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Scene-ehanging-or l'siher. the ch&ng1ng or 
pro~sbould Os incorpora-ted into toe BCtion 
o:if the pll\V, while GLEN is talking. Props 
m., even be. banded to blmt or a chair placed 
~or bi.m. !fo attempt should be made to con-

. ceal. or hurl7 tbe work o~ the seeneshifters. 
they should seem to be collaborating with him, 
in the act o:f udold1ng a stor,. In the int­
ervals tbe stage w111 therefore be c1ear o£ 
props, and scenesbi1t1n8 will only begin again 
with the action. !rna same mould Bp,pl, to 
'the beginning of the play • 



GLitil 

• 
GLEN. 

MAID: 

- ~t· -

1. 

~' . 
It was one 9'f those stuffN rooms t1)at make you think 
o~ o1.d time~a pile clo~b on the table. a coup1.e ·0£ 
armcbai.:rs. a lamp ·witti tassles. ~bere was a phone b1 
ID7 bed which I !)vore) not to use £Or lon5-:d1~tance calls 
to IIl.J' wi£e.. just to bear her voiea. I could. manege 
fi..ve d~s o:f hotel life. Aft~ ~bat, no:ta sue. 
Well, I'd be.en poorer in my 11:1£e. (~akes up phone) 

\ And w~o said i "as~ poor? I had a wife end '8 new-born 
"child.: You csn.t t be ricber than that. Hullo, nullo? ~ ! 

Could yott ~d me up some. bre~t. please? Eggs, ,-
Y8S. (Ileplaees phone) I badnt t hung my suits up the \ 
night before (eyeiDg his 8uitc~e on the £ioor), expect- ! 
in8 rq wife to do 1 t. She· d bougbt me fA special. suit-
ease so tbat th:ey didn't" get creased. . Iou bang them up 
inside and get 'Gangl_' in pockets and zips, and all your . 
studs f:all out. ~ (Lowerins himself to 'tlta floor) r 

I 

He begins a Ioga exercise. 

MAID enters • 

on, dear---I (Backs ou~) 

It·' s all right. ·Come in. 

I thought it was 'two people at f'irst. You see eNery-
thing in my job. 

No, thereto s o~ one o£ lIte here. 

Did you ring :for breakfast? 

I 
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MAIDa 

GLEN: 

MAIDa 

'GLEN. 

'MAIDI 

GLiWt 

MAI,}), 

'GLErIa' 

MAID: 

GLEN: 

~batts rigbt. 

!eea or cof~ee, they v_ted 10 know. , 

~ea--I never miss it. It costs 'iwice as mucn where 
1 live. 

Hot far from Naples. I'm 1n wine. teft trW ;family 
out there. 

Ob. YOw're over on business,. sort of. 

An advertisement. I wrote in snd asked :for deta:us. 
Aud they said come ~over and . see us. Well.. 1 migb't 
malGesome money. fIt 1m"'t 'easy making money on tbe 
land these d~s. ,I ~' 

1j 

~be weather started: lJ»1ng wrong. About five years ago. 
~erriille winds. tod much rBin :for the- vines, 1rost in 
Ms-y. I lose a quarter of my crop sometimes. Gan t t 
take amytb1ng fo~" granted nowadays, can we? 

Do, .. tbat-fs right. t1 1b you a1:.wS¥s do that 0·'£.8 morning? 

fhree . times a day. 

Wbat' sit fOr? 

Sii.fi back, low spirits. I dont t sJq I work in the 
field.s much but when I do itt s 'all bend1.rla. 

You 09 t to have my back,. mate.' . 

]»'youbend a lot? 
'; 

Well, beds. heavy tra..ys--i t au adds up. l' 11 8~t 
YOll your breakfast, number twenty-three • 

She ·leaves. 
, 

!fbatts better. . low for ihe p:tu.n.ge. (RwDmB6es in 
suitcase £011" letter and tinils it) Full breath. 

-------~ (DiaJLs a number) Hullo, is Mr Jonathan Chandler 
~W1l1iams 'beret please? 

. , 

SECB~M«(we bear hrer voiee OYer the speakers) Wbo's spealdJw;? 

SECRmABI: Is he ·expectinBa call tmm JQu? 

GLEfi. Well~ no--l just wanted an appo·intment. 
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SEClm~RY: This month? 
.'. 

~at? 1 want it tomorrow. Or even todaJ. 

S~ARII O~. ,be can't manage that. 

Itve cOme a thousand miles to see him. he'd better. 

SECmARYI Ob. did Mr Chandler ·Williams write to· ~~ 

GLiIi t ' Yes • 

SB<?~A&II ~uld ,.you hold on a miml t~, please?, 

A pause £ormurmdrs etc. 

CHANllLlm ~IAMS (also over the speakers) ·Hullo. ~Cbandler 
Williams here. ' 

I ~~~~~ ~~ ~~,,-,~~.~k 
Rullo,,: my name' s Glen. I wrote to, yOu frQm Ital,. . . ~ ~ 

GltiJil, 

CHANllLER WILLIAMSI Ob, yes. that's right. Just arrived? "', 
~ r ~ 

GLEN. ba~ nigbt, lea. r .. ~n.- J r:.~J . ' 
CHANILER WIlaLIAMSI "'~llt look here" suppose ·you go and see Mr 

Palermo.. Re" s really in chszge p~ 'this.'! it's his 
piseon.·' ~. 

wetl, could you tell me what the workt 8 in connection 
wi"tltl 

'J" 

CHAKJi,ER WDrJ,t;IAMSI veil, as I &By, I think 10U ought to talk to 
. Mr Palermo aboutcthat. He can PII put you in the piet-

'urs better than I eBB. 

It' 8 wrk .by commission,. lSD' 't it? 

CHANLDEll WILLIAMS •. ; ~batt s right. 
..t 

Itdoesnt t mean gOing from door to door.,· dOes it? 

DD I ,have to sell anytbing? , 

In Mast sense? 
f 

CHAIILDER ~LIAMSI ,well. I mean, you bave to 8e11 yourself in a' 
way-

Myself? 

CHAN1lbEB ~IAMSI. Well, as I 8&1, Mr Palermo can <expla1.n it 
. mucb bettez. reall,._ Itt s bis bab7. ent1lrely. 
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GLEN. 
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You'll like him--I mean, 11' you come from Italy­
ne' s got foreign blood. A great spark. 

But den't I get 8I1J sort of income at all? 

CHANDLERY wnJ.,IAMS:" Iou get a pretty big commissio~. so I don't 
think income is gDing to worry you. Look, let me &ive 
you John's address. Hets got an ofi1ce in Maidenbead. 
Lane. j,ust olft the City.. Hal'Jf way down, number' eigllty, 
it miBht be eighty-A. 

Half a minute. I'll set a penCi:.l.. Maiden-? 

CHANDbER WlLLIAMSi Maidenhead Lane, nllsYJJber ei£bt.v or ei6hty-A. 
HBl£ W83 down, first, fioor. 

GLEN, Well. thank you. 

" CHANlLERWD:'J.lIAMSI PleasUre. Go and see him today. And1[ 

GLEN. 

bope we m~et some t~me. Good bye. 
~ 

Good. bye. (Replaces phone) So. I wen" to see Johnny 
Palermo. He was lean and. smart.;' His eyes were grey, 
which one only noticed after tbin~l1B tbem black like 
bfs hair, and they seemed :tilmed-9ver, '01 SlUoking perhaps, 
g·r late- nights. His mouth was iw~ll formed and ru.by-red, 
with something petulant about it," and his skin smooth, 
darkly olive. When he frowned it was ·as if two li~tle 
black lines had ~ltddenly 'been painted 1n between his eye-, 
browS; and werentt natural ther;e at all. ·disappearing 
quickly and leaving smoo tbness ag&i.n. • Call me Johnny·. 
he said. 

2. 

JOHlil;Y PALERMO'S of£ice. 

PAL.tmMOI Di·d he tell you I was related to one of the Czars of 
Russia? 

PALERMO: 
6rk£/J : 
PALERMO: 

GLEN, 

PALERMO: 

No. 

fhat my fa.ther used tQ be a big shot in the Mafia:? 
N.o. 

Or tbat I used to rWl a hoftel in Cairo--and. a damn~d 
good one it W9..CJ,. too? ' 

No. 

Well, itt·s ali true. O:f ooursa, it ma.v not be up lour 
street, tbat? s for you to decid.e. All you need is 
a bit o:t neck-and powers of persuasion. 
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GLEN.:' Iou need neck for eve:rytQing. 

PALEiiMo: 

GLi!Jj1 

PAlsERHOI 

GLEK: 

P.AL:EiMO: 

PALEBMOI 

Anotber thing, tuck 3'Ourself under somebodyt s wing 
who dge~tt really want you there. I~ they bate you., 
get closer. ibeZ"ll learn to like it. 'Hatredis a 
bu.simess .proper~y. ,Glen--:-m1nd if l' call you. that? 

No •. 

And you call me, Job!1n7. lOll see, Glen, they· rG all 
missing sometbing,everyboc4' :1.s, ana youtve gDt to 

, make t .. m :feel it's 1011. It can bappen in a minute • 
. Girls have lost their honoUrs in a minu te, men their 
~ortunea. You see, people feel low these dt(fs, tooy 
don" t know who they are, they haven't go t time. 
And that's where my.; pietwres com:ein. 

Wbat pictures? 
.~. , ,. 

" 
All life' is pictures. A man haa a p1ctwre off himself, 
and be bas a pictut'e o:t other people based largely on 
his pi~ttlreOf bi~elf. I tell yo~ old chap,I-va 
worked ·all this Ollt. a man baa a picture of wbatbis 
01 arks 'and typists think o~ b1m.and ii'3i.i3iOieJil9 r 
know who be is, sometime's that picturet s 8Ood" and 
som:etim'ea it's horrible. And this is wbere he zaeds 
me. He n·eeds :8 steady picture. 1 provide steady 
pictures. Now be mEW not believe in me. ~bat· s all 
right. He believes in the picture I ,give hiDltbeCSllS8 
he needs it., He ma.y look down on me and think I'm a 
scrounger, but be ,.takes the picture 1 gi va him, 'thougb 
usually· he can'" see that "'tel" slavedi, Itve made him r 
compare b1lD8el~ favourably w.:l tb me. !!!ben he sees bl ts 
in the papers, and thougb be knows I put ,hem in be 
still thinks theY're ·the trutb, be needs to th1nk so, 
10 u see. How I dare 888 you smiled when Chandler 
Williams said you were &0111& to sell youreeJ1. laut 
I'll show you .how it's done. In tact. 1 ~ bappens all 
the time. " 

f 

Bu.t what about--? 

You sePt, Glen, the wrq people are formed in our lIDrld, . 
tbeir pictures ara very poor. But eve;rybody tb1nks 
het s something. ~bi:s 70U 'can takeaa your sketch,and 
begin f:rom the~e. N'aturally the picture must be one 
the man can deceive himself into th1nk1ng -is bimself. 
Yon can· t sell a itJIfixIDIIIlDaZlIZpcdmaa;cz_bJrlIlZCeax ww1rk 
ax:r.BZIIIIBJCII.1DDI :fool as ,. clever man, but lOll can s·ell a 
bad mao as a good one, in fact that's one of my principal. 
sales. Hever try to give a man wbat lOU think his 
picture oUSbt :to be, if he ware YOU. Let ntm walk into 
the jaws o:f bell 1£ be vanta to. he m83 like 1 t 'there. 
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PALEBMO:: \Well,~ i!P and eat,- darlins.~ 

MURIi1lt,' fha'S's wbat It m waiting to do,. 

~A].ERMOI: Listen, hOney. I PIq' at the end o~ the mont,b. 

MIlRI&:; Excep~ when it comes. then you P8N 'quarterly. 'Come on, 
aoash, It m bungr.r., 

PALEBMOI iilla quid be enough? (Handing 1'i to h£er) Better be. 
On" darling. ba:fore you SO, bring me in the midday tinal, 
Will l/O~ I've got a borae running. .. ~.~ ,. 

MUlUEL (leaving) I hope it loses • 
. ~~ 

PALERl«>: Jack BNan, (openinB a drawu and ta1d.ngou' wbi&q 
bottle and tw gl~8)' Jack Byan is to: !Ill' .m1nd)/tbe 
finest editor in town. He put~~ pictures in the 
paper. Here"s be'~ib. . 

, 1~' 

Health. { 
r, 

PALEm(OI We~l. Glen, lr you~,reali.J have left several acres of 
boose to do busin~s vi'ih. me, y~u··ve £ound your man. 

PALEBMOI lt11 "tell you when I bave doubts--the minute they 
h8ppen~ , 

MUBIEL brings midday paper. 
PALEJHJ (studying the paper at once) By too way. this is 

Mr Glen. Muriel. I 

GLRil How do yt?u do., 

MUBIELJ Rullo., (lIeaves) • 

PALERMO (stUl studying) Work's my whole li£e. I come: in at 
ib ur -in tbe morning sormetime s. . My evenings at the 
club are all b1:lsiiless, really. Nice· club ••• called 
tbe 1810 Muriel'S' Muriel. comeback quickS' 

, . 

MUlUEI. (appeBldngagain) ~I 

PALEaMOI Take this down. Professor Grigg. G-B-I-Q.i.G. 
Get; bis number, wet 11. be bold. He's an American. 
Just arrived in Cambridge and theyt re putting bim up 
at King. s Col~ege. Ser NO,lIt re the ~imes. 

MUtUELs ,!the what? 

PALEBMO: S£w youtre the Times and IIJr Palermo the featuroseditor 
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would be glad o~ a wo·rd with him. (She leavea) 
And you. read that_ (pointing at the paper) Thstts 
him ~d his wife, at Southampton. I do;n't know why it 
1s, Jack 8yan'just floods me ~'tb workS 

He's a visiting p~~essor. He's giving a series o~ 
lectures here and on tbe Continent. Het s written a 
book on nuclewr warfare. It made him famous because 
of his claim thatj i:r tbe Bomo want o:ff it wouldnt t 
de.stroy tbe world or even create Chao~"'i8.hMttQ~ 
Called • AfterwardS'. He's about £ortJ'. witb a wife 
named Louise. He' says we, should rationalise helt--
(100 ld.ng ° up) £wmy Y011 should menti&D hell. how some 
peopl~ ~ 

P AbEiiHo' s phone rings. 

P.A.lJ1.ERMO
o
l $)Jet re tbore: ' (Grabbing phone) Rullo. Jes. Yes. 

Features here. Well. pro1'essol', good morningl 
Now. listEll, professor, there's no point in bre$1ng 
it genU,.. I want r'lm' interview. I'm send1nga man 
up 'bisafternoon.":; Tell him the truth. only not of J 
course tbe, wnole truth, we don't want _, 
libel suits. And ws'rs interested in yew.- wife. 
All American ladices fascinate us. 1 hope BOU wn't" 
mind· her mJD1ilg ln1D the picture (g1ving the picture 
in the paper aao'ther ravenous l~ok). it numaniaea \I 

things. Vall. professor, can 1 :send this lunatic o~ 
mine by the nextOtra:Ln? Give us mmetbing good. eh? 

EI1fIJII'qaUXlll.lXJIJ«A:lDlXXX«jlljfjlURU~ Heret s nw number, 
by the W8:1.o' We,ore not exactl, in the Times building 
:but a °stone's throw -BWB¥. Good bye. then. (He hangs 
up) low, then._ he docked. at Soutbampton only yesterdrw 
but be still mllJ.-'know somebodN on the ~1me8. SO .. get 
tlmre quick. I (Jon' t~ant him CODl8J'ting up. 

GLENs WlbAt? ~o yau ,mean to Sfl{[ you'l'e sending me? 
;. 

PALEBMO: We~l. who else is ther-e to s'end? 

OLlila But what the hell· do" I # ask? ° 

PALE1fI'DI You don't IGanytbins_ You, state and. lead._ and let 
him ,shoot his mouth off. Lis'en. 1:f lOa' ret not back 
by eigbtthis evening ° I could 6P to clink for ,thiS, 
It' san ofJfence to i~ 'tate newspapers. 

II 

GLl!If,. :I can it;De8ine. 

PALEBIDI Now if be comes out wit.h a st,raight' question about old 
° So-snd-Soon the times tell him the ·secret8Z7 nevel' said 
Times at all but Ch1mes. 'it's a church mea8Zine, some­
thing quick and so much 0& lie that i:t sotmda the tNth. 

SapposeOtbe ~imes sends a man too, 1'11 l.ook prett,. 
funny, wontt I'· . 
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PAlJEBt«> (looking up a train timetable) Well, of course. that's 

PO:Rf.ERI 

GL1!fi'1 

poXtER: 

. ' 

just pessimism. !lbwe's one at three, ft.:ft7-nine. 
You'll have to ru:sb. (Ju,"Dp'1ng up) Coma on,. what are 
you waiting for, YOll won't pick up a commission like 
tb8..t, you knowS Heret s a fiver. And ,I want the change 
even i.:ff 1'tt 8 one and sixpence. 1.lon't £orget (as QI,D 
leaves); go to King's Q)ll;.ege. Above all get. B!! tallG-
ing. you'll lea:rn far more. And, Glen .(who has now gone). 
if' there sbould be a times'man there, s~ Have you heard 
this one, our secretary phoned up this American geezer 
and· said she ws the times,' what a scream eb,and some 
cbeek, she's always, doing it, her \IBN of a joke. it'll 
get her into. trouble one da.vl' ••••• He looks so help.. 
less. 

,.,1'. 

, ,f • 

~. 

Porter's lodge, Kj.Dgt s 'College. 

It was dark when I arrived and,l got a taxi at Palermo's 
expence. . Lights we'le on in the college rooms. Youths 
hurri<ed by wi tbbrigh't. perplexed, un toucbed faces. --~~ 
!fhe porter'} in bis aaJm1 little o£:fice couldn't p1sce Bn7 
Professor Grigg,and I thoU8..!!1_.for a moment, that Palermo 
h~ sold' me :for a puppy. ,BUt be came in yesterda,. 

i ( 
\ 

1 ( 

Hot inhere be didn't. ---
\ 

Bll't the p~per8 ~d be did. \ 

Not this college, mate. Bllt Itl1 call toe Bttrs&r 1£ you 
like, just to make aure. (Goes into inner ofiice)" S~ ~. I 
HUllo, is the Bursar there? ·~here· s a gentleman bere, ! 
sQys have we an American p,rofessor by the name of Grigg, ' 
arrived yesterday, and it was in, the paperS? I see. 
yes, well., I was Boing to sSl, we haven,·t had that nan., 
not as" passed tlu'ough here. I thought 1 might have missed 
your Btlttery list todS¥., how are your legs, sir, all 
right? (Returning) loWell. I've been on to the Btlrsar 
amd he sayd. yes. there's a pro:fessor of that name and 
the papers have go tit wrong like they get everything 
wrong, and het s staying in digs, and the college never 
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invljed him to·· give en, 1 lectures. 
here. and hets not ours. 

Anyway, be' 8 no't 

Lucky for you. ~ He w.rites booksabo~t how it' a going 
to be all right it: ~ atom bomb falls. 

PORlERI Oh, does he? (Strokes his cbin)' Oh. 

Can you lSi ve me b1s address? 

If you 'like to 811pacross t~ere to the Bursar's office. 
they tIl give i\ to you. 

