world.

FORTROSE (same tone): Of course | am. I'm trying to live by faith,
hope, and love. What dseis there to live by?

LERMA: Andwhat has dl this brought you?

FORTROSE: What has your philosophy brought you? Or dl of us?
We know by now. The camp at Belsen and thelittle tube of cyanidein
Himmler's mouth. (He hesitates a moment, then with a more intimate
tone.) For various reasons I've been feeling lonely tonight—rather
frightened too, I'll admit it. But even now, Lerma, | don't think | feel
aslonely and afraid as you've felt for the last forty years. Y ou seethis
idand as so many deposits of beryllium slicate. | see it as a com-
munity of people, who sooner or later cannot help but live by faith,
hope and love. | doubt if you like people—ordinary, blundering,
messy people——
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LERMA (ceolly, smiting): | didikethemintensely.

FORTROSE: They may bemided today, but tomorrow, next year, in
ten years time, they'll remember, understand again, and be with us
oncemore. If | had time I'd take you round this idand and show you
what we've done. But there isn't time——

LERMA: No. Perhapsevenlessthanyouthink. Andl must go.

FORTROSE ﬁstruckwith anidea): Justaminute! Hereatleastisone
concrete example. No—(as LERMA shows signs of impatience.) I've
only to ring for an idand girl who happens to be here. Y ou can just
take alook at her, and then I'll explain as| take you out. (He has now
gone up to desk and rung the bell for ROSA.) She's acting as my
secretary just now, and tonight doesn't even want to leave this building.

LERMA (dryly): Shemay havemorethan onegood reasonfor that.

ROSA enters left, closing door behind her.  She looks inquiringly at
FORTROSE.

FORTROSE: Rosa, come and meet Mr. Lerma, who doesn't believe
inwhat were trying to do in UNUTO.

ROSA, wonderingly and shyly, comes forward, and LERMA
advances a step or two to shake hands and look hard at her.

ROSA (shyly): Good evening, Sir.

LERMA: How doyoudo, Rosa? And doyou believein UNUTO?

ROSA (shyly):  Yes | do, gr.

LERMA (softly): And is that why you are staying here so late
tonight?

e|R|OSA (looking rather distressed): Well—in a way it is Sr—but—
wal——

LERMA (dtill softly):  Well—what?

ROSA (almost in a whisper): | feel—rather frightened.

IBERMA gives a look, then a nod, and turns away towards door
right.

FORTROSE (heartily): Nonsense. Rosa, there's nothing to be
frightened about. But stay here until | come back—and listen for the
private phone.

He turns towards door right, taking LERMA along with him.  As
he shows LERMA out, he can be heard beginning.

Well, there's one example. A few years ago—that child——

But now they have gone out right, and the door is closed behind
them. Left alone, ROSA is clearly apprehensive. She moves about,
tries sitting down where she sat at opening of scene, then moves
again, thensits.
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Door windows at back are now suddenly kicked and VEZABAR
enters, dressedas in Act I. He has been drinking hard, and shows it
by a wild eye, hard breathing, and an air of savagery onlyjust under
control. Dance music can now be heard softly but in maddening
regular rhythm at back.

When VEZABAR has entered, FELIPE is now seen just inside
towards right of space there. He watches intently. ROSA rises
dowly, as ifparalysed by fear, as VEZABAR dlowly comes nearer,
regarding her with a kind ofangry glee. When he is close to her, she
gives a startled cry and tries quickly to turn and bolt for door left.
But he reaches out at once, stops her and spins her round toface him.

VEZABAR (with savage mockery): Yes—yes—I| spik English also.

He gives her two very sharp hard slaps, one on each cheek, then
rips down one shoulder of her blouse or dress, exposing her bare
brown shoulder almost down to the breast. All this must be done
with a brutal zest.

So—getoutl

He gives her a shove that sends her obliquely upstage right, several
paces. She is now sobbing. VEZABAR, rélishing it all, sowly
follows up a pace or two, to cut off any chance of her running out
left or right. FELIPE now comes in a step or so, his eyes fixed on her
in eager anticipation. There is a marked animal quality about this
youth.

He reaches out andputs a hand on her shoulder or a little below it,
and stares at her with eager lecherous eyes. The music continues.
Her resistance suddenly collapses. Sowly she allows him to pull
her out into the darkness. Amused, VEZABAR lights a cigarette and
sprawis in a chair, tapping a hand or foot to the music.

After afew moments FORTROSE comes in right and glances round

for ROSA.

FORTROSE (calling, not too loud): Rosal Rosal

VEZABAR (not risingfrom his chair): Rosais gone. | say to 'er Get
out!'—an' she get out—dam’ quick.

FORTROSE (gravely): Where has she gone?

VEZABAR (grinning): To 'ave swell time wit' idand boy. Corabana
girl like to 'ave swell time at fiesta—dance—dreenk—make beeg love.

FORTROSE looks at him, controlling his anger. He speaks with
icy control.
FORTROSE: | warned you, when you came here before, that you had
just two weeks in which to finish your business here. Those two weeks
are up. | propose to have you deported on thefirst ship going north.
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VEZABAR (chuckling): Beegtalk! Fine beegtalk! See—I am afraid

very much.
He spits noisily to show his contempt. After giving him a dis-
gusted glance, FORTROSE goes behind desk to pick up telephone.
He tries one telephone and then another. Itisclear that both lines
are dead. VEZABAR now rises dowly, with an insolent sense of
power.
Sr Fortrose, you waste good time. Telephone—finish. Munro in
hospital. Two inspector—three sergeant—all locked up. My boys
in cable an' radio offices. In one hour we take over—all roun'.
UNUTO—finish!

FORTROSE: Vezabar, thisischildish. UNUTO isn'tjust afew men
and woinen here. It has the whole United Nations behind it.

VEZABAR (kicks his chair angrily. With angry contempt): It is you
who talk like child. | am polegticd man—I know. | come back to
Corabana because | know UNUTO no good now—an' if we ‘ave
leetle revolution 'ere, den United Nations do not'ing. You t'eenk |
am a fool, like you. | come back 'ere wit' plenty money—beeg
influence.

FORTROSE (steadily): | don't care how much money you have, or
how much big influence you think you have, Vezabar—just consider
yourself under arrest.

VEZABAR (with angry contempt): Ah—Dios—you talk like God-
dam' baby. Why you t'eenk | come 'ere now—to see you?

FORTROSE: | don't know. But I do know that I'm going to haveyou
deported.

VEZABAR: | show you why | come. (Heproducesa document with
something of a flourish) You read Spanish? (He gets up and hands
over document)

FORTROSE (taking document): Notvery well. What isthisnonsense?

VEZABAR (with dangerous calm now): Is nonsense, €h? In dees
paper you ask me—V ezabar—to take over Island—to make order an'
everyt'eeng nice an' safe for Island people—because you, Sir Fortrose,
an' UNUTO staff can no more make order 'ere—eh?

FORTROSE (calmly): | see. You're trying to work that favourite
trick of dl politica gangsters.

VEZABAR (still with dangerous calm): Y ou sign—okay—you go——
If you don't sign—too bad. Plenty trouble—maybe plenty shooting
—soon tonight ‘ere—an’ Sir Fortrose is runnin' round Port San
Pedro—-tryin' to make order—an' maybe bullet finds him. Too bad.
Finish!
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FORTROSE: It is you who are finished Vezabar. There is a new
world and you can't shoot your way into it or out of it.

VEZABAR: Likehdl. Soyou sign damn quick or dse.

FORTROSE: There's your letter, (Tear sit across.) You are now under
arrest.

VEZABAR: You arrest me? P'raps you not live so long.

FORTROSE (looking at him, calmly"): Even so you can't win, Vezabar.
This year, next year—sometime my successor will have you arrested.

VEZABAR (angry and loud): There will be nobody. | tell you eet is
alfinish——

VEZABAR fires four shots at FORTROSE, -who collapses on to the
desk. FORTROSE clutches the box of emergency dressings but
cannot hold it and itfalls infront of the desk. In the last effort he
lurchesforward over the desk and knocks offseveral things including
a large globe, which has been prominently displayed on the desk
throughout this act. He then dies, still leaning forward over the
desk. The music can be heard. After afew moments ROSA enters
from the back, looking dishevelled. She stares at FORTROSE and
after hesitating a moment picks up the shawl she has left behind on
the chair and coversFORTROSE'S body with it. Then shepicksup the
globe, and carefully replaces it by the side of tfie dead man. She
then goes to the switch downstage left and switches on the lights,
which illuminate the two maps. Shesitsin the downstage chair, as if
awaiting further orders. Stow curtain.

END OF PLAY
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SUMMER DAY'S DREAM
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CHARACTERS

STEPHEN DAWLISH, an od man

CHRISTOPHER DAWLISH, his grandson

ROSALIE DAWLISH, his granddaughter

MRS. MARGARET DAWLISH, his daughter-in-law
FRED VOLES, farm hailiff

IRINA SHESTOVA, Russian officia

FRANKLYN HEIMER, American industrialist

DR. BAHRU, Indianresearch chemist

ACT |
The entrance hall

SCENE I. Early afternoon
SCENE Il.  Evening, same day

ACT 1l
The terrace (three days later)

SCENE |. Afternoon
SCENE II.  Night, same day

The action takes place at Larks Lea, an old country house on the
South Downs; and thetimeis around Midsummer, 1975.
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ACT |
SCENE |

The entrance hall of an old country house on the South Downs, a house
that was originally a stately early eighteenth-century mansion.
The designer of the set can have considerable latitude, but if
possible it should have thefollowing features. on right (actors) a
large main entrance door, with a tall window at each side of it.
These windows and the door, which is wide open throughout this
scene, should give us a glimpse of a lush overgrown neglected
garden in high summer. On left is an exit towards the kitchen and
rest of house on ground floor, and the end of a broad shallow
staircase leading to first floor. This should be a fine staircase, but
now dilapidated. One or two old easy chairs and some kitchen
chairs. It is clear that this hall is now used as an all-purpose room
and has afarmhouse look about it. Everything is clean and well-
kept in the place, but its original grandeur has obviously gone for
ever, and it has an air of cheerful ruin.

When the curtain rises, the time is early afternoon, and the lighting
suggests a bright hot summer day. STEPHEN DAWLISH, who is very
old, but still a tremendous character, is discovered asleep in one of
the easy chairs. He is snoring gently and peacefully. He is dressed
in very old patched tweeds. All the English characters are dressed
very simply and rather shabbily, though the young people have a
good deal of colour in their clothes. And all of them look very
healthy, as if they spent most of their time out of doors.

After some moments—for the scene should be very slow in opening, to
suit the mood of the time—FRED VOLES enters from outside.
He is a man of about sixty, a slow, dependable rural type. He sees
that STEPHEN is asleep, and does not disturb him, but sits down not
far away and brings out an old pipe and lights it. STEPHEN slowly
wakes up, and sniffs carefully at FRED'S smoke.

STEPHEN: Fred?
FRED: Yes, Mr. Dawlish?
_STEPHEN (almost accusingly)'. There's some real tobacco in that
pipe.
FRED: Thereis. But I've till mixed it with some coltsfoot—about
hdf and half. Try some. (Heproduces an oldpouch and hands it over.)
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STEPHEN (sitting up and taking pouch): Thank you, Fred. (As he
beginstofill an oldpipe.) Where did the tobacco comefrom?

FRED : Frank Waterhouse. His lad, the one who's at sea, brought
him some, and when we sold them two heifer to him the other day,
Frank gave me about a pound. Some's for you, of course, Mr.
Dawlish, if you want it.

STEPHEN: Certainly | wantit, Fred. All you can spare. (Hispipeis
going now, and he tastesit.) Not bad. Not bad at dl.

FRED: Tisnt, isit? I'll bring yours up to-night. Y ou've got some
coltsfoot to mix in with it, eh?

STEPHEN: Plenty. (Sghs with satisfaction and smokes comfortably.)
| was dreaming, Fred. Sixty years back. Nineteen-fifteen—First
World War. About the time you were born.

FRED: That's right. Nineteen-fifteen. I'm sixty this year.

STEPHEN (slowly): | was in the trenches again . . . near Neuve
Chapelle . . . splashing about in gum-boots in a foot or two of
water ... | could see the rotting sandbags, as plain as | can see
you . . . after sixty years. By thunder, Fred, I've been through
something in my time—and it's dl here somewhere, even the sand-
bags. I'm a miracle, Fred, and nothing less.

FRED: Right, Mr. Dawlish. And maybeweall are.

STEPHEN: Certainly. Only I'mmoreof one. Isthehayin?

FRED: Finished this noon. | cameto tell you. But I've had to send
the big cart up to Longbarrow Down.

STEPHEN: Why? You're not lending it to Joe Watson again, are
you?

FRED: No. Joedoesn't need it thisyear.

STEPHEN: Thenwhy sendit upto Longbarrow Down?

FRED: Joe sent his boy down with a message that them three
foreigners up there have had an accident with their helicopter or
whatever it is—and they look like being stuck here for a day or two.
So Christopher and Miss Rosdlie said these foreigners had better
come and stay with you.

STEPHEN (grumbling humorously): Oh—they did, did they?

FRED: It'll bedl right, won'tit, Mr. Dawlish?

STEPHEN: | don't know, Fred. I've arrived now at an age when I've
stopped knowing—or really caring—whether things are al right.
But I don't mind them coming here.

FRED (grinning): That's a good job, because they're on their way
here now.
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Enter MARGARET DAWLISH. She is a tall striking-looking
womaninher forties. Shehasobviously been cooking, but neverthe-
less retains an impressive air of dignity. She has a rather slow,
deep voice, anda strange, searching look.

MARGARET: Good afternoon, Fred.

FRED: Afternoon, Mrs. Dawlish.

STEPHEN: The big cart's on its way here with three foreigners—
who've been asked to stay here.

MARGARET: Wdll, | think we ought to have them. The dark one—
Indian or something—has hurt himself.

STEPHEN: What'sthis, Margaret? Morewitchcraft?

MARGARET: Not thistime. GladysWatson brought me some eggs
in exchange for some butter, and she told me. One of the three is a
woman—aRussian.

STEPHEN (grumbling humorously): Worse and worse!

MARGARET: We can manage for a day or two. And it'll be a nice
change for you, Father.

STEPHEN: | don't want a nice change. | don't want any more
changes, nice or otherwise. I've seen too many. Where are we going
to put them?

MARGARET: I've worked that out nicely. Christopher's dill
deeping outside, so one of them can have his room, Rosalie can share
with me——

STEPHEN: Yes, yes, my dear. Y ou'veworked it out——

MARGARET: Asfor meals—Fm bakingthat lovely piece of ham—
and a big rabbit pie—and then there's plenty of —

STEPHEN (cutting in): All right, Margaret. | don't really want to
know. And it's none of Fred's business. Isit, Fred?

FRED (grinning): No, Mr. Dawlish.

STEPHEN (dlyly): All Fred wants is a glass of beer—to go with his
pipe. And sodo l.

MARGARET: He can have one, but I'm not sure about you, Father.
Thislast brewingisvery strong.

STEPHEN: Wadll, that's how | like it—strong. You forget | wasn't
bornin 1925 like you—but in 1895. I'm aVictorian, | am. And when
| first started drinking beer, you could till buy a pint of the best de—
the best—for threepence—and it was strong. After you'd spent a
shilling you began to fed muzzy.

MARGARET: Andwhat good didthat do you?

STEPHEN: Wdll, you seemed to be living in a better world, among
much nicer people. Makeit a glass each, please, Margaret.
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MARGARET: Justthisonce, then.

Shegoesout left. The two men grin at each other.

STEPHEN (after a pause): When are you picking up the potatoes?

FRED: Next week. | thought we might dl takeit easy a bit the rest
of this week—after the hay.

STEPHEN: Certainly. Takeit easy. | spent more than haf my life,
when | ought to have been enjoying myself, arguing and planning and
running round like a maniac, al to sdl a lot of things to people |
didn't know so that | could buy alot of things | never had time to use.
Sheer lunacy. And it took nothing less than an atom bomb to blow
me out of it.

FRED: Your two young folk are feeling "creative’, they tell me.
Bursting to write some more music and poetry and al that.

STEPHEN: That'show it should be, at their age. Niceweather for it,
too. Hotter than it used to be, Fred, though why it should be, | don't
know. There seems to be more and more | don't know.

MARGARET enters with two glasses of beer and gives one to each
man.

MARGARET (with mock indignation): Why should | wait on you two
men when I'm busy in the kitchen?

STEPHEN: Because you're a good woman, my dear, and all good
women like waiting on men. Now tell me something. What were
these three strangers doing up on Longbarrow Down?

MARGARET (gravely): Bringingtroubletous. But | aso know that
it's better we should have them here.

STEPHEN: | see. But what werethey doing up there?

MARGARET : Gladys Watson said they seemed to belooking at the
chalk.

FRED: Somebody cameto look at it about three months ago. You
remember—I told you, Mr. Dawlish?

STEPHEN: Yes. And | said then | thought they must be archaeo-
logists. Probably this lot are too.

FRED: Would a Russian woman be a—what'sit?

STEPHEN: Archaeologist? She might. The sexes seem to share
everything there—except the sexual life. But what about the second
ﬁhap:the one who isn't dark and Indian and hasn't hurt himself, we

0pE~

MARGARET: GladysWatsonthought hewasan American.

STEPHEN : Fred, it looks as if we're about to entertain the rulers of
the world.
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MARGARET (quite calmly): Perhapsthat iswhy | am feeling rather
frightened.

FRED: Youdon'tlook frightened, Mrs. Dawlish.
MARGARET (asshegoes): But | am, though.
She goes out left.
FRED (glances after her—Ilowering his voice a little): She's usualy
right, too, isn't she?
STEPHEN: Yes. It's annoying—but she is. Well
his glass) your health, Fred.
FRED (raising hisglass): Thank you, Mr. Dawlish. All the best!
They drink, with obvious satisfaction.
STEPHEN : Haveyou said anything yet to Frank Waterhouse about
joining usto do some real line-breeding with the Guernseys?

FRED: Not yet. Brown'll come in with us, but | thought you'd
better talk to Frank Waterhouse. Ke still fanciesthat old bull of his—
and that bull's not good enough for thisjob.

STEPHEN: Of course it isn't. Must have something better than
Frank's bull. I'll have a word with him. He€ll probably be caling
to-morrow. (Ruminating a moment or two—then sdowly) It's funny
we never spotted it years ago.

FRED (rising): Spotted what, Mr. Dawlish?

STEPHEN: That God designed thisisland not for factories but for
cattle-breeding. | overlooked it mysdlf for sixty-five years. Don't
forget that tobacco, Fred.

FRED (about to go): I'll bring it up to-night.

