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CHARACTERS, in the order of their appearance:

GLEN,
HOTEL MAILD.
JOHN PALERNO.
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SAM,

LOUISE GRIGG,

PROFESSOR JEFFERSON GRIGG.
Mr Parsons.

MYRA,

LEONARD HARCOURT SELSEY,
PERCY KLYDORHALL.

JACK RYAR.
CHARLES DORNELLING,
FIRST POLICEMAN,
SECOBD POLICEMAN,
Waiters 8tC,e

THE ACTION TAKES PHLACE IN ENGLAND.



NOZTE,

Scene~-changing---or rather, the changing of
props~---should be incorporated inte the action
of the play, while GLER is talking. Props
may even be. handed to him, or & chair placed
for him, No attempt should be made to con-
_ceal or hurry the work of the sceneshifters,
They should seem to be collaborating with him,
in the act of unfolding & story. In the int.
ervals the stage will therefore be clear of
props, and sceneshifting will only begin again
with the mction. The same should @pply %o
the beginning of the play.




o
GLIEN:

o
® MAZD:
GLEN:
) GLEN3
MAID:

-

——‘ts -

1.

(fr)@ I g)v%'?lu;f SM:

fhe : a"f’l_fa > g /7.4‘7:4 . P,,C:
et 6L¢d6-w¢ém 'f%.',&m Te bathsn tn e+
s d : Hotel r:emm."'e Gl;m is inﬁis

pndervest and shori pants./

It was one of those stuffy rooms that make you think
of old times--~a pile cloth on the table, & couple of
arnchairs, a lanp with tassles, There was a phone by
my bed which I swore not to use for long-distance calls
to my wife, just to hear ter voice. I could  anage
five days of hotel life, After that, not a sue.

Well, 1'd been poorer in my life, (Tekes up phone)
And who s8id I was poor? 1 had a vife and a new~born

‘child, You csm't be richer than that. Hullo, hullo? >, ‘

Could you send me up some breaskfast, please? 1Bggs, T
ye5. (Replaces phone) 1 hadn't hung my suits up the i
night before {eyeing his suitcase on the floor), expeci- |
ing my wife to do it. She'd bought me & special suit- ‘
case so that they didn't got creased. = You hang them up
inside and get tangled in pockets and zips, and all yur
studs £all out. _ (Lowering himself to tha floor)

MALID enters.
Oh, dearw—: {Backs out)
It's all right, Come in.

I thought it was two people at first, You see every-
thing in my Job.

No, theore's only one of me here.

|
He begins a Yoga exercise.
Did you ring for breakfast?
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GLENs That*s xight.

MALD: Zea or coffee, they wanted to know,
GL 2z azea;-.x never miss it. It costs twice as much where
: i 1ive, . .

MAID: Oh, yes?
GLENs ot far from Naples. I'm in wine, Left my family

° out there. ‘
MALD: Oh, you're over on business, sort of.
GLENs An advertisament. 1 wrote in and asked for details,
: And they said com=iover and see us, wWell, I might
malke some money. ‘It isn't easy making money on the
land these days. . 7 -
MAIDs No, that's right.
GL BN The weather stattee@ going wrong. About five years ago.
: Terrible winds, too much rain for the vines, frost in
May. 1 lose a qu&rter of my crop sometimes, can't
take anything for granted nowadays, can we? :
o MAID: Bo, .thatts rigt&.. “ Do you always do thai of,a morning?
GLEF:  Three times a day. |
MAID: Wnat's it foz?
GLEN:  SEAff back, low spirits. I don't say I work in the
: fields much but when I do it's all bending,
MALD: - You ought to have my back, mate,
GLENS Do you bend & lot?
MAID:, Well, beds, heavy trayse—-it all adds up, 1I'll get
; you your breaskfast, number twenty-three.
®

She leavess

GLEN: That's betier. - HNow for the piunge. (Bummages in
suitcase for latier and finds it) PFull breath,
(Digls & number) Hullo, is Mr Jonathan Chandler

/\" Williams there, please?