GLENl How do, they know.: if they didnt t invite hirrfl 

PORlERI Are you a reportez"l 

POB'lERI I tbought YOll ware. Job I wouldn't mind. Used to 
be a policeman. Better than padding round streets 
trying the toea on.'ihe doors~ You get m.-ound a bit, 
1 dF.\il'e saa? ~. " 

t'" 

~ 

GlJSN (as he beg~ns "to leave)., Yes. 

POR£EIb iWorldng £or which paper would 'that be?' 

GLItJ (ca1.11ng out ) Agency. Articles .syndicated. 

PO«llm1 

GLEtII 

Oh. yes. Nothing aimple in this liiJOrld. I thought lOU 
was 60mB to say something gl'amorous l~e the ~imes • 

4. 

~he GRiGG fJpm-tment. 

I walked through the early ~&mbr1dge n1gb-t~ past 
sh~p w1ndow~ we"e vapour bad ibrmed. along narrow 
lanes. 1 £ound their place,. 8 tall apartment block 
that ~ne in th-e .nanow mediae."al lane like a gil t 
£001. !fhere was a glowing foyer and a porter more 
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GLENt 

LOUISEI 

GLENI 

LOU1S~ 

GLEN: 

LOUISE, 

GL,QiI 

LOUISEI 

GLEIil 

LOUISE: 

GLEH& 

-13-

splendid ibM Sam. A lin, too: one of those that 
seem not to move. ~hen a tall ~blte do~rva..v with a kind 
of Palladian frame, and Q quiet bell (we hear this) that 
snowed .8 tin)' light bebina. where the name Domell1ng and 
not Grigg was printed. A girl smelling ojf kitcben 
dbowed me In. . ~hen the pro~essort s, wife--

,LOUISE GmOO enters. 

-sreat laugbter lines round ber moutb.--eyes screwedl 
up w1tb--pain, gri~?. . . 

Are you the ~ake·!1mes man? 

Well. come in and have a drink. Hets val. ting f'or you. 
,Where the h·ell is' be? IWell.s1 t yoursel£ down. 

How'did you know I was fake? 

A real. !rimes man call'ed us up. He went' to college with 
3eff. 

... 

!Cb.ere WBS a mistake in the o:f:fice. I think~some girl. 
sbet s new-I didJl.:t t get the deta1ls. . 

I certainly got 'some hot talk from your o~fice--tbat 
mant s certainl.y ~t, a mouth--

YOl~ talked to a man'l 

At yo~-r agency, i£ tbat isn't :fake too. 
you? 

It d like a wbisky and soda. 

Wha~ can I mix 

LO'U~gE (mixing) do%flCome on; will yolf/ Het 8 shy. that' 8 
all (with a Wiqk) • 

'Jlell, look at that.. ,Wi~e drinks witb unknown visitor. 

hOUI8& And where tbe bell do you I!P in tho winter time? I WBS 
looking everywberel ----

GRIGG: As a matter of ,fact. I wonder you didn't hear me pull 
the cbain. How are you, Mr---? 

GLEN:, Glen. 

GRIGG: Sbetllbe following me rOWld witb bloodbounds soon. 

LOUISE: ~bat· s something for you to print. 

GbEN: I'll print what you say I can print. 
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LOUISEI ·,well, our v1,sitort s a gfentleman at lteast. 

GRIGG: Oh. ' fOtr Christt s sake don't bring in th.at word. 
Gentleman, my 81'88. AnytIBY, get !We a drink. I've 
had an att'ernoon o~ Cambridge dons and all they drink is 
tea. " 

LOUISEI Get it, yourself. 

GRIGG:: Boy, you mund bigh already. 

LOUISEI I sm. 

GLENI , Well, man.i.age i~tt all a bed_ o~ roses, is it? 

GRIGG't You're telling me. It's been like this for tel years 
8nld we; bel:l.eve in 1 t_ Is that 'right. Louise? 

LOUISE: l: gQess it is. 

GlUGG (with bis drink) Listent- wbat kind of an ,outfit have you 

GLENI. 

GRIGG: 

. got up there? .. ,'f' 

·Well ,sort o:if agency.,· 

You mund quite a 'crew. lust you foke a call from the 
times, then your ~ss seduces my w.i.~e down ·the prmne. 
~h.8t was a'bout tne" randiest phone conversation ws ever 
beard, what do you sa;a. Louise? . 

LOUISE= xtm keeping quiet. can you star to d1nn~ 

GLEN: ltd ~ove to. 

LOUISE (leaving) I'll tell the girl., 

GBIGGI 

GRIGG: 

GLEN I 

GRIOOr 

Was that strong enougb.? 

I'll s~. ". 

Let me get SOU another (taking his glass). 

You're giving a few lectures? Tbe p~ers were right 
about«that. Insuppose?!ftley were wrong about your T 
address, said you were at King's. ---

ltm lecturing in seven countries. Glen. I'll be on and 
off' that damned Cont1nGnt like a jack in the beL 

LOUI~E (returning) Louise is going to ~eel lonesome all right. 

GRIGGI 

LOUlSEi 

GRlGCiI' 

Well,. 'you're not exactly a staJ'-at-home girl, 80 I don't 
think 10utli aufJrer. 

still, tllis ian' t London. 

Yout 11 be tnerel (Handing GLEN his drink) L1s'ten·, 
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how does the EnB11sh press aoe me? You mow, tbat- s 
my reason ~or coming over, I got such a hall: of a bad 
press ~or this book 01' mine. You, know, I never did. &8J' 
the bomb was nice. . -

LOUISEI Listen, Jefg, .. I think you'd better see if soot s put the 
glasses out right. 

GRIGG (leaving) Jes\ls. can't she even do that? 

LOUISE. Don' t take too much notice of him. Het s overwrought 
with too much work. Are )'OU married, Mr-? 

. emma Call me' Glen. Yes. I am • 

LOUISEI Children? 

GLEN: One, new born. 

LOUISE: Oh. well, that t ~ rai~e. 

GRIGG (returning) You know, this girl cant t ls-v cutl~. Is 
that a peculiarity" of the Irish? Llsten, Glen, I can 
j)ut it all 1D a nutshell. I wrote a book called 
After1i8rda about how to save .humanity in the event of 
a nuclear war,. and that wen~ 'all ovw the world as my 
advocating nl1lcear war. No·" I wouldn't mini1 if people 
knew !'Ihat j[ meant by the Aft-el'Warcis but ,bey don't. 
~he~ think 1 mean after tho Bomb ~all.s, in the future, 
but I dont't. I mean now. I mean ever since Hirosbima, 
in 1945. A curtain fell on bistorJ', Glen, and we live 
in tbeaft6l!'wards of that. It cn8il'lg<l£d everything. 
\We're all1 living on a precipic.e. Just a touch 01' some-
bod¥' s fJinger and the whols- world ~sappea'!'a. !:hatt a 
a big cbsnae. and DOOGdy seems to realise tbat i1t produces 
a completely di:ff.rentsor~ o1f li:te. It means there's 
nothing cosy my more, notliling we can realla-call our own-­
iberefore no intimae,. lk)yQu see wbat I man? It 
Rleans we're all pawns, wet re extras 0J'1 a ~llm se" where 
you never see the man who runs it all, ·and lOU don't know 
wha't the :fD.mt s about, but you go through tbe scene out o~ 
haM't and o:ecause everybody e1se is <loins it,.. Bu"twe 
don't have the power of decision any moreS And we've got 
tn :face up 1J) that. No more cosy little aaX crises like 
you. go;.t- in the old Hi tler dQ¥s, no nio·re cosy ~!f raids 
when people could get a kick out of the bang. It's all 

. phoney, Glen,what wa experience nowadB¥s, all our ~am1l.y 
li£e, everyth1ng--RPC8USe it'·s Wider sentence of deatb. 
Remember wbat Macbe"h .8"8 after his, :first murderl 'Prom 
this instant tbere's not11ln8 seriOllS in mortality. all 
is but toys" grace and retJown 1sl dead, the wine o~ life is 
drawn.'· ihat's us,. Glen. Tbe w1nre of life is drawn, 
boy.. . \lie did- a murder in 1945 that we can't turn back 
from. \Ve murdered 'respect :fa;r the human creature. 
Hitler started. brea.king the· reSpect down, wJ:tb his ex-
termination camps. but ~hat was only a ·eeginning. Nov 
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we're riBbt there. \We're twa children. OK. And w~tve 
'got 'to go on and on. like Macbeth. fbe murders can't 
stop_ I'm on1y facing facts. trying to see aonre chance 
of survival in au. this. Old Macbeth bad to murder al.l. 
his friends, wet va got to do the same. He had 1D create 
'8 secret service tha1t' spanned all of Scotland. ~ "biob was 
the lmiverse as 'far as he was concemed. And -"batt s 
bell. He created hell fur everybody JI.'OW'ld him. even the 
ordinary muntJ'Y :folk near by. ~b.·e'y were terrified. 
And tha~t s what, wet re living in now--hell. And people 
dontt know 1t.~ey like to think ,they're still living in 
the Betbre. But tbey're faking it. l!.verythirg looks 
the same. frQ·m the "food they eat to the air thea breatbe. 
l3tlt they cantt even, breathe God's· air' 8l'ly- more. l~ it 
isn't diesel" ~a it' s i'ad1oact1v~. Now or Gook After-
wards tries to make 'em face up to tbat--rationally; 
'lhat' 8 wat I mean by the rationalisation of hell--one 
of my cb.apteZt-heads. Since 1945 the buman being's been 
dead, Glen. . ~hat~ s lIla m:ess~e. 

, 

LOUISE:,' I think dinner's .~;adt~ 

.About time too. 
Glen. 

. . 

~ilhat does eb:e do out tbere? ;Come on, 

LOUISE:' Slow cooks are the best. 

GRIGGs 

GLEN I 

Sbe should be' cooking at the Ritz at that rate. 

GLlIt falls behind them as the,' 
go' out., so that be remains alone • 

JOlIN P'ALERMOt,s O:tfice. 

Palermo wasnt t thier'e "han I got back. So we met. 
next morning at the o~fice. Tbere were blue rims 
under .his eyes and .be lookJed pale. !fhe wbi t=es of 
his eyes weren't really wbite. they were shot througb 
with little broken vessels. He mQst have beenov~r­
doing it. 
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PAt,EmI) (banding .. bima newspaper) ~do' you- tb1nk of that, ·bJ 
the va,? 

. . 

GLEN (reading the headline) I ALWAYS SAY lit S !Elm SHAPE T~ 
GElS HIM SAYS MISSILE pR>FESSOa·s WIFB. t "Itt sntbe" 
wrq that putt ole smoke goes up, and tbe sbape. n said 
Loui~ Grigg, 46-ye~old w1~e o£ Am-erican professor 
Jefferson Grigg.. la10wn 1n nuclear circles as Mr. After-
wards. "I guess F~.eud would bave something to say 
about tbat," sbe.added with a la,ugh. Life with Jeff.. 
erson hasnt t alvSls been a bed of I'Oses. though. He 
told me confidentially today that they've been coasting 
near th-e divorce. courts tOr the last ten years. JJb11e 
no nuclear scientist or even Stmday pbysici:st bualq, 
deep.-vo1cei Jefferson Grigg bas' made it bis buiiness 

" to sWQ' all ~he pdDlished data .abou. the· likely 
results o~ the BiB Flash when it CDlIJ.8S. ~ quo'te' 
his :fUnereal volume Mterwards. we could live quite 
,snugly in the peace :that total devastation 'secures :for 
us. . ~e professor. educated at stanfo1.'dunivers1t7 • 
. believes "tha" ve ova our prt)sent happiness to the m&tu .. 
fec:ture of nuclem- weapons up to saturation point. 
"~ake the nuclear mushroom" It said his wife. "nov if 
tbat.s not the symbol of sometb1ng mynamet s not Loul" 
God, lOU didn't put all that in, did yo~ 2bey'll 
tbink it's mel I actually used the wOrds • bed o~ 
roses' wben I was tbere' 

. . 
PALlmMOa Of course I did it. tberet s my . touch written allover 

it, with a bit of cutting by Jack By_. I asked :for 
a hundred qu1dand. be gave me f1fty_-

But tbfq're nice peopleS 

PALBBltK): .I knOW tbey're nice, I talked to· his· wife :tor balf an 
hour. In fact, I.~1xed up dinner with ber. Wbat·s 
abe like? Superb. eh? Forty-six is just; my dish ~ tea. I 

GLi1l1I. She's nice, yea. 
.1 " 

PALERMO: DDntt keep sayingn1cet Has abe sot- it? 

GLEN. It? Yes, I suppose so. 
fV1~~Ut 

PALERMO: I'll tBk'e ber to the Bagatelle then, like sha asked ma. to~ 
/ 
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(Phone rings) H~\lo? Yes. he~ s si ttingright here. 
For you. (Hands GLEN the phone) I must dash •. 

PAt,ERMO leaves. 

GLEN: Yern 

GRIOO' S voice (ov1er the speakers) Is that Glen? Well, I guess 

GLENe 

GBIGG: 

GLEN. 

GRIGG,' 

GLEN: 

GRIGG,' 

GLEN: 

GRIGGs 

GLENl 

you know who this. is. 

Is tha.t Jeft? 

You can cut out the JeU and call ~e professor. You 
know what ;r think otyolP. 

ltf ? ol~O. 

!batt s a lie. By the sound of NOur voice, you glass­
eyed phoney. ~ou know what I tbink of you and you know 
I'm right. 

Listen, .. I-

0K. we know it ~ you because o~ that bed of roses touCh. 
What. my wi1e thinks o~ ~u couldnt t be put down on paper. 
lJisten, It m ver:J sorry about this. I. don t t b"te yo tl btl" 
I despise :you quit"e a bit. Mostly I'm. just sorry, because 
I thought you were· a nice guy. How did you get caugbt 
up in this jo1tl 

lle11:, it just happened,. 1 'w'aBSs.-... 

You can always get 9ut. Ever bear of tbe emperor' 
-Constantine? , ~ 

I thilit so, yes. 

He came ,back to Rome with all the knO\tll. crime.s on his 
shoulders, htet d jus" about kllled everybody in his fam11y, 
and he, bad a hell of a big :family. And that' s how be 
became a ;Christian, ~C8\1se somebody told b1m it; w~ the 
onl!, religion tbat £orgave a man everytbing h:e did.­
~here"s still room for you. 

Thanks. 

\VIell. I a:»n't suppose we'll bump into ·each other again 
bu'& if ve do i ttll be a big bump. Good bye. 

MURI~ enters witb tea. 

MURIE£,'1 Do yO\1 talm sugar? 

GLEN: Yes. 
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One; .-!Did yo u near tbat? 

MURIEL, Resounded angry wben I put him through. I wonder you 
went all that way 1estord~just because!!! asks yo;u. 

You must have mown him a long time. 

I' 

I 
I 
t I . 
\ 
I 
I 
I 

GLEN. 

MURiEIar Not ;so long. But 1t t·s certainly been vivid.\ 
-~. 

I 
~ 

PALEBMOt 

GL1Ji1 

She leaves. 

I sat tbere sipping my tea. It was dark and drab outside, 
with Clouds lowering over the roo£s. When P81e~ came 
bRck I let him hawe it. 

p~ enters. 

Still here-? 

You go t me into a nice mess with that pro:eessor. 
Suppose he sues me'~o~ libel? 

PALEBMOs :But watt·s be griping about? He asked for publicity 
and he got itt 

GLEN I He didn't' ask 1!.oz th~ kind he got. 

PALEHMO, All publicity·s the same,"Gloo, it doeantt matter What 

GLENI. 

you sa:g as long as it takes up ·space. What the hell 
ooes he think we are, his personal agents or sometbins? 
It he wants to employ DIll 00 can.- In ~actf that's a 
damned goo.d idea. 

6 • 

Just as I was dozing o~f tnat niSbt. limp wi't,h relie£ 
atbe1ng alone again, and thinking 01: l,uigi, tbe w~ he 
tru.dgas up the hill wi\b the copper-sulpha.te spray on 
his back, his clothes spray;ed a bright blue. the phone 
rang. It took me some time to come to myself., (~We 
heRr pbone ringing) Hullo. bullo? 
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VOICR OF LOUISE (over the speakers) Rullo. bad bOy. 
your boss. Hets tryinS to seduce me. 

GL!fi1 Is tbatMrs Gria61 

LOUISE: Call me Lou. Listen, I bope yo·u weren t t too cut up 
this morning. I was listening on the bedroom line. 
He flew to }'aris, this afternoon., thank God. 'Lecturing 
to HAm. He caLls it the North!' Atlantic !iCreason Organ-
isation. . 

GLEN (sleepily) He does? 

LOUISE: 

GLl:Jf,' 

LOUISB: 

GLEN. 

Yout re quite a couple of boys, you and Palermo, &rent t 
you? Iou mow, tbe thing that got dadt s goat was that 
bit aboQt bow' he studied at S'ian~ord University. He 
tbought nobody krl·ew. 

wnat' s wronBwi tb tbat? 

He looka down on that university; His friends are 
Harvard men at the least. .List~, will you tell me 
one thing, bow you fell into this kind of work? 

~ 
~bat· s what your husband wanted to know. '1---

LOUISBI You mow" Johnny Palermo says you have abou't the 
wickedest tongue in Pleet street. 

GLEN I He said that? -
LOUISE. And yet ~u wouldn't tbink 1 t to look at you. You 

look as i:f you'd just come from the country, growing 
corn or something. 

GLim: That's not far wrong eitl'ler. 

LOUISE: And" 'listen. if you·ve got a wife and child 'bow is l' 
lOti live 'in a ho tel? 'Palermo' raised that one. 
Excuse the familiarity "but you started the habit, 

MAll.Da 

GLEN I 

kid. . . 

And with that sbe rang of£. (He falls asleep) 1 
woke up womierfully early, witn brigbt sunshine 
~m1ng througb th.e windows. ~he maid brouaht my 
#Jiijf tra.y in. 

MAlD enters, v1th tra,. 

Nice morning. 

~hatts rigbt. 
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G],~I 

MAIDI: 

Getting steamEd I1p £or your exerCises? 

Yes. 

Like, to see the paper?· 

GLSi (as sbe bands it 'to biiD) 'thanks. 

GLEN •. 

She l(f)l\ves. 

1 turned tbe P9&88 over and came to a colwnn called 
Hit Lines o:t tbe Week. It was SQ:JD8 sort o~ a gossip 
column. tben I saw a little paragrapb, 'Professor 
lefierson Grigg, at presen't llS1n8 Ensland as a lBUllcbing 
pad fora series of lectures in seven Europaan . CO Wltriea. 
is in the news again. &trI. Said his wife Louise, t JIf!fi 
l1e" to Paris thiS afternoon. He's lecturing to NAm.· 
,She added with a huSky laugh, tHe calls it. the Borth 
Atlantic ~son Organisation.'" HereS (D1als 
frantiea1.l.y) Ob. no. 'yGtI c»n'tJ Hullo, ballo-I 

P ALE:RMO (over. th.· speakers) . j Rullo? . , 

Ob, I'm lucky you ".Collie in so euly because· I can spit 
in y~ur ear-- . 