Enter from outside, ROSALIE, an eager, lively and very attractive
young girl, in a simple but effective brightly coloured working dress.
She is rather tired and hot at the moment, but clearly in radiant
health andgood spirits.

ROSALIE: The cart's coming up with those people. Christopher
stayed behind to help with it. Phew! I'm hot! (She throws herself
carelessly down on a chair.}

FRED: I'd better lend a hand.
ROSALIE: Yes, pleasedo, Fred!
FRED goes out.

STEPHEN: | suppose you came ahead to make yourself look
beautiful.

ROSALIE: Yes, of course. But | must rest a minute first. And I'm
terribly thirsty.

(raising
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STEPHEN (handing her his glass): Finish this. | only had it to keep
Fred company.

ROSALIE (taking it): Thank you. (Drinks, then regards him
affectionately.) Don't you think | ought to try to look beautiful ?

STEPHEN: Yes, | do. And if I knew how to do it, I'd make myself
look beautiful too.

ROSALIE: Wdll, you have a kind of rugged grandeur—Ilike an old
king or even a mountain.

STEPHEN: Good! Thoughyou'venever seenarea mountain.

ROSALIE: | dream of them often. Colossal mountains, shining
white with deep blue precipices. Granddad, I've begun working on a
new poem.

STEPHEN: | know. The rumour has run around.

ROSALIE: | thought I might try some of it on you to-night, but now
these people will be here.

STEPHEN: Thenthey canhearittoo.

ROSALIE: Perhapsthey don't like poetry. They're not English.

STEPHEN: Well, we can see, my dear. There was atime when |
didn't care for it.

ROSALIE: Whatwaswrongwithyou?

STEPHEN: | think | wasill. Most of uswere. But| didn't know it.

ROSALIE: Butnowyou'real right.

STEPHEN: Yes—except that I'm very old.

ROSALIE: What doesit fee likeinside—being very old?

STEPHEN: Not as bad as you'd think. You enjoy things a bit a a
time, and aren't waiting for life really to begin three weeks on Satur-
day. And you don't care any more what people think about you.

ROSALIE: Don't you carewhat/think about you?

STEPHEN: Yes, my dear. But you're not people. | mean—people
like these three who are coming here.

ROSALIE (thoughtfully): I'd like them to think that I'm very strange
and fascinating.

STEPHEN: Quite right. But / don't care if they think I'm just a
barmy old idiot. And probably they will.

ROSALIE: Of coursethey won't. (Shedrinksagain.) Aunt Margaret
won't care what they think about her, either, and that makes her so
impressive.

STEPHEN: She says she feels frightened.

ROSALIE: Aboutthesepeople?
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STEPHEN: Yes

ROSALIE: Was she serious?

STEPHEN: Very.

ROSALIE: Oh dear!

STEPHEN: Or it may bejust nothing—amerefancy. | don't know.
By thunder!—the longer | live the less | know.

ROSALIE (thoughtfully): Perhaps I'd better not bother trying to be
strange and fascinating. I'll be smple and natural—and dullish.
Outside, | mean. Inside, I'm very exciting—nbut that only comes out in
POetry.

STEPHEN (with mock gravity): Certainly. But even outside |
wouldn't say you were dullish, my dear. Sojust beyourself, and let it
rip. And you must find out from Margaret where she's putting these
people. They may be here soon.

ROSALIE (jumping up): Any moment!

She hurries to doorway and looks out, then hagtily turns. She
hurries out left.

STEPHEN straightens himself up a little, knocks out his pipe, and
sowly rises.

After a moment, FRANKLYN HEIMER enters, carrying a small
light case. He is a middle-aged American of the industrialist-
executive type, and may be either the round-bodied or the tall gaunt
type, but should be one of these. He wears a light suit made of
some plastic material, and a gaudy tie, all in sharp contrast with
STEPHEN'S shabby tweeds. In his opening speeches he talks very
dowlyanddistinctly, withgreat politeness.

HEIMER (holding out a hand): Mr. Stephen Dawlish?

STEPHEN (going nearer): Yes, Sir.

HEIMER: I'm Franklyn Heimer, Vice-President of the American
Synthetic Products Corporation.

STEPHEN (as they shake hands): How d'you do?

HEIMER: Gladtoknow you, Mr. Dawlish. | walkedright in because
your grandson told me that wasjust what | had to do. Those were my
instructions, Mr. Dawlish, to walk right in.

STEPHEN: Quiteso. Aretheothers——?

HEIMER: Comingrightalong, Mr.Dawlish.

STEPHEN: Then sit down, won't you, Mr. Heimer? My grand-
daughter will take you up to your room shortly. (He sits down
himself, and HEIMER clearly glad of the rest, drops into a chair, breathing
rather hard.) Three of you, aren't there?
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HEIMER (impressively): Yes, sr. Madame Shestova, who re-
presents the Synthetic Products department of the Soviet Foreign
Trade Commission, and Dr. Bahru, who is a research chemist em-
ployed by the South Asia Federation—and a mighty nice clever young
fellow, though Adgatic, of course.

STEPHEN (amused): AndthisMadame Shestova—isshenice, too?

HEIMER (solemnly, weightily): | wouldn't know, Mr. Dawlish. [I've
had dedlings with her beforein my business, and she's ayoung woman
with brains and plenty of looks. But she's one of their refrigerated
products, | guess. So | just wouldn't know.

STEPHEN (dryly): | se

HEIMER: Wdl, weve had a little trouble with our transportation,
S, as you may have heard.

STEPHEN: Yes. What happened?

HEIMER: We concluded our business up on the chalk hill there and
then, when we were taking off, Dr. Bahru found one of the controls
jammed on his helicopter and had to crash-land us. Dr. Bahru hurt
his foot but otherwise we're al okay. But we broke the T.V.-com, so
that cut us off. And your grandson tells me you have no T.V.-com
here.

STEPHEN (dryly): No, we haven't. I'm afraid you'll find us very
much behind the times these days, Mr. Heimer.

HEIMER (amused): Still stick to the old-fashioned telephone, eh?

STEPHEN: No, we haven't a telephone either. When the system
broke down round here, we never bothered to repair it.

HEIMER (staggered): But how do you talk to people?

STEPHEN: We just go up to them—open our mouths—and start
talking. It works pretty well.

HEIMER: But wastesalot of valuabletime, | guess.

STEPHEN : It saves alot of time, too. After dl, if amanisn't worth a
vigt or aletter, probably he isn't worth talking to. | was in industry
once, Mr. Heimer, and | can remember how | used to be surrounded
by batteries of telephones al ringing and buzzing al day and then
when I'd rush home to try to rest, the things would start, ringing and
buzzing there. | didn't like it then. Now, looking back on it, I'd call
itjust plain hell.

HEIMER: Sure! Oftenfeltit myself. But—of course——

STEPHEN (smiling): This is a little backwater of a country, no
longer busy doing the world's work.

HEIMER: Now, Mr. Dawlish, | didn't say that——

STEPHEN (smiling): No, | said it. Let the people who are doing the
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world's work have the telephones and T.V.-coms—and the nervous
breakdowns. We don't need 'em any more. But I'm neglecting my
duties as a host. Naturally you want to get some message through.

HEIMER (briskly): | surely do, Mr. Dawlish. And I've been thinking.
My Corporation till keeps one of its small branch offices in your
largest town—Shrewsbury, isn't it?

STEPHEN: Probably. But Shrewsbury'salong way from here. Y ou
can dill telegraph, of course, but I'm told the service is very un-
reliablethese days. 1'd write aletter if | wereyou.

HEIMER: | thought if we couldn't find a helicopter or even aland
atomicar——

STEPHEN: Wehaven't any atomicars. Not sincewe decided to leave
the atoms alone.

HEIMER: That's what they told me down there. So | thought we
might hire an old-fashioned automobile.

STEPHEN (shaking his head): There aren't any round here. We no
longer use them. No petrol, you see.

HEIMER (staggered}: Not even any gasoline?

STEPHEN (solemnly): Not even any gasoline.

HEIMER: Butwhat about your tractors?

STEPHEN : We don't use tractors, either. We prefer animals, horses
chiefly. That was a horse in the cart we sent for you and your com-
panions. They're pleasant creatures, and very useful. Unlike tractors,
they learn our ways, they reproduce themselves, they help to manure
the soil, and now we haven't to work in factories to produce goods for
export to pay for the petrol we used to have to import. It's more fun
and much healthier looking after horses than working in a factory.
And I've tried both.

HEIMER: Surething—but—nhell! Horsesareso dow.

STEPHEN: Inthispart of theworld, Mr. Heimer, natureis sow too.
So now we're all dow together.

Enter from left ROSALIE, who smiles at HEIMER.

ROSALIE: Hélo.

HEIMER (smiling too): Hello, there!

STEPHEN: This is my grand-daughter, Rosdie Dawlish. Mr.
Heimer.

HEIMER (shakinghands): Very gladtoknow you, MissDawlish.

ROSALIE (smiling at him): I'm glad to know you too, Mr. Heimer.
Would you like me to show you your room?

HEIMER: | certainly would. Andit'svery kind of you, Miss Dawlish.
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(Heglancesround the hall beforemoving on.) | guessthisis one of your
fine old country mansions | used to read about.

ROSALIE: Grandfather bought it when he was rich, years ago, but
now it's redly afarmhouse, of course. I've dways lived here. | loveit.

STEPHEN (calling backfrom door): Better gpologise to Mr. Heimer
in advance for the lack of dl the comforts and conveniences he's used
to at home.

HEIMER (protesting): Say .

ROSALIE (cutting in, prettlly) | don't know what they are, Mr.
Heimer, as |'ve probably never even seen them, but I'm terribly sorry—
for your sake—we haven't any of them.

HEIMER (protesting): Now—now—now! You're talking to a man
who likesto take acamping trip every year. Yes, Sr! Never missitif |
can helpit.

STEPHEN (at door, dryly): When wasthe last one?

HEIMER (ruefully): Well—three or four years ago, | guess.

STEPHEN (sametone): Beenout of luck |ately then, haven'tyou?

HEIMER: Well—Synthetic Products——

STEPHEN (cutting in, over shoulder): I'd do some camping—and to
hell with synthetic products.

ROSALIE: Granddad, you'renottoteaseMr. Heimer. (TOHEIMER.)
| must warn you about him. Hell try to tease you dl the time. He
does us, but of course, were used to it. Thereé's a marvellous black-
bird singsjust outside your room, and the rose garden looks enchant-
ing from your window.

HEIMER: It sounds swell.

STEPHEN (looking out): Thismust be the Russianwoman.

ROSALIE (hastily): Comeon, Mr. Heimer. | ought to change.

] HEIMER (as hefollows her upstairs): You know, I'm going to like it
ere.

ROSALIE (offnow): Of course you are.

As they disappear, STEPHEN comes in a littlefrom doorway and
after a moment MADAME IRINA SHESTOVA appears. She is about
thirty, fair, but in the Savonic style, with wide cheekbones and
rather danting eyes. She is severely dressed in afeminine variation
of a uniform, which is made of some light plastic material. She
wearsseveral ribbons, likemedal ribbons, to show that shehasbeen
decoratedby her government. Sheisobviously handsome, thoughat
first she seems tiff and cold. Her English is careful and correct,
with not too strong a Russian accent, but it islimitedin expression.
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STEPHEN: Y ou must be Madame Shestova

IRINA (not smiling): Yes.

STEPHEN: | am Stephen Dawlish, and | think you've already met
my grandson, Christopher.

IRNINA: Yes. And | thank you for inviting usto your house.

STEPHEN: It's a pleasure, Madame Shestova. If you don't find it too
uncomfortable, then | hope you can spend several days with us.

IRINA (not smiling): Thank you, but for methat will not be possible.
| am an officia of the Soviet Government—nhere on duty.

STEPHEN (indicating chair): Do gt down. (She does, and so does he.
Then he looks at her and smites. With marked charm.) My dear young
lady—if you will alow an old man the privilege of calling you a dear
young lady—forget you're an official and take a little holiday. Well
put some roses into those pretty cheeks of yours.

IRINA (bewildered): Someroses? Into my cheeks? Oh—I see—itis
a poetical image.

STEPHEN (dryly): Wdll, | supposeitwasonce. (Now, looking at him,
she smilesfor thefirst time, her face lighting up wonderfully. He smiles
too.) That's better. You've probably no idea the difference it makes.
Before, it was like seeing a garden with frost in May. One of my
womenfolk will be down soon, to show you your room.

IRINA (whoisnow|ooking about her): Thank you. Thisisinteresting
to me. At the university | studied English language and literature, as
well as economics. This is like the houses in so many of your old
novels.

STEPHEN: It was rather like them—once. Not now.

IRINA : But you are not a lord——

STEPHEN: No, no. | started as an engineer, and then became a
successful industriaist, making textile machinery. | bought this place
and a few hundred acres of land, but | had to work myself almost
blind and daft to find time to spend a few days here. Then came
catastrophe and ruin—and since then I've been able to stay here al the
time—and eat well, deep well, enjoy my surroundings and have plenty
of time to think. It's been wonderful—only | started forty years too
late.

STEPHEN looks up and sees MARGARET coming down the stairs.
She has changed her dress or at least taken off an apron or overall.
The two women look at each other searchingly.

STEPHEN: Madame Shestova, this is my daughter-in-law, Mrs.
Dawlish, who looks after this house for us dl.

IRINA (polite but cold): | hope this will not be a greet trouble to you.
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MARGARET (gravely regarding her): No, we are pleased to have you
here.

IRINA (asbefore): Thank you.

MARGARET: I think you could be very happy here.

IRINA (politely indifferent): 1 hope so.

MARGARET (softly): | mean—really happy. In anew way.

IRINA (bewildered and rather annoyed): | do not understand.

MARGARET: No, not yet, of course.

Puzzed, IRINA turnstolookenquiringly at STEPHEN, who replies
to her look.

STEPHEN (confidentially): There are some people, Madame Shestova,
who don't seem to be so firmly clamped on to time and space as the
rest of us are. They wander on the border between the known and the
unknown. They see round corners. They can taste tomorrow night
this afternoon. And Margaret's one of these people.

IRINA (distastefully): That is mysticism.

STEPHEN: I'm afraiditis. And | believe we used to have some kind
of law against it, but now we don't bother.

IRINA looksat him, puzzled. Then shelooksat MARGARET, who
smiles at her. She manages a tiny smile in reply. At the end of this
little scene, CHRISTOPHER DAWLISH am/BAiiRU enter fromoutside,

followed by FRED, who is carrying two light cases. CHRISTOPHER is
supporting BAHRU, who is hopping on one foot, the other being
shoeless and bandaged. CHRISTOPHER, about thirty, is a big,
handsome, romantic-looking chap, dressedin an open coloured shirt
and old corduroy trousers. BAHRU isapleasant, dlim Indian, about
thirty-five, dressed in light plastic clothes like his two colleagues.
He speaks carefully in a small, precise voice, in sharp contrast to
CHRISSrich, exuberant manner. It should be obviousfrom the first
that CHRIS is strongly attracted by IRINA, who is aware of thisand
very much aware of him, to her annoyance. This entrance scene, in
contrast to those that havejust passed, should be rather bustling and
noisy, with a certain amount of overlapping lines, etc.

(Heartily.} Well—well—well!

CHRIS: ThisisDr. Bahru. My grandfather.

STEPHEN: How d'you do? You'd better rest that foot, hadn't you?

CHRIS: Unless you want to go straight to bed——

BAHRU (protesting): No—no—please!

CHRIS: Then well settle you down here for a time.

MARGARET (who has come forward): Sit in this char. . . . (Be-
ginning to arrange it)
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CHRIS: Thisismy aunt—Mrs. Dawlish.

BAHRU: How do you do?

MARGARET (helping him to settle down): Don't bother about being
polite, please——

BAHRU: Thank you so much . . .

MARGARET (arranging upright chair for his leg): Put your foot on
this stool. There!

STEPHEN : All right now, Dr. Bahru?

BAHRU: Yes, of course, thank you. You aredl very kind. But itis
realy nothing at al, this foot.

He is now settled in an easy chair with hisfoot resting on a
cushion on the upright chair. CHRIS now looks at IRINA, who is
waiting to go upstairs.

CHRIS (smiling): Hello, Madame Shestova. | told you, didn't I, that
you'd find yourself now a castaway on a mad island?

IRINA (thawingjust a tittle): You did tell me. But how do you know
| think so?

CHRIS: | can seeitinyour eyes.

IRINA (dtiffly):: That is not true.

CHRIS: Yes, yes. | can see in them the Northern Lights flashing
across a thousand question marks made of ice.

STEPHEN (who is upstage, near FRED): That'll do, Christopher.
And don't listen to anything this young man says, Madame Shestova.

CHRIS: Youwantyour case, don'tyou? (Goesuptogetit.)

MARGARET: I'm so sorry—I should have taken you to your room.
Give me the case, Christopher.

IRINA (movingforward): No, please, | can take it.

But MARGARET takes the casefrom CHRIS and now ushers IRINA
upstairs. As they go STEPHEN comesforward.

STEPHEN: Wéll, Dr. Bahru, | told your two colleaguesthey ought to
spend a few days here with us, and now I'm saying the same thing to
you. What about this foot of yours?

BAHRU: If | do not use it for a day or two, it will be dl right.

STEPHEN: Y ou ought to explain that to Madame Shestova and Mr.
Heimer, and then they might not be in such a hurry.

BAHRU (smiting): | will try to persuade them. But being Russian
and American, they have much to do and many responsibilities. They
fed they have the whole world on their shoulders.

STEPHEN: It's an illusion, but one of the oldest. Well, well do our
best to look after you.
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BAHRU: You arevery kind.

STEPHEN (turning): Fred, well go out through the kitchen. See you
later, Dr. Bahru.

He and FRED go out left.

BAHRU (as STEPHEN goes): Yes, please. (He now takesout a cigarette-
case and offers it to CHRIS, who shakes his head smilingly?) But may |
smoke?

CHRIS: Yes, of course. Mogt of our older people—like my grand-
father and Fred Voles—still smoke, but very few of us younger people
do. In our time, tobacco has been so scarce that it didn't seem worth
while acquiring the habit. But we enjoy our food and drink dl the
more—and now we have plenty to eat, plenty to drink—and live like
kings. (He hums cheerfully while BAHRU smokes.)

BAHRU (after apause): Yes, it is nice here.

CHRIS: Wethink itis. I'm glad you do.

. I?jAHRU: So very green, so beautiful! So many flowers, so many
irds.

CHRIS: My grandfather says we aways had more than our share of
flowers and birds, and more than we used to deserveto have. But now,
there are more flowers, more birds, than ever before.

BAHRU: You do not travel yourself?

CHRIS (with a smile): Only between here and Arcturus. (He looks
up to see ROSALIE, who can have changed her dress, coming downstairs.)
Hello, Rosdlie!