SECRETARY (we hear her voice 6ver the speakers) Who's speaking?
GL s My name's Glens

SECRETARY: 1Is ho expecting & call fronm you?
smm‘ Well; no--~1 just wanted an appointment.

i




SECRETARY: This month?

GLENs what? 1 wantj it tomorrow, Or even today,

SECRETARY: Oh, he can't mansge that,

| GLENs I've come & thousand miles to see him, he'd better,

SECRETARY: Oh, did Mr Chandler Williams write to you?

GLENZ = Yes. - | -

SECRE‘.L‘ARY: Could you heold on 8 minute, plemse?

» A pause for murmirs otc,

CHANIDLER WILLIAMS (alsmo over the speskers) Hullo, “Chandler
villiams here. .

' [ Gttt Tt edd et 38 bl &

GLIENs. Hullo, my name's Glen, I wrole %o you :grom Italy,

CHANZLER WILLIAMSs Oh, yes, thet's right. Just arrived?

GLENS Leys night, yes, ©oo— /Tl ’

E]

CHARILER WILLIAMS: wWell, look hers, suppose you go and sec Mr
Yalermo. He's really in charge 9f this,” it's his
pigeon, '

GLEN: Well, could you tell me what the work's in connection
. with?
CHANULER WILLIAMS:  Well, as 1 say, 1 think you ought to talk to
Mr Palermo aboutathat. He can yxx put you in the pict-
ure better then I can.

Glﬂ*ﬁx, It's work by commission, isn't it?

" CHANRLDER WILLIAMS: '~ That's right.

-

GL &g it doesn't mean going from door %o door, does 1%?

CHANDLER WILLIAMS: Oh, no, I don't think so, But you'd betier——
GLENs Do I .have to sell anything? |

CHARILER WILLIAMS: Well, in a sense, I suppose, yes, But Jomn'll-

GInEN3 In what sense?

CHAHLIER WiLLIA¥MS: Well, I mean, you have to sell you'r.salf in &
. WhY=eree i

GLEN: _ Myself? ,

CHANILER WILLIAMS: Well, as 1 say, Mr Palermo can explain it
much better, really., It's his baby, entirely.
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You'll like him---I mean, if you coms from Italy-—
he's got foreign blood. A great spark,

GLEN: But don't 1 get any sort of income ai all?

CHARILERY WILLIAMS: You get a pretty vig commission, so 1 don't
think income is going to worry you. look, let me give
you John's address. He's got an office in Maidenhead
Lane; just oiff the City. Half way down, number eighty,
it might be eighiy-A,

GLiNs Half a minute. I'll get a pencil. Maiden-—-?

CHANILER WILLIAMS: HMaidenhead lLane, number eighiy oxr eighty-A.
Hal¥ wey down, first floor.

GLER: ¥Well, thank you, .
. N ‘
CHARITLJER WILLIAMS: Pleasures Go and see him today, And I
hope we meet some time. Good by{e. ‘

GLENs Good bye. {Replaces phone) So I went to see Johnny
' Palermo., He was lemn and smart.,’ His eyes were grey,

which one only noticed after thinking them black like
his hair, and they seemed filmed-over, by smoking perhaps,
or late nightss His mouth was well formed and ruby-red,
with something petulant about it, and his skin smooth,
darkly olive, When he frowned it was as if two little
biack lines had suddenly been painted in between his eye~.
brows, and weren't natural there at all, disappearing
quickly and leaving smoothness again. 'Call me Johnny',
he said,

2,

JOHRRY PALEBRMO'S office,

PALERMO: Did he tell you I was related to one of the Czars of
, Russia? .

GLEN: No,.

PALERMO: That my father used to be a big shot in the Hafia?

GrhnEN] : Nao .

PALERMO: Or that I used to run & hotel in Cairo---and a damned
good one it wes, too? '

GLEN: - No.
PALZRMO: Well, it's all true. Of courss, it may not be up your

street, that's for you to decide. All you need is
& bit of neck-~~and powers of persuasion,



GLEN:

PALERMO:
GLENS

PALERMO:

GLEN:
PALERMO:

GLENS
PALERHMOs

You need neck for everythizig.