/I • 

PALE~I 1Mbat's that? And'wbo.1s it? 

m"EN. It' a tbe m&n JOD'rEI tl'61n£ to fix 'tip wi~b \8J18m1es-­
lis'ten It va just seen tbe" bit; in the papers' aDoll'i 
Gr1gg---whG 'u it (frantically peering)?---H1t Linea 
of the JIeeIG --8Rd JOu'va pu't down exactl, wba'i she saici 
to me 1as$ night. over the phone. it couldn't 'have been 
more tbaB eiSlt hours ago--ancl she said you':said I bad 
the wickedss' 'tongue in Pleet street. well, I've never 
worked in Flee' 8tNe', and I'll. tell you what ,0\1 can 
don th yowr jo,b--J 'f 

P ALEiJI)', yet/l 

GLEN.1 lot that .tt 11 a job at all. 

PAL~I ExactlJ. llut I 'tell you what I'm g9in& to· do. Itm 
putting JDu on a contract tod-v, and fifty pounds 1s 
JOlJrson signature. It m satisfied witb lOur work., 
Glen. ' 

PALEBMOJ Arqv&N. "that man loves eve'1f7 word we SSl ab out bim. 
People g1ve tbeir right bands ~O~. an attack in the 
papen these daJ'a. I know a hundred starlets craving 
to be smeared. Bo, Glen, yo..u've cbna agood3ob o~ 
work and dont!'t b-ave tD blame JOtJrsel~. With JOu loo1d.ng 
1miocent, BIll me paint.1ng ,., u black, why. tbatfasc1nates 
people. caIl in 1br i.ha'i contrat.:'. (He bungB up) 
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. A bare attic room. 

Well.. I got my con~act. though he denied ever baving 
,said it. All it did 'was stipulate 'that I wasent1tled 
to ~l ,COmmission, $0 it was valueless. And I got 
tw.entN~ .five pOWlds l'llstead 0% :tift,.. ,13Ilt it saved me. 
I told him lco,uldn'-t attol:d to stay in a hotel any more 
and be said I coultlmovG in upstairs. !fbere Was an 
at~ic room 800ve t~~ ofii.ce, without fUm1ture. So ' 
1 di.d, toe da.y 'atter. :a b1.eak sun·da.y. Not:a stick: o~ 
~ ture. No' 1i8bt. A wire banging ~rom the ceiling, 
tb.at~ ,8 all. 1 dragged up a cbB1r ft-olD:' the olffice, 
as abed. Fe,r bedclothes 1 used my over,coat, with 
a towel round my bed (he puts tbese on). It had 
.. started raining and iI watcbed the vater rwming down the 
windOWS, while the (treet lamps gave me a lot of l1ljll't. 
Hot a car" passed 1n I~WO bours. (He,1s in the cha1r)~ 
Bot a sound from the~ o'tber hOllseS. more ott1cea, pzobabl.,. 
I woke up e»ld after' m1dn1ght. *-xU ~" w1Ul my eles 
cloSed (be does it) to get more clo'hea OIpens cases on 
'tbe lloor). ,md pulled Oil'S tw more suits and all the 

. shins 1 could And. And piled tbese on top of' me 
(does so). msst was better. I dre8l1lfJd about lEW wlne 
being sour because 0'£ :8 frost in the· heat· o~ summer. 
I heRd a sbal'p noise below (jumps)" wBSsuddenly in a 
sitting pos1ta.on, Iqy heart baallng :fas'tand 'mymoutb 
open. Sometbing bad ~al.len. Perhaps somebody. 
I wai'ted, staJ:1ng' into tbe darkness. SoWld of a chair 
hein8 sCallped across the floor downstBiZ's' (we hear it). 
And ·the sounci of· steps--I hoped8&81ns" hope the), waren' 't 
coming up stairs. ,I leaned fOrward, ready to spring. 
Bmt silence ~a1n. 1 decidedcto see ~or mysel~. I 
tiptoed outside and saw there vasa light below (light 
appears at· exit). 1 beard wbiaperiD6 and this made me 
bol'der. X wallad on down and beard Palermo co •• 
I could have laughed wi'ih relie:f. But when he saw me 
SOnmDne sbrieked (woman shrieks), and all at once I had 
a confused picture of Mrs Grigg pulling her blouse up 
quidd.y. sitting on biB desk, BUd he leaping awSl' as U 
hetd been shot. And they remained ~ there, staring ,r­
at me, wbile I stared at them. I realised I must make 
a surprising picture too, with the towel wrapped round 
mp head. I wen't back upstairs. And a:tter a time 
(again in his c • .-) I beard them tiptoe down the stairs. 
Wben .I woke next .. monling tbere were chGe~ Monda.y morn­
ing sOlmds--trucks being unloaded.. the cl.ick 01' heels 
on "tbeir way to work. I decided to, 'buy some furniture. 
(raiaing bimsel.1' pa1n1'ullJ') above $11 a bad. 



PABSOJlS:' 

Gl.lml 

PAWNS: 

GLEN. 

PARSOltSi 

GL-lilfi 

PABSOHSI 

GLKN:' 

PARSOKSI 

GLrlltl 

PABSONSI • 
GIsENI 

PA8S0KSI 

GJ,EN, 

PARSONS. 

8 '-
I • 

A fuml ture shep. 

~ doors '8"'8;1 I ibtmd e second-hand :furn! ture 
ahop~ It seemed to be: DW lucJq part o~ town. 
~e door made a lo,:,d' clins when I went ~ (we 
bear tbis). And a~man appeared. He had a wblte 
starched collar on bll't no jacket,mias' flushed, wide 
face. He laid' a fat band on one o~ the bedsteads. 

i Mil PARSONS bas .appeared. 

A bed., 

Abed? O~ blime,.. Now, a bed. fber:e's ·tbls.· 

Yes, 'that',_ th~ idea. 

You'll. need 8. matu.ss. 

Have ~ou goit a second-hand one?' , . . 

, Bo. we don' "do, tha' any more. mate. Itt s not bygien1,c. 
if YOll ~ollow me. 

1111 have to buY' a., nev on:e, do 101.1 think? 

Well. you' dbe well ·advised to. J[ mean, in a c1't7 like 
this o~ little hopping fiiendG thrive. dontt theJ? 

I onlN want it :tor 8 :few weeks. p~rhaps months. 

I see. I might be able to 1~ Ill7 hands onsometb1ng 
11 itt S only f'~~ a· few weeks. 

lOll mean you'd. want it ba~ 

110. ma~" tha~ wouldnt t do. wouJEt it? ~at.l mean ls •. 
if it dem't haVe to be spec1a1Z think Z can su1~ you •. 
It'll be cl.ean U used. as 'tbe, actr~s8 aa1d 1D the 
bishop. Yes. it vo~tt be 'this week thougb. 

I need it to dar • 
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PARSONS. 

GLEN I 

PARSONS. 

GLENa 

PARSONSa 

GLElia 

PARSONS. 

GLESt 

PARSONS, 

GLEN. 

PARSQNSI 

GL~I' 

PARSONS • 

GLEN. 

PARSQBSI 

GLEN: 

PARSONS& 

- J...4-

You an actor? 
~ 

Ho. It m here on busineas--and .eveX7t~t s a rush. 

I was going to sa..v. I get actors sometimes. 1' ... e 
tickets bave oome to me tbat wrq. tne, want. bits and 
pieces f<R- theu digs. And then theM ~!.7 tD sell them 
back. Very Wlhyg1en1C. some o~ t em. lJUt being symp'atb-
et1c 1D the art 1 give tema good price, more than I 
can. af£ord. 

". 

So can we get the niailiress toda,t 

ltll .. pbone· my dumb trlend in Nightingale Lene ana he 
might be abr-le to drive something OVer. 

'-" . t " 

Would'l't cost a lot? ' 
~ . 

:I could do you divan and matwess ~o:r fOurteen quid. and 
tbat'amore or~leSs~letting it go for the fun o~ it.· 

. .~ 

I cant t afford :fourteen. 
. . 

Well. ** I might kn~ck o1i: '8 Uttl~bit but it w"tt be 
less than twelve. 

~. 

I'l~ te11'youwbat. giv. me eleven pounds dow. now, and 
I'll deliver the lot bl' tour tbis aftemoon. 

I can give you f1~e deposit. 

.And what about the rest? 

'~e fimfll ps.v. r ~ doors down. 
, 

Dian it'll bave to be twelve. Itm lenient wit,h individ-
uals but fiJ'ms have no ~acea, asl always sa:t. All 
rigb'~t. :then, lat t s see the colql1r of your mon~., . 
(GLEfI tak4S out five pound.s) Do JOu ~ke? 

lio. 

No' tbls? (Showing B small envelo~) You IBver know 
wben cl.lents want a puf~, it .. m8¥be their bDur' o~ need. 
Where you £rom. the north? 

Ho. ItalN. 

PAml>llSi ~heret'8 many must be in need in Ita1.7, mate. GOing. 
back .me time? 

GLEN I Yes. 
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PABSONSI i\tr'1te me dOWllJC)llr addzesB, mate. 

GLED (as PAROONS pushes plees of paper towards him) Where, Ita17 
do you mean? 

PARSONSI No,' here. You sa1d JOu wanted a b:ed, eh? 

GLEN: Yes. (Mri..ting) 

PARSONS (dialling) It '~l' phone my dumb :friend. Hullo, 1s that 
yoWl ~heret s a· young man just come in, he wants to 
put in an or<!er. Ave hundred rubber preventives m:;h 
zips on. t'bat'a right, mate. Listen •. Arthur, get 
me out one of them mattresses. have it .round here by 
twelve noon, mate. (HBD&B up) Het s' had a Bast,- lUe. 
Al'tbur. Seaman. Hates and loathes the sea. Had 
his tcngue cutout--got on tbewrong side in a row 
one night in-Malaya. He never talks about it. For 
·obvious.~asons. Listen,. 1 don't,like 1D let an intell­
igen' man sUp tDmUSh .1qJ tingera, I'll give you bed and 
mattress for Ave quid if'lOUt-ll, COima back and. see me 

. be:tore you gp;. to Ital,.. 

GL:iti1 All ri.&b t. 

PAlRSONSI Ibn"" let me down, thoughe 

Gbml You can't give me a chest 0% drawers for say anotbsJ' 
Zi.ve quid. can ,out just to complete thre deal? . ' . , . 

PMiSOHS: Here,JOu'fre 'tr3ing 10 sell II\Y 8)14. All right, I'll 
tell you what, 1'11 rake out a little ches'o~ drawers, 
1 was keeping 1-; £Gr a p1ecanwho likes two bundred 
,ears of srime in bis furniture, Xtll send it J:Ound 
wi tb tbs rest. 

, GLEHs . Vhatt . s the price? 

PAROONSI 3\18' JOu come mund and see iDe before you gC;, to Italy, 
mate • 

GLEN. And atter ssy'1ng tbat he turned round and went; back to 
hi's dark little room. 
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!fbe Attic Boom. 

In the afternooni t all arrived. Meanwh1le I'd bought 
,some blmkets. that was what .1 needed the rest oJf l'QJ 
money for. ~en the cbesi of drawers stood f6a1nst 
the watl .. with tile 11abt from the window on tt, bumble 
and mellow. it 'made ,me tb1nk 0% civilisation as ilf 1t 
was .. another 11£8. 

Muriel ~comes in. 

MUBIm:., ~ere'sa letter ~r you. 
I#. :~ t ~ 

GLm:' It's a. (cambridge post mark. ' I don't w'ant to open it.--
(handinglt · back) ~itt,8 onlJ' insultsJ You open it., 

MUmEr.: 
) 

All right.m.1mUN.' 
smackers. Dpokl 

... 

.. 
Itts a cheque for tbree bundred 

GLERt What? ~1Bjuit made out to? 

MU.iUEt.1 Iou. (J"1 

GLENs Me? -i 

MUBIlLl: And"tbere's a letter. ibdts private .. 

GLEN: (readins 'it) 'tI'v;:) ~ound out the most gema'Ous :rates foll' a 
sJIldicated article.and. Z hope 'his re1Unds you :1:or 8D7 
loss of COPH on tri" aceoWlt. Please £orget what you 
saw in the of'f'ice last ni&ht. For -,God's sake talra "bis 
&lid don't besqueamisb, not that I exactly Q&'9ociate 
,squeam1shnesswi1m you. I shall return the cheque again 
:and. :&&a1nto rou i1 you. refuse it, 'I 1mp1ore lOU to tear 
up this letter. I Rever knew j[ co:uld gat ED pao.1cky 
but 1:( Jeff ~1nds out aboD." this It m finished, hetll 
fix me £or good, ,be'll rid me of every :friend I have in 
the states. I don'" know 1~ this makes lOU ~<ea1 povar­
jful but I hop. 10u bave a little Christian feeling. 
I~ this cheque 1s all wrong. I mean if you want soneth1ng' 
e16'9, let nm know. Yours, .Louise Gr1B6. t Here--give ~ 
that---1tt ll tear them both up' 

... 

r~u~: Look outS 011, lord above. be' s tom up three hundrad 
quid. 

GLEN, Squeamish" I like tba'tl 

MUBISI. Now 'What did you do tbat~o.r'? 

GLml It was dirty money" that's wJ'. 

MURIBL. SO is all mone7, duck. 
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GLEN I She can nave all the affaizs she likes withoj1"i P8¥iD& me. 
MURIEL, Oh,' well. He'll take it •. ilf YOI1 don't. 

GLEN:. tWbo will? 

MURIEL (going ·outG rwbo @ you think? 

PALEBrD (off) GlmS iWbat tbe bell bave YOll got up there, a 
woman? 

MUlWSL (also off),. It· s me., 
. 

PALERMO (oft) Os,. tbat' adU1"eren't. 

I 

.. J. ., 

P Al.Emro:· Wel.l.. yout'va /p't. ·.qui 'tea little' palace here. Lis",en, 
Gl'en, 1·'11 tratle JOl1 this room rent free for a little 
favour. (Cambridge tonisbt • 

. . :, II 
t • 

GLBHI CJJlDbridge toni8ht._ what do you mean? 
~":--" 

, . 

PAljERt«)1 !fhe tbing 1s I'm :a little scared oJf Grigg, he's just 
retwmed ~to Englarul' ..••• 

GLEnJ. I'm scarad of him tool 

PAIJm1fA): And hat·s invltedyot1 toa pa.rt~. 

GLEN. \l/nat?' 
• f' 

PIdiEaM)I ~night. I 'arranged it.. Well'i she did. I've gone 
rather deep w1:th Lou--as you saw, Glen. Be a good .cbap. 
ibe position is this--i think we 'should al1 lcome to­
getber. likea,fam1l.,.-

Ob. noS 

PALEm-IO: I d()n't' want him ,to ~ee1 .out in the cold, you seet· Glen. 

PALEBKOI 

I mean, 'yousaam to' know how~to grease rusty joints • 

.. 
He likes YOUt- apparently. He enjoyed the stolr.7. /.: 
Natural11.~.I'm letting him think it w&f?Awbo wrote it. I J""'-
1 keep pushing you down Lou' s throat as a drmgero us 
mind, and someone to woo. 

GLEN I: ~banksl 

PALEBMOJ ~er*ll both eat out .,of ~ur band. Anywar, . for.' God· s 
sake get up tbere, end show htm we're not reali, enemies. 



Explain 1+.11. 
GLBllf ~l ri&bt. I'll go. 

P·AItERMO: ~k suit., begins a~ eish t. arrive at ·nine. 

I' ALERMO leave."3. 

1 was in th{$ train soon a£ter aevGD,wi th a dark aut t 
on,. ~WD nights in the role o£ b:edclot.bes hadri" t done 

. the s11i \ an, good but Muri.B1 had ,an iron downstairs. 
Iva'S ,excited. 50; much so tbat tbe ends o:f rrra :fingers 
were trembling.. Country, lights. dim andp1n-pointed. 
shone tbrough the ).tilth o~ the train windows. A drizzle 
started and swept against tbem--strmge that a ,wind 
should start up now. At Cambridge 1 t nearlywrencb.ed 
the compartment door out o~ my hand. Long C$l'8 qr. 
parkEd outside the apartment; block. A dustbin lid lflev 
off somewhere. . 

. ~. 

I 

~ 10. 

~be GRIGG .apartment. 

GLmia I pressed the bell (1 t rings) and there was Louise 
Grigg suddenly bafore mew in a ch1£:fon dress t:aung 
low at th~ neck ·and hw arms bars. ShG was flushed 
slightly 8l1d h*lr eyes ,were brighter perhaps than ltd 
seen them .OOfOI:'6." A look d~ fear. the smallest of 
twitches, ~en~ througb her face when she saw me., 
~hen her ·expression settled for a kind of sm1ling 

1 self-restraint. not:fr1endl,. at all. 

LOUISE GRIGG ·bas appeare4. 

LOUISEI Like to hang JOur coat. Glen? Just st.roll in. SOme 
. wtndtonigbt"eb? .> 

GLEN: And bow." 

LOUISE: 'ilberets a moo *0 brings the drinks~ Witb white gloves. 

Sbe goes off again wi th b1.s coa"t. 

I looked tbmugb to tho o'ther NOm.· A pleasant. soft 
light cama £rom there (we see this). One or two heads 
were sbaved. One of them belonged to an .arJJ17 man in 



a uniibrm tbat made him look menacingly clean, as 1:f he 
was 'trying to answer an accusation of fi.l tb. !rhewomen 
were pretty_ there was a JL'OBr o£ male 18U8bter (we bear 
thi.s) :and I noticed a :flusbed plump man raiae his eyes 
and, l:augbing with tbe res't. SSN--in an Eilgll18b voice.-:-

VOICJS (off) I eouldnf t agree morel I absolutely couldn' 'is . 
GLEN: !ben the wSiter with the White gl.oves came. 

\fAI~ER enters. 

WAI:r~R: Drink. sir? 

GLENa '. Tbanks. 

WAiTER: \JIijisky' or dry Martini1 noshelTl'. they like their liquor 
bard. You English'l 

GltE'N1 Yes. 
~ 

·WAI~ER: Thought· so. Well, wait :for it. You're 60ing to. 88G 
· something tonight. \1 

GLEN: 

MIHAl 

GLENa: 

GLEN~ 

MYRA. 

&LElia 

MIRAI 

\ H.e leaves again. 

~he doorbell rang (we' bear tb1s) and a new group arrived, 
Louise giving them a .sort of loud famil.y welcome. macb 
more than. she'd given me., And one oJf the pretty women 
came in ,wi tb a tr'W o:f sandwicbea. 

MYBA enters.· 

Her dress was the darkest in the room wi tb slish tlg old.­
fashioned :flounced sleeves. Her hair was d&lrk too, and 
in tbe dimness---I realised how low tne lisbts were--
it framed her pale· face like black saUD. Sbe reminded 
me ·0:£ a llolbein sketcb of one of the Tudors. 

~ : 

.Like on:e!l 

No, thank,s. 

I'm in fashion. Name's Mlra.What are you?-forgi. ve· 
me 'asking but I have to single you out :from the nucleat 
nuts. 

Wine. 

·flell., listen to that. Are you drunk most of th~ time? 
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GLEHI 

MIHAl Well, why not? 

LOUISE come~ in'. 
I 

LOUISE, Vell. bow are you t\tlO making o,ut? Jef£ just arriv8i. 

MIRAI· He'- s in wine. Now ian't that sometb1ns? 

LOUISBI Oh, is that what be told you? 