ROSALIE (coming in): Hello!

CHRIS: ThisisDr. Bahru. My sister Rosdlie.

BAHRU : How do you do!

ROSALIE: Hello! Oh—yourfoot!

BAHRU: Itisnot badly hurt, thank you.

ROSALIE (perching): Good! (Moreto CHRIS) | met MadameWhat's-
it—the Russian—upstairs. Shelooks like the Snow Queen in uniform.

CHRIS: That's it, Rosdie. That's why | felt I'd known her since |
was eight.

ROSALIE: Areyougoingtofalinlovewithher?

CHRIS: Yes.

ROSALIE: That's what | thought when | saw her. | said to myself,
"We shdl have Snow Queen music from poor Chris for the rest of this
year." (To BAHRU, who issmiling.) Christopher writes music. Did he
tell you?

BAHRU: Yes. Andyou write poetry. Isthat right?
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ROSALIE: Yes And very clever of you to remember. We only doiit
in our spare time, you know, but we manage to have a lot of spare
time, especidly in winter.

BAHRU: Y ou have dways been an artistic family—no doubt?

ROSALIE: | don'tthink so. Havewe, Chris?

CHRIS (who has been humming): No. Our parents weren't like that
at dl. It's because we've grown up in a poor country with a few things
to distract us. So my grandfather says. Weve had to use our own
minds to entertain ourselves.

ROSALIE (after a pause): | sad some of my new poems to Mr.
Heimer on the landing upstairs—he asked me to, so | did—and hetold
me it was hard to follow, but all very fine and dandy.

CHRIS: | cdl that pretty sound criticism.

ROSALIE: Then hetold me about his synthetic products, and when |
hwﬁd | didn't think I'd care for them very much, he seemed quite

urt—

BAHRU (amused): Yes, | think Mr. Heimer would be quite hurt——

ROSALIE: Sol said | probably would likethem if | saw them. Now
he's going to send me a huge case full of them when he gets back to
America | like Mr. Heimer.

BAHRU: Tdl me why, Miss Dawlish. Because he is an important
executive, a powerful personality?

ROSALIE (surprised): Oh, no! There's something innocent and lost
about him—Iike a sort of old baby, puzzled but ill hopeful. (BAHRU
laughs appreciatively.) Aunt Margaret said you might like some tea
We have some, though most of us don't drink it much now.

BAHRU: Teawould bevery nice, thank you, MissDawlish.

ROSALIE: I'll makesome.

Shesaunter sofftowar dsthekitchen, andwehear her singing.

The two men listen a moment. Then CHRIS smilesat BAHRU.

CHRIS (with delicate over-emphasis):

"Be not afeared; theideis full of noises,

Sounds and sweet airs, that give delight and hurt not.
Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments
Will hum about mine ears ..."

He breaks off, because now he sees that IRINA has entered quietly
down the stairs, and is standing at the bottom of the staircase,
listening to him. She carries a small flat briefcase. He looks hard
at her. Shereturnshistook, but with no expression on herface.

BAHRU: Goon, please.
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CHRIS (with a touch of irony): Heré's Madame Shestova, who
probably wants to talk about more serious things.

IRINA: That was Shakespeare, | think?
CHRIS: Yes. Cdiban, in The Tempest.

IRINA: We Russians can appreciate Shakespeare. And Dr. Bahru
wishes you to continue the speech.

Cmig( as before):

"Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments

Will hum about mine ears; and sometimes voices,
That, if | then had waked after long deep,

Will make me deep again; and then, in dreaming,
The clouds methought would open, and show riches
Ready to drop upon me; that, when | waked,

| cried to dream again ..."

IRINA (coming in now, coldly): This Calibanis presented asavictim
of British Imperialism.

CHRIS: | don't think so.

IRINA: Yes. Butyou recite his speech asif it were mysticism.

CHRIS: Soitis. Thewhole play is.

IRINA (severely): That is not so.

CHRIS impulsively takes a stride towards her and looks at her
hardin the eyes.

CHRIS: It'slikelooking at acheap little textbook bound in silver and
gold.

IRINA (coldly): | do not understand what you are saying, but please
do not look at mein this way.

CHRIS: I begyour pardon, Madame Shestova. | readisel ambehaving
very badly to a guest. Please forgive me. I'm not quite myself. | was
up early this morning and worked very hard, because we were hay-
making. So I'm tired. I'm also bewildered, baffled, and light in the
head. Sorry! (He turns away, makingfor door out, but then suddenly
wheelsround, staring at her and speaking with an exasperated warmth.)
Y ou are the most beautiful woman | have ever seen—and yet nothing
| do or say touches you at al. Asif aman tried to pluck the flower of
the world and found it was made of sted and ice. It's blue mid-
summer here, and yet you stare at me out of a Siberian winter.

He wheelsroundagain andgoes straight out. Shewatcheshimgo,
astonished, and more moved than shemil allow. Then sheturnsand
meetsBAHRU'Sglance. Heisamused, but triesto hideit.

IRINA (trying to be coldly indignant): He has no right to say such
things to me.
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BAHRU (with a touch ofirony): No, he has not. But then he said he
was sorry.

IRINA (not replying to BAHRU, as before): | am a responsible official
of the Foreign Trade Commission of the Soviet Union, and | have a
difficult task which must be completed as soon as possible. | do not
like this place, or these people. Now that they no longer have world
power, these people, they lose themsalves in a decadent romanticism.

BAHRU (politely—perliaps too politely): That is probably quite
correct, Madame Shestova.

IRINA: That iswhat | came down to say to you, Dr. Bahru. With
Mr. Heimer we must have a conference, to decide what can be done.

BAHRU: | must leave that decision to you and Mr. Heimer. But
we shall have to stay here to-night.

IRINA: But nolonger. | must report to my department.

BAHRU: At once?

IRINA: As soon as possible.

BAHRU: Surely afew dayswill not matter. Y ou are not American,
who arealwaysin suchahurry.

IRINA: No——But (With a flash offeminine temper) | do
not wish to stay here.

BAHRU (smiling): Now you talk like a woman.

IRINA (annoyed): | do not talk like awoman. That has nothing to
do with this decision. (She breaks off because she sees MARGARET
coming downstairs. As MARGARET comes into the scene) Where is
Mr. Heimer, please?

MARGARET (with a dlight smile): He'sin hisroom. | know, because
as| came pastjust now, | could hear him snoring.

IRINA: Itisimportant we should have a conference here. Pleasetell
him that Dr. Bahru and | are waiting for him here. Or if you will show
me hisroom, | will tell him.

MARGARET (looking at her searchmgly): No, | can tell him.

IRINA (stiffly):  Thank you.

MARGARET: But why are you so angry?

IRINA: | am not angry.

MARGARET: Yes, you are. Was it Christopher? (IRINA answers
merely with ashrug.) He'sfallinginlove with you, and now, | suppose,
you don't know what to do or say. But it had to happen sometime to
you. Sowhy not here—now? I'll give your messageto Mr. Heimer.

MARGARET goes upstairs. IRINA stiffly angry, sits down not far
fromBAHRU, opensher case, andlooksat somenotes shehasmade.
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After afew moments of this, she looks up to see that BAHRU is
staring at her speculatively. This annoys her, andforces her to

speak.

IRINA (coldly): The portable T.V.-com you caried in the helicopter
—canit be repaired?

BAHRU: | might be ableto repair it, but that will taketime.

IRINA: How long?

BAHRU: | cannot tell yet. Not until | have examined it properly.

IRINA: Mr. Heimer said he would ask about communications here.
Also possible transport.

BAHRU: Yes. But | imagine everything will be difficult.

IRINA: These people will make it difficult. Because they are no
longer interested in progress. They are decadent.

HEIMER can now be heard talking as he comes down the stairs

with MARGARET. When he appears, carrying a document case, he
looks rather sleepy and tousled.

HEIMER (as he comes downstairs): . . . Yes, Mrs. Dawlish, therel
was—a boy again—wearing torn old blue cotton pants— andfishing—
yes, sirl And there was the old creek, with the sun on it, the way |
haven't seen it for forty years! That certainly was a swell little dream.
(He breaks off, to greet the other two.) Well, well, here we are! And
Mrs. Dawlish tells me you'd like to talk things over.

IRINA (diiffly): 1f you please, yes. A private conference.

HEIMER (heartily): Suits me.

MARGARET, who has caught a lookfrom IRINA, has now gone to
thefront door, which now she closes rather sharply. They look at
her as she stands|ooking at them.

MARGARET (dryly): | hope you will not be disturbed.

HEIMER:  (rather embarrassed): That'sall right, Mrs. Dawlish.

BAHRU:  Please, do not worry.

h.ROSALIE enters gaily from kitchen with tray on which are tea
things.

ROSALIE: Teal Teal Whowantstea?

MARGARET (taking trayfrom her): Thank you, Rosalie. Will you
help mein the kitchen?

ROSALIE: Yes, of course. (Sheturnsandgoestowardsthekitchen.)

MARGARET putsteaon small tablenear BAHRU.

BAHRU: Itisvery kind of you, Mrs. Dawlish.

IRINA (stiffly):  Thank you.
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MARGARET having put down tray, surveys them sombrely.
MARGARET (gravely): | should like to say something to you.
HEIMER (heartily): Why, sure! Goahead, Mrs. Dawlish.
MARGARET (dowly): You left us nothing but the bare thorn and our

bleeding hands; but now our hands are healed, and the thorn is
beginning to flower. Remember that.

HEIMER (embarrassed): Say, wait a minute, Mrs. Dawlish. Why are
you tdling usthis?

MARGARET (slowly): | don't know—yet.

She turns and walks straight out towards kitchen. Thereisan
awkward silence, during which HEIMER takes out a cigar and lights
it, and IRINA pours out tea for herself and BAHRU. She looks
enquiringly at HEIMER, who shakes his head.

HEIMER (musingly): Don't quite get on to that one, Mrs. Dawlish—
but the other—the kid Rosadie—she's a cute little trick. Started
reciting her poem to me up there before she showed me my room.
Darned nice room, too—made me feel relaxed right away——

IRINA (coldly, cutting in): It is necessary, | think, that we have a
conference.

HEIMER (hastily): Certainly is. We got business to attend to.

BAHRU (with a touch of mischief): And Madame Shestova says she
does not like this place, or these people.

HEIMER: Isthat so?

IRINA (grimly): Yes, that is so.

HEIMER (confidentially): Well, it'sarun-down, old-fashioned sort of
place—and | imagine the folks arejust as queer—what you'd expect, |
guess. But—maybe because I'm fedling relaxed—I kind of like it here
right now. However——(changing his tone) we got business to attend
to. Go ahead, Mrdame Shestova

IRINA: Y ou have enquired about sending messages?

HEIMER: Asked the old gentleman, Mr. Dawlish. No T. V.-com.
Not even an old-fashioned telephone.

IRINA: Itisvery bad. Just decadence.

HEIMER (with a grin): Try telling that to the old gentleman. Now
about transportation. No helicopters. And the only big airport they
use in this country for the strato-ships must be two or three hundred
miles from here. That right, Dr. Bahru?

BAHRU: Yes, | enquired about that earlier.

HEIMER: No atomicars. Thought if we could find an old auto-
mobile we might hire it, but the old gentleman says they no longer
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import gasoline into this neck o'the woods. Prefer horses. Say! He
might be kidding at that! Wed better talk to the young fellow——

IRINA : Hewill beworsethan his grandfather. And thesewomen are
useless.

BAHRU (ruefully): So, too unfortunately, is my foot just now!

HEIMER (apologetically): Now—I was just going to ask about
that——

BAHRU: | must restit for a day or two.

HEIMER: Sure thing! Say—listen—Iet's just relax till to-morrow
morning. Andyouneedn'tlook at melikethat, Madame Shestova. 1t'll
take al of Sx months to erect the plant and build the camps up there,
so don't think I'm going to try to dip a fast one over your Foreign
Trade Commission during the next eighteen hours. Hell's bells—let's
relax!

IRINA (coldly): | am trying to do my duty, that is al, Mr. Heimer.
If you wish to postpone any decision about messages or transport
because we have not enough information—I will agree. But aswe are
al three here, in private conference, there isimportant work we can do.
(Sheglances at her notes}

HEIMER (opening his case): You bet! (Glances at his own notes}
Thisisasfar aswegot thismorning. (Heisnow very crisp andbusiness-
like.) Weve agreed to accept Dr. Bahru's report on the chalk itself.
It's what we want. | suggest—and he agrees—that we ship from
Europe here dl the other raw material we need, so that we use the
chalk on the spot, taking it through the first two processes, giving us
Mixture B. My Corporation can take al the Mixture B that can be
produced here. But of course, working on the usual World Settlement
terms, the Soviet Government can claim up to thirty-seven and a half
per cent of the annual output.

IRINA: | do not know, of course, if the Commission will exercise
its right to a share of the product.

HEIMER: | hopeyou don't. Wecandowithitdll.

BAHRU: | am certain that on the basis of my report, when they see
it, the Soviet Government will demand its share——

HEIMER: And I'd say you're right. Now——(glances at his notes)
about the labour force. | had a word about that with our West
European Labour Directorate. They say we can still pick up a few
minor executives and technicians here in England, or bring in some
Dutch and Germans—good steady fellows. But for a general labour
force, especialy at first, we can't depend on the British. They don't
want the jobs, not even for good money. (He looks at them solemnly
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here.) | didn't believe 'em when they told me that, but from what I've
noticed round here to-day, | guess they're right.

BAHRU: | think so.

HEIMER (with growing enthusiasm): Okay. Supposethey are. Our
mobile labour unit can dump five to ten thousand Chinese on these
hills as soon as we give 'em the word to go. Our congtruction boys—
and there aren't any better, believe me—will tear the guts out of these
Downs, and in sx months you won't know the place. Big plant,
landing grounds, rows of hutments, bungalows for the technicians,
cafes, dance halls, T.V. paaces, bright lights, gambling joints if we
use the Chinks, and—er——

IRINA (calmly): Brothels.

HEIMER: Maybe. But you said it—not me. (He looks round him.)
This old place, when it's got real plumbing in, and some up-to-date
fixings, wouldn't be bad for one of the executives. Know a nice young
fellow | might send over here who'd jump at it. I'll make a note to
remind myself. (He does—and then looks at the other two. Sower.)
Better not let on to these folks what's going to happen. All for the
best, of course. Weve got to make progress. Just because they've
dropped behind—kind of lost heart, | guess—that doesn't mean the
rest of us must lie down on thejob—no, sir! All the same—we better
not let on.

IRINA: | am not afraid to tell them what will happen here.

BAHRU: Perhapsyouwill enjoytellingthem.

IRINA (getting up, sharply): That is not true.

BAHRU (suddenly annoyed): Y ou will not use this tone of voice with
me, please, Madame Shestova. | am a scientist, and my position is at
least as good as yours. | am not one of your servants.

IRINA: | have no servants. In my country we are al free citizens.
(Sheturnsaway, moving restlessly.)

BAHRU: That is not true.

She wheels round, angry, but before she can speak, HEIMER
intervenes.

HEIMER (bluffly): Hey—what is this? We've al been friendly up to
now—don't let's spoil it! Relax—relax!

BAHRU: | amsorry. My foot israther painful.

IRINA: And | have aheadache. | must restin my room.

She turns to go, but before she can get to the stairs, CHRIS enters
from outside, carrying a large bunch ofred roses.

CHRIS (as he enters, grandly): Red roses for the Snow Queen.
Madame Shestova—see how our English earth has bled for you. (He
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hands her the flowers. She takes them, and without thinking, like any
woman, plunges her face into them. When sheraisesher head, she sees
him staring at her. He speaks softly, intimately.) Now you look as |
knew you could look. | had a vision of you looking like that when |
gathered the roses.

IRINA (cold again, sharply): No. Take them, please. (Holding out
theflowers.)

CHRIS: They'reyours. | gathered them for you.

IRINA: | do not want them.

A She drops them, and marches straight upstairs. The men watch
er go.

HEIMER (softly): Y'know, if she's not careful, shell start behaving
just like awoman.

BAHRU: She has been reminded this afternoon that sheisawoman.

HEIMER (solemnly): If she was an American, my friends, she'd be
quite a dish.

CHRIS (with quietfervour): Sheisbetter than adish. Sheisawoman
—and the face she raised from these roses was a spring morning in
some strange beautiful country—and | shall never forget it.

HEIMER: Y oung man, you ought to tell her that—not us.

CHRIS: | shdl, but when | say it to her, | shall put it better—that
wasjust thefirst rough draft.

HEIMER: And | thought you meant it.

CHRIS: Of course | mean it. That's why it's worth saying over and
over again, and improving every time.

Enterfrom left STEPHEN, with ROSALIE and MARGARET.

ROSALIE: Oh—Ilook at theseroses!

CHRIS: The Snow Queenflungthem down.

ROSALIE: Theneither you'relosing badly—or winning.

She begins to pick them up, helped by MARGARET.

STEPHEN (to his guests): We shall be having supper in about two
hﬁurs' time, gentlemen. | don't know what you want to do until
then.

BAHRU: | think perhaps | should like to go up to my room now,
please.

STEPHEN: Certainly. Andif you're wise, you'll stay there and give
that foot a good rest. Well send up your supper and anything ese you
want.

CHRIS (going to him): | know where your roomis, and I'll ook after

you. Now then—
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With his help, DR. BAHRU rises, and the two of them begin going
carefully upstairs. Exit.

STEPHEN: What about you, Mr. Heimer?

HEIMER: Well, we'vejustfinishedour littleconference—

S?T EPHEN: And you wouldn't like to tell me what it's been about—
urn?

HEIMER: No, couldn't do that, Mr. Dawlish. Sorry!

STEPHEN (dryly): No, | thought not.

HEIMER: How about showingmeround?

STEPHEN: | wish | could, but | must sit down. (He does.) But
Rosdie will show you round.

HEIMER: Fine! How about it, Miss Rosalie?
ROSALIE: Yes, of course.
ROSALIE and MARGARET haveput the rosesinto a bowl.

STEPHEN: Andyou'll see someof thefinestland you ever set eyeson.
And remember we're not just living off it. We're living with it. We
love it—and we think it's beginning to love us. Eh, Rosdie?

ROSALIE (fromthebowl): Yes. Yousee Mr. Heimer, thisisn'tjusta
place we happen to bein. This is our home. Every bit of it means
something to us.

HEIMER (with a touch ofuneasiness): | bet you. Well, let's go.
MARGARET (asheismoving off): Mr. Hemer——

HEIMER (stopping): Yeah? (As she looks steadlily at him.) What isit,
Mrs. Dawlish?