-4~ OrR™ ,
(WA

Another thing, tuck yourself under somebody's wing
vho doesn't really want you there, If they hate you,
get closer, They'll learn to like it, Hatred's a
huziness property, Glen-—mind if I call you that?

No.

And you call me Johnny, You see, Glen, they*re all
missing something, everybody is, and you've got to

. meke them feel it's you. It can happen in a minute,
" Girls heave lost their honours in & minute, men their

fortunes, You se@é, pcople feel low these days, they
don't know who they are, they haven't got time,
And thet's wheré my pictures come in,

¥hat pictures? !

All life is picturés,. A man has & picture off himself,
and he hds a piclture of othex people based largely on
his picture of himself, I tell you, old chap, I've
worked all this out, & man has a picture of what his
clarks and typmts think of him, and FF=he=g0asn'd

know who he is, sometimes that picture's good,. and
sometimes it's hoxrrible,. And this is where he nseds
ne, He needs a steady pictura, 1 provide steady
pictures, HNow he mgy not believe in me, Thai's all
right, He believes in the picture I give him, bscause
he needs it, He may look down on me and think I'm a
scrounger, but he .takes the picture 1 give him, though
usually he can't see thal vory—eioveriy i‘*ve nade him
compare himself favourably with me. Then he sees bits
in the papers, and though he knows I put them in he
still thinks they're the truth, he needs to think so,
you see, Row 1 dare sgy you smiled when Chandler
Williams said you were going to sell youreelf. But
1'11 show you how it's done, In fact, it happens all
the time, '

But what BboUt-—?

You sep, Glen, the way people are formed in our world,
their pictures ars very poox. But everybody thinks
he's gomething, This you can tske as your sketch, and
bogin from there, Naturally the picture must be one
the man can deceive himself into thinking ‘is himgelf,

Yoi can't sell a brdxmEaxaxzazxacdxonsxsipkzyanzserxakk

sxprdxnanxaxxx fool as a claver man, but you can sell &

bad man 8s & good one, in fact that's one of my principal

sales, lever try to give a man what you think his
picture ought to be if he were you. Let him walk into
the jews of hell if he wants to, he may like it there,

MURIEL, his secretary, enters,
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MURIELs: It's lunch time,.

PALERMOT Well, go &and eat, darling.

MURIELs That's what I'm waiting to do,

PALERMOs Listen, honey, I pay at the end of the month,

MURIERs  Except whem it comes, then you pay quarterly, <Come on,
aough, I'm hungry.

PALERNMO: Will a quid be enough? (Handing it to her) Better be,
Oh, darling, before you go, bring me in the midday final,
will you? 1i've @t & horse running,

MURLIZL (leaving) 1 hope 1t losas.

PALERMO: Jmck Ryan, (opem.ng a draver and taking out whisky
bottle and two glasses) Jack Ryan is to my mindyfthe
finest editor in town, He puts my pictures in the
paper, Here's heslih. ‘

GLRN: Health,

They drink,
)
PALERMO: Well, Glen, if you, really have left several acres of
booze to ‘do business with me, you've found your man,

GLENs Do you think you've found yours?

PALERMO: 1*'11 tell you when I have doubts-—the minute they
happens

MURIEL brings midday paper,
PALERMO (studying the paper at once) By the way, this is
Mr Glen, Muriel. '
GLE&: How do you d@.f
MURIEL: Huwllo. (Leaves).
PALERMO (still studying) Wwork's my whole life., I come in at
Hur in the morning sometimes, My evenings at the

club are all business, reaslly, Nice club.,..called
the 1810-————Murieil} =~ Muriel, come back quick}

MURIL EL '(appeamng again)’ Tommel

PALERMO: Take this down., ProZessor Grigg. 6-B-1-G-G,
Get his number, we'll bhe bold, He's mn American,
Just arrived in Cambridge and they're putting him up
at King's College. Sgy you're the Times,

MURIZL: - The what?