GLEN I A side' you don··t know·~ about. 
1 

LOUISE. There's a whole lot· 1: dont·t know about you. 1 dare sa..v. 

MYRA: 

GLEN,.' 

HlftAI 

MYRAI 

GLEN: 

l-1YRAI 

GLEN,· 

Well,. well" you're in wine now, are yc1Jtf/ Ii 11 go look 
after my guests, they' re CJlScading in. 

~ She leaves., 
~ 

You know when I drink~tbis stWff. I get hallucinations; 
I see people ·as all kinds o£ things. 

You do? . 
\What did you :s~ yourt'name W8ff1 

\ 

I didn· t. Itt s Glen, MYWa.y. 

:Listen" Glen. you see tbat General. through tbere, with 
tbe unif:orm? Name o:f Heeley.· Nicest guy on earth.· 
S,,8 biswife wen" to· the top o£ Ei.:ffel tower and tried 
ao throw ber two babies o£f, and they shipped her over 
to one. of the nicest, hatctves in the state o~ !Calii'ornia. 
1 screamed with laughter. 

Mall. isn't it funnT/ 1'0 go through the trouble olf 
having babies and then throw them ofi .thif3 Eift'e1 tower? 
myway, didn't you know this man has orders to gas all 
wine mercbants in Europe in tbe event of a nuclear cat-
astrophe? (She. slipsoJ:f her snoes) Vell., here we 
go. Look at that. Glen--my first hallucination., 

She 60eS, ahoeless. 

She meant Jefferson Grigg,. who bad just walked into 'the 
otber room. He snook hands with a1.most ev.eryone except 
the General. Or -perhaps' they're very old friends.-
~he room was getting hotter and hotter. Grigg seemed 
to hawe grown taller dwring hisjoumsy. bis stride 
vas more loping and 8utno'r1taUve. The creases of his 
face, like reckless penci1 lines, seemed deeper. And 
be \1I8S tired. When beau me he didn"t bat an eyelid. 
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~ 

~gan to suspect a trap' be wasbe1ng too nice. 

GmGG appears. 

Glad you could come. Dring yourwifa this time? 

But you're happily married? 

Yes. 

1 dah I wa:s b'appily mar.rie.d like that. Perhaps itt s 
the on.\y way, never see 'em. 

. i\ 

Louise, comes in • 
.. 

LOUISE: ?;by don't yOll two take yOUI' jackets 01:'13 

GLEN 1. 

A good idea at that •. ~ Peel it ott, Glen. ~We":re 
informal here. 

r 
Itt s certainlr hot.. ; 

t 
~. LOUI~E BOes asain. addressing 

the otner room witbl 

LOUl'SE (oU) 'Well, doean't this look cosy. 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GhEN. 

GLEN I 

GRIGGI 

GLEN: 

GiinGG: 

How did your. le~tures go? 

Oh, you know bow it is. ~ey just goggled. Chromosome 
damage, alpha radiation, CNS--th~ lmow nothing. !fbeJ 
can"t "tell ~cixmaic1r the difference between fifteen 
megatonsaoii a ligbted m$tch. 

~hey would if one wen' oUt 1 expect. 

YOl~tredamned right. And tma sooner they face tip the 
better. Qr it's going to be an awful mes~ • 

Mhat. w~ ttmtfou said, • ·CN:st? 

~Yt he's learningl - Central Nervous System Syndrome. 
You lose contro'l over your limbs, get very ·excited, have 
dif.ficul ty bNathing, sort of black out now and then. 
and you're dead in s~ eight to teD hours. 

S9undsa nasty eXperience. 

see that guy througb there? ~e one ,bristling with 
medals. He wont t take l!!§ jacketoU. Chocolate 
soldiel'. Hame o~ Healey, Gene~al Beele,_ \\fe like 
to, get rid of b1mand bis bu.tler. ear1,. on. lt~ s bis 
butler, by tbe way. He wouldnt-t dirty his hands ;wl'lh 
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nuclear tt)ols, not him. He thinks be's in a trad.1 tion. 
the crumb. He even rides a borse. What say to an.tber 

'drink, Glen? 

Thanks. 

And take that waistcoat otf, youtlt fry.. I'll put your 
stuU m the sack. 

t.he what? 

Bu. t GlUGG. has go-ne. 

No wnder most of the, men bad taken their jackets off, 
and tb:e women had kinked off th;lair sboes--it 'was getting 
-like a ~ace. Only the General had hitS still on·, and 
he was getting up to ~eav~. 

t 

i' 
Whia~ and soda, am I rlgb.t? 

t 

Yes. 
~, if . 

OK, po.ur itdowo.. foul-mouth. But try and publish the 
details of ~ party;- and, on,. boy--l Even ~j'our boss 
won'" t own you. 

lristen.. about al.l. that -

'On. no. don't give me phoney confessions as well. I'm 
not that gullible. .Listen, Louise sold me the line that 
I admire you :for yOUI' mere damJlfed ne~. so lett s leave 
i' at that. ~ 

Here. look. that chap"s taken his trousers oft. 

!lbe General.. must bave Bone. 
i t. Charl eS/ 

.Is he English? 

(Calling out) . HOw lJ)es 

Owns this flat. as a matter 0:£ fact. One of .your defenca 
men. And a friend oj[ mine--got it? 

GBBI&x You <lOln·t have to worry about me remembering any o:f this, 
I'm drunk. 

GRIGG: 

GLEN's 

GRIGG: 

~ guess I'd better put the heating up_ /" 

You mean down. 

Youtve still i!P·t your shores on. ~ake t em oUI 

He leaves. 
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GRIGG. 

GL·EH: 

GRIGG I 

GL:ai1 

I untied my shoelaces," when I could fi.nd them. 
(Does' this) startGl humming., Not only was the place L 
bot ehough from the centrBl beating but I coul~Lou1se /~ 
Grigg pi11ng logs on a :fire. ,WIlen sparks flew up the 
cbirmey she and the woman call.ed M7ra seemed to think it 
a special joke." But none of the other guests seemed 
worried. ~ey couldn't!!!. be 1n 8 1plot. like people 
in a dream., More clotbes were coming off. One woman 
made no bones 'about ~ak1ng off ber stockings. 

. S 

Here's your number tag. 
You're number 49.1' 

491 
~' 

GRIGG comas back • 

(Hands bim tag with string), 

Go on, the sacks are ;through th~re. 
r 
t 

Sacks? 
t 

GRIGC! (gulping OOVl his driJlk) ~ Sacks. sacks. Put ~ur clothes 
. in" them. And theseZ are Myra' s shoes. !fbat's her, 

a. lovelj etching outside and a mess in. Put t em in 
number 23. soe al·ways' takes' that one. 

~BN: (ott) 

GRIOOi' 

Grigg: 

GLENi 

. . .' --

GL~ l·saves witb sboes. 

Here. you mean? 

!(hat' a right.. 'Du know. I really do like you.--:.-
(as GLEN returns) you're Bl1ch a damnJ3d crook I, think 
you've made hell your home as thorougblyas I nave. ' 
You can look so damnfed eX' •• innocent. Here, damn it. 
ean you read Iil!' number!.... I need glasses. 

, . 

Thirty-seven. 

Yeah. wall'I'tm u:saatly' in the thirties. 

~hose sacks (as GRIGG takes bis own shoes o.ut) are 
f'j~ling up fast. 

GRIGG {ofi) . Son-of-a-b1 tcb if somebody brasn't put his shoes in 
mln~a pail' air damn big boots. Out 30U get (sound, 
,of' hreavy shoes tumbling). ~bat kind of thing' takes a' 
lrAlole night 1;oJ work out. itt s like a running ·sore, 

GLEN a 

GRIGG'I; 

peopl;s just won't think (as he appem:s again). 

Wbat's all tbis for? .. 
Oh. ~me on, Glen. lJ,et"s have yoUr shirt!:. 
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Shirt? You'vealready got my jacket and lD6 waistcoat. 

Waistcoat? You mean vest. 

If've got nw v;est on Wlder iii' shirt. 

Yeah. and I got an ove~at under OW pants. 

"-~hey reel about, ta1d.ng oU tbeir 
"clothes.· 

11;,00SI:8 comes in. 
( , 

LOUlSEl' Well, 1 neVGI' thought ~14 see you tllO plaNing club 
pals. 

GRIGG'. !fhese Fnglish people lJisiat on cal.l1ng their wasts 
waistcoats, and be starts teLling me h;et s wear.Lng his 
waistcoat Wlder b1sshirt. 

. ~ 

LOUISE. ~ey·re scream1rJg for ~s.. Je11 (as she leaves S88in)~ 

GlUGGI It11 be right in. ibOUgh they &int t screaming v:er:/ 
loud" are thf3J? (with a w1nk at GLEN) Gimme your gear, 
8On---49, ngb't? 

GLlIII ~at':s right. (GBlGG 1eaves) I vas as naked as I 
intended to gel. I meen, I d1drJ,' t know tbese peop~e. 
I W88 astonished when Grigg and Louise walked lnto tbe 
other room stripped o~ every sued of e1oth1ng, and 
ewerybodr made a wild sort of cry (we hear tlU:s). 
No wonder the Ughts were so low. Other people started 
:followins their example. !be Dlgllshman was already 
down in his socks only. He bad a very biB belli. But 
it didn't seem to matter. It was nice, really. What 
1 me'an :Ls lc. seemed natural.. You oould bear the soles 
o£ ~he1r feetbrusbon the carpet, 8Dd. their breat:ll1ng." 
and s:»metimes a slight stamp ·o:f a heel, or the smack o:t 
one o:f their handa OD a buttock or tbiBb. You could 
:see that these people bad the ease that comes with power. 
~y reminded me o~ &1glish brigadiers and corps comm­
anders during the last years of colonial India, wb:en the 
sun bad. not quite set in tbeir ~aces. and the investments 
were stUl showing a yield. ,and a pleasant, ungru:dg1ng 
magnan1m1ty soothed ancl shone its W8¥ into- their cbeeks. 
I remembered how tbey 11 t their cigarettes, stood in 
messes drinking tbeir tea, the comfortable drone olf their 
voices, and these same unashamed almost :feminine movements. 
The1 were ~xactly 11ke the Englishman. o:t' yes1lerdlq-'the 
Engl1sbmsn of a certa:1n class. They even dressecl like 
b1JD, much more than we did ourselves. TbeH spoke with 
the same casual. awareness o~ great power. Even an 
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American accent was barel, perceptible. Like the 
Englishman of yesterd",.. he was suave, 1a1r-minded. se1£­
assured in manner if not in £actl a new race o:t imperial 
g..en%l·emen. No wonder this Englishman agreed Wi'th them 
so 'well, and ~ when they laughed, in a seventh 
heaven oit nosta1pa. For iDe be w~ pla.yed-out: I could 
see. iPle dead ideas plaring in. bis :face, as 1 could bcear 
tbEY"m in b1s voice. For me he was harCD.y an Bng1.1shman 
at ,all. Dlt for these Americans be was wbat tha:w meant 
by Ensl1sh. And tb1s.;rmade bis voice a shade more bm-sb 
and downright than it would have been With b18 own native 
kind,. among whom he had lost caste long agol he was 
basking in an empire 86&1n. and be seemed to real.1s. that 
be preferred it to bis own oountq and certmn].y to most 
o:f his own countrJIDen_i In fact, I tb1nk,that was wbat 
stopped me going in to the otber Z'Ooml his presence, &1.0 ••• 
I was a £e11ow-Englishiilan o~ the kind he had never wanted 
to mow. So I let biro Daskt rocked in "be :feeling tbat 
be was the onl¥ ~1sbm&Jl present. He bad more contact 
with these foreigners than he could ever have w.i:;b m9~~ 
And I rea1..ia.d 1 could S8N the a.at I had more contact 
w.L'Sh them, they were closer toJ my WrVs o£ reasonin6. than 
be.- . ;Wb1ch gave them srea\ poweZ'--ov4!ra diVided w01'14. 
fe'S the power" like the caspal sel£.assurance. was a 
maskl· perhapstbat was why they threw it oft after dark, 
and f1JJ t down ··to grasS-:zrootSf wbien were death and 8lguish, 
wi th their beaming Englisb clown in tow, playing the ' 
Englishman 01' yesterdlQ':for au he was wcn-th. tbough he 
did 1't less well than his hosts. An old-world decorum 
still, bung over tbe:m alll when they lett tbe 1'0 om they 
slipped an GV erco at or dressing gown over their nakedness. 

MYRA enters in a' ~ess1ng gOlm. 

Have you an idea of my number, honey? 

I think it's 2'. 

A problem--ihe~e to keep a h&ndkercbie~ with no 
010 tl;Jtes on. 

Sh's leaves. 

Sometimes I thought I saw davn peeping through the 
curtains',. bu'& 1 t alw"s turned out to be 11'gbt 
reflected f'rom the dying 10g filte. I beard someone 
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m11rII1llrtFoodt ,and there' was a bustle towards the 
door. Louise appeared. .looking- more like a girl, 
her hair WltldJ. 

. LOUlSBenters. also in 'a 
,dressing 8OD. 

LOUISEa Mind if I si~ down? Coulcin.!t. quite malt. 1'. huh? 

GLEN I Make whaW 

LOUlSE1 Du still. have mmeclotbes on. 

GLEN:' I was--watcbing ••• '. .~ 

. . . " LOUISEI: ~er8f S not once card th~ de~il ever of:fered you 
tbat you haven":It pl.qe4, 1s tbere? No wonder 
yo.uwon·t show us '9OU1' naked flesh'. I realised, 
by the wrq, that you procured me £Or Palermo. 
You were dead ri91'&f my legs went weak the, 
minute Z clappEd eyes on bim. 

GLFlfI Wbat? 

LOUISEI He got a neat,descriptlon olf me when you got back 
to town---he told me that--

GLEN. All I said vas 7esl~ 
To P, 3' · 
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LOUISE: I'll tell you what happened. He looked at you w1tba 
le9~ in bis eyes artd you nodded. Because you're in 
cahoots, the two oJf ~\)U. But he's thee better man. 
He does something. He doesnt t just watch. On, I 
know you'rs plBling at these things. We thoue,ht you'd 
make a friend at Zirst. Finrs thing we BOt. ourselves 
into.· Frankly .. you scare me. Not ·because you look 
scarQy~ but because you don't. !i!batts why it's so 
uncanny_ Why not procure for yoursel.f? 

GLEH:Wb.at? 

LOIJl;SE (corning ·clo:ser to. him) 'Listen. Glen, I just don't tJelieve 
a mm can gi. va up being good. I don·t t think itt s 
1)Oss1ble. For one thin&.. my rslig,ion doesn't allow 
me to. 

i' 
LOUI.SE& God in beaven, you're not Catholic, ,are you? Gloo. 

go and find a priest,," I can take you round to iDur little 
church in the moZ'nin~take coIDmWlion' I maan, 
~iont t you ever? ~'1 - \} 

GLEN: What?' 

LOUI·SE: Confess? ' 

GLEN:: To a pri-est? I haven't dane, no. 

LQUISE: Darling. you look SQJ miserable. Itmnot going 10 let 
yo 11 be damned. J ef£ even 110 uldn t t w ant me to. 

·GlJm: 'God's the judge of tb8t. 

LOUISE: 

LOUISEI 

GLEN: 

You think we've gD,t no power at all? Itl1 sbow you 
tha.t 1m' t truel I might save 700.--1' m weak and 
stupid but 1 could have a ·tryS (Sbe sits on b13 lap) 
A woman's softness could do it. !Irh&t migbt be one 
weakness you've overlooked-every man is born ole woman • 

Tbey murmur and coo· and :eondle. 

You refused the cheque., di~··t yotZl 

Yes •. 

LOUISE (kissing bim) ,~ Do you want more? 

Itm not interested in cash. 

LOUISEI Darling,. you··ll be good, wont t you? Don't let aef£ 
hef.U." a thing- It m sp ing to so:ft(;ln you, 10 11 can t t 
be 'hard all tbe WS3 througbl (Kisses bim Q88.1n) Is 
that your trol1ble, Glen? 



• 

--3 7- -

GLEN i:. :Wh.at? 

LOUISEI' You aren't married. are 'you, d8l.'11ng? 
" 

GLENI ~at are you talking aboute 

LOUISEI I WDnt t give up' though. 

GRIGG comes in. 

GRIGG: Com:tortalt' le? 

LOUiSE: Je:f.if' Jef~... Take it easy. 

GRIGG: Am I too early or too late? 
\ 

LOUI$EI I havran't done anythiDgl 

GRIGG,' I knew it was this o~~ or ~81ermo., Tell you the txutb, 
1 though't this one waS too normal for your tastes. 'Wb7. 
you dirty son-o:f-a-b1~h--" . 

LOUliSEI J af:fl f' 
. 

GRIGG. --lowdown, two-timiniJ malf9 whore ••• 

He disappears for a moment.'. 

LOUISE: Je£~' 

G~RIG(t '(reappearing with seek number 49. empty, in bis band) I'll 

GRIGG. 

teach you to pull the wool over roy eyes, I'll pull tbis 
over yoursl 

He grabs Gl~EN and, forcing him back 
into hi's chair. puts tbe sack over 
his heBd rmd with a neat movemen't 
tie 8 the strings' to th~ back: of the 
chair in such a way that GLPltt s arma 
are bound too. ~ 

Now try and get out of that. 
get back to the nature room. 

(GLmi struggles) 

He pushes LOUISE out. 
al one a&ain., 

Come on, 

GLEl~:' . Dontt you touch meS (Kicks) Hear wnat I said? 
Don· t you rome nearS (Kicks) LOuise' (Lisllens) 
Are you still here? (Sud<1enly spins round cbairas 1f 
enemy behind.) !i!hey haven't left me like tbi,B;. have tnal? 
Griggl .' Louise: (Struggles to: g~t friee) 

HYM comes in •. 
I , 
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MYRA (staring) Ob, no1 Ko... ~bat' s thewo:rst yetI 

GLEliI 

Sbe flees. 

Hullot - hullo? Was that oomebodY-l 2'aey must bo able 
to see me thN ugh there. Grigg I Here, he must have 
opened a door--lfll freeze to death' GriggS I don't 
know. poople are irre~onsible nOllada.ys. They ~ be 
alDie toaee me., ~h.el'·· can't think this 1s normaJ.,. 
(!fries to untie himsaljf) Wha.t t s he done? GriggS 
God, what R £Gol I wa..~ to come up h-ere. ~hat Palermo, 
Itll give bir:J something tomorrow morning. God. itts 
eold. I suppose I just wait. But I'll freeze to deatb. 
'(K,1cks again, < strugg~as) 

LOUISE appea~s. 

LOUISE. OK, co 01.. off. 

GLlm (as she unties bim) Cool off-lim £rozen~ 
irrto ,a nice fix. di~?t t you? 

LOUISE: Gee, '1 t, m, sony. 

GllEN: I· bet you're not. 

You got. me ' 

GRIGG comes in with a bottle 0% 
Wine., and one glass. ' 

GRIGGr:, Kind of a misund~r8tanding. Here. get this down. 
From'Charles's cellar. 

LOUISE: Feeling OK now, hon~ey? (. ro c. R ~ £;. G-) 

GJUGG: 

LOUISE: 

GBIGGI 

I think n.11 trurow mysel.f dG~ Bom;awbere. 