MARGARET (softly): Nothing.
ROSALIE (at door now): Come on, Mr. Heimer!
She goes, and hefollows her out. After apause.
STEPHEN (quietly): Why didyoustophimlikethat?
MARGARET (softly): There was something in his voice—uneasiness,
a sense of shame, a guilty feeling—and | wanted to seeif it wasin his
eyes too.
STEPHEN: And was it?
MARGARET: Yes it was.
STEPHEN (gently): Y our handsaretrembling, my dear. Areyoudill
feeling frightened of something?
MARGARET: Yes. | am 4ill afraid . . .
The curtainfalls slowly.

END OF SCENE ONE
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Entrance hall as before. Evening, same day. Profit door is open. The
daylight till lingers, and the light is a golden dusk.

At rise, stage is empty, and then after a moment or two MARGARET
entersfrom kitchen carrying a large tray on which are two jugs—
one of beer, one of milk—some tumblers—some scones and cake.
She begins putting these things on to a table. Ifthe tray is loaded
too heavily, she can have some of the things already on the table.
When she has nearly finished arranging the things on the table,
FRED sdtrolls infrom outside, at ease and smoking his pipe.

FRED (coming in): Good evening, Mrs. Dawlish.

MARGARET (lookingup): Good evening, Fred.

’ FRED: Justlookedinto give Mr. Dawlish sometobacco | promised
im.

MARGARET: Stdownthenandhaveaglassof beer.

She puts it out for him, hands it over, then perches somewhere
while he sits down to drink his beer.

FRED (after drinking): Quiet up here.

MARGARET: Yes. Everybody's scattered about. The Indian, Dr.
Bahru, went to bed, and I'm just going to take some tea up to him
presently and have atalk. Mr. Dawlish is sitting in the garden with
Mr. Heimer, the American. And M adame Shestovaiswandering round
the garden by herself. And Christopher and Rosalie went down to the
village hall to rehearse the play.

FRED: Yes, | know about them. Don't forget, I'm in that play too.
I'm Peter Quince, the carpenter. But I'd soon finished my bit to-night.

MARGARET: Of course. (After apause.) Fred, | think these people
will be staying here rather longer than they imagine. We shall need
more food for them. | was wondering if you could find me a good
joint of mutton.

FRED: Can you spare acouple of cockerels, Mrs. Dawlish?

MARGAJUBT: Yes, | think so. Why?

FRED : GeorgeWatson, Joe'scousin, iskilling asheep, and he'd like
some cockerels ‘cos they're having a do this week-end. His daughter's
getting married.
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MARGARET: Isthat the girl with red hair and huge freckles?

FRED: That's the one.

MARGARET: She'salively handful. Who'smarrying her?

FRED: Chap who comes from Wiltshire way—breeds pigs. George
says he's no size at all—she'd make two of him—but he's a bossy little
runt an' helll master her in no time. Seen him do it aready once or
twice, George has.

MARGARET: Um—welll see. Just wait a year or two. Who's
making any cheese now? We could do with some.

FRED: I'll find out to-morrow. Had a nice piece up at Frank
Waterhouse's, the other day. Oh—I heard one or two of 'em saying at
the village hall to-night that Charlie Newman got a bustard to-day on
Longbarrow Down.

MARGARET (eagerly): A bustard! That would be wonderful, so
long asit's not an old bird.

FRED: They told me Charlie said it wasn't. And weighs about
twenty-five pounds, they said. Lovely eating:

MARGARET: Ask himwhat hewantsfor it, Fred. A bustard would
be a pleasant surprise for these visitors of ours.

FRED : It'snot solong sincethey wereasurpriseto us—isit? Never
st eyes on one till after the Third War. | remember Mr. Dawlish
saying they used to be here—and people liked ‘em better than any
other bird for eating—and then for a hundred and fifty years they
vanished—just not a sign of 'em.

MARGARET (smiling): Yes, and then when we were al broken up
and ruined, the bustards came back.

FRED: | know. But what made'em come back?

MARGARET: Perhaps God did.

Enter from outside, IRINA, dressed as in previous scene. She is
smoking along Russian cigarette, and she looks more human, more
at ease, than before.

IRINA: Good evening.

FRED (getting up): Good evening.

MARGARET (smiling): Haveyou beenlooking at the garden?

IRINA: Yes, itisvery beautiful.

MARGARET: I'm glad you think so. (Sheindicatestable.) I'vejust
brought these things in so that people can help themselves whenever
they want to. Beer in that jug. Milk inthat. Or you could have some
tea—I'm just going to take some up to Dr. Bahru.

IRINA: No, thank you. Later perhaps | will take a glass of milk.
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(Sts down.) Mr. Dawlish and Mr. Heimer are there in the garden
discussing. But for once | did not want to discuss or to listen to
discussion.

MARGARET (enigmatically): No, | can understand that.

IRINA (ratherpuzzled): Can you?

MARGARET: Yes | saw you walking about by yourself, looking at
the flowers. Probably some of them are strange to you.

IRINA: Yes, they are. And | should like to know their names. | was
born and brought up in Moscow, where my father was an engineer.
But the brother of my mother—my—my——

MARGARET (prompting her): Uncle——

IRINA: Yes, my uncle—was the director of a kolkos—collective
farm—in the Ukraine—and nearly every year, in summer, when | was
young | would stay with him. And now | have been remembering al
that.

MARGARET: Y etthisisquitedifferent,isn'tit?

IRINA: Quite different. Yet when | was aone in your garden,
hearing so many birds sing, looking at so many flowers, | began to
remember those times when | was younger—and deep inside | felt
something—something—oh—it is difficult for me to describe. My
English has not been used to describe such fedings, but only for
official and trade discussions and negotiation. And now—when | do
not want to discuss and negotiate—when | walk in a beautiful wild
garden in the evening—and | feel so many things at once—so happy—
s0 sad—so much strange diveness inside—I have no wordsin English
—only in Russian, which no one here can understand. (She endsrather
wigtfully.)

FRED: No, that's hard luck, Miss.

IRINA: You must not cdl me "Miss'. | am Madame, because | am
married.

FRED: I'm sorry. But somehow—you don't

IRINA: Yes?

MARGARET (calmly): You don't stem married. That's what Fred
meant to say. Have you any children?

IRINA (curtly): No.

She gets up, clearly didiking this conversation, and goes up to
front door. MARGARET looks after her for a moment.

MARGARET: | must get Dr. Bahru his tea. Wait here for Mr.
Dawlish, Fred. He won't stay out much longer now.

FRED: Right, Mrs. Dawlish.
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MARGARET goes towards kitchen. FRED remains quietly with his
pipe and beer.  After a moment, IRINA returns, in a different mood
now, the Soviet official again.

IRINA: Tel me please—for this interests me very much—what is
your position here? Y ou do not seem like a servant.

FRED: I'mnot. I'm asort of bailiff, | suppose.

IRINA: You are paid wages?

FRED: | have a share in the farm. When there's any money, | get
my share of it. Butit's adl different here to what it used to be. Money
doesn't mean so much. There's a lot of swapping round of stuff you
need. And you work with people you like to work with, almost a kind
of family affair. We'd never have got anywhere if it hadn't been.

IRINA: Butisit aCapitalist or Socialist system?

FRED: Itisn't asystem at dl, far as| can see. Wejust get dong as
best we can. We aren't bothering with systems.

IRINA: But thisold Mr. Dawlish—nhe represents aruling class?

FRED: In this room he might, but in the kitchen his daughter-in-
law, the one who'sjust gone out, is the ruling class, and in the barns
and cowsheds and fields I'm the ruling class. Christopher? On the
farm | boss him, but up here he bosses me, makes me sing and try to
act in his plays.

IRINA: Isthe cultural life organised from a centre?

FRED (seriously): Say that again, please—Miss.

IRINA (slower): Isthe cultural life organised from a centre?

FRED: No. We don't have anything organised from centres.
When dl the centres were blown to bits, we decided we wouldn't
bother with centres any more. Seems to work all right.

IRINA (frowning): It seems to me very primitive.

FRED (who doesn't care): | dare say.

IRINA: But you read newspapers, technical journals, cultural
periodicals—you try to educate yourself and to keep yourself wel-
informed?

FRED: No. Gaveit up alongtime since.

IRINA (gravely): But that is very bad.

FRED: Isit? Oh—I know what's going on round here, of course.
We have a little weekly paper—with plenty of local newsin. | have a
look at that.

IRINA (worrying about them): | did not redise you were now So
backward.

FRED (simply): No, | don't suppose we do either.
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IRINA: Wouldyou cdl it ademocracy here?
FRED: To tdl you the truth—and no offence—I don't know and |
don't care.
IRINA (indignantly): Then you are politicaly uneducated.
FEED (cheerfully): That's right.
Enter STEPHEN, stumping in looking ruffled and rather angry.

STEPHEN (angrily): I've gone and lost my temper. At my time of
lifel It's a beautiful evening. I've never seen the garden looking
better. I'm entertaining a guest—Mr. Heimer—nice fellow too. We
begin talking. Then we begin arguing. Then | go and lose my temper.
Whew! (He blows his breath out impatiently, and stumps around a hit.)

IRINA: And—Mr. Heimer—what about him?

STEPHEN: Lost his temper too. So he's cooling off out there, and
I'm cooling off in here. Glass of beer, Fred, please. Did you bring me
that tobacco?

FRED (ashepoursout beer): Yes, Mr. Dawlish.

STEPHEN: Good man! Madame Shestova—beer—milk?

IRINA: Somemilk, please.

STEPHEN: And some milk, Fred. (He stumps a hit, then turns,
angrily.) What the blue blazes is the use of aman trying to argueif he
loses his temper? (Shouting.) A reasonable man ought to behave like
a reasonable man.

IRINA (smiling): Are you referring now to yourself or to Mr.
Heimer?

STEPHEN: To both of us. He lost his temper first. But I'm a lot
older and never ought to have lost mine at all. We're apair of braying
asses—but I'm the older donkey and ought to have known better.
(As FRED, who has already given IRINA her milk, now hands him his
beer.) Thanks, Fred. (He takes a good pull at the beer.) Ah—that's
better. Don't deserve it, though—silly old fool!

IRINA (who has hada sip): Thisis wonderful milk.

STEPHEN: It'sthe best thereis. Eh, Fred?

FRED: Just about. And I'll be getting along. Jim's a bit worried
about one of the Guernseys and | promised I'd have a look at her to-
night with him. Here's the tobacco, Mr. Dawlish. (Handing it over.)

STEPHEN: Thank you Fred. And thank Waterhouse for me, will
you? Andjust switch some light on at the door for us.

FRED: | will. Goodnight.

The others say goodnight as he goes up to door, switcheson light,
and then goes out. The electric light is not strong and should light
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the room in mellow pools. STEPHEN, glass in hand, is now looking
smilingly at IRINA, who is standing close to him.

IRINA: Why are you looking at me like this?

STEPHEN: Let me tell you something, my dear. (Softly.) | can see
the beauty of that wild ruined garden of ours, with the flowers blazing
tc?rough the dusk, reflected in your face. You look very beautiful, my

ear.

IRINA (embarrassed, butpleased): Thatisanicethingtosaytome.

STEPHEN: It'strue. And you be careful now. We're impressionable
round here.

IRINA.(puzzed):  Impressionable?

STEPHEN: Give us half achance—and wefall in love. I'm warning
you, my dear.

Enter HEIMER, who notes the electric light, and begins angrily.

HEIMER: Wdl, Mr. Dawlish, | see you don't turn up your nose at
electricity—

STEPHEN (turning, shouting angrily): Mr. Heimer, we don't turn up
our noses at anything that's really useful, pleasant, and won't make
daves out of us. (With a quick change o] manner, to comical despair.)
My God—now we're off again. Sorry, Mr. Heimer.

HEIMER (cordially): So am |, Mr. Dawlish. My fault——

STEPHEN': No, no, my fault. Andold enoughto know better.

HEIMER: Itwon't happenagain, Mr. Dawlish.

STEPHEN: Well make sureit doesn't, Mr. Heimer.

HEIMER: Fine! Shake! (Offering hishand)

STEPHEN (shaking his hand): Spoken like aman! Now let me give
you somebeer. (Moving towardshbeer.)

HEIMER: Thanksalot, Mr. Dawlish.

STEPHEN (asheattendsto beer): Wemakethis supply of electricity
locally, with a couple of wind vanes up on the down. | had ahandin it
so | know all about it. It's a sketchy, weak supply but it does what we
want it to do. Now—try that——(Hands him his beer.)

HEIMER (taking beer): Thanks. And here she goes (He takes a
goodpull at it, and comes up smiling.) This kind of beer's new to me—

but it's a mighty good drink and it's got quite a punch. You make it
round here?

STEPHEN: Yes, it's brewed by alocal man who likes beer.

HEIMER (settling down, expansively): You know—I fed fine. Yes,
sr. All loosened up.

STEPHEN (also sitting): Good. You just stay loosened up, Mr.
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Heimer. And if your business doesn't like it, then let your business
lump it. (Turning to IRINA, who sat down earlier.) Any questions?

IRINA: That man, Fred, you cal him. | like him, but he seemsto be
uneducated.

STEPHEN: Hecan milk acow, shear asheep, feed apig, shoeahorse,
grow wheat, barley, oats, roots and vegetables, make a rabbit pie, play
the double bass and sing a tenor solo—what more do you want?

IRINA: No, | meant politically uneducated. He said he did not
know or care whether this was a democracy or not.

STEPHEN: That's becauseit is one. We achieved it by accident. It's
due to the fact that we're now a small and poor society, we aren't big
and powerful any longer. Rea democracy doesn't come in large
Szes.

IRINA (firmly): | cannot agree with this.

HEIMER (angrily): And | say Shucks! Now listen—Mr. Dawlish——

STEPHEN (holding up a finger): Mr. Heimer—remember. We don't
start again, do we?

HEIMER: Oh, no. Surething! Sorry!

STEPHEN: Easy doesit, eh?

HEIMER: Easy doesit, Mr. Dawlish. Go ahead.

STEPHEN (mildly): | was only going to say that to make anything
big work properly you have to have a tremendous concentration of
power. And where you have this concentration of power, there's no
democracy. You may have something you prefer to democracy, butin
that case don't go on taking about democracy. You know what
happened to us?

HEIMER: Wdll, everything broke down here after the Third War,
and then you had the big emigrations that were part of the World
Settlement Plan.

STEPHEN: Right. And the remnant of us who were left had to start
amost from scratch again.  So there couldn't be any more con-
centration of power. We al had to improvisejust to live at all.

IRINA: Likeprimitivepeoples.

STEPHEN: No doubt. Well, politicians jockeying for power and
officialsissuing directiveswere useless. They couldn't plough afield or
mend aroof. We had to begin again with families and small friendly
groups of neighbours, people who knew and understood each other.
The man who knew most about the particular job in hand became the
boss, just for that job. And we said Good-bye—and | hope for ever—
to the self-appointed bosses who knew more about everything than
everybody ese. Now we dl have our own little bits of respongbility.
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And that's what | call democracy. You cdl it what you like. Another
glass of milk, Madame Shestova?

IRINA: No, thank you.

STEPHEN: Morebeer, Mr. Heimer?

HEIMER (getting up): Thanks, Il doit. But, as you say, Mr.
Dawlish, now you're a smal impoverished community, you can
simplify your problems.

STEPHEN: They've been simplified for us. We work for what we
need—and that's satisfying and not frustrating—and then when we're
not working we enjoy ourselves in our own way. We don't look after
machines all day to pay for other machines to entertain us half the
night. We find we can do without a lot of things that were beginning
to make daves of us.

HEIMER: It sounds okay, but they could talk like that on the
Congo.

STEPHEN: I've never been on the Congo, but probably they had
some good sensible ideas about life there.

HEIMER: Maybe, but however youlook at it—it'sanarrow life.

STEPHEN: Perhapslifeisbest whenit's narrow—nbut deep and high.
The spirit expands upwards not sideways.

IRINA (reproachfully): That sounds like mysticism.

STEPHEN: All right, then, let's have somemysticism, though I'd say
I'm about as mystical myself as a rat-catcher's terrier.

HEIMER (chuckling): Well, don't make metherat any moreto-night.

STEPHEN: Don't mind me, my dear younglady. I'mjust an old man
who's seen too many changes.

IRINA (simply): | like you very much.

STEPHEN: Thankyou, my dear. Nowwhat'sworryingyouabout us?

IRINIA: 1 do not understand this point of view.

STEPHEN: Waéll, you see, we've had to drop alot of stuif clean out of
our lives. We haven't time for anything that doesn't either free our
bodies or refresh and rejoice our spirits. Y ou might say we have two
main problems—what to get for dinner, and what to do after dinner.
So we grow things and raise stock—swap eggs for cheese, chickens for
mutton—that's one level and it keeps us busy and interested. On the
other level, what you might call after dinner, we write and sing songs,
draw a bit, act plays, wonder and philosophisein our own way. But a
whole lot of dusty stuff has dropped out.

IRINA: Whatisthis"dusty stuff"?

HEIMER: Now we're coming to it.
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STEPHEN: Why, | know now that | spent at least half of my life
Worryl_n? myself sck about a lot of things that seems to me now so
much idle nonsense, rubbish and muck. All that dreary unrewarding
middle |evel—trends of this and that, relations between this and that.
For instance, now that were not a world power and nobody cares
tuppence about us, we no longer have to bother our heads about al the
ridiculous intrigues of foreig?n ministers. No more foreign affairs!
And what a refief. We no longer have to waste our attention and
energy on every gang of mtnguers and power-seekers. So now we
have attention and ener%y and emotion to spare for other and more
rewarding matters. We have time to love and enjoy life and to praise
God for it.

HEIMER: Good for you! Butwhat about me gettingaword in, Mr.
Dawlish?

STEPHEN: Quiteright, Mr. Heimer. But takeit easy, en?

HEIMER (sol_emnl?/, holding finger up): We take it easy. ('RINA
suddenly burstsinto laughter.) What's this, Madame Shestova?

IRINA: | am sorry. But suddenly I think—men are so funny.

STEPHEN: You be careful—if that's what you're beginning to
think. But go on, Mr. Heimer.

HEIMER (solemnly): Far as I'm concerned—and | can say this for
3UIte alot of us Americans anyhow—it isn't just the power, or the

ollars we earn, or even the darned excitement of making something
big—but—well, | guess we got a sense of responsibility and duty to the
world. Yes, gr, don't forget that—responsibility and duty.
He looksfrom STEPHEN, who nods, to IRINA.

IRINA: Yes, Mr. Heimer. Thisisvery interesting to me.

HEIMER (after nodding, turning to STEPHEN): You folks had it once.
Then things got too tough for you. Well you're making the best of it
right now, | guess, doing what you can. But someboady's got to feel
that responsibility and duty—and get busy. That's a real man's life,
the way | seeit. And if it takes more than you want to give it, if you
can't go on camping trips the way | like to do, if you can't grow roses
and read poetry, well, that's just too bad—but there's the big job,
there's your responsibility, your duty, just the same. Yes, sir.