The spare room's'clear. honey. 

Kill tb9/t bottl.e, GlenS (as he goes of:Jf) 

How did you do i t"l 

It In beat. 

10UIf3EI Oll, I so:ftened him up_ Anyway, tn-at t s enough of trying 
to save people. As from tonight. 

G]'Et~I· He didn' t beat you.? 

LOUlSEI ·What. him? I' d like to' see him try .. 
on a bible. 

GLEN:' t¥.lh.at? 

He made me swear 

, 
That it 'wasn't you. ~hank God be didnt t make' me 
'sw-ear about Palermo. that's all. 

Where are tbe guest~ 
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LOUISEI Mostly asleep. I think that's what Lou means to do 
too. Good night. wetll be meeting 1n a dSJ :from no,w. 

GLEN: 

LOUISE (going) Ask your boss. He phoned up 3ef~ and arr,anged it. 

GLEN. 

GLENt 

1 don"t know how he does it. 

Good night. 1 sat tbere for m;me time. stretched,· 
yawned. got Llp. \Went to 'find tbe contents of number 
49 (disappears for a moment), and begp,.n areasi.ng. 
~ben"l wslk·ed int.o the Dig room. 2tue~ were sl<eepers 
everywbtsra. !fh~1 had all been lovingly covered with 
coats or ,.blankiets, like childron, mu-te and paJ..e, seeming 
to stare at me "behind. their closed eyelids.· I saw 
Myra, her head s1.umpeQ. .:forward, twitching. ., 

[ 

11 .... 

fbe .Backs •. 

Ou~def' I found a. morning so serene that I stood 
wbere 1: was between the 811 t swing-doors and the long, 
gdmed, oJfficial cars, my bands in my pockets, just 
looking at tw1S sky. Tbe wind had done 1 ts cleansing 
job andt thare were only the last :fine traces of cloud 
higb up. I No one was about. An electric milk-\rolle,. 
tr....robbed from a nrear# by .streetIJ a suburban ,sound that 
.made me want to la,ugti. 1 wal.ked mwards the Backs. 
it ,being too early £0]:" a ca:fe to' be open.. :fbe colleges 
were stU I md closed. tb.-eir windows .I·,eflecting the first 
watery yellow of the 3vn. .~b.e lo.ucn. of the chill air. 
the sun that bora into evexeything like a diamond, the 
silence I :found when 1 reacb,(ed tb19 .river wera like 
ju~ements on the night, It d ha.d, but I couldnt t tell 

. 'what th6Y 'Were. ~be birds tIere awake on tim river and 
all at once three swans throbbed wi tb a bappy will 
overhead. tracing the r1 verline preci sely t gleaming in 
the sun, their wing-beats eaboing on the water. I sat 
down on ,6. bench and l.ook·ed 8CJrossat King's chapel. vast 
MEi! as always so Jfixed.against the sky that it wasntt 
ours any more. but past and :future. The river moving 
slowly between tbe lawns reminded me of English summer 
a:f'ternoons long ago. !fue Bridge of Sigbs loo~ed as U 
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GLElia 

GAlUrillBR: 

-Lto -

1 t enclosed watchers tNm tbe past. l3llt---there 
didn't seem &I1y connecting links any more. Not with 
those sWImler afternoons I could remember v111idl7, noD 
even with tbe scene tbat 1.,. b~or.e me. It vas like 
a painted scene. After the n1gb.lllt d just bad it 
didn't seem real.' strange tbat dr1gg t s tboughts should 
sieal. into my -bead now, like a threat. and viciously 
u-ue. ';'10 veremarking tinre. yes, .at Ung. _4 
atgland, I was in lInglandl bu'C what Ensland existed 
now, even in this most EnBlisb scene? It was like a 
memoZ'y.. Nature was like a memory: it had &1.1. been 
broken tmderneatb, from the swans to the brigb; lawns 
stirring in the, auns~eJ in one molDent 1 t could. all 
coll!pse--perhapa w~ collapsing inYisibl.,. at tbi.s 
moment. Wblchmade l' all a pleasant memolrl :at best. 
As an ugly town was aD unpleasant merDOl'J' at ,best .. 
Ve were watching the pare1\Jl f:ru1ta of past generations, 
and the carefUl ~u1ts of God: we were the first 
spectawrs, because the key to its total destruction bad 
been ib1und~' Look at, tbis soaring chapel. pointing up 
far beYOnd. us into 'the past and future. :&Jt what /~ 
1Uttme? Wacouldn''t..{secure about a future. So it I" 
,sealed us in .. ourselves. !file future wasntt ours. 
'So there could 1Mt no past, either. \We 'had no lfuture 
oecause we bad no power to form it. It was being decided 
by other minds, ~ir motives we knew notbing about. 
We bad lost tbe power' of choice. So we' were like Wlwanted 
guests iii tbe universe. A g8l'denu cl.eled a11.ong the /W?~~ 
gJ'D'el path lnfront of me--- P'" , 

~~ 

, ~8srdener q-eles pa:n~ 
a'i least he lookei like a gardenea-. anG' sa1da r~ng1D&­

Goddmorningl 

8o0d momingt And at once my thoughta were beb1nd me. 
I vas lost asain in the business of 11£e. Just a rin6-
ing good morning could do it. It ,didn't take much to 
pull the wo1 over our e)'8S. A £ev windows opened'.' 
fhere vas the SDtmd o~ cars from King- s Parade. And 
a churcb bel1 'started, ~o)llowed by others. This most 
detDaliing 01: all :muucla reinforced the wal1s and lawn 
and soaring stone, and insisted on past atd future being 
intact, and I gave in bappily and w111ingl,. Sld let the 
:false dream ~Jfuse me.' (Bells) I got up. ID8 hands in 
my. poclcets, and sU'olled over the bridge again. I was 
hungr,. 

¥It bear tbe bellso~ Cambridge. 
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12. 

~a1ermo,t 8o~ice. 

~at night had anotb~ 8~range effect. It happened 
when I was wal.ld.ng across Kingt s !Cross station on my 
wSN to tbe office.· nl o't a sudden I fel t as i£ It d 
been iIDp11cated in soJbetb~not a crime but some- . 
thing. which I mus1mt t talk about. And it wasnt"t" 
just one thing. In a form1d~ble '1187 Z was prevented 
:from talldl:ag openlJ' a~ut any~. as i:f e11 aw life 
now lay under a veil o~ secrecy. And I began 1» :teel 
watched. F.put more precisely. I begm.,to feel watcb­
able. . I felt not quite clear in my record~ Some­
thing ·vas on my record vqicb I d1dnt t· know about. J 

I had to be carefUl. i muetnt t ap,sk, but exactly wbat 
the forbidden 8ub3ects ·were I d1dn~,t know, so tb.ey CDuld 
veil be everything. I was involved. Yet ltd ~n. 
nothing. I bad been made an all1. but fG>rwbat I didnt t 
knov. ~he veil spreaq by the previous nlBbt lay over 
all secrets, including the most terrible ones, which 
were whether a machine 01: total. destructionL)had been 
invented, and where 1 t was. and .0 c»ntrolle4 the 
button, and then Who oontrolled those who, c»~ntrolled 
the bu-ston. in a series of secrets! that reached dow 
finally to m~, who had no importance at all, and who 
tried to live as if tbere were loSic and plain facts still. 
But bow or why ttW; was so I couldn t t 88.71 only that 
the DiBb t' s experience, showing me bulging ba1.zy parts·, 
and strong shining bo·soms $Ild bips fru11;:ful of sugges't-· 
ions and legs curling afJfectionately over o'ihera and 
hot .skin touching o\her skin wi'&b thrilling unconcern, 
exposed wi tb its vera unsecrec)' the deadly secrecy on 
Which our life was' founded now. You know, after a night 
like that, you come to, tbe core and g.erm of the w;rld. 
I badtDuched lts'S8cretl wb1cb was that all modern 
life 'vas a kind of secret service. And I was involved. 
fbe tbotlB,bt made me sbudder. I :tel t pale8l1.d. could 
baz-dly walk. My cheeks drooped and I cotlldnt t look 
o1;ber people in tbe eye. 1 shldfled tbrough to Palermo; 8 
ofi:1ee. He was there, in a spo'lessly white shirt 
that made bis hmds look fraU, his lips fastid1ows1.1 
saft. He looked up slowly. -

PALimJI)l ~anks, by the way. 
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")jhat; for'! 

Winning dad over. All-night session? She phoned me 
just now. Asked for you too. 

GLma ~-

l?~1 Myw8¥, tbanlcs. 1011·11 hold mJiund tonigbt, eb? 

GLEN. It m not &0 ins to IiI'W ~partie s. Itve bad enougn of them. 

PALEBMOI Just·a gathering at ms clu.b. Nota party. catl it 

GLEN. 

PALERMO. 

GLma 

work. .And It11 need~ 10u for mmetb1ng else, in an 
hGur tJ.'om now. f 

. f" 
Ob. a conference. l!m on tomlliething good. Meanwb1le 
get mme sleep. By ;,he wB8. I opened an account for 
you toda.v. Pot. tbre@ hundred quid in. 

~ 

t~r 

( 
~ 

Itt s the bank ~e u~e • .,. ilaDk cbarges fall on us." 

" \bEL'S three h~ed ls't~ th&\, for God- s salta? . 
.~ 

PAlJ~BMOI ~beadvimce I told lOu about • .. 

GLEN a But tbat was twen'Sy-five. 

P ALERl«):We tbo,.·t you were worth 'more. 

GLEN I Whots WfR ' 

PAlIERMOICbandler Wil11as and me. 
back? 

WbY. want me .to take it 

GLENt 

BO'e Well, tbank ,'10 11 very much. 

.I'm under tbe weatber too. Ticker. I'm s8v1ns 
m,fself up for toniBh~. Great things. ~be universe 

-its go,ing to move. In fact .. if you don'1;· mind, 1"11 
use )four 'bed ups'tai.rs. . 

I belp~i him up from his desk. !then be waS all riSlt.­
He walked llpstairs very slo'wly-I felt be.didntt want 
Mu.riGl to· See. He came down an hour later lOOking 
fresh and spruce for the· oonferenee. and bustled me 
into a taxi outside. '1' was an otfice behind the 
strand. Sale" Associates was written on tbe -doo.-. 
I don't tb1nk I understood rone word or what wen' on. 
Two men were there, one called SelseJ'Btld the otber 
PerclKl.ydonball. -' Wben the receptionist said that 
Mr Selsei' was engaged witb Mr Klydonba1.1 at the moment 
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Palermo made an amazed whew under his breath and looked 
down at his suit .. straightened his cuffs. This Klydon.­
ball kept to the background all the time. He was one o~ 
those merl who might be any age, and would be all his life • 

. Perhaps because o:f the read1ness of his smile,which 
sent a sparkle all tbrough bis fac~. And, in fact, th8J' 
sometlmescalled him 'Junior'. At that moment a huge, 
beaming, .red-fac~ Jfellow came out. 

J 

~ 

V', Sel.seyt s· o1f1ce. 
r 
. ~ Salsa,..,: .Klydonball. Palermo, 

Gl en 81'8 present •. 

He bubbled viti! professional laagbte&'. talked moat 0% 
'the time,. went to an untidy deSk and then 1\)rayJ3d out 
888 in. rubbed his hands together -arm ducked bis head in 
an odd wq with a little hissing soW1.d through his teetb. 

SE[,SEYI: Hull~.. old pa1~ still up to your dirty tricks? 

PALERMO: Oh. Itve "brought OW s\ooge. Glen, this 1s Leollm-d 
HBI.'court Selse,. Nwer trust a man who looks like 
that. 

,sm..sn. Not'in IIi' game,- is he? 

PALERMO: . God, I should ho~otl 
SEliSEY: Ob. that"s all right. ]»n' t like other dogs--alwEW$ 

want' to bite tliem. Professional jealousy. You' know 
Percy ~ldonhall., I appose? 

PALERl«l1 }low do EGU do. 

KLYOONHALL: How do you do. 

'Sm,SEY: ~ !be point about Jqbnny Pa1.elmlo. PercYt, is hets an 
amateur. And we need 'em still. You see,. these 
companies wi tb their overheads big or small cant t 
bring people together in a simple act o£ fellowship. 
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And JohnnystUl can. It. does depend on people in 
the end, dont t you agree, Junior? 

KLYDONIfAtaLa Ob, a.bsolut~y. 

Sm..SEY, Novas you know. John. we're interested. .And w mustn't 
lose money. 

SELSEY: Wet d better no·t. Bow if ya;u like tc take this thing' on 
JOur snoulders,. OK. : But 1 t has to be faster than any­
thing iOu've done before. 

PALERJI>I foni~t. :I told JO~t tbat. 

SEb,SiYlI : All rigbt, Perc" 

KLIlDNHALLi Bine. 
r 

SELSEr. And of cou:rse keep our names out of it until sero hour. 
If lOU CSD launch liS ~satelJ youtll mBlte .t;l packe". I 
ceil promsa youtbat. 

KLYOONHALLI Shouldn't t ther.e be somethingwr1tten" just among 
, ounJelvedl 

'. 
SBbSEY'I' Absolutell di&Strous, I should have thought. If John 

and I. start rocking the boat" we'U be in the drink, 
because we're in tbe same boat. Got me? \We trust 
eacb other. don't we, John~/ 

, . 
PALEBMOJ tie certainl.i do. 

. .' 

" 

sm,SEY, Now I atppose mQst of this depends on Cb.arles. . Natur- / 
ally. llltDlAlmowJi1 his work. Matter of fact. Charles / ~ 
and I were at school together. We nev,er nmt--he was 
in tb!eLower Sehoo1., He was a crack shot on the range. 
I seem to remember. Arqwa;a. I just thought you ougJmt 
to lIIdriB meet Percy beforebond. ite' 1"e terr1bl~' tied 
up this ,afternoon, otherwise we would have loved to c)1ew 
'the fat ,a bit longer. Blr the Wfq, i dont t tb1nk your 
professor. s bad a. very good deal. £rom the press • 

. 
PALERf40a Dh; he'll get a better one.e 

" 
SELSEY: I bet he will. At the club. then. Good bye. 

P ALEBMO. Good bye. 



PALERMO. My God, I've got 'to thcc top now. boy. I've seen 
him at the club, I've watched. him wheel Muriel round 
the dance ~loor-

GL~-I l'Jbo? 

PAL,ERMOI Klydonhall. But I didntt know be'd actually acknow-
ledge my existence one day. Old Salse,- worked tha". 
1 knew he would. once be could see something juicy. 
I've been ,watching ,that pot-bellied ol.d rat for years. 
trying to squeeze a really good contact Oll~- 0:1 MID, 
and 1"118 got i't nov", by God. You }mow, Glen, a woman 
at ways lets soniet~ng drop when sbe 1sn' t thinJd.ns. 
And Lou just dropped a name. Like a penny. ',Charles' t 
she sm:-d. l:.ike t~at. ' 

PALEBMO,' Dorn:e11ing. !roe one whose fiat ~11 wer.~ at all night. 

PALEm~OI_ 

GLEn:: 

PAL'1~BMOI 

GLEl{I ' 

P A'rAiSBMO I 

GLEN. 

PALlmMOl 

GLm.1 

PALERMO .• 

GLENs, 

Ohl 

And it clicked. to ''"'Join the. two together., Nowthat 
Klydonhall spemls bi's time running be tween Wall street 
and !C'breadneadle street'. some of the jobbers call him 
~el. ~ere iSl'ta pie on either side o:r tbe 
Atlsntic be basnft' go)t a finger iD. I"'m in the mon~. 
1'11 make' everybodJ green w.1tb envy., It'll eat through 
trmm, corroding -their gats. . ," 

Blt what's, it about, exactly?' 

He" s evens lord. 

Who is? ' 

KLydonhall. .Btl""he dOGan't use the title any more 
since be became American., I 

What. bet s an American? 

AnY objections? 

Ho ~u~every_tx1dy seems to be. 

You'd -better not harbour dark th.oughts about our Perc,. 
IOU know. Best not to, gnaw the hand that f'eeds you. 
!take a li,ttle bite now and then, but never gnaw steadU,. 

And whaJt's Muriel got to do with him? 

PALEBMO, Deahl You know tbese girls.; ~GY get ideas after a 
coupllO of danc-es. AnYW&:8,'I be there by seven sharp. 
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GLEN: 

GLEN: 

-Lt-b-

Where? 

~he 1810. ~et the ,address from Muriel. And listen, 
Glen. From now on we only sing paeon;g oj! praise and' 
hymns a.if love :tor ·}!~tessor Grigg, get it? I:f you . 
know anything .bad about him. keep'it dark. In fact, 
keep yow- mouth shut altogether. 

PAhEBMO leaves. 
~.-

It was a club :for wmen as well.. t like most ox:' 1 ts kind 
in 'M~fa1rl f1tted~carpets, soft wall-liBbts, plushy 
chairs. A commissionaire stood outside, no t· a beefy 
once; . his wU.form and b.<eight were modest~ the nod be 
gave you established intimacy. It was a club £or' deals. 

/ 
h-

~e 181.0 lClub. 

PALEBMO~ LIDNARD HARCOUill SEb·SEY 
and JACK RYAH~e t~re. Musi.c. 

Dancing went on il,l ano'ther room. Palermo and the 
vast. ~8sing Selseywere aLready there., also some-
bodJ called Jack wh9 unlike· everyone else. was dressed 
in a. sports jacket ~ tb a casual shirt, a sharp, bright, 
attentive man who switched his bead quickly from one 
side to the other while ·he followed a conversation. 
He nodded to me pleasantly and I had. an immediate 
desire to go over and sit by him and unload everything 
on my mind, God knows why- And I wanted to drink. 
Well. it was easy. One Rbisky £ollowed anotb;er quickl~. /w 

SEtSE-II Old jobber Cartex-staines grumbling the other da.r, ~o 
bloody crises, hav,e to engineer .one, he. said,. If' only 
the PM'. be caugbt in a t~let soliciting. we could work 
a one-day crisis and bave the bloody prices down. but 
all the sex perverts in the cab1n~t are in biding. 

" RYAN I You're telling me. 



• 

- 't--=1--

SELSEI:. I could have mad-e a nice packet ov·eJI' that little bit 
olf embarrassment last year, I had it allover too morn­
ing papors it JOu remember, fascinating" game stock;- , 
jobbing, tDr thos~ qonfirmed in the paths of evil. 

RYAN a: ¥Jell, It m popping over to the o:f£i<re. ,See you in a, 
jiffy. 

PALERMO: OK., you rascal.. 

.. 

RYAN leBves. He returns 
briefly • 

l' think these are friends o~ 3Ours, aren~ t they? 
't 
t 

GRIGG: So there you are. r 
" 

:PALERMO jumps uP. and GiUGG and 
LOUISE enter. RYAH disappears 
again. 

PALERMO: ,Come and meet Leonard' Selse,_ Leonardt these are the 
great peopl,e I'"ve bee~ talking ai»ut. 

of 

GRIGG: How are YOu; Mr S'el,seJ? 

SELSEY: Delignted.. Do COMe and sit down. 

A waiter takes LOOISE' s :if'ur wrap. 

MURIEL comes in,at .first unseen. 

P ALERMO., l~ai ter! Aren't YOll. both wb1slq drinkers? . 
I'm afraid so.' GRIGG: 

~ALERl«>,1 Muriel, darlingS 'Come oodsit ~ down. Professor and 
Mr.s Grigg, this is ~lur1el'f' from my office • 

WA!mm returns .. 

PALERMO, 

'iAI~ERI 

Better bring a bottle,: and soda. £orthose who want" it,_ 

Rigbt. 

He leaves again. 

LO~ISEi I·m glad you took' it, ho~ne,.. 

GLml !t!ook what? 

LOUISEa ~be cb,eque. 

GLSN. Mba" cheque? 
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'LOUISE: Didn:t t he put it in YO·tJr bank to~£W? Three hUndred 
pounds? 

GLEN:' 

LOUISEa 

GLENs 

LOUISE: 

JdiUB 
GRIGG: 

SELSEr: 

.' I RYAN: 

GLEN:-

RYAN: 

GLm: 

RYAN: 

GLE""d: 

- RYAN:' 

GLEN: 

llYANI-

Ga:.ENa 

RUN: 

GLEN I 

He said it was for-J 

Anywrq. l"m migbty relieved. Sp is Jeff. 

.wny should ne ,bF.fl 

You'll see. Used any of it yet? 

Fine, than itt s too late to be proud. 

Listen, ltd just· as. soon discuss that little project 
befor'e Charles blows in. aust. to g-et a brief,_ 1% you 
get me. 

I ahsolute~y agree;' 

RYAN enters again and go·as over 
to GLEN. 

I've goJt you a drink.' old chap, like to come and, join 
me? 

~b.te.Y go to mother table. 
, ' 

Yo;u· re lobnnJ,t s new acquisition. 

~be.tt s right. 

Very old frl~nd of mine, Johnny. Heater olf f,BCt. 
I. was ,v.i.tb bim lasit nigbt. right at this table. You 
weren't around. He:said you were asleep or something • 

HOt I ~ ata party. 

Let me get yo~ another on~. (Motions waiter over) 

~b.f:Ilks.' Well, no, .I was at a party, as a matter of 
:fact. 

In CS11bridge. 

Friends of YfJ)urtil I suppose youtve a 10$ of old 
acquaintances toJ see. (X) m1.ng back 'U») EnglanQ.1 • '1 

~he Griggs, over tbere--the Ol>uple. 



_RYAN-I. 

tfLSi, 

RIANI 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

RYAN: 

RYAN: 

· GLENI 

RIAlia 

GLEN:: 

RYAN a 

RYAN: 

GLlItl . 

RYAN: 

Gl.EN: 

BYAH: 

GL1E: 

Oh, yes, theyl ve taken Charlie lJornell.ingt s place in 
C8V1t>r1dge,. baven't t tney! 

'~natts right. 

Best defence brain this country's gait, outside'the 
government. ltevGrw1l1 go. for parliament. keeps his 
influence with both partios that way. So. was it a 
nice party? :I :im~ine so. 

It went on all nigh t. 
j.~ 

\tJhat could be nicer than that? 
-tr 
'f 

ilAI~&a brings their whiskies. 
j 

.... 

Cheers. God, l~m thirsty tonigbt. Usually I put 
soda in ·out-- ... 

" ~ f 

I01iIl the hatch. ~bda corrupts a good whislq. I 
imagine old Grigg mows how to give a good party. 

~Vell. be snoots tU.s'mouth oft' a bit~ old Jef:f. 
kno~ what bet·s over bere for, I suppo~ 

,'" 1 

:Some lecture tour, isn't it? 

You 

~natt s right. He said Europeans bad. ppt expendable 
wri"tten ~ over the~r faces, and they didn't know the 
dif£erence between fifteen megatons and a lighted 
mrttab•· I" said they \\Quld if one went of-t. 

You'reto11ing me. 

Het- a a nice chap, reaJiy. filere was some General. or 
otber there,., BnYW1)8 Jeflf said he ws a crwnb. because 
he rides a hor~~. 

~hat wouldn t t he General Healey,. would i t'1 

That.s right. He call~ him a chocolate· soidier. 

Go onS 

But ne went early. 

'Who did? 

~he General. 
I think. 

It would have go)t s" bit hot f()r him. 

How do you m:een? 

Well, tbey've certainly got. some central heating in . 
that flat. ~l1en everybody st £ ted, taldng their clotbes 

• 



• 

RYAN, 

GLENa 

RYAN a 

RIAlia 

GltENI 

RYAN1 

GLEN: 

BYAl'i: 

GLElt:1 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

o:f:f. 

NoS 

Yes, as true B.S Itm .sitting nere. You started wi'tb 
your shoes and he gave everybo<i1a 11 ttlenumbelt t88. 
and this :was the nwuber of your sack wbere you put 
your clothes.· t'es. we had a ripe old nightl' Well, 
a sort of dance s1i.ar'ted up, the idea baing that you 
couldnt tjoin in w:fthou~ being starko. He and his 
~e ststed ott, 'and I can't remember who went up 
then, I think it was that Englisb chap-- ~ 

~he defence brain? 

. 'lhatts right. But'l tell you something. itt·s: very 
funny.' 1 t didnt t strike yo.·u as l.ascivious or anything, 
I mean you really go.t t() know people,. you saw them as 
they were •. 

I, 

I bet you did. 

Yes, it was .an. experience worth having.. But when he 
put a aackon my head and ti.ed me to my chair---.. 

Nol 

Iou see. bis wife bOU had the idea that I was at W'8¥s 
running 1D tn'S pre~s and. you lmOW. Sl>,illing' the beans 

, about .beir li1:e,: ii" s completely ridiculous as I've 
never ~oken, to an editor in. ntV life and ap.art 1rom 
Pal~rmo I've never met anybpdy even mildly connected 
with 'the press, but anyw8¥ she was convinced :1 'faS out L 
for a story and sbe was traing md to perstladj\no~ to /VlUZ­
do it, by si~ting on my lap---

,Sitting on your lap? 

Itt's a scream" ian·t i t? ~ AnyW98. 
there she WS sitting on rrrj~-

Not naked? 

Wel.l.t not quite, but there wasntt much in -it. AnywfJN. 
there sbe was, everything quite harmless and above board, 
wben. wna should come in but the old man bimsel£ and o:f 
course hej'lmps t.o tbe inevitable conclusion. 

Of CXJurae. 

He starts calling me a crumb like General Heeley and all 
of a sudden l: find myself in a sack" tied to the cbair 
I t m sittinS in. 



• 

Good Godl RYAtI, 

GLmii LiSten, you haven·t heard anything yet. When. she ie's 
me out again she tells ma he took her over to the family 
bihle--they're Cfiho1.1cs--

RYAN,:, 

GLEN: 

Oh, they' re ~Qatbo11cs. 

--and makes her swear that shel s never had my thing 
untoward with rna, whicn sbe do:es immediately. And of 
oourss knowing she ·\Ouldnt t ri.~ hellfire just for me, 
he believes her. Then theY're both as nice as pie and 
be brings out a bot·tle of the finest Mouton aothschild 
Itve ever tasted, he must have had it sitting in room 
temperature waiting for a thirst just. like mine--
:anY"il83. it, a1.1 ended qaietly, they're awfully nic:e people 
really. 

RYAN, 

GLEN: 

~ 
Well, that a\"unds q~te an adventure. 

, 

It .certainly was. · ~ 

RYAN.: (rising)· llAln't get up. I've got to) rush. It· s certainly 

GLEN: 

a fanta.stic story. Don't lIDrry .(with a wink) Itll .. be 
in. touch wi tb you abObt it. 

In touch? WJb3? 

Btlb .SYAN bas gone. 

PALERMO comes over and sits by 
GLEN. 

! 

P ALERl{O, laisten. how many times do you sell your soul..oxactlN? j 

Aren't :IOU afraid of 8111ng ·into liquidation? 

GhEN: tWbat do you mean? 

PALEffi·IOl Come on. spill it; What was the big laugb, with Jack 
Ryan just noWl 

GLEN: Jack .Ryan? 

PAL.1sBMO: ltat me tell you. one thing, stories go through m:e. and, 
I'll see you .don't get a direct fee. 

GhENt Was tbat th.e editor, Jack Byan. you mean? 

PALEaMOl Well,who the hell e1se? You make me sick. ltd bare 
kicked you out this morning if you hadn t t workad that 
iCambridge party an well. 

GLEN:· Worked it? 



PALERMO: And for God's sake stop repeating everything I ~S¥~ 

GLEN a Anyway, that tnrp,e hundred wasn't yours to gi. vei 

PALERMO; I'll fi.nd out \mi's behind you; boy, don't _rry., 
(Leaves him) 

GRIGG,' I like to hear your boss chew your nuts off. Glen. 
'When did yo;u leave last night, exactly? 

~ 

GLEN: Just about dawn. 

GRIGGl You went on ~h.e river with Charles and tbe rest, on ' 
that crazy punting .;party? 

GLEN; 

WRlOOi 

GLEN I 

GRIGGi 

L·OUISE: 

l.fURIEf.t: 

110. Don't you remember me leavins? 
", 

.... 

Well, I had above ~ifty guests to think of. 
remember i:s you m~ing Lo~ 

I didn1 t touch her. 
Ii' f 

More fool you. 

Is there a place to powder.noses. honey? 

I'll sh.'Ow you. 

~hey go out. 

All I 

GRIG(~I ~hatt s a nice girl of yo urs, Johnny. Been telling me 
ber life story. Didntt I hear she was Percy Klydonha1.1 t • 

girl of the y.ear? 

PALEmIDI She could only hsv'e told you that herself.. 

GRIGGI Do you really get that for a syndicated article, Glen? 

GLEN: Get what? 

GRIGG. What was i t--a thousand bucks I paid out this moming--? 
j 

PALERMO, To my mind, no man sh.ould be paid for libels., 

GRIGG. Oh. come now., mighty public outrages get to the ear of til 
world through people li.ke Glen. Eh, Glen? 

GLmi: Wb.y dcPn't you: tell him wbo put those artiCles in the 
paper:? 

PALEliV1)1 I can see our' gus.sta. 

He goes out., 



GRIGG: 

GRIOO. 

- 5'3 -

Sorry I had: to take a slam at you. Just couldn't let 
tbe cbanoe sLip. No'tice the way Louise bridled? -

PALEldI...o returns with PE.tl~Y 
KLl,DONHALL and ;CHAR1.r;S roftmEbIiiBG. 

Well,Cbai'les,. boy, how far dtyou get this rooming? 

DQ;RNELL ING: We grounded at C~aiWlI 

P .AJJy}!:ltMO:, Now, Je:f£., tbi~. is "Mr Klydonhall. 

GRIGG: Pleased to meet you" very pleased. 

KLIIDNHAbL: How do you do;? 

SELSifiI 
~ 

Shet s gone to the 100, Percy • 
.a, 
~~. 

i\; 
,ff 

Help yoursel.:f, Glen;.' 

KhYOONHAtL .strolls off,. !ifus 
whisky bottle is ,brought into 
plau. 

rMURIElJ returns and sits at GLmt's 
side. 

Youshouldn' t· drink so much., I've been w;atch1ng you. 

SEErSEY: ~be peer wanted a dance. He came in just this minute. 

1-1URIm.., 

SE£,SEY: 

MURIlIa: 

I know, I gav-~. bim the,s1.ip'. 

Silly girl.s, dGD't know wbicb side tbeir 'breadt s 
buttered., ell, JobrlnTl 

Johnny said -to me once. there al'e million~ of su1cid~ 
ne sai~success£ul ones, you meet them every ~df.\V. 
they did it sowell there was no body, not a mark to 
be seen.' and they're still \tBalld.ng round. 1: reckon 
It m one of' those. 

Oh, come, .coma now. 

p ALIEaMO: ~d. I say t~t? No wonder I get to the top. 

SELSEY: 'Well. Je:f£, you·VfJ gOlt the firiest eXponent o~ ~1asS8cra 
2 sitting at YO'lr side (indieating~ES JX)RNEhLDGG. 

GRIGG: Yes. 'Harcourt. tbere· sa bell o"K a lot in it. I. "know. 
but you dOlltt mind me s9¥ing itt·s redundant. 

SEItSEY, I do' I doS No. Je'f:l, I can prove it works, and. 
'Charles can give you booktbell ana candl.e on it., 
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G,InGGI~ Well, ,ihatever ,Charles says is gospel for me as you 
probab~17 know.' but in this case I'm repeating what 
I've heard in another place on the highest authority. 

roHNEbLING. Mhat you've heard., Jeff" was about Massacre 1, lmless'; 
I'm mistaken. In :fact, the Under Secretary said to me 
about a week ~~I mean, this is off the ct1fi e the 
record, lnc1dent~ly--~that MaSSBCr~ 1 as a weapon 
stank but it had been 6amned e:iffective in getting us 

GRIGG: 

noticed in the Pentagonl :rtm not ~ he bad the ear 
of th-e min1ster tbere but I've an idea they chewed it 
OVier a minute before I came into the room. 

OK. I knOw your heart' 5 in this. ~arles. and loon' t 
rieed to tell.. you It,-m looking at 1 t seriously all the 
1iime. 1But there' s one ttrlng yo u can" t gainSB¥ and 
that's that Nwnb',er f2 is a tarty version o£ Nwnber 1. 
and that'a wby it don't stand a ghost. 

IDmm.rhIKG: Mell. Je~f. I dont,t went to' quarrel with you but tha'· s 
just what it isntt. And III prove it to you with the 
blueprints tomorro'~ mOlT.ing i:f yOiU give me mme of your 
time. 

G.B1GG: Itll give you &1.1 o~ iny timte you ,want. What about our 
fri.end Percy Klydo~b~~--where is he?---could be give me 
some o:t h1s( t:lm:f3, -01 to· get the who~e thing tied up. pur-se 
strilng:s and. all? . 

Sm.SEYI· I can talk :for Percy.' I"ve been doing it ~r over ten 
years,anywSN • 

GRIGG: Don't tell me he .kne~1 my name. 

~SErI Well, not only tbat .. 'but het s the one man, in England . 
who's ever tried to ge't you taken seriously_ 

GRIGG: OK. what time tomorrow? 

SEr.SEY: Ten Of clock at bis office • 

GlUOOI Let me know wh~e that is :(notebook in hand)? 

SELSEY: We'll send a car ro;und to your hotel. 

OK, the Northumberland. May be we could breakfast 
together, first, Qlarlces. 

DOBNm,LING: All ri8h t. 

Just, so tbis young Harcourt bere don't trip 'tiS up on 
facts when we get 'here. ' 

leOUlSE ,returns. 
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GRIGG· (PllS~' the \ihisky bottle across). Help the girls, will 
you, Glen? 

KhYDONHALL strolls back. 

KLyroNHALt:: ~s looks festive. HOt' dancing ton18b1;. Mouse? 

MURIEb: OK. 

They go. out to~etber. 

GRIGG, 

OORlJELLING: ••• take-o:f:f. res, but not the actual conventional. 
en{ergy-displacement. I mean, you·ve ePt the :whole thing 
very: nicel, wrappe,d. up in t.hat, what t.ne devi~ was ~ha" 
hunch of Joe might scaUed,. it ,was b'eyond the trial 
stage in six months and ve never thougbt 1 tt d get up off 

. the grotmd, clever b1.~ghter the'. t~ougb. true enough what 
be bas in elegance' ~e loses in stli~re fussiness, I mean 
take his fuse arrangements. 

,t¥i .; 

PALBRMOI Itt s· no good without the press on YOUX' side. you can have 
altl. the teC+Cal kn:o ..... hov on tbeearth. " 

l 

GRIGGs. Oh.boY. It m gllad yQju said tbat, Johnny. It m tired of 
opening an E.ngt.isb peper, and g~tting belly acne. 

SElJSEi': Well, of course. yo;u lmo'w where Jack Ryan's sympathies 
lie. Actually, I·tvealLw~s thoU@.bt that commie business 
a bit of an af.fectation, myself. 'COul.dnt t be a nicer' 
chap. in fact. 

PAL,ERMO'I Jack follows puOlic d~mand, he t s got more noses tnan 
:fingers.. . 

GRIGG; You can't mean there's a public demand for my misery? 

PA1..EW«)1 !f:he mornin& edi'tiiionstll be making you dance ~r jo~ 
.;80on. 

-
GRIoo,: I can't waitl Which ~e.mind8 me (draws GLEN ovar to 

a separste table) 
o 

PAbEl1MOa Be t;ugh, Glen' 

GRIGG. Oh. come on no~ 

G~ENt, I can nardlystand up. 

GRIGGs Wel~y sit down. 

P ALElM): Dance, Mrs Grigg? 



GRIGG: 

GI.·EN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEI'l: . 

GRIGGI 

GLE~:: 

GRIGG: 

• GRIG(~: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG,: 

-5~-

~e otbers wander off. GLEN 
and GRIGG· are alone. 

Your boss is jumpy like a child tonight. Wouldn t t 
you be. i~ you was getting tbs Percy Klydonba11 
ac::coWlt?(A Wink) dust supposing you was interested 
~n money,: o£ course? You lmow.~ it seems to me .I'm ;,~ 
damned slow. Becwse I need a guy to lookatter my / 
personal publicity too. Now ~uldnt~have done better I 
to walk straight into your office on arrival and say, 
herat ~S :fifty thousand bucks on aceount~ I want a sweet 
press? Anyway I didn t t. So I took a beating on the 
head. So ~t saa:' Glen? How rauch? 

How much what? 
.. 

You' renot even gen tie,. are you? Listen, wby don· t 
you come ofi your pedestal and name a price? \ Here._ 
(motioning a wai'w) have another drink. ~ help you 
do some'thing reall::~ dirt1_ 

... 

As a matter of :fact~ I tbn't lmowwha~ you want ue to do. 

.1 want a sto·ry a 'week. and I don't mean the provincial. 
press eit.her. 

liba1t kind of story? 

Well,. bell. not the kind you 11S11ally let offl So wha.t 
do you s'W, m-en? I me~ the price. Youtll do the 
work" all. right. Johnny sa.ys so. 

He did? 

EVery story goes throUBh your um a.fiies, Glen. l11nd 
that. Nothing .d1reet with ttle papers. (Wai tar brings 
over ,iottleand glasses) ~bonks, Fred. (ee-
·Well. It d lilt-e the l1sual newspaper rates • 

OK, Glen. You a m-embero:f the National. Union~! 

Well. no. 

Boy, are you a rat,. 

11m not really a journalist. 

You just taka their fees" eh? OK; Gl-en: yowr first 
asaignment--give rue aoline on your boss. Drink up. 
He" s mter my w1f:e, right? Come on, I know you two 
slimy- bastards got me dO\,ln here to bribe me withe 
Percy Klydonhall. deal and drop me into bed witb this 
whore Muriel for the night. 1 know yeu llsed ID1 own 
friend Charlie D>rnelling ibJr too pwrpose, the closest 
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I. 

GLEN,· 

GRIGG. 

GLENI 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

Here. what t s the matter? It's not true •. JQ'u know. 

Oh,I don! t mind the truth. I tll sleep 'with tba:t,' kid. 
OK. If you're walking into hell and tbere~8 no other 
direction. well. keep walking. t,hat's my philoso.phy. 