IRINA (respectfully): That is how we Russians fed. But | did not
know you Americans felt like that, Mr. Heimer.

HEIMER (with modest pride): We certainly do, most of us, Madame
Shestova.

STEPHEN (smiling): Therespokethesound Puritan heart of America,
that has kept It from becoming a vaster and more terrifying Babylon.
The old gospel of duty and work, eh, Mr. Heimer?
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HEIMER: Yes, Mr. Dawlish. And if you ask me, it means as much
to-day, as it did to our folks two hundred years ago. Were dill
pioneers.

STEPHEN (sharply): But you're not—and that's the trouble.

HEIMER (sharply): And | say we are—though the job might be
different——

STEPHEN (louder): And that's the point, my friend. When the tasks
were simple pioneering tasks—clearing the forest, tilling your land—
the gospel of duty and work did not harm and did much good.

HEIMER (rather angrily): And | say it till does no harm and does
much good.

STEPHEN (with more vehemence): And | say you're mistaken, my
friend. You carry your sense of duty and responsibility into enter-
prises that are very different from those simple old tasks. You 4ill do
—without asking yourselves what you are doing.

HEIMER (shouting): Weknow what wearedoing.

IRINA (half laughing, holding up her finger): Please—please—where
isthis take it easy!

STEPHEN (ignoring): | say that, just asthe armies of mad conquerors
blindly marched, so, blindly and with furious mad energy, you tear
down, lay waste, build, set machines in motion—produce, produce,
produce—littering the world with things men might be happier
without.

HEIMER (shouting): You try 'em, brother, that's al, just you try
‘em. Y ou could do with some of our products here right now.

STEPHEN (shouting): Of course we could. We dl like gadgets and
toys. But the price we haveto pay, sooner or later, is too high——

HEIMER (angrily): Who says it's too high——?

IRINA (as before, but louder): Please—please—take it easy—take it
easy——

STEPHEN (shouting): | am taking it easy. | say, you find yourself
dragged in the dust behind the runaway chariot of commercial
production, of your sense of responsibility and duty gone mad——

HEIMER (shouting angrily): It's the one thing that can't go mad——

STEPHEN (as before): It al ends in other peoples confusion and
misery, in a hopeless muddle of values. If you want to throw your life
away for the sake of plastic ash-trays, that's your affair, but don't——

HEIMER (as before): Who's talking about throwing lives away—
and what's wrong with ash-trays anyhow——

STEPHEN: But—I say—don't ask us to do it or to admire you for
doing it—
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IRINA: And| say—please—please—will younot takeit easy?

STEPHEN (mildly): Why, of course, Madame Shestova. Mr. Heimer,
you ought to gpologiseto Made me Shestova

HEIMER (rather startled): Why—sure—sorry.

IRINA (with mock seventy): Y ou have both been very bad.

STEPHEN: Quiteright. Andit's high time| stopped arguing. And
time too those youngsters were back from the village.

HEIMER: Rehearsingaplay, aren'tthey?

STEPHEN: Yes. Midsummer Night's Dream. You ever seen it,
Madame Shestova?

IRINA: Once—in Moscow, when | was gill a student—quite young
in fact.

STEPHEN (smiling): You're quite young till, my dear, though |
suppose you don't think so.

IRINA: No, sometimes | fed quite old. To-night in the garden,
when | was reminded of the holidays | spent with my mother's brother
—my uncle—as a child, suddenly | felt that life had gone past, that
aready | was old.

HEIMER (heartily): You'll get over that dl right. | can give you
twenty-five years, | guess, and | don't feel old—not me.

IRINA: You are a man, it may be different.
HEIMER (chuckling): Now that's the first time | ever heard you
admit that there might be adifference. Youjust becareful. (Chuckles.)

STEPHEN (gently): Often, when you feel as you do to-night, my dear,
when you tell yourself that life has gone past, the very opposite istrue.
Some great blazing lump of life is just arriving—and you're only
clearing a space for it.

IRINA: I have not known such athing.

STEPHEN: Giveyourselftime.

Voices of CHRISTOPHER and ROSALIE are heard outside. They
are saying linesfrom theplay.

CHRIS: "Faretheewell, nymph;"

STEPHEN: Andyoumay not need much.

CHRIS (still off):

"Ere he do leave this grove,
Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love,
Hast thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer."

ROSALIE (as she enters): "Ay, thereit is"

CHRIS (off); "I pray thee give it to me"
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Heenters, the door swinging to behindhim.
"l know a bank where the wild thyme blows,
Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows;
Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine,
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine;
There deeps Titania, sometime of the night—
Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight;”
Sorry, we were doing lines on the way up. Any beer left?
HEIMER (getting up): Plenty. What about you, Miss Rosalie?
ROSALIE (going to the table): Milk for me. Lord!—I'm thirsty—
hungry too.
HEIMER (helping her tofood, etc.): How's the play coming along?
ROSALIE: It'sin the messy stage at present, and not enough people
to choose from, really. My part's Puck really. | did it once before. If
you two had been staying longer, you could have been in it.
CHRIS (who now has some beer}: Of course they could. Mr. Heimer
would knock spots off old Bucket as Bully Bottom.
ROSALIE (wheeling on IRINA, excitedly): And there's the perfect
Titania
IRINA (shyly): Oh—no——
ROSALIE: Just ook at her, Chris——
CHRIS (who is): | am looking.
ROSALIE(withemphasis): Shehastheperfectlovelystrangefairylook.
CHRIS (withfervour): SheMy. (Quoting with mock anger.) "Il met
by moonlight, proud Titania". (He looks at her and she looks at him.)
It would have been so good for your English too, Madame Shestova.
Think of all the enchanting lines you'd have had to say——
". . . hoary-headed frosts
Fall inthelap of the crimson rose.”
(Hepoints to the red roses on the table. She halfrises. Helooksat her
and asks softly.) Running away ?
IRINA (sitting again, proudly): No.
HEIMER (heartily): Lookslikeweve missed something.
CHRIS (smiling at him): Of course, you have, Mr. Heimer.
ROSALIE: Just think of al the things Titania has to say to you (She
perches on the arm of his chair, smiling seductively at him, then quotes.)
"Come, St thee down upon this flowery bed,
While | thy amiable cheeks do coy,
And stick musk-roses in thy deek smooth head,
And kissthy fair large ears, my gentleJoy . . ."
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HEIMBR (protestingjovially): Here, wait a minute, young woman. |
remember it now. This fellow's got a donkey's head on him, hasn't
he?

ROSALIE: Yes, but it's awonderful part.

HEIMER suddenly roars with laughter.

HEIMER (laughing): Wait till | tell 'emthis back home. My—my, my!
(The others laugh, more in sympathy tlianfrom genuine amusement. He
continues in same vein.) That's what they wanted me to be, I'll tell ‘em.
Bully Bottom—the one with the donkey's head—Bottom—the—what
is he?

ROSALIE (laughing): The weaver——

HEIMER (laughing): The weaver—that's the fellow—comedy man.
Say—I'll read it with Mrs. Heimer and my two youngsters. Just a
private performance Midsummer Nighfs Dream. And that's just
where | am—yes, sir—slap in the middle of it. In a midsummer night's
dream just where it belongs—midsummer in old England. Don't ook
at me like that, Madame Shestova. | know | sound crazy, but I'm not.

IRINA (clear and serious): But no. | was not thinking of that.
Because | fed it too—as if | was in a dream—a midsummer dream.

HEIMER (with a fresh roar of laughter): What d'you know about
that, eh? It's got her too. (Laughs) Mr. Dawlish, you and | could
argue till al's blue, | guess, and we'd never agree. But | want to tell
you again—I like it here. | certainly do. | feel fine. All loosened up
and relaxed—yes, sr. | wouldn't have missed it for ten thousand
dollars. Midsummer Night's Dream—we had a little crash and then
walked right into it—yes, sir, slap into the middle of it——

Helaughs, andtheotherslaughwithJiim. MARGARET nowenters
sowly down the stairs. CHRIS sees her first, stops laughing and
stares. Theothersgraduallyfollow hisexample. MARGARET looks
pale and angry.

CHRIS: What's the matter?

MARGARET (standing till on lower stairs): | know now why these
three came here. Dr. Bahru hasjust told me.

HEIMER (jumping up, indignant): Now that's too bad. Spoiling
everything!

MARGARET (bitterly): Yes. Spoiling everything. (With growing
urgency?) But | knew in my heart you had come to do that. When |
saw you three together this afternoon, what did | say to you then?
That once you left us nothing but the bare thorn and our bleeding
hands. And | asked you to remember that now our hands are heded
and the thorn is beginning to flower.
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STEPHEN (quietly): Whatisthis, my dear? What have you learnt?

MARGARET (dowly and quietly): Dr. Bahru discovered that the
chalk in our Downs could be used for making some new synthetic
substance. He brought Mr. Heimer and Madame Shestova here to
show them how much of it there is, and now they have decided to
manufacture the new substance here, to dig out the chalk, to erect a
manufacturing plant, to build a whole industrial town——

ROSALIE (horrified):  No!  No!

MARGARET: Yes. (TOHEIMER.) Thatistrue, isn'tit?

HEIMER (defiantly): Certainly is. And why not? You've got some-
thing here the world needs, so we're going to make use of it. Nothing
new about that. You British used to do it al over the world.

MARGARET does not answer him, but goes slowly out left towards
kitchen. HEIMER now looks defiantly at STEPHEN, who finally meets
hisglance.

STEPHEN (steadily): It's true we used to do it ourselves. In fact we
led theway. And inthe end we paid a heavy price. After that we had
to find another way out. | think we are beginning to find it. And now
you come here.

HEIMER: Now look, Mr. Dawlish. If this thing's worked right -
and I'll s=e it is—you can get a whole heap of dollars for your land
here—and then if you don't like it here any more—why, you can go
some place—buy more land——

STEPHEN: No, | can't.

HEIMER: Well, you'reold | guess—but——

CHRIS (cutting in): I'm not old, Mr. Heimer. But | know what my
grandfather means, and | feel ashe does. Y ou don't understand. This
isn'tjust a piece of land, just something to pull aliving out of. It's our
home. It's part of us. Weloveit. To usit'sjust asif you proposed to
excavate our bones and nerves, to tap our life-blood, and then mash
them al up with chemicalsto make your synthetic muck.

HEIMER: That'sjust fanciful, young man.

STEPHEN (gravely): No, itisn't, Mr. Heimer. Those of uswho were
left here, after you had all finished with us, had nothing but the land—
the patient outraged land—afew old implements, our hands, and what
remained of faith, hope and love. We had to find a new way to live
Without it we couldn't have existed at al during these last fifteen
years. We found that new way. And at last we began to live, not
merely to exist. And now you want to destroy it.

HEIMER (rather impatient): Sure, you've had a tough time. But you
can't accuse us of wanting to destroy anything. You've been in
industry yoursdlf in your time, Mr. Dawlish——
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STEPHEN (cutting in, very sharply): | have. And now | wouldn't
turn a dozen sheep off the bare top of a down for dl the synthetic
products in the world.

HEIMER (annoyednow): And if you ask me, that's childish. And this
is serious, it's important business. | can clown around with the next
fellow, but, as | warned you when we were arguing earlier to-night,
I've got a sense of responsibility and duty to the world.

STEPHEN (sharply): Andasl toldyouthen—you carry your sense of
responsibility and duty, without thinking, into the wrong enterprises.
Y ou drive blindly on and drag the rest of us choking in the dust behind
you. (He breaks off, then changes his tone.) It's past my usual bed-
time, and I'm tired. Madame Shestova—will you excuse me? | hope
you will not find it too uncomfortable here. Wewill do our best——

IRINA (moving forward): Oh—no—please

CHRIS (looking at her steadily): Madame Shestova hasn't said any-
thing yet.

IRINA (returning his glance): No. (Then generally) Because how—
I'm too tired. And if you will excuse me—please——(Shegoesto the
stairs, hesitatesa moment) Good night.

Sherunsupstairs. Thereisapause. Then STEPHEN moves slowly
towardsthestairs. Heturnsat bottom.

STEPHEN (softly): | think our Russian friend is not feeling very
happy.

CHRIS (quietly): No, she isnt.

HEIMER (rather explosively): Helll—I'm not feeling happy either—
and don't imagine | am.

STEPHEN (with grave courtesy): If there is anything you need, Mr.
Heimer, that we can supply, | hope you will tell Christopher. Good
night.

HEIMER (as STEPHEN goes dowly upstairs):  Good night, Mr. Dawlish.
Nice of you to have us here.

CHRIS: Good night, grandfather.

HEIMER (quietly): Il just let him get up there, then I'll follow. |
might have aword with Bahru at that. Talks too much, that Asatic.

CHRIS (dryly): You mustn't blame him. My Aunt Margaret is a
very difficult person to hide anything from. She has specid ways of
her own of knowing.

HEIMER: One of these rather unbalanced psychic types, | guess.

CHRIS: Shé's the best balanced of us dl, and the one we depend on
when things are bad. But she doesn't redly livein our kind of world.
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HEIMER (mildly and firmly): I'll risk saying it again. | think that's
just fanciful, young man.

CHRIS (coolly): It could be. I'm inclined that way. But even the
idea of synthetic products was once thought to be fanciful.

HEIMER (complacently): I'll grant you that. But now we make 'em
by the million. So they were wrong. You can't prove me wrong.
That's the difference.

Enter from left MARGARET and ROSALIE. MARGARET is grave
and composed, but ROSALIE looks asif she had been crying.

HEIMBR: Oh, hellothere!

ROSALIE: | don't want to be rude, Mr. Heimer, but | think you
ought to go to bed. I'm horribly disappointed in you, and | can't talk
to you any more.

HEIMER: Now, listen, Rosdlie, you and | were getting to be great
pals—

ROSALIE: And dl the time you knew what was going to happen to
us—

HEIMER (protesting): But | don't see it the way you do——

ROSALIE: No, please. | can't talk about it any more—not to you.
Say Good night.

HEIMER: You bet! | wasjust going anyway. But—well, I'm dis-
appointed in you too. (Nobody replies. He lingers a moment, rather
wistfully, afriendly man, looking at them.) Well—good night all.

They murmur "Good night" ashe goes upstairs. ROSALIE takesa
scone or piece of cake, begins munching it, and pours herself out
some milk.

ROSALIE: | know it'sdl wrong, but | always want to eat and drink
Wheg something terrible has happened. And then | feel sick after-
wards.

CHRIS (taking something to eat): | hope you two aren't going to stay
up. | fedl likewriting some music.

MARGARET: Aren'tyoutirednow?

CHRIS (munching): No. | was earlier, but after | put my bed under
the beeches, before supper, | had alittle degp. So now | fedl in grand
form.

MARGARET (calmly): Becauseyou arein love.

ROSALIE (fiercely): With that woman? | hate her now.

MARGARET: Sheisonly doingwhat shethinksisher duty. Andshe
is not happy. | saw that from the first. | think her marriage means
nothing to her. Shelivesin a cold desert of duty.
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ROSALIE (after dightpause): | don't understand you, Chris. Writing
music now. Don't you redise what these people are going to do to us?

CHRIS: Why not?

ROSALIE: Because | can't see how you can stand there like that—
not caring—talking about writing music—if you did. It'll be the end of
everything.

CHRIS (carefully): If these people were going to-night—or even
early in the morning, 1'd feel about it as you do. Perhaps even more so.
But they haven't gone yet.

ROSALIE: But we can't stop them going, whenever they're ready.
And when they do go, they'll take this foul plan with them, and very
soon—oh!—I can't talk about it. But Margaret will tell you what is
going to happen. Shegot it out of Dr. Bahru.

CHRIS (carefully): It's not been decided yet when or how they go.
They haven't even sent any message yet. Nobody knows they are here
or what is happening.

ROSALIE (eagerly): You think——

CHRIS (checking her): No. I'm not even thinking—yet.

MARGARET: Chrisis right. Why should we give up hope—when
nothing has happened? Let's go, Rosdlie.

ROSALIE: Not yet. I'm too excited and miserable to deep. | want
to talk.

MARGARET: We can talk upstairs. Chris wants us to leave him.
And he'sright. Thisis histime.

ROSALIE: Why—histime?

MARGARET (moving): Come on. Good night, Chris.

CHRIS: Good night, Margaret. Good night, Rosdlie.

ROSALIE (asshegoes): Goodnight.

They go. CHRIS switches off some lights, leaving upstage back in
shadow, but apool oflight near bottom of stairs—andthen opensthe
door wide. Thereis moonlight outside. He stares at it a moment,
then whistling softly he comes in and goes to some small cupboard or
recess, and brings out of it a violin and bow and some manuscript
music paper. He tunes the violin very quietly, holding it to his ear.
Under the nearest light he glances at the music he has already
written, whistling softly, and makesa correction or two. Heplaysa
tiny snatch or two of melody, then stops, moves restlessly and im-
patiently. Then he looks out of the open door, whistling softly, and
then begins to play—very softly, with a mute on his strings—some
passagesfrom the composition heard in Act Il, Scene Il. As he
plays, his back to the stairs, IRINA comes slowly and quietly down-
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stairs. She is wearing dlippers and pyjamas, and over her pyjamas a
long, pale-coloured wrap or dressing-gown made of plastic stuff
similar to that ofher uniform. Her hair is looser and whole appear-
ance softer and morefeminine than before. She stands listening to
him a moment at the bottom of the stairs. Then he stops, turnsand
seesher. Hecomesdown towardsher.

CHRIS (quietly): What can | call you now?

IRINA (softly): Irina

CHRIS (tasting it, lingeringly): Iring, Irina.

IRINA (softly): | could not deep or rest. And then | thought |
heard far away the bird that sings at night . . .

CHRIS (quoting smilingly):

"The nightingale that in the branches sang,
Ah, whence, and whither flown again, who knows!"
Most of them have stopped singing now, Irina, but | heard one il
singing last night—alittle hoarse and rusty now—but anightingale—

IRINA: | do not know why | am heretalkingtoyou . . .

CHRIS: Because for years and years | have been waiting for you, at
the rising of every moon——

IRINA: That is not true. (Shelaughssoftly?) No, | must not say that
now—must | ?

CHRIS: No, Irina, not now. Inthe morning perhaps—but then only
once or twice.

IRINA: Did you hear me say, when Mr. Heimer was laughing, that |
felt asif | wasin adream—amidsummer dream——?

CHRIS: Yes, | heard you—and have been happy ever since.

IRINA: It was true. That is how | feel—in a dream. | do not
understand myself. What can you think of me?