-' Tc ~~) 
You could Jm.rn round and wQ.k the other wf.\V. could'n't IOU? A 
!rake your wife back' to Cambridg.e,. go home noW? . /\ 

But I'd st111. be in ball. Thinking what a hell of a 
time I. could .~e having with tbat girl. and being bored 
to hell by Lou. You've got to. have a technique, that'a 
all. .Like playi,ng ... jlhe war-game. You've go,t to know 
when toatagean a.ttack by an angry roo b on a for.f)ign 
embassy" rouse up artificial indignation. when to wo~ry 
tbe enemy ina wa:a that seems leg! timate, when to run a 
bombing attack on one of yowr own ships or d,,~ots and· /, 
then srq 1 t was 'the. tother side,. so public, ol}D!on gets I , 
more scared o:f them ~ than sceptical of you., th.ere, are all 
sorts of ways of making war with.out resort to the 1\Ul­
scale thing, Glen, and itt s the same in private llfe. 
I C'M go. a. hell of a way with this boss of yours, in 
bribes and threats, before we're outright enemies. 
I've got to have a technique. And Lou's one of them. 

t 
Your wi:le? 

Sure.. . She~ s free. she's got her eye's allover bis body. 
d0;nt t think. I cant t see th~t. So I use her.. ta.trbt*lI 
She bel.ongs 10> th~ technique 0'£ defence. And this one-

MURI~ comes in. 

MURIEL: .Like a dance, boiney? 

GRIGG (getting up) -belongs on the offensive side. You'll get 

GLEN I 

. to understand me soon. Glen. .In fact, you may become one F 
og mw.best disciPl~s~ 

He goes out with t~muEFs!. 

Well, he cot.lld have been right. I was feeling· more 8tld 
more part 'of the Grigg jfamily~ Nothing like getting 
money on ~a1.se pret-eneas f01r ,-resting a sense of intimacy 
wi th the providel~. 1 wasnt t ashamed. I bad ceased to 
exist. We o£fer our skulls,. delicious sinews and nerves 
to the 'WOrms, who give us no rec·eipt t'or What they take. 
And I had arrived at that state of nullity. They were 
all I had to gL vee lowed everything. Bothing could 
be a truer at&te 'than that: and thB .feeling o:lf lightnes!iI, 
oX: having abandoned e'Teryth:lll8, was magn1t'i.cent.·. The 
blllUp 0:£ the band wa.~ like th·.e bwnp o:f tedium i tsel:f. 
Yes, . .I'd sold myse..1..f'. (Completely.. At no,t a bad price. 
Chandler-Vllliams witb bis honest voice had told me the 
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GLENI 

truth. We are the waits of time, be should have told 
me 'that;' we watch 8Ild. "17 to pray. we are in suspense. 
wai ting :for an. adventu.re to end. By the time I got back 
to Maidenhead Lane the dawn bad come througb. eJustae 
I turned thG corner 1 saw Palermo with Louise Grigg on 
bis arm walking tbe other W88. !hen wben I "alked up 
tbe stBirsto my room I could smell ber scent on the air. 

~' 

I was about to atump down on IOl Oed wben 1 saw it 
had been slept in--madelove in. And he hadnt " 

troubled to make i t"i asa1n. I pulled the Olankets 
over me, just as they were. I dreamed o~ a copper 
sun, the 'tIIfq 1 t used to come up in tbe old Ital,.., as 
sur,eas birtb every morningl 1 sllppose because I'd 
left the ltgh ton. 

. 
He 1sas1eep. We bear steps 
outside. MURIEL enters. 

Bet'ore waking him she inspects 
a not'ebook o'f Ms. lJing by the 
bed. 

GLEN (waking) Hullo • 

, MUm: m:. " Sorry. 

4Ibat· 8 the time? 

t-1URIEL: !fumed four. I didn't like Palermo' a fiat any more. 

GLEN I WbJ' ,vere you tbere? 

Hlf:RlELI I live there. 

GLEliI You livewi'lb Pa1.ermo? 

MUlU.Ei.c Yes. 

GLENs Been with Grigg? 
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MURIEL: tes. ~l I did vas cry, so be wen~. 

GLEN. Have you lived with Palermo long? , 

MUBIEL. Well., 'I bad to giv" up 1117 digs. 1 used to 'type £Or 
'him tben. I was no virgin but I bad a quiet lHe. 
t40ne~ started coming my W81. ~ mean af&er I moved in 
with bim, and then ,be Vping I did was a sort o£ 
cover, £or me as vell. Then 1 did less and less 
typing. I ant money. Ten or twenty at first. ~heD 
one d81 finy. I ·d1dnt t bave "to think o£ tax rebate 
or inaurance or piCking ID3 wages up once a week.' I 

,vas on air~ ldidDtt see my mothel' 8.1'17 more. ~e 
firs'S tew cheques were trom Perez_ !ebeN used to coma 
througb Palermo. ;~~bat made it easier to take ~hem. 

,;~' '"\ 

j 

Gl..ENa Yea. 
f 

MOHIlLs Police keep com1ng. 
~. 

GLEN: Police? 1.' 

MURIELI I heard o~ a e;1rl framed ,up once,-, 'sbe~ lIP t in wi tb the 
wrong people, sbe ~_ hersel.f. 

~ 

GLEJls l»n't be s11111 ' i 
t 

MUBlEL. they ask me 'all sorts of quesuons. Glen--tbey came 
just now. I think theytre,',police. Well. 1 c~·t 
,help know1D8 wha& thel say.' 

<iL8N: Wbo? 

t4UIilELI Al1 th1s 'Massacre stwf£--vell:. I dldn't realli hear 
1 ~JO\l' re ~l in it toge'the:rl 

GLEN: Sash I 

MURIEba I dont"t want to unders'tand. !fbey ask about Percy, 
what be saNs. ~beJ think. 1"m &fter something. And 

GLEliI 

MURIEL: 

tney don't 'trust Palermo. !fha'tt s why bet s never at 
home: He took me to an embass3' reception once, they 
ask about that, well. .I dido' t want to know SDNtbing wrong. 
Perc~ knows I went witb Grigg. He didn't seem to mind. 
He SIldled at Grigg., Y011 know the wrq. men have. . . 
You're too young ~or this game. 

Ho. It' 8 that l'tm a :fool. I thought Pere, was going 
to marry me; Itm frightened, Glen[ 

Sash' 

I didn't do i't :for 1110091. Not the actual. notes. 
But I suppose money's behind it_ 1 liked the clubs 
and sometimes Percy 'R>ok me to the Riviera, I liked, 
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the dresses, and coming down to breakfast in the 
sWlshine. ' 

GLEN I Get som:esleep. You can have my bed. 

t1URlEfj,I. I saw your 11 tt-Ie book. I nearl". s~.eamei wben I saw 
that wrd missile. I came over ~ere £Or help.: I 
tbo.' you were the' only person in the world who could 
belp me, because we sort of wrk together. And yotltre' 
just the same as them. But it doesntt matter, I dontt 
care any more. Wen you know everything's up theret s 
nothing to· do. you,;jl.lst wait. 

GLEN: sut that's Ii diU'J tl keep abou.t the weather. It've been 
losing money on IV wine, I tnougbt these rockets to the 
moon bad sometbing lito do· wi tb the fUl.uly weather, tot's 
all cbBJ'lgoo. out tnere in th.e last :few years. Look, 
Muriel-I'MON. d&nguous storms Oil coast, wind. nearly' 
hurricane £orce, June, people k1l.1.d in fields near by 
wi ttl scythes in their bands, 15tb a colossal. cloudburst 
in the next town, incessant t1ickering lightning that 
illuminates the COiun.tryside like ,strange moonlight, 
26th rain in'sva1:ari.ches. 28th hail sudd:enly ruins all 
my wine Jfaci.ng east~, nearly halt IDl yield. all over in 
three minutes ••.• t ,I' 

She is asleep.· He covers her 
with blanke's. He sleeps too, 
and their beads are side by side. 

~oe lights fade and rise slowly 
again.. !there are .heavy foot­
steps on tbe stairs. PAL~ 
enters. .. 

PALEBMO': Well. well,. tbis 18 cosy. 

GLEN (waking } She came abou"t fo'ur. t·a1.ked about the police • 

PAL~I And somehow slipped between your abeete. 
bappy. Glen. COngratUlations. 

HURlEr.. ·wakes too. 
e 

PALERMo I IoU:ran out on Grigg last night, ·ho~ey. 

MURIEL. He drank bimsel:f asleep in your flat. 

P ALERMOI !fbat' s wbel"e" I lfo tmd him. 

She looks 

MURlEbI Nobody to believe in, nothing to happen. You know. 
Percy. makes you :teel 1\11l o~ hope just before he ':Imps 
you in the dirt. He bounces, like last nigbt. ~wnereas 
I don" t, 'tDunce. I go down with a thump. 
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PA1»BRMOI Into Glen's bed., 
,~ 

MUBlEL: He had. me hoping last rdgbt. Asked me fora dance, 
"Not dancing tOnight. Mouse?' 1t11 never understand 
men.. ~bey do such fwmy things. For money-but not 
even tor' 'hat. ~ . (bn1 t khov why SOU can" t be yourselves. 

PALERMO I Stil19 Jobnny Pale~ loves you. 

t-1URI~1 Better De bated by ~anY man than liked by h1m. My mother 
said tba.t about somebody and it fi '8 to J'Gti. Percy 
took ·me on the Bivi:era :tor a" week and made me think I 
was a hWDan being. lklt lOU have to start at the bottom 
rung and werle your ~:WB3 ~ to be a human beiDg, and. I 
didn' ·'C. I made a bi:g jump because I despised the people 
ro l.1lldt me. . 

'ct 
PALEl!M)1 LEW off 'the di-i.nk at night and then JOU wontt fee·l like 

this in tbe morD1ng. ' 

You can talk. Wblrn you get those patches round your. 
eyes, it's bad. tell grab a cot':fee. I 

tr ' 

tr 
I' 

Sbe goes. 

PA1i..EBJI.tO: Well, Gl.en. sbe gave me the \'hole works last night. 
I've neva- bad anything like it. She pulled out all, 
tbe stops. I thousht she vas gOing'to have ,IQ' blood~ 

GLENs On my bed. "too. 

PALERMO: Where else cD you tbink Itm go,ing--bome, with Grigg 
sitting 'there? MyWfq, I pay 'the rent bere, so dontt ;;. 

GLENs: 

l~ yoursel:f on~Ab1g. Besides-- (bands him a letter)1/oo 

I migbt not cover your mistakes like I do. Go on, read 
it. ..' ~ 

I 

'I lqbed like a.drain over your story, Glen, ana Itm 
only SQ)rry we co,'uldntt use more o~ it, but I'm swre you 
understand we have to watch the libel laws. Keep in 
touch~ Yowra,. Jack Ryan. t " 

PALEBMO: And a ,cheque for. fifty quid enclosed. . I aJuld nave 80t r 
you double. !batt s whY' be sen~ 'it to .. ~ you direct. 

GLEN: [How the hell did :I know it was Jack Bran? Anywrq, 
this meane be won·' prin\ tbe storyBf'ter &1.1, doesn't 
it? ' 

He t s ·already printed it on tbe middle page. As tar as 
Zremember tbe headline does 'Naked Trutb at Pl'OfesSoZ" s 
Party', • Itt 8 all tbere., to be read between the lines. 
And yo u' re supposed 'to be the' pX'Ofessor's press man, 
Glen. " - . 
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GLEN: Has be seen it? 

PALERMO I I showed it to him just, now. And a good thing 1 did. 
BecBllse I 1band out what POOl'. rate.s be's giving ~Q.' 
Tbat wont t do ~r us.' Gl·en. I mads him doubl.':e it. 
I said tb.a1 article was your answer to his p:I"ice. And 
he sald, • OK. 'bet's got an expensive soul. but I'll buy . 
itS' . 

GLENa He tf'Wlksn-et 11 ilui it. 
~ 

PALERMO I A mull s like .1ovS-;·· Glen. All of a suddeD 'it·· s gone, 
and there's 1mn in' its place. I:t be starts getting 
rough tonight 'ttil:bim not to emplON a dog to bark and 
tben do tile 'barking:: himself. It always gets tbem. -,. 

GLata What do you mean, .toAnignt? 
~ 

PALERMO:; You're seeing him ~t "the 1810 :for a work-session. 

GLEN I Ott. nol 

PAL EmIl I W'oa'i"do you mean. on, nOt bet spaying YOll' 

GLBl.f. I cant t stand any 1I0re talk about technique' 

PALEBMOI~ ~eD o'clock enup, in the lciunge. I'm off to see my 

GLEN: 

qua.ck. . My heart· shaving jwupiTlgfi ts.You can sta.y 
in beda1.l: d8¥ today, as S"outll. be working tonight. 

H~ goes. 

1 lfV thinking over what Muriel had said. She didn't 
come back to tbe oUice tnat d~. She was 'working nights, 
too. In :fact, all three- of us ~re. But then I felt 
a quiet rebellion. It was a decision of taction, too. 
Wha" power I had I was eP'ing 1;0 use. I meant to upset 
G;rigg'Ls plans al toge'ther. I was going to sign soma~. 
but not with !th.e devi1~ 1 vas a victim 11~a Muriel 
perhaps,' but I wasntt /!ping to be a whore at leastl 
1 dressed Qll2icklysnd 4Jrank a cup of tea (at tbe Strand 
P8Ll.ace Hotel. . ~en I slipped 10und "GO Jack Byan's 
oUice. Grigg was going '0, get his press report all 
right, out no,t tbe one· hre planned.. "It was going to be 
tbe truth.' It waS dark and a dull rain bad started.; 
81fID vas there, and D\V name worked like a charm. 
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i.~ JACK RYAi~r s office. 
~ 

Well, Glen, spit 1 tout. qtli.ck and I migbt have room 
~or i'i. .~ 

I Bavenf'li bad time'=to get a real story together 
out--

Who Btbout? 

GriBi_ ~be thing
1
.i.s he.' s trying to buy am up BS a 

sort olf personal publicity man. 

Lucky pou. 

He says you have to have a technique for everyth1ng 
and that as bell's /1P1118 to break lose NQ·u have in. have 
one fo>r 'bat toto. He sars there1 s a technique :for all 
tbe stages tbat lead up ~o full-scale war-

So there is. 
. 

And that means. ol'eaklng window.s in embassie·s and dropping 
bombs on. your own. people if necessary, and be' said these 
times are hell and the fUture lies with men who CBll walk 
thro\lSb hall without flinchins • 

. 
I think that· s in bis book, yes •. 

And-~ II go .. t that bit about th~ chocolate mldi.er •. 
didnt't. yotn 

Bb? !that was about GeneraJ.. Healey, wasn.t·t it? 

Yes, well-I mean,. you got it. 

ley-en printed 1 't_ 

Oh. I··haven't seen that 'yet. 

It'; 8 a. masterpiece. But go on. 
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V.ell. he and Percy Klydonhall are sort of going in 
toge'ther. It seems to be about some project, and 
Charles :lkJrnellirlg comes into it to·o. And they csll 
it Massacre 2. 

Which is what? 

Well, Grigg 'srqs it's a tartS' versiono:t t~assacre 1. 
and a,r.nelling BBB'S it isn't.. He sa..ys Massacro 1 
got them noticed: 81£ the Pentagon •. 

~:- ' 

Who's they? 

Well. I sappose tbe' sort· of people wo work round him. 

And sppose iO'u tel1a me' what Massacre 1 is? 

Well. I imagine ·the' same sort of thing as Massacre 3--
. ·t' 

Btlt ~u didnt t exp~~il that., 

Vlell. I mean the police bave been 1'Ound to Muriel, 8nd 
tney keep on. asking' questions, and they wanted har to 
sayubat sbe b~c4 'and' sbe says she cant t bJalp ove~ 
besr1ng. so 1't ml1~~ be SOlH)tb1hg secretive, mustn-t 
it? 

But what does MaSsacre do? I mean. :vegetable or ndneral.? 

Well. it takes o~. 

then it must he a lli.ssile. 

And to interestbotb Klydonha11-vho has vas't 0'11 
1nterests-.;....and Pro~essor' Grigg---wbo' has Dllcleart 'oms-­
it mwst snnehowc:ombin.e the two. 

I 

!i!hat- s what I mean.. 

And mmetbing that allmbines the two is not only a missile 
out'a. weapon. 

!bat' IS. ri&h t. 

Well, let me tell you something.· One talks abou" weapons 
when theY're finished t no", blafore. Be~ore. they"re 
considered a secret, 8 red-hot one,.sllch as will Gurn the 
finge:rs of 0Jrdi.na'ry men. 

Well, why don't they' keep qUiet about it,. then? 

Exactly. But perbaps only, one" o£ them 18 1ndiscre~t. 
Could it be you·1 
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iWelJ.". -_ 

My girl'll see you out • 

~, 

l 

i 
~be 1810 Club. 

l-
I left the room giddy and ran down the stairs o:f 
f1ve storeys, seeing nothing. I was so frightened 
by' my ~iasco that I ~shed back to nw room and packed. 
just in case I had-to makes quick getaway., But who 
was Sling to throw:me out? StUl,. I packed even rna 
t~let thing;s., Tl'{en 1 look:ed at my watch. It WBS 
time to ·see Grigg at ~he 1810 club. And I discovered 
I wanted to 1jO. 1 was even looking ibrward to it" 
perilapsbecause he was a lonely man like me. I fbund 
a taxi and was there ina. :tew minu tea. 'lba wide £oyer 
l~ in the same hueh' as the evening be£ore, bu.t this time 
1 t was a co,nsolation to me:, evezy room was curtained 
and cSZ'peted as if to ward o:ff J'lO t; onlr sounds but 
buman desires as well., !fhere were women coming from 
the pow~ room. talking quietly before going up tbe 
double staircase that had once been stately M'i was now 
over--gilded and tired, because it onl7 had nights to 
remember. no t daylight any more. There waan t t an inch 
o£ wall uncovered by damask or satin. O'2r perhaps ita 
was a good imitation. And the band thumped as before • 
~he SaDe tunQs. And the~ vas Grigg. waiting t:or' me, 
a frean bo!ttle of whisky and two ~asaes read¥. 

GRIGG (pouring him a ~ink) I read ~ur article. by tbe 'fI18'3. 
I reckon you've got more technique than ten o1t me. 
What makes you so hearUess? It saidjuat 'about 
everything there was to know on that partl. without '8 
single direct phrase. I thought the last sentence was 
honey-tAt, the end. c10se on dawn. I felt like fa man 
with his head 11'18 sack. One thing I can ~. the 
pro~essor has a cella:r .t4S well stocked &$. a nuclear 
dump. I tasted his Mouton Rg,tbscb1ld., so 1 know.' 
O~ Glen--yol1 win. tbr now. ' ' 

GL·BNI. Listen---as a matter 0:% £ae't. I didn't know thai; was 
clack 1\Yan--
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.Itt s. the :future :It d worry about. Because if any more 
ojf these freelance jobs app'ear you get the boot :from 
Johnny Palermo. He tol.d me that binlself. An4l"xtract-/ ~ 
ed double tb.:e price I ofiered you last niab't.. SO the 
:first rolmd is yours, Glten. But settle down Jrrom now 
on. 1'1 va bOJlght ycu. :sex organs and all. 

-
Well,. they sSW in the trade dontt employ a dog to bark 
and then do the b~kin8 ~lursel~ •. 