CHRIS: It is quite simple—I love you. (Halflaughing, halfearnest.}
My darling—my golden love—

IRINA (checking him, gravely): No, listen please. There is some-
thing | must tell you. My husband is an engineer. He was my father's
chief assistant and friend. Heis much older than | am—a good man—
| respect him very much——

CHRIS (very softly): But you don't love him.

IRINA (very softly): No. | read of this love in novels and saw it
played in the theatre and opera. | did not think it was ared thing.

CHRIS: And now?

IRINA (slowly): | do not know. | am wandering in a dream—with
srange feelings in my heart. All day | have been like a child again—
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and yet not a child. After | threw down the flowers you gave me and
went to my room—I cried, and yet did not know why | was crying.
All like a dream.
CHRIS: And how isit with you in this dream of yours, Irina?
IRINA: It seems the same as it is with you—Christopher. | seem to
loveyou.

She moves into his arms, and with a kind of slow dreamy in-
tensity, they kiss. After a moment or two, "while they are still
embracing, the song of the nightingale can be heardfrom outside.
She draws away a little.

IRINA (whispering): Listen—it is there now—the magic bird . . .
CHRIS (quoting, half-playfully):
"Believe me, love, it is the nightingale ...

Close together, they move slowly towards the open door, and then
stand looking out, listening to the song, as IRINA leansagainst him.

Sow curtain.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT I
SCENE |

Terrace outsidefront of house, with large weather-beaten pillars, going
up out ofsight, french windows behind, worn stone balustrade, and
worn stone steps coming down centre.  Two exits are essential—one
at back going into house; and one at side, approaching the house.
The whole place is thick with climbing plants, lush flowers and
foliage, giving the impression ofbeing rather uncaredfor but all rich
and grand in a natural fashion, and looking rather more sub-
tropical than the usual English scene. The set should be reasonably
convincing, as the outside of an English country house in a state of
decay, and yet suggest a certain dreamlike feeling. The time is
afternoon, three days later than Act I; and it is a bright hot
afternoon, a rich golden light flooding the scene.

At rise of curtain DR. BAHRU, dressed as before, with nothing but a
tiny limp now, and smoking a cigarette, is busy setting up the
T. V.-com mentioned in Act |. He isfixing the controls, adjust-
ing the dials etc. This T. V.-com is a person-to-person television
apparatus, worked on some much simpler principle than our
television; this portable one is like a portable transmitting-and-
receiving radio set with sight added. It should consist of a rather
shiny screen, about a yard square, framed and heavily shaded, with
various mysterious and impressive controls, dials etc. It isset ona
table, left or right ofthe entrance to the house and steps infront, at a
height so that a man standing before it has his head and shoulders
easly within theframe. 1t should be so placed on the stage that the
effect can be worked, at the discretion of the producer, either with a
small talking film, preferably in colour, projected from behind the
screen, which must then be a transparency. Neither sound nor image
need be very clear, and there can be various buzzings, flickerings
efc., as it is established that the set is not working well. The T. V.-
com can, of course, be placed so that it is overshadowed byfoliage,
and is never seen infull stage light.

BAHRU npotters with it for a few moments, then knocks off for a
break and to enjoy his cigarette better. CHRISTOPHER and IRINA
now enter from side, as if doing somefarm work. CHRISTOPHER is
dressed as before, but now IRINA no longer wears her plastic
uniform but a coloured dress similar to that worn by ROSALIE. Her
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hair too can be different, worn looser. She is blooming and relaxed,
and both she and CHRISTOPHER who come in hand-in-hand, have the
dreamy pre-occupation of satisfied lovers. They separate on
approaching BAHRU, who smiles at them.

BAHRU: Y ou have done some agricultural work this afternoon?

CHRIS: Yes

IRINA (teasingly, lovingly): But | have done more work than he has.
Heis rather lazy, | think.

BAHRU (smiling): | am not surprised.

CHRIS: We English are a bit lazy—an old fault of ours—if it is a
fault. And I'm not sureitis.

IRINA (same tone—to BAHRU): He is redly thinking about his
music—not about farm work.

CHRIS: It's possibleto do both at once.

IRINA (rather troublednow): Is—theT. V.-com———(She indicates
it.) working now?

BAHRU: No. | stopped to have alittle rest—but | think | shall have
it ready quite soon.

IRINA (a hint ofsadness): | see.

CHRIS (looking at him): My own belief is—everybody herewould be
happier, including ourselves, if you found you couldn't make it work—
yet.

IRINA cannot help looking at BAHRU hopefully. But he looks
graveandshakeshishead.

BAHRU (gravely): | understand why you say that—you have my
sympathy. | do assure you—but such athingis not possible. | must
put thisT. V.-com inworking order as soonas| can. | have my duty to
attend to. We dl have our duties to attend to—eh, Madame Shestova?

IRINA. (steadily): Yes. | have not forgotten.

BAHRU: Todreamisvery pleasant—I enjoy it myself, and last night
| dreamt of being in my little garden with my dear wife and our two
beautiful children—but the time comes when we must wake up.

CHRIS (hastily): Let'sfind something to drink, Irina.

He goes in. IRINA and BAHRU exchange a sober long look and
then IRINAfollows CHRIS into the house. BAHRU goes back to the
T. V.-com, making final adjustments. After a few moments,
MARGARET comes slowly out of the house, and looks at him
curiougly.
- MARGARET: Well, Dr. Bahru, how are you getting on with that
instrument?
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BAHRU: Itisnearly ready, thank you, Mrs. Dawlish. But it will not
have much power. We shall haveto useit very carefully.

MARGARET: Youwill be ableto see people—and to talk to them?

BAHRU: Yes. But of course asit is only a small portable one, it is
very crude. And it has been damaged. Have you never seen the big
T. V.-coms?

MARGARET: No. Nor thelittle T. V.-coms neither. (BAHRU laughs
gently.) Why do you laugh?

BAHRU: Excuse me, please, Mrs. Dawlish. But | was thinking how
curiousit isthat I—an Indian—should be herein England explaining a
scientific invention to you. Forty years ago—even thirty years ago—
it would still have been you English who would have been explaining
these modern marvels to us ignorant Indians. Now—wsll, it is very
different.

MARGARET (cheerfully): | see no harm in that. Once it was our
turn, now it is your turn. But who are you going to see and to talk to
with that thing—your wife? .

BAHRY (sadly): No, unfortunately. | should like very much to see
my wife and to talk to her. But that is not possible. She is not
alowed aT. V.-com. Thiscan only be used for official business. Ina
few minutes | shall try to get through to the head of my department.

MARGARET: And do you like him?

BAHRU: No, | dislike himvery much. And he didikes me. But ill
we shdl be able to see each other and to talk. You must admit that is
verywonderful.

MARGARET (calmly): It seems rather absurd to me.

BAHRU: Absurd? Why?

MARGARET: You can't see your wife and talk to her. All it gives
you is somebody who didikes you that you don't want to see and talk
to. So why bother?

BAHRU (rather put out): But you do not appear to understand,
Mrs. Dawlish. If you haveimportant business to discuss——

MARGARET: Ifitissoimportant, it will keep until you get home.
And that will give you more time to decide if it readly is important.
And perhapsitisn't. (Sheisready to go)

BAHRU: But of course it is.

MARGARET: Do you love your wife?

BAHRU (surprised): Yes, very much.

MARGARET: Then seeing and talking to her really is important.
And you should never have let anybody decide that it wasn't. (Very
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gently, as she prepares to ggz] There must be something wrong with the
vaues in your world, Dr. Banru.

She goes into the house. He stares after her a moment, rather
taken aback, then with a shrug, returns to the T. V.-com. After a
few more adjustments, it is ready to be switched on. On the screen
there are vague flashes—like a television set before it is properly
tuned in—and there are various noises, including sounds of voices,
male andfemale, talking vague gibberish.

BAHRU (repeating to machine): Dr. Bahru for Dr. Rockefeller
Chen. Dr. Bahru for Dr. Rockefeller Chen. Dr. Bahru for Dr.
Rockefeller Chen . . .

Finally there is a flickering image of a middle-aged American-
cum-Chinese type in tropical clothes, looking hot and angry, and
with a loud unpleasant voice.

CHEN (through T. V.-coni): Thisis Rockefeller Chen. Itisvery late.
Whoisthat?

BAHRU: Dr. Bahru.

CHEN: Dr. Bahru?

BAHRU: Yes, Dr. Chen.

CHEN (angrily): Thisis Dr. Chen.

BAHRU: Yes, | know. And thisis Dr. Bahru.

CHEN: Oh yes—I see you now, Dr. Bahru. Where are you?

BAHRU: SouthernEngland.

CHEN (fussy): Where? Can't see you well. Can't hear you pro-
perly. Something wrong with your set.

BAHRU: It's only a small portable s&t, Dr. Chen, and has been
damaged. Wait a moment, please, and I'll try to make it better.

As hefiddleswith the controls, voice of DR. CHEN comes through
without the image, but it isfaint. At the same time IRINA comes out
of the house, and stops dead, alarmed, when she sees what is
happening.

CHEN: Hurry up, Dr. Bahru. Make it snappy. Another cdl is
coming through—very important.

BAHRU faces screen again, and image of CHEN appearsagain.

BAHRU : Isthat better, Dr. Chen?

CHEN: A little better, but ill very bad. Where did you say you
were, Dr. Bahru?

BAHRU: Southern England.

CHEN: Southern England?

BAHRU: Yes
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CHEN: Oh—yes—the report for the American Synthetic Products
people. Isit ready?

BAHRU: Yes, my reportisquiteready.

IRINA (interrupting, urgently): No. No. Please Dr. Bahru.

He turns away from machine, then takes a step or two towards
her as she confronts him. Image on screen is vague, and there is
moreflicker ing.

CHEN (angrily but fainter): Where are you, Dr. Bahru? Make it
snappy. No timeto waste. Dr. Bahrul!

BAHRU (turning desperately): Yes, I'm here, Dr. Chen.

But he is too late. Image and voice of CHEN are rapidlyfading.

CHEN (Just audible): No time to waste. Another cal coming
through . . .

He has gone. BAHRU switches off, then turns to IRINA, who is
looking unhappy.

BAHRU: MadameShestova, thatwasmy chief, Dr. Rockefeller Chen,
and | was about to make my report to him. It may take hours before |
can get through to him again. Why did you interrupt me like that?

IRINA (unhappily): | do not know, Dr. Bahru. | spoke before |
thought.

BAHRU: Youand | and Mr. Heimer have agreed that although we
are sorry for these people here, we must do our duty. And you
yourself have said that their attitude is reactionary, unscientific, and
undemocratic.

IRINA: Yes thatistrue.

BAHRU: But now, Madame Shestova, you prevent me from doing
my duty.

IRINA (distressed): No, Dr. Bahru. | did not mean to speak. It—it
—cameout. | am sorry.

Sheisnow sitting, looking awayfrom him. He now sitsy notfar
away, andlooksat her.

BAHRU (after a pause): | will tell you why you interrupted me,
Madame Shestova. (She looks at him rather dreamily, but does not
speak.) The reason is—that you do not want me to make my report.

IRINA (faintly): No—please! That is not true. As you said—we
have our duty.

BAHRU (softly but carefully): You till say it, but you no longer fed
it, my dear collesgue. And again, | will tell you why. You are no
longer an officia of the U.S.S.R. Foreign Trade Commission. You
areawoman lost—drowned—inlove.

[453]



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY

IRINA (faintly, distressed): Please! Y oumust not say such athing.

BAHRU: | say it only to you, Madame Shestova. But | know about
such things. | have a wife, who loves me very much. And | have
watched you these last two days sinking deeper and deeper—drowned
in love. All of us here—all except this terrible, wonderful young man,
Christoper—are ghosts. Now you live only in his eyes, his voice, his
touch. You are caught in ablinding dream. Y ou——

IRINA (breaking in—distressed): No—no—please, Dr. Bahru.

BAHRU Swith a touch of complacency): | have finished. But you see,
| am not only a scientist—I could have been a poet too, only that was
too old-fashioned. | have been reminded of that fact several times. It
is something in the atmosphere, perhaps. But what | say about you is
true, isn't it?

IRINA (in low troubled tone): Yes. Before, | never thought such
things possible. Now | understand. It is lifein another world. There
is no past—no future. There are moments when | wish to die—of
shame, of happiness. As you said of Christopher—it is terrible—it is
wonderful.

MARGARET comesout, glancesat IRINA, then looks at BAHRU.

MARGARET: Haveyou used your machineyet?

BAHRU: Yes—for a minute or two.

MARGARET: And what did it offer you beside anger and confusion?

BAHRU: | tried to talk to my chief—Dr. Rockefeller Chen—in
Singapore. But—we wereinterrupted. Soon | will try again.

MARGARET: Ask himwhat he can make out of our chalk that will
be better than the life you will murder here.

BAHRU (sharply): | donot likethisway of talking. It has nothing to
do with him—or with us. We are scientists—

MARGARET %utting in): And o it has nothing to do with you. You
are not responsible—you are scientists. Dr. Bahru, we have stopped
believing that dangerous lie.

BAHRU (stung): Mrs. Dawlish, inthese days | doubt if you have any
scibntists here.

MARGARET (sharply): Then al the better. Now we can dl be
responsible for what we do, and nobody can any longer say "It has
nothing to do with me."

BAHRU (angrily, loudly): Andthatisafoolishargument.

At this moment CHRISTOPHER enters from house. IRINA im
mediately comes to life.

CHRIS (easily): Probably dl arguments are foolish. | know mine
dways are. Irina
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IRINA: Yes Christopher?

They look at each other, oblivious of the other two.

CHRIS (smiling now): | promised to go down to the Dutch barn.
And you promised to help.

IRINA (smiling at him): Yes, of course.

CHRIS: Come on then.

As he goes out he hums a tune. They are smiling and dreamy,
moving in a trance. The other two watch them go in silence. A
pause.

BAHRU (softly): Those two— they arelost in a dream.

MARGARET (softly): And it is better to be lost there than to be
found anywhere else.

BAHRU: | am glad Christopher appeared then, because | am afraid
| was angry with you, Mrs. Dawlish. | am sorry.

MARGARET (mildly): Perhaps because you felt uncertain, and
wanted to convince yourself.

BAHRU: No, | need no convincing. You cannot understand what
science and industry have meant to us in India. There was so much
ignorance, filth, superstition, poverty. | am proud to be an Indian
scientist, Mrs. Dawlish.

MARGARET (looking hard at him—slowly): And yet—I think you
feel uncertain.

BAHRU (uneasily): Itisonly herethat | may feel alittle uncertain,
not when | am in the East. There is something here— an atmosphere,
aninfluence. Madame Shestovaand Mr. Heimer do not say anything
to me, but | think they fedl it too.

MARGARET: This has aways been astrangeisland, Dr. Bahru. It
was once famous for its magic. The Celts were great poets and
magicians. And the Celts have never died. They were only silent for a
little time while the smoke was thick over the cities. And now it has
cleared again.

BAHRU (quietly): And you cannot forgive me because you think |
wish to bring it back.

She looks hard at him and does not reply at once.

MARGARET (slowly): No, what | am wondering now—is whether
you will forgive yourself, Dr. Bahru.

BAHRU (jumping up, uneasily, jerkily): You cannot talk to me like
that, Mrs. Dawlish. | am a research chemist—a scientist—with an
officia position—with certain duties to perform—certain obligations.
And | have had to conquer thousands of years of superstition and
ignorance—Yyou do not understand. And anyhow this is not a reason-
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able, sengble talk. | cannot listen any more. | tell you, I will not
ligen——
Hebreaksoff nowbecauseROSAL|Eentersfromside.

ROSALIE (with chilly humour): Y ou don't sound to me asif you were
listening, Dr. Bahru. What's the matter with you?

BAHRU (embarrassed): | amsorry. Itisnothing. Wewere havinga
discussion.

MARGARET: Itwasprobably my fault, Rosdlie.
BAHRU (rather sharply): You do not believe that.
ROSALIE (coldly): Don't start al over again. (She looksat the T. V.-

com.) | suppose this is the famous machine we have heard so much
about?

BAHRU: Yes. Itisready to be used now.

ROSALIE: So at any moment it will betelling you and Mr. Heimer
what you have to do next. Where are the next places you have to ruin
to manufacture your bits of rubbish?

HEIMER now entersfromside. Heishot and breathlessandgives
the impression that he has been hurrying to catch up with ROSALIE.

HEIMER: Say—listen—Rosalie

ROSALIE (in cold, clear tone): Your machine's waiting for you.
Mr. Heimer. Hurry up and attend to it. There must be lots of other
people's homes and lives you can turn into cigarette cases and ash-
trays.

HEIMER (protesting): Now—don't be that way. Have aheart'

ROSALIE (with immense scorn): Why—what would you make that
into—a cup and saucer?

She marchesinto the house. Groaning a little, mopping himself,
HEIMER sits down, glad ofa rest.

BAHRU: Mr. Heimer, theT. V.-comisworking now, thoughitisnot
very good of course. But | got through for aminute or two to my chief
in Singapore——

HEIMER (cuttingin, sharply): What didyoutell him?

BAHRU: Nothing. Madame Shestovainterrupted me before | could
make my report, and then some other cal cut us off. Should | try
again or would you liketo useit first?

HEIMER (rather impatiently): No need to decide that now. Let me
get my breath and relax. | tried to catch up with Rosdie dl the way up
the lull. (Puffs and blows a little)

MARGARET (amused): And why did you do that, Mr. Heimer?

[456]




ACT I SUMMER DAY'S DREAM SCENE |

HEIMER (gloomily): That's what | keep asking mysdlf. | keep
following her round like alost dog, trying to get afriendly word out of
the kid, | guess.

MARGARET (same tone as before): Yes—but why?

HEIMER (exasperated): | don't know why. | don't know what's got
into me. (He looks up and glares at MARGARET.) And don't get me
wrong. Don't think sex comes into it, because it doesn't. | can tell.
Itsonthelevel. I'd feel just the sameif Mrs. Heimer and my own girls
were here. | just want to be pals with Rosalie, the way we were the
first night here. And now that | can't be, because she won't let me—
hell! Fm worried to death, can't relax, can't have any fun, and half
the time feel as low as a snake's under-carriage. | can't understand
this poetry she writes—doesn't mean a thing to me—>but if she came
out now and took me off to read some to me—gosh—I'd fed a mile
high. But no, sir—not a chance.

MARGARET (smiling, cool): I'msorry, Mr. Heime.

HEIMER (bluffly): Oh—nothing for you to be sorry about——

MARGARET: No. Except that now you may be haunted for years.

HEIMER (staggered): Haunted for years?

MARGARET: Yes

She gives him a cool smile, then goes into the house. HEIMER
rubs his chin in an exasperated fashion, then looks at BAHRU.

HEIMER (gloomily): After what happened to 'em—and the way they
live now, cut off from everything—these folks might easily be nuts.
If you ask me, Bahru, we never ought to have stayed here.

BAHRU: Thatiswhat | think too. We ought to leave now as soon as
possible.

HEIMER: I'm waiting for a message about transportation. Should
be here any time now. What was that about our Russian colleague
interrupting you?

BAHRU: It is because she is madly in love with this young man,
Christopher.

HEIMER: Il say she is And you've got to hand it to that girl,
Bahru. Once she found out above love, she found it out in a big way.
Ever since the first night here—and what happened then is anybody's
guess—she'sjust been floating around starry-eyed. If the boysin the
Kremlin knew half of it, they'd have her off this Foreign Trade
Commission and serving hash in a truck-drivers' canteen before you
could say Vodka.

BAHRU (serioudly): She would certainly be in trouble, | think.
Therefore | shall say nothing about this.
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HEIMER: Hell—nho—wed al better make up our minds to say
nothing about anything. Check?

BAHRU: Yes. Wemust dl agree to say nothing.
HEIMER: You bet! (He broods.)

BAHRU (dreamily): Oncel am away fromhere, | shall feel differently.
But there is something here ... an amosphere ... an in-
fluence...

HEIMER: It'slike| sad that first night, we're wandering around in a
Midsummer Night's Dream. You remember? No, you'd gone to bed.

BAHRU (dreamily): Yes ... | had gone to bed, and afterwards I
heard the nightingale singing in the moonlight . . . and in the
morning there was a pae gold sunlight among the roses. ... It was
different ... yet | remembered how my wife and I, not long after we
were married, had spent our days in an old garden among the foot-
hills of Kashmir . . .

HEIMER (after a pause, with a sudden effort): Here, let's snap out of
this. We got business to attend to.

BAHRU (responding): Yes certainly, Mr. Heimer. Shal | try the
T. V.-com again?
HEIMER: Why not? Wait a minute, though—what about the time?

BAHRU: Mr. Heimer, it shows how stupid I'm becoming herein this
place. Why—it must have been about eleven o'clock at night in
Singapore when | spoke to Dr. Rockefeller Chen. No wonder he was
so impatient. | dare not disturb him again now.

HEIMER: Well—let'ssee (Glances at Ins watch.) Yep. If I can
get through to my chief—old G. J. Copplestone—it'll bejust about the
middle of the morning with him. That's fine. (Moves towards the
T. V.-comwith BAHRU.) Let'sgo ahead andtry. Old G. J.'s got one of
the finest sats in America—so it ought to be okay at his end. Got
through to him al right when we were in Germany—remember?
(They are nowfiddling about with the controls. HEIMER speaks through
this) Think you said you'd never met G. J, eh?

BAHRU : No, | have never met him. But | have often heard of him,
of course.

Enter STEPHEN, smoking a pipe, from the house.

HEIMER: Greatest manufacturer and seller of synthetic products in
the whole wide world. Must be worth close on fifty million dollars—
and is sitting right on top of the heap—except that he can't eat, can't
deep, can't keep a wife, and has quarrelled with al his three children.
But a man can't have everything—and after al he's got plenty—yes,
sr. About a quarter of the homes in North America take old G. J's
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news and entertainment programmes. Likes to look after 'em himsdf
too, to give the people his philosophy of life.

STEPHEN (settling down): And what is his philosophy of life, Mr.
Heimer?

HEIMER: Oh!—hello there, Mr. Dawlish! Were trying to get
through to my chief—old G. J. Copplestone——

STEPHEN : Who gives millions and millions of people his philosophy
of life.

HEIMER: That'sso.

STEPHEN: Well, what is his philosophy of life?

HEIMER: Well—it's a hundred per cent American. And nothing
highbrow about it. | guess you'd call it plain thinking for decent plain
folk.

STEPHEN: Plainthinking about what!

HEIMER: Oh—well—how to work—how to spend your dollars—
how to raise a family—how to live. The old man's mighty fond of
giving advice.

STEPHEN (dryly): We old men are. It's a weakness of mine too,
though | only do it in one home, wherethey can alwaystell meto shut
up, and I'd say that your Mr. Copplestone is dill dishing out more
than hisfair share of advice. However——

The set isnowflashingand making noises, as before.
BAHRU: Wearegetting through, | think, Mr. Heimer.

HEIMER: Excuse me, Mr. Dawlish. (Into machine) Franklyn
Heimer for Mr. G. J. Copplestone. Franklyn Heimer for Mr. G. J.
Copplestone.  Full person-to-person call—Number One Priority.
Franklyn Heimer for Mr. Copplestone. Full person-to-person call—
Number One Priority. Yes, Franklyn Heimer here. (To BAHRU who
is attending to controls) Hold it now. G. J.'s coming through. There's
his signal. (HEIMER now stands infront of screen, and flickering image
appears of a thin, miserable, angry, elderly American) Franklyn here,
G.J

COPPLESTONE (angrily): Can't see you properly. Can't hear you
properly.

HEIMER: Wehad alittle accident herein England.

COPPLESTONE: Never mind England. Get over to Sweden to-
night—then back here tomorrow night. Get busy. Don't loiter.

HEIMER (apologetically): Now, look—G. J——

COPPLESTONE: Don't interrupt. No time. Need you here. Joe
Steinberg's had another nervous breakdown. I've had young Wardle
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sent back to the acoholics camp. Elmer's down with ulcers again.
There's no dam' co-operation round here. Take in the Swedes to-
ujght And get agrip on yourself, Franklyn—you're dlipping.

HEIMER (desperately): Now—justaminuteG. J. Y ouwant to know
about this British set-up——

COPPLESTONE: Chickenfeed! Don't bother me with that. My blood
pressure's up again. American Synthetic Products stands to win or
lose fifteen million in the next week. Think big for once——

HEIMER (suddenly exasperated): Think big about what, you old crack-
pot! (Appalled by what he has said, to BAHRU.) Switch it off—for
Pete's sake—switch it off.

The set hasfaded out. HEIMER steps back, exhausted, and begins
mopping hisforehead.
BAHRU (solemnly): Mr. Heimer, | am afraid he heard you.
STEPHEN (chuckling): | hope he did.

HEIMER (ruefully): Well—guess it had to come out. It's not so bad
at that. He wasn't recelving the cal too well, and if he remembers
what | said, I'll swear the set was so lousy he mistook what | was
saying. But—boy!—I never talked to the old man likethat before.

STEPHEN (chuckling): Perhaps he was right, Mr. Heimer—and you
are dipping. But there's one consolation.

HEIMER: What'sthat?

STEPHEN: You're not suffering yet from a nervous breakdown,
ddirium tremens, ulcers, or a high blood pressure. (With a kind of
mischievous dreaminess) And it looks like being alovely evening.

BAHRU: Excuse me, please. (Makes a move towards house.)

STEPHEN (gravely): Certainly, Dr. Bahru. But one question first—
if you don't mind.

BAHRU (halting): Of course.

STEPHEN: You're not feeling very happy about this business of
yours, areyou?

BAHRU (gravely): No, Mr. Dawlish, I am not. Excuse me.

He goes into the house. STEPHEN now looks at HEIMER, who is
staring at him.

STEPHEN: Yes?

HEIMER (getting up): I'm going to say this for the last time, Mr.
Dawlish. | canfix it with the Corporation so that you can get a whole

heap of dollars for the use of your land here. We're not trying to cheat
you. And with any luck | ought to be able to get you enough so that
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you can go where you like and live as you like. And what's wrong
with that?

STEPHEN: Everything. We can't buy anywhere what you want to
destroy here. Y ou can't go shopping for a good life. You haveto live
it. Andit'sfar better to be versatile—to go from thefield to the book,
the desk to the workshop.

HEIMER: That's noway to get to the top.

STEPHEN: Thereisn't atop, soit's no use racing to find it.

HEIMER: It looksto me asif you're settling down to small-time and
small-town stuff —

STEPHEN: Nearly as small as the Florence of Leonardo and the
London of Shakespeare and Bacon. You've met some of our young
folks. What's wrong with 'em? Oh—I know—they haven't got this,
they can't get that. But—Mr. Heimer—look me in the eye—and tell
me—what'swrongwith'em?

HEIMER (dowly): I'll admit it, Mr. Dawlish. There isn't one Gol-
darned thing wrong with ‘em.

STEPHEN (softly): And now you want to shove 'em into the ovens
and ash-cans of your G. J. Copplestone——

HEIMER (stung, roaring): No, | don't.

STEPHEN: Whatdoyouwantthen?

HEIMER (producing a cigar): | want to smoke this cigar—and think.
Hell'—you've got me going around in circles.

He lights his cigar and broods. CHRISTOPHER and IRINA now
saunter onfrom the side, smiling and dreamy. HEIMER, brooding,
ignores them, but STEPHEN surveys them smilingly.

STEPHEN: Beendowntothebigbarn?

CHRIS Yes.

STEPHEN: How much work did you do?

CHRIS: Not much.

IRINA (happily): Heisverylazy. | do morework than he does. He
is thinking of his music.

STEPHEN (gently): Comehere, my dear, and let'shave agood look at
you. (Shegoesand stands by him, and he looks up at her, smiling, and
takesher hand.) My dear, when you came here, you were a handsome
woman. Now you're a beautiful woman. If my heart wasn't so old
and tough—if it was only ten years younger—why, you could take it
and break it.

IRINA (shyly): Thank you. You promised at the very first, you
remember, If | stayed—to put rosesinmy cheeks o ¢ o
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STEPHEN (softly, half sadly): Yes, my dear, but not that blue
moonlight in your eyes . . .

Sheturnsherface away, and then meets CHRISTOPHER'S eyes, and
they stare at each other for a moment. STEPHEN does not look at
them, but we know he is aware of them.

HEIMER (exasper atedinthought}: Hell'sbells!l—I dunno.

CHRIS (amused): What's the matter, Mr. Heimer?

STEPHEN (before HEIMER need reply): No, no Christopher—Ileave
him alone. Hewantsto think. He's been talking to his boss. (Turning
to IRINA, softly.) You'll have to be putting on that uniform of yours
again soon, Me dame Shestova.

IRINA does not speak, but her distress shows in her face, and
CHRISTOPHER, noticing this, makeshasteto cutin.

CHRIS (protesting): Grandfather! Irinaknows. It's cruel to remind
her——

IRINA (embarrassed, distressed): Christopher—please say noth-
ing—!

STEPHEN (impressively): My boy, there are times when aman must
speak plain words, even though they may seem to some of his listeners
as sharp and cruel as knives. They may be the knives of the surgeon.
(He stops, because now ROSALIE comes out of the house, followed by
MARGARET and BAHRU. They do not sit down butform a group perhaps
between two ofthepillars) Ah—Dr. Bahru—did you hear what | said?

BAHRU (uneasily): Yes, Mr. Dawlish. It istrue, of course. There
are such times—suchwords.

STEPHEN (rather grimly): There are. But—you are sill feeling
uneasy.

BAHRU (hotly, excitedly): Forgiveme, Mr. Dawlish—Dbut thisis not
fair. Itishard for one man, no matter how good his training may have
been, to conquer at once three thousand years of superstition based
onignorance. And Mrs. Dawlish knowsthis.

MARGARET (cuttingin, coolly): | havenever beentoIndia. Theonly
superstition based on ignorance | understand, in this argument
between us, is the superstition based on ignorance that Dr. Bahru's
training has given him.

BAHRU (sharply): Thatisnottrue. | am sorry—but——

STEPHEN (cutting in, weightily): All right, Dr. Bahru. Let us say it
isn't true. Let's assume that my daughter-in-law doesn't know what
she is talking about, being only a dreamy, fanciful, half-educated
woman——

BAHRU (hastilyinterrupting): | never said that——
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STEPHEN (sternly): Please, Dr. Bahru. | am trying to give you the
largest possible benefit of the doubt. (He addresses himself now to all
three visitors, carefully andforcefully.} Let it apply to al of us here.
Rosdlie is another fanciful creature, young and ignorant, who doesn't
know what the world is like. And Christopher there is only a musical
farmer in an obscure corner of aforgottenisland. And | amjust an old
man gitting in his broken-down mansion that is now only an im-
poverished farmhouse. There—will that do? We are dl, as Mr.
Heimer has told us, small-time people——

HEIMER (coming out of his reverie to protest): Now—Iook—Mr.
Dawlish——

STEPHEN: No, dr, you will have your opportunity soon, but thisis
mine. All right, we are al small-time people—survivors from awreck,
from the war of split atoms and split minds—who crawled out of the
darkness into the daylight. A dark clutter of rubbish was cleared away
for us. Now you come to dump the rubbish back on us again. For
what? Thereis not one of you three who knows. We don't ask you to
liveaswedo. Live asyou please— and take the consequences. Butwho
are you to come here and tell us how to live? Look at you now——

CHRIS(protesting): Grandfather, they are still our guests——

STCPHEN (cutting in, sternly): | am not talking to them now as
guests. They came herein another capacity, and now propose 10 act in
that capacity. (Heturnsto thethree visitorsagain.) | say—Iook at you
now. Therulers of the world, ready to shape our lives to your pattern!
One of you trembling beforethe endlesstearsbeginto  flow—(IRINA
turns and moves away, remaining with her back to them all, ttying to
control herself.) One of you shouting the nonsense of his student days,
to try to quieten a warning voice that is his and not ours. The other
frustrated, angry and helpless——

HEIMER (excitedly protesting): If you mean me——

STEPHEN (gentler, but cutting in): Yes, | mean you, Mr. Heimer.
And I'm not trying to be offensive. | like you. But let's have no
further argument. I'm too old for it. Too old aso for any more
changes. | can only hope that the first excavator of yours that hites
into these downs will take my bones between its teeth.

Hegoes back into the house. A longpause.

ROSALIE (quietly): There isn't any more to say. There's your
machine. Tell it to sat al the other machines into motion.  Hurry up,
Mr. Heimer—you must be wasting valuable time. .

HEIMER: Nobody knows but uswhether that T. V.-com'sworking or
not. We can qal on that. And we don't know yet when we can get
away from here.
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MARGARET (calmly): Y ouwill know quite soon.

HEIMER: Why—have you heard something?

MARGARET: Yes—inmy own way. Though Dr. Bahruwould say
that is quite impossible—more ignorance and superstition——

BAHRU: No, please—thisis something quite different—

FRED nowenter sfromthehouse, but hesitates.

HEIMER: All the same| doubt it.

CHRIS: | wouldn't if | were you. (Noticing FRED.) What is it,
Fred?

FRED: It's a message for Mr. Heimer. Came to the post office—
and Margery Briggs asked me to bring it up.

He has a note in his hand and comesforward to give it to HEIMER,
who is now standing up. HEIMER takes it and reads it. FRED
withdraws.

HEIMER (after reading if): Transport. We move off to-night—to
make the airport early in the morning. They're sending an atomicar
from Shrewsbury, and it ought to be here between eleven and twelve
to-night. So—that's that.

CHRIS (eagerly): Irina——

IRINA (firmly): No, please, Christopher. Afterwards—soon—we
can talk, but now | must talk with Mr. Heimer and Dr. Bahru.

MARGARET: Come on, Christophe—Rosdlie.

ROSALIE (preparing to go, warningly): Mr. Heimer!

HEIMER (almost groaning): | know. | know. (CHRISTOPHER,
MARGARET and ROSALIE go into the house. The three who are left draw
nearer each other. Theatmosphereisweighty. After apausey uneasily)
Well—hereitis

IRINA (gravely): | should liketo spesk firgt, if you please.

HEIMER: Go ahead!

IRINA: Youwill soon seewhy | wishto speak first. For youtwothis
affair of the chak here is smply a matter of business. For me it is
something different, more serious. Not because the chak is really
important to us Russians—I think it is not—but because | am a
Russian officia here on an official duty. Andifit should be discovered
that | have not carried out my duty properly—the result would be very
serious for me. Even if it should not be discovered, | would wish to
resign from the Commission——

HEIMER (cutting in): Now wait. Let's put afew cards on the table.
You and this boy Christopher are crazy about each other—aren't you?

IRINA (very quietly): Yes We arein love.
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HEIMER: Okay. Thenwhy go back to Russiaat all? Why don't you
stay here?

IRINA : That is not possble. Thereis avery strict rule against it. |
would be sent back. There might be trouble too for my family.

BAHRU: Thatistrue.

HEIMER: Too bad.

IRINA (proudly): Besides, thatisnot how | wishto behave. | am not
afraid to ask permission to retire, but | will not hideand tell lies. | am
a woman, yes—with al a woman's feeling, but | am also a good
citizen of my state—proud of being a Russian.

HEIMER: Waell, that's up to you. Now you've made the point that
this business of oursis all very serious for you, because you're a Soviet
official on duty. So what, Madame Shestova?

BAHRU (gloomily): Sheis reminding me that we must not weaken
now, whatever we may be feeling.

HEIMER (irritably): All right—who wants to weaken? | know my
duty aswell asyou folksdo.

BAHRU: Yes, yes, Mr. Heimer. | was not suggesting you didn't.
We are all agreed upon what we must do.

HEIMER (gloomily irritable): Okay—okay—we're al agreed—so
you needn't go on and on about it——

IRINA (urgently): No, no, you do not understand. (They stare at her.
Quietly now) That iswhy | wished to speak first—to show you what |
fed although | take so much the greater risk. (She pauses, then looks
gravelyfrom one to the other.) Mr. Heimer—Dr. Bahru—we cannot
bring unhappiness to these people. Let us leave them as we found
them. The decision restswith us. Y ou have not yet made your report,
Dr. Bahru?

BAHRU: No, not yet.

IRINA: And you, Mr. Heimer. You spoke to America—to your
Corporation?

HEIMER: Yep. But | wasn't alowed to say anything. Too busy
taking orders—get to Sweden—then get back home.

IRINA (lighting up): Then let us say we cannot make our synthetic
substance here.

BAHRU: My early report was favourable, but that doesn't matter.
The final decision rests with Mr. Heimer.

They both look anxiously at him. He thinks a moment or two,
with a completely blankface. Then a slow grin lights up hisface.

HEIMER: Okay—let'sleave'emaswefound'em. (Suddenly decisive
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now.) Well ga through to the Corporation again—and I'll pass the
word dong to old G. J. and the boys that I'm moving out to-night and
flying in the morning—and that there's nothing doing here. The
stuff's not too promising—the conditions aren't right—and the natives
are hodile. (IRINA has collapsed into a seat and is quietly crying.
HEIMER turns to BAHRU.) Let's get going with the T. V.-com. (BAHRU
moves to T. V.-com. HEIMER turns to IRINA.) Don't cry. Don't cry.
Everything's going to be fine.

Hejoins BAHRU at T. V.-com.

IRINA (through her tears): Yes. Everything's going to be fine.
As the curtain comes down she is till crying quietly and the two
men are busy at the controls ofthe T. V.-com.