~hatt ~ftne saying~ Glen, but understandably Itm ~ 
rattled when I see 5.'tbat stu:fi througb th.e steam of my 
coftee every damned morning. It"ll have to stop.---Jfor 
nw nervous system alone. I·m beat. Glen,. tr, and see 
that. Sbe came back tbis moming knocked to hell. 
She was reellns_ :And she gave mea ebrc)nicle of the 
whole thing. !fueret s .notb1ng she dldnt t do to that 
mM, . Glen! rut the W9:9 1 look at it 1s this, It m a 
phenomena at present strugGling 'between jealousy over 
lDN wife and the urge on IJW' s:i.de to baNe a damn~ed good 
time vhd.le the 601~t s good.- I'm juggling with the 
possibilities. ~~ lim working. at tbe problem in 
ord'er to survive. '_ Now I'm talking to you. about this, 
Glen. becausa·I··vGo}levoted awole lecture to the subject 
0':( the survivor.. :. . 

:. 

GLEN falls asleep. 

In a way tbattsa ·sort of Visionary concept, :br the 
Artl1re. I mean,. wbat the hell have' we got at present 
tbat.wet d like: to keep? :DaJm 11 ttle, so on-eday some­
bodyts eP;,1ng to .blow it all-- He.il •. you·ve :fall-en 
sleep 1 

,ltm sorry:l. 

!Chis is 1& work-s8s.'9ioD. Glen. I \4·ell" to conte to the 
realpo1nt, I was with Percy Klydonball todas- ..and the7 
were two of tbe ttnest notU's· in my life. We were ,.up 
irt spaceS We populated tlte universa with new thous;htsl 
We put a hwuan colonyoD e·very star wi tb1n reach ·o~ the 
earth,; we had stations up there for the study of space 
philosophy.. ~())r stellaragrlcul ture. a ,communications 
syatem tbat"d make B ring round the eartb B9 as when YOll 
look' up at the sky, 1O·t1dont t look -sour own death in the 
face like ~,t1 do nOH, you see lifel 

. GLEN ltalls .asleep &&ain. 

You look into a br16ht ligbted areaa bustling witb 
hwne.n a:t:fairs, lett s compare 1" to 8, vast forum---; 
tnere'll be watcbersin the slq night and d&t¥. Now 
"las" are the deliberations o1! a bouse of deputies or 
par1191l19nt or mngress cO'mpared 10 tbat? ~ey wont t 
be necessary anymore' We'll bave tbe :freedomo~ the 
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skiesl Laboratories. lecture rooms. ~ units. 
researcb &roups.--f'loating abo'ut in spaceS ¥e're 
going 1D make security on this -eartb,. have it· watched 
every minute. off' thed!\VJ Am I making JQ'selt clear. 
Gl--? Well-. loo~l t, he~ S 'out aga1nt Glen, GlenS. 
Are you. in my emp1t?y or not? 

No, I was listening-I mean" wont't that interfere wi ttl 
the weBther---Be. b~eD lo.:iSi2t&-? 

:e' 
~'errrestrial weath~r. you mean? 

~ 

Well,. thatt s tbe w~a.tber we~ve fPt. 
f 

But not the weather everybody in the universe has: ~ 
don't letts be pro~nc1al about that. Yes, it could 
be. It seems that"' just about BIllthing you. do two 
hundred mUss up, eVen a mUd fart, has soma e£fect on 
the earth ·sooner or- later. But if you masa up terrestrial. 
weathflr. it means you've 8):t the power to make it good 
tool ~- . 

Yes, but I mean tmSt" s the point ofg·etting to the mOon? 

!fbe ~oon? I o~ht ~ chlU"g~tm.tlon :fees' lOll belleve}itT&.. 
that crap about pin-up boys dancing about in space? 
~t'5 a cover-story. Glen---j!or people like you. It,· S 
moonsbine, to Bet the earth under surveillance :fa r all 
time,~ that t s the object. just as madicine gol~ the boc4' 
un~er surveillance. for all timeS 

llut who are th.ey lJ)ing tosurv~ 

ffbe enemy o£ courael fiu3N t re fi'tted up with nuclear 
tools. that's what tbe moonshine department didn' t tell 
you! Did you think we were back in the dt\Vs o:t Faradar 
and tbeRoyal SOciety? t r~o., t Glen,. life' sa .figb.t--w-.e 
have to :fiBbt to work" to thi~f like we bad to :t1gh t 
to get our languag~ on top o:f every oth.erl.. In, a wSN, 
Glen. we~re finished wi tb "he eartb. Itt s tot) sn:a11, 
:1br us. Instead -'0% talld.ng about ideals and absolutres 
andl God knows 'What else" \fe t 11 be able to st,t up there 
and see it. all, the whole damned universe laid out 
before 11;,CJI Itt s a kind of Greek world all over again. 
Glen--outinstead 01' Socrates s1ttinglround cheWing the 
fat with his boy:friends. he t · s doin"s something.l Wet 11 
have stellar researcb groups working and analysing and 
throwing;' out their' ideas in a kind. ole gloriolls,mess that 
brings 11p anabsolllte sinen of an idea every now and 
then' Thati ssciencel Well. you looks 11 ttlemore I 
wide-BWak~ Glen. but. I reckon that's enough tor to~. (~ 
Glen~mlnd if I talk about my ~rsona1 affa1rs? I 
me8l'lt. you have to know the wbole man. 
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As .I s83. she's eat1ng him UP. G'len~, When abe comes 
in ,at ,dawn she can 60 on where she left oJff, too... It 
seems she cbn't ev~n need sleep. l3ut I'll tell you 
something, G1en: when I see how this poor damn:ed wife 
of mine can·t wait to get back ·to that charnel house 
they" va made between them, I sE\V 'to myself, tbink o:if 
your ideas, don·t 'give in! You know. Glen, I ~1l8W 
her round ttl that til:fice of sours,. I've even been up 
theft) just after theY've gone and smelled h(Gr smell on 
the a1r~ ~berets no key. you can walk in. 

, .. ~' 
Yes, I know. 

t,} 

:!fhatt s not your bedroom in OW eyes.. Glen, itt s a garden 
of delights" except' I donf t get a damned om; o'tt em' 
I . told her this moming when sbe· got back, you're a 
monster,. Lou,: I saidt and she said to ~me. ian t t that the 
we;y you want me? 1tnd itt s t~et I "don't want any of 
tbi·s bwubug ,BIld nice living and. all that crap.~Iwant 
tbe truth. So 1 said, OK. Lou, do it all yo 11 like 
and'get it out of your syst61D. Know wbat she 'said? 

, ,~ 

lio? 
1 (/ , 

91ve ma one nigbt.she said. One whole n15bt. not just 
a couple or three hour,s. lmag1nr.etG1en, the whole damned 
night diving into that charn,el museS She needs it so 

~ bad it's like a pain and I love, her so much I wont t see F 
her suffer.. So I said, OK. you have that one whole night. 
ltRtrftr:xiB_ ~n1ght.: But it frigh tens me, 
Glen1 'She told me they only have to Bet inaide a. room 
and they just kind of throw themsel ve~ in 11k~ boxers, 
they· re stripped o:f£ before ~u can say Hieronymus Boscb' 

On my bed, too. 

Exactly. Glen. That's why wetra hera. 1 promised to 
keep you o·ut o.~ that bed till dawn. 

~Bt?· ',But I had a Sleepless night--Xcan' t do tbatl' 

!rhink oJf it like an 'Dll-nitlbt vigil. a kind of duty.­
Boy, I·m in such a state I could fertilise a shed :full 
o' cattlel lnntt, tell me 1nfide11tJ bre'aks up marriages-­
i tt s an aphrodisiac~ 

MURIEf.r. ente%'s • 

. MlliU~1 Darac8. honey? 

GRIGG: Well-would JO U ;excus~ mo, Glen? 

MUR1E[,: And. listen, I dontt want a drunk on my hands tonight. 
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!fhay go., 

1 took thG cb.en.ce of lsaving.< I mean, she looked as 
i~ she had plenty for him to dOt without me~ Itwasntt 
10118 a:f'er midnight and I &pent the Whole nigbt walking. 
I didn' ~ ia1nd. . It was bet,ter than. drinking, and ID1 
tiredness woreo:ft. I wall.ked in at James's Park. and 
beard the ducks, atirring at the edge olt the lake., 
No thing mov,ed along tb-e MSll, and 1 t seemed'like a 
quiet. garden path leading into the past. !he mist 
turned to fog, and poured £rom tbe r1 ver in claud-fulla, 
chilling and cno klng, , and < :fog-nornsoounded from the 
J»cks. When I got to the office· 1:t was tbebour o~ 
d&w but you could see nothing. ~be duo&- to the street 
bad been left open. ~ne.re were <n~ lign.ts on upstairs. 

~he li8b~s are d~ 

!fh.e offi ce 1~ in a curious silence, its' f'urni"twre 
waiting for llS tenapts, ~ ami soft. fbere .w~ no 
11gbt to be sw1 tolled O'D fOl~' finest-ail's, and 1 stumbled 
up slowly; aware of: her scent again. ~heymllst ha.ve 
left &. moment ago.,:""" OlJ perhaps they were s till ~herEtl 
fallen asleep? 

~e ~igh ts go) out. 

I Walked up tbe remainirig ste:i.rs cautiouSly. listeni.nB 
for the SJund of brea.thing. But tnel'e was nothil18. 
At ttm topo.~ the stBirs I again stood silently., listen-
ing as bard as ,1 co:uld. My door was. open. I fwnbl.~d 
for the light. Strangely, I was aware of som.-eone and 
nearty decided to go back down again. But I switcb~ 
the light on • 

18. 

Tbeatt1c ro:om. . 
~he ligbts come up. PALERMO 
is lying faoe-down in tbe bed. 
one arm dangling., He is ap~ 
Brantly naked. but covered moat-
11', by bl'ankets. 
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I saw a hand, tben an arm., and thought tneYIDust both 
be there., aslGep. :But nothing stirred. Tbe hand vas 
lying open in a submissiveWfJ8. dangling. It was his. 
And he was alone. He was q\li te still. A. towel--one 
of mine--1BJ on th'e 1100.1'. HifS band bad a delicate 
:at-illness a.bout it--a heavy gold ring on hi.s marr1age 
finger. I"d ,never seen the back 01 his neck befibre-­
delicate too., with' rometh1og hasi tant.,· I was spout to 
call him, even to pull him by the arm, ,but then I saw 
what his stillness was,. I stood .there for a long time,. 
the silnce so deep'tbat the noise oJ! my shoes whtlll 1t 
moved made me jump. :But death calmed me. I star.ed 
and st'azted at him.. v. I knelt doWliand looked into his 
:face. His eyes w~re cllosed. ~ No breathing. I called 
his nama softly" • Palermo, Palermo.' M.)' whisper was 
like dust. I began shivering. His clothes were on tV 
chest o£ drawers. tba trousers tbl'own down carelessly. 
All the time I 8szed at his body. His neck seem'ad tD 
become frailer and ·'fra.11er. ungUarded no~·.· 1: S'8\ down 
close to him, my feet tucked, up to avoid t4s h·a.nd. 
And A w'ent on looking at hirn. Once a sigb came from 
bim. but I knew he '\wasntt a}.ive: it was like the last 

. sigh a.fterwards.. wtfun. the ,summary has been taken. The 
door was ajar. leading into darkness. It, was like talk­
ing to! bim. He l~ thiera telling me everything tbat bad 
happenod, and was st11l advising me. But now. be ~as 
telling me real things, and 1. was listening, so much that 
I didn't want to get up, ever. y.et 'I -would never know 
wbat be said. A car went ,by outside. booming between 
the muses. He seemed to be disappearing born life 
sloWly,. ~e talking }las over. I got, UP .• ,groaned with 
tbe ef£ort. I walked downstBiJ-s. yawning and shivering 
in. turn.' I wen1t through to his ofi'!fLce and took up the 
phon,e" diatl.ed the, operator and said in a 1Jired voice 
hardly above a whisper. 'Get ms the policet • She said, 
·i What is 1 t l'o:ir. ple'ase?t 'But I said nothing to this. 

'i ~en a' last she" said_'I'll g13tthem for YOU,,:'.' And L-
X mdbled the addr·ess. A long time passed. I heard /-,..,., 
'voiCes on the stairs., Poolplecame up slowly, clattering 
wi th their. m,ots.. !fhey talked u, each other. 

FiRS~ roLICEMAN (off). Reckon: this is right?' 

SECOND POLiCEMAN (of :f) AnYbody here? 

FIH~ POLICEMAN (appearint,t) There· s a bloke. 

The .,two policemen., inp1ain 
clothes. enter. 

FIR.~T POLICEtUlii OK .. mate", you look after the bed. (fo GLm) 
What" s happenGl? Whose r~om 1s this? YourS? 
Su.ppose you cornu along ttl the sta.tion w;i.th us? !Hl-ere's 
plenty of time. Wet ve go}~a car. It's only ro!und 
the corner. Phone here? How did it happen. mate? 
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FIRSf POLIC'.&'lAN goes out witb 
GLElI. .» 

Darkness again •. 

' .. 

19.-

~ Police station., 

FIRS~ POLICEMAN: Can you explain 'what he WBS doing in yo·ur 
room? 

. . 
He used it ,som~times. 

FIRS!r PI '.what :for? 

GLENI I don 1 t know. 

FI.:RS!r p': I reckQ~YO 11 do know, mate.: 

GLEN: iWell,_ it~·s not mN business. 

J?IR~ PI It·1S ours,. tbought ~h~rewere signs of viOl·ance. we 
think. Not viol'ence exactly but soma strl.ltmle 1Dok 
place. Know anything, about that? 

No •. 

SECOND· POLICEMAN brings in a cup 
o"f tea and puts it down by Gla~. 

SECOND P: Cup at' tea--warm ~u up-. 

FI~P: 

How long are you BOiing to keep me here? 

SECOND PO~I~CEMAN goes. 

We bave to gQardagainst lfoul plE\V. 
o:f you"St y<?u'll understand: that. 
be through in a.minute. 

If befs 8 friend 
~he post mortemtll 

, GLEN drinks thdr.stily. 



}"'IRSf PaSo what was be doing in your bed'! 

GLEBa it/ell, he used 11> sleep there. 

FIRS~ PI .But he had. a place ojf his own.. 

GLEN: Wel.l. 1. t was his oJffic9, not my place ,a.t all. 

FIRS~ PI And you say you walked about all night? 

GLlIt_ Yes., 
" 

FIRS~ PI You're hiding something from me, ,but I'll :find- out wbat 
it is. 

SECOND POLICEMAN returns. 

SEOOND PI He was with Grigg- sn"fe. 

FIRSf PI Who 'WsEll 

SECOND PI The d~ceased. .t 

FIRS? PI !Better ring Cambri(ige constabulary., 

SECOND P01~I'CEMAN goes out. 

FIRm.i PI (moWing him a notebook) Reco&niseth1s#/ 

GLEN I 

FIR~ PI 

GLEN: 

Yes, it'· s mille. 
. . 

Can IOu' tell me what itt s abOllt? 

Kind o:f weather diary. It d been losing money on my 
wine. 

FIRS~ P·I What s.ioout the rockets to the moon? What about 

GLENI 

- th1~tPJmger rocket launchad ~)m US to hit moon; 
Russians launch satelli te with two men a.board' .. 
l»es that come under the heading of" weather? 

I th'oughtso. It worked out--aOout ten da.ys .after- ,. 
wards the weather always start·ed playing tricks. Just, 
a. bunch. 

F~RS~ POI Know Pro£essorGrigg long? 

GLEN" No. \ 

P,IRS!r PI: Did you have dinner with him in Cambridge oli the 28th 
o.f last; month? 

GLEli: Yes--~ell, I suppose it was that date. About then. 
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FI.RS! PI Did you come to England to contact bim? 

GLEN I RD. It d never beard of him. 

FIRS~ PI lJ1d you speak 'to General. Heeley a'S tbe pro~essor' s 
lIpartment onano"Gber occasion? 

GLEN: 10 • 

FIRS!£ PI Were you aware oJf the existence of Mr Cb8l'les Dornelling 
at the flat on t~s second Q,ccasion? 

t; 
GLEft. Not until afterwards, when I vas introduced to him. 

FIRSf PI We ':foWld your suitcases paclad. 

GLEN: I did it tbe nigbt be~ore. 

FIRS!f PI Why? 

GLEN. 1 don't mow. 

r" 
r,­
i-

I. 

\' ~ 

F~ PI You meant to leave? 

can you explain that? 

GLEHI ~he work was getting mo down, I auppose--"es • 

.FIRSt).)1 It" s the main »eason I'm keeping you here. 

SECOND POLI~ comes in. 

S.800ND PI ~beret s a cBll %or this gentleman, l'rom cam~dge. 

FIR~ PI Who Jfrom? 

SEOOHD PI Professor Gri"~a wife. 

, FIRS~ p": l?ut it tbrllugb. lOll can take i't alone. 

Both policemen leave. 

t GLEN (answering phone) YeS? 

LOUISE (over, the speakers) 1011 ibund bill. 

GLrlll I Ies. 

LOUISlh· Glen · -1 bad to pull mysel:f out :from underneath. 
I couldnt t 8et out. 1 was crying. I was, pleading 
witb bim, Glen, and be wasntt alive any more. Jetfts 
havinB a Mass sa:l.d.. Glen... Godd. bye. 

GLmtl Good b,e. 

, 
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Sbe bangs up_ 
FIRSf FOblCEMAH returns. 

1'lRS'l: PI )lell. the autopsy's tnrousb.. Heart failure. 
I thought that was tbe story. Alw&\Vs, a woman in 
1 t somewhere, eb? · So :to tl can 80. siz. Take 
some rest. J,ike a car back? 

GLlfil No', that·s all, right. thanks. 

FI~ Pltti.nd how you go. 

" ~, . 
;t 
,.. 
j} 

3)'.~ 

No more props'. GLEN is 
&lon~ 

I went back to, tbe of.fice. Noone was there~ 
Lou' oS words kept rolling in my mind like a pra.ver-
wheel. I wen\ to the bank and trans~erred over 
three hWldred pounds into traveller's cheques. 
And I bought a Ucket to Naples. I even remem-
bered Mr Parsons and wen' to see bim. '1 told 
him the pollce had been to iii' room and he almost 
pushed me ou't olf his sbop_ I wondered about 
Muriel. I th9usb"t of ber with Palermo, as if' their 
destiny lay together. I even tbousbt sbe might 
be his wife. The little pr~er-wbeel of. tboUSbt 
went round and NUDd: in the train, in the tax1. 
in tbe barbour. It only stopped wben I was stand­
ing in my own bedroom. with half II\Y vineyard in 
ruin·s outside. Most of, IDl tllJlT&Ces were broken 
down. staves and wires as well. thougb not disast-
:ro~~l. Wha't theycall«l a cyclone--Bnother 018-
bad done it. Part ojf an outhouse badcollapseG 
on nw vats and casks. A wall bad sp11 t like an 
orange. liiwaan" t mucb. all told. M1 Wife had 
tnougbt no't to 'worry me about it. And our bouse !~ .. ~ 
was &1.1 risbt. Alt would need every penny of :the I.) ~~ 
money I bad matie.- 1 was in luck, there. And I~d 
made a frlen<it, who was dead. 

--.--..-~:----