END OF SCENE ONE
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SCENE I

Scene as before. Night of the same day. The scene is lit by soft but
fairly bright moonlight, comingfrom thefront. French windows into
house are open, and behind is a rather dim illumination, suggesting
that there is one small light in the room behind windows and that
people are assembled infurther part ofthe house. At rise of curtain,
which the music can anticipatefor afew moments—it is suggested
that music behind begins as soon as house lights are down and that
curtain is delayed some momentsfor audience to be quiet——

MARGARET isdiscovered|eaning against one ofthepillarslistening to the
music. This music, which was what CHRISTOPHER was beginning to
play at the end ofAct I, isfor violin and a wood-wind instrument—
possibly oboe or cor anglais—and should have an English pastoral
feeling and great tenderness. It can be heard clearly but rather
distantly, and it should be so presented to the audience that theyfeel
it is an essential part of the scene before them but not itself a
performance. After a minute or two of this, with MARGARET
listening motionless, while the music continues towards its end,
FRED emerges quietlyfrom the house, carrying theguests* bags seen
in Act 1, Scene I. He puts these down quietly in a place where
they will not be in the way of exits and entrancesfrom terrace to
house; and then stands, possibly leaning against another pillar, not
far from MARGARET. They speak quietly, but must cut clearly
through thefading music.

MARGARET (slow, easy tone): |s everything there, Fred?

FRED (same tone): Everything that was left a the top of the dtairs,
asyou said.

MARGARET: They'll be ready to go, then, as soon as the car comes
for them?

FRED: Yes. Back to where they came from, and not going to do us
any harm after all. Did you hear me give a cheer when they told us?
(There is a pause, during which the music, very soft now, can be heard.
They listen to it and stare out at the night.) Beautiful night, Mrs.
Dawlish.

MARGARET (dreamily): It has a bloom on it like a ripe plum. A
lovely summer night with the moon at full, and everything made of
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bluesilk, dark green velvet, and silver . . . and all so gentleand calm.

FRED: That'sit. Restsamanjusttolook at it.

MARGARET: In the daytime when you're busy and the light's so
sharp and the clocks are ticking in your ears, only the living are real
and dive, and the dead are dead-and-gone and more than half
forgotten. But while | was standing here, listening to the music, |
remembered them al, and then they weren't dead-and-gone, but all
here, very close, listening as| was.

E)RED (after apause)’. We don't know very much—for certain, do
We?

MARGARET (dowly): No, Fred, wedon't know very much. Andthe
best knowledge we have isin our hearts and not in our heads. | think
that's something we're beginning to understand again. Our hearts are
older and wiser than our heads.

FRED: When | was young we were a cocky lot—thought we knew
everything—and sat about in air-raid shelters provingit. Butwehad a
lesson or two coming to us.

MARGARET (after apause, looking off): What'sthat?

FRED (looking where she is looking): Did you see something?

MARGARET: Yes, agreat whitelight flashinginthevalley.

TEED (looking): Where?

MARGARET: It'slostamongthetrees. Thereyouare!

FRED: That'll bethe car that's been sent for 'em. It's about time for
it. They'll betwisting and turning down by Five Lanes—tryingto find
this house. I'd better go down. Everybody in the villagell be in bed
and adeep now.

MARGARET: Goonthen, Fred.

He goes off. She is left atonefor a moment or two, staring after
him and at the flashing light. The music hasfinished now. ROSALIE
and HEIMER now come out of the house.

ROSALIE: Youshouldhavelistenedtothemusic.

MARGARET: | heardit out here. It came out into the wide night for
1ne. Look at the light down there—turning and flashing among the

anes.

They look in the direction she indicates.

ROSALIE: It'stherolling eyeball of agreat beast, angry and blind.

HEIMER: Maybe. But I'll bet it's our transportation—Iooking for
us.

MARGARET: That's what Fred thinks. He's just gone down to
direct them here.
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ROSALIE: Glaring and lost—that's what it is. And that's what
you'll be soon, Mr. Heimer.

HEIMER: Now I'll td! you something. For al my big talk about
camps an' fishing an' a boy's long afternoons, about taking it easy an'
relaxing with you folks, | want to be on the move again, to go places,
to tear right into the job, to get some action, and maybe find a tough
fight ortwo onmy hands. And | say—that'saman'slife.

MARGARET: It's one kind of man's hfe. And | like a fighter myself.

ROSALIE (rather shocked): AuntMargaret'

HEIMER (delighted): Why—say—Mrs. Dawlish—I could kiss you
forthat.

MARGARET (demurely): Well, Mr. Heimer, seeing that you're
leaving us———(She lifts her face and waitsfor it.)

HEIMER (ddlighted): No fooling! (Hegives her a hearty kiss, which
she accepts demurely. Then he turns triumphantly to ROSALIE, who has
watched them with amusement.) What do you know about that?

ROSALIE: You're getting out of hand now that your famous
"transportation" has nearly arrived. All right—go places and get
some action. But don't try and make other people run away from
themselves. Don't choke them with your dust.

HEIMER (wonderingly, half humorous): Beats me why | have to take
al this from you. You're only akid. You've been nowhere. You've
done nothing. But 1 let you bawl me out as if you were my grand-
mother and they'd just given you the Nobdl Prize. Will anybody tell
mewhy?

MARGARET: | must seeif anything's wanted in the house. But I'll
tell you why, Mr. Heimer. Any girl is old enough to talk to you like a
grandmother, because the way you like to behave, tearing about and
plotting and being important about things that don't really matter-
puts you at about ten or eleven years old.

HEIMER (humoroudly indignant): Whoa—steady"

MARGARET (smiling): Littleboysof that agearedelightful—intheir
place.

She goes into the house. ROSALIE and HEIMER are silent a
moment, looking out at the night. They can sit down now.

HEIMER (with asigh) - Certainly is aswell night.
ROSALIE: It certainly is.
HEIMER: Shall | tell you something—the real truth about
myself——?
ROSALIE: | wish you would.
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HEIMER: Don't get me wrong, Rosdie. When I've talked about
duty and responsibility and doing a bigjob for the hel of it, I've meant
what | said——

ROSALIE: Yes, | know you have.

HEIMER (slowly, confidentially): But there's something else—that's
kept me on the run, brought me a couple of million dollars, made me
one of the chief executives of one of the biggest businesses in the
world. It's the hollow place in the middle.

ROSALIE (puzzled): The hollow place?

HEIMER: Right bang in the middle of things—a hollow place—just
where there ought to be something lasting and good. Y ou get through
to it, and there's nothing but a tray full of cigarette butts, empty
bottles, stale sandwiches, fellows yawning over the last story, some
woman giving you one of their queer looks, cold daylight coming
round the curtains, a hang-over, and just a dead hollow place where
there ought to have been something. You give it one look—and—
hell!—you'reon therun again.

ROSALIE: Becauseyouthink that nexttimeit will be better . . .

HEIMER: Check! So next time you come back with a bigger deal
all tied up, with everything bigger and brighter and better, and you
think that there you'll be the happy boy, leading the life of Reilly.
But no. Sooner or later the party won't stay aive, the liquor gives out
or turns to acid in your guts, al the women look fat and deepy or thin
and angry, and—nhell's bells!—there it is again, the dead cold hollow
place in the middle. You think it's New York that's doing it, so you
try California. Then you think it's the Coast that's wrong, so you try
the desert or the mountains. Then you go back to the old home-
town and the rea folks, but it's there waiting for you just the same—
the big dead spot, the ash-can a thousand miles deep where nothing
moves, nothing grows, nothing lives. (He pauses, then almost angrily)
Y ou don't know what I'm talking about, but wait till you're older.

ROSALIE: | am older.

HEIMER (almost angrily): And that's another thing—the way the
women take it. They look at you as if it's al your fault, as if it had
nothing to do with them, as if you'd promised them something
different and had fallen down on it.

“ROSALIE: Perhaps they're feeling what one of our English poets felt
when he wrote:
| a stranger and afraid
In a world | never made ...

HEIMER+ That poet should have stopped belly-aching and gone out

and started making the world. That's what we've done, haven't we?
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ROSALIE: Haveyou?

HEIMER: Now you're giving me just the same kind of look——
Oh, | get you. If we think we've made our world, then what are we
beefing about? Well, | never pretended to know al the answers.
(Pauses a moment, then looks at her.) What are you thinking about,
young Rosdie?

ROSALIE: There was a moment to-night, when Christopher was
playing, when it was as if we had all broken through into a larger and
different sort of time, like that of a clear happy dream. . . . Every-
body there was so completely and wonderfully themselves . . . and
everything, from the light on a hand to the shadows on the wall, was
so inevitable and satisfying and right . . . that my heart nearly burst
withjoy . . .

HEIMER (wondenngly). | wasinthat . . .?

ROSALIE: Yes, of course. We were al init.

HEIMER: Andal right and happy?

ROSALIE: We were more than that. We were like demi-gods. We
sat by the fountains of wonder and glory. (She pausesfor a moment,
looking at the night.) Now of courseit's different. A curtain has come
down. Soon we shall be dwarfs shouting Good-bye . . . midgets
waving under the cold moon . . .

They stand there in silence for a few moments, during which
CHRISTOPHER'S violin, distantly from within the house, can be
heardplaying a phrase with great tenderness. Then MARGARET,
BAHRU and STEPHEN come out of the house.

BAHRU (as if continuing a talk): Here it is small and almost empty
of people, and there is room for your charming and poetical fancies.
But my country is vast and contains hundreds and hundreds of
millions of people not very different from myself, and without science
| should go mad. Or dsel would persuade myself, as our religious men
used to do, that none of it is real, adl anillusion, adream.

MARGARET (smiling): Then you return to your science and leave
me to my fancies, as you cal them. And one of them is that we men
and women are part of a great procession of beings, many of them
infinitely stronger and wiser and more beautiful than we are.

BAHRU: But where are they—these beings? | cannot touch them.
| cannot hear them. | cannot see them.

MARGARET: How many insects aretherein your jungles that know
anything about the Chemical Research Department of the South Asia
Federation?

BAHRU: It is not the same thing. Mr. Dawlish—I appeal to
you——
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STEPHEN: Don't appeal to me. | ought to bein bed, and if I'm to
be kept up talking, then I'll choose my own topics.

HEIMER (chuckling): Y ou'reacharacter.

STEPHEN: Of coursel'm acharacter. Andwhen | wasyour age and
as busy as you are, | was a pretty bad character. It's only since I've
become an old man of the ruins I'm turning into a good character.
But I'll say this, Dr. Bahru, I'm not in favour of taking away your test-
tubes and retorts, and Tm equally not in favour of bullying Margaret
out of her angels and goddesses. Help yourself, | say—the world of
ideas and images is rich enough, so take what you need out of it.
Where's this car that's coming for you important persons?

HEIMER. Downthere somewhere, | guess.
ROSALIE: Ifyoulook, you'll seeagreat glaring light.

STEPHEN: | don't want to see a great glaring light. I've seen too
many already. What I'd like to see is the small and quiet illumination
of wisdom.

MARGARET: You are too impatient to see it.

STEPHEN: Don't lecture me, woman, but instruct the visitors, who
are about to go.

BAHRU : And go—as friends?
MARGARET: But of course, Dr. Bahru.

HEIMER* I'm not going to forget thisin a hurry. And Mrs. Heimer
and the girls are going to hear plenty about you folks.

STEPHEN: Well, comeback herewhenyoucan. Y outoo, Dr. Bahru.
Come in Spring when the primroses are out. Come in Autumn when
the apples are ripe. Wel have a bit of magic ready for you whenever
you come.

HEIMER: I'll bet!

STEPHEN And in the meantime, gentlemen, accept our thanks.
And God be with you.

MARGARET: Y oudon'tknow anythi ngabout God.

STEPHEN: Fve never pretended to, my dear. But man is a god-
worshipping creature, and if he doesn't choose to worship a mysterious
universal power of goodness and love, then he'll find something else—
and something much worse—to adore. The State, which is about as
sensible as making a god out of the local gasworks. Business, which
asks you to adore dividends and bank balances. Science, which means
that a man's mind worships one bit of itself—idiotic! Or the devil
himself, who can easily masquerade as God——

BAHRU : But thereis no devil.
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STEPHEN (in a sharp ringing tone): Stupidity and Pride, booted and
spurred in power, are the devil—and for sixty years | watched his
temples and instruments multiply, until a thousand cities vanished in
flame and dust and a hundred million bodies were consumed in agony
upon his altar——

There is a rushing sound, suggesting a veryfast powerful vehicle
and then a great white glare, like a searchlight is seen off. All turn,
and ROSALIE givesasharp little scream. Thenahuge harsh voice—
much amplified—is heard.

VOICE (offleft): All right, folks. Ready whenyou are. Let'sgo.

STEPHEN (quietly): Don't be alarmed. It's only civilisation catching
up with us again. (FRED entersfrom side where light is.) Isthat you,
Fred?

FRED (approaching). Yes, Mr. Dawlish. | came upwiththecar.

STEPHEN: All right, Fred. Tell Madame Shestova and Christopher
that the car is here.

FRED goesinto thehouse.

HEIMER (heartily): Wdll, thisisit. Weve got al the baggage out
here, | guess.

BAHRU (picking upsomebags): Y es, thebaggageis here.

HEIMER (as he sorts out bags with BAHRU): It's tough luck on those
two. We ought to leave 'em alone a minute. Whichever way they
work it—might be quite a time before they can meet again.

MARGARET (calmly but impressively)' They will not meet again for
thousands of years.

ROSALIE (shocked) Oh—Margaret'

STEPHEN (dryly): Wdll, it'll seem like thousands of years- so we'll
leaveit at that. Come along. Have you got everything, Mr. Heimer?

HEIMER. Yes, sir. Every littlething.

They all begin moving down.

ROSALIE: What aboutthisT.V.-comthing?

HEIMER: We'releavingthe T. V.-com for you to play with.

STEPHEN (as he goes). Wdll, that's an idea. | might call up your
friend Copplestone from time to time—and give him our loca news-
. . . Hay looking good . . . corn harvest promising . . . one or
two nice girls getting married . . . nobody down with ulcers or
deliriumtremens . . .

He goes off chuckling, the last of the group. CHRIS and IRINA
come slowly out of the house. IRINA is now wearing her uniform
again, asin Act 1. They standfor a moment, looking towards the
dazzing light. Then they turn to each other.
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VOICE (off*): Ready when you are. All set. Let's go.

IRINA (quietly): Itis only the driver of the car.

CHRIS (quietly): No, it isn't. It's hell-on-earth, and in a moment it
will swallow you, my darling, my love, and then it will have swallowed
the best of me, too. Lost. Gone.

IRINA (very quietly and carefully): Everything that has happened
between us—the smallest thing—every look you have given me—
every word you have spoken, my darling—the bird singingin the moon-
light—the sun among the leaves—everything—I have safely herein my
heart. (With a heartbroken little laugh.) They are my rations. | must
live on them along time.

CHRIS (urgently): No, we shall meet again soon—somehow——

IRINA: Please, my darling, we have said al these things. It is too
late to begin again now. | love you.

VOICE (off): Madame Shestova, let's get going. We're behind time.

IRINA (through her tears): It is you and | who have been behind
time. And | shal aways be there with you—for ever and ever—
good-bye!

He tries to detain her, but she breaks away from him, running
towards the light.

CHRIS (a cry ofdespairing appeal): Irinal Irinal

IRINA. (then offl fainter): Good-bye!

CHRISTOPHER, about tofollow her, suddenly checks himself, and
stands staring, lost. FRED appears from the house and comes
forward. We hear the whirring sound again, and the searchlight
begins to move slowly, as if the car were turning. A confused and
rather distant sound of "Good-byes" off, mixed with the whirring
noise, which increasesand then diminishesasthelight vanishes.

FRED (with great sympathy): Christopher—lad——

CHRIS (coming slowly out of his mood): Yes, Fred?

FRED : Wouldn't you like a drink—or a hite to eat?

CHRIS: No, thanks, Fred. Not now. Later perhaps.

FRED: It's quitelate now.

CHRIS: I'd like to be alone, Fred. If the others are coming in at
once, then I'll clear out. If they're not, then I'll go in.

FRED: You ought to play something.

CHRIS (dowly, rather dazed): Yes, Fred, perhaps | ought to play
something.

He goes in dowly. FRED stays till, then STEPHEN, MARGARET
andROSALIE enter slowlyfromside.
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STEPHEN: Where's Christopher?

FRED: Hesjust gonein. Jewantsto be by himself—poor |ad!

STEPHEN: I'll wait a minute, though | ought to have been in bed
hours ago.

He sts, and ROSALIE and MARGARET, group themselves near
film, with FRED standing at the back, making a definite pictorial
group. There must be a feeling of wide night, tranquillity and
tendernessin the scene now, with the voicesfloating out easily. The
music ~/CHRISTOPHER'S violin, played very softly, should start after
the first speech or so, and then should be blended with the speeches.

FRED (after apause): | never sad good-bye properly to them three—
and | got to like 'em in the end—and now | don't suppose I'll ever see
'em again.

MARGARET (slowly, dreamily): | think you will see two of them
ialgain. They will come back just as friends, drawn by some sense of
0SS . . .

ROSALIE (sadly): But not Iring, you said. . . . | saw her face in the
car and already it wasfrozen white, lost inalong winter . . .

FRED: What isit politicians have got that's more important than a
young fellow and his girl loving each other like that?

STEPHEN (grimly): Nothing . . . nothing. And | wish thewreck of
war had been wider till, so that every seat of power had been torn
down. . . . Thereisan old tried pattern, afaded map, offering some
chance of happiness, and till they pay men to rule thick lines across
it ...

ROSALIE: . . . After that horrible dazzling light everything seemed
dark at first, but now | can see again. . . . The night has closed
behind them without ascar, and every treeislikeacandle burningina
quiet room . . .

STEPHEN: | see the hawthorn that the Roman stared at ... and
soon | shdl have gone with the Roman . . . leaving the green old
tavern of the world.

MARGARET: We are nourished by this planet's clay and the flame
that comes from behind the stars.

STEPHEN: And | have lived long enough to understand at last that
what is neither clay nor flame, neither Earth nor Spirit, can only leave
us famished and frustrated. . . . Send down your roots—and lift
your facestothesunand stars . . .

MARGARET now movesforward a pace or two, staring intently
out, asifat the audience. The light is nowfading.

What isit, Margaret? What do you see?
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MARGARET (clearly, slowly, with voicefading aslightfades):

A thousand eyes narrowing to watch us here,
Eyes that may never reach this time we show,
But see us as so many shadows onthewd! . . .

The last glimmer of light hesitates a moment, as the cut tain very
sowly creeps down.

END OF PLAY
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