PALERMO: Sgy youtre the Times and Hr Pa;lérmo the features editor
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would be glad of a word with him, (She leaves)

And you, read that, (Pointing at the paper) Thatis
him and his wife, at Southampton, I don't know why it
is, Jack Ryan just floods me with work}

GLENs : He's a visiting professoxr, He's giving a series of
lectures here and on the Continent. He's writien a
book on nuclear warfare. It made him famous because
of his claim that if the Bomb went off it wouldn't o
destroy the world or even create chaoa@m
Called 'Afterwards', He's about forty, with a wife
named Louise, He says we should rationslise hell—-
(looking up) fnnny you should mention hell, how some
peoplea»-—-

PABEM' s phone rings.

PALERMO: We're there! - (Grabbing phone) Hullo, yes, Yes,
Features here, Well, professor, good merning!
Now, listen, professor, there's no point in bresking
it gently, I want'an interview, 1I'm sending a man
up this afternoon,”. Tell him the truth, only not of
courss the whole truth, we don*t want ¥ X f
1ibel suits, And wa're interested in ,mur wife.
All American ladies fascinate us, 1 hope you wn't
mind her coming into the picture (giving the picture
in the paper another ravenous 1ook), it humanises -
things, Well, professor, can I send this lunatic of
mine by thae next train? Give us ssmething good, eh?
W FEL OO & ‘ XK £ XK Hore's my number,
by tha wav. . Wetre n@t exactly in the Times building
but a stone's throw away, Good bye, then, (He hangs
up) Now, them, he docked at Southampton only yesterday
but he still may know somebody on the Times, So- get
there quick, 1 don't want hin comms  cting up.

GLENs what? Do ymz mean t0 say you're sending me?
PALERMO: VWell, who else is there to send?
GLis  But what the hell do I yag® ask? .

PALERMO: You don't SBf anythings You state and lead, and let
him shoot his muth off, lListen, if you're not back
by eight this evening I could go to clink for ihis,
it's an offence to imitate newspapers.

GLEN: I can imegine,

PALEBM: Now if he comes out with a straight question about old
-So-gnd-So0 on the Times tell him the secretary never said
Times at all but Chimes, it's a church nmagsezine, some-
thing quick and so much a lie that it sounds the truth.

GLEN: Suppose the i‘imes sends a man o, I'1l look pretty
. funny, won't i?.
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PALERMO (looking up 2 train timestable) well, of course, that's

®

o
GLEfe

o PORTZER:
G1,ENs
PORREBR:

just pessimism, Thero's one at three, fifty-nine.
You'll have to rush. (Jumping up) <Coms on, what are
you waiting for, you won't pick up a commission like
that, you know} Here's a fiver, And I want the change
even iff it's one énd sixpence, IDon't forget (as GLAN
leaves); go to King's Coliege. Above all get her talk-
ing, you'll learn far more. 4and, Glen (who has now gone),
if there should be a Times man there, say Have you heaxd
this one, our secretary phoned up this American geezer
and said she was the Times, what a séream eh, and some
cheek, she's always doing it, her way of a joke, it'll
get her into trouble one 4ayy ..... He looks so help-
less,

4

h‘:g;

Porter's lodge, King's College.

It was dark when I arxrived and I got a taxi at Palermo's
expence, Lights wefe on in the college rooms, Youths
hurried by with bright, perplexed, untouched faces,

{
we |
The porter’'in his aarm little office couldn*t place any /I

Professor Grigg, and I thought for a moment that Palermo ' |
had sold me for & puppy. [ But he came in yesterday. o

Not in here he didn't, /‘*
But the papers said he did.

Hot% this college, mate, But 1'11 call the Bursar if you
like, just to make sure. {Goes into inner office) Sam Raote.
Bullo, is the Bursar there? There's a gentleman here,
says have we an American professor by the name of Grigs,
arrived yesterday, and it was in the pepers? 1 see,

yes, welli, I was going to say, we haven't had that name,
not as passed through here, I thought 1 might have missed
your Buttery 1ist today, how are your legs, sir, all

right? (Returning) well, I‘'ve been on to the Bursar
and he sayd, yes, there's a professor of that name and

the papers have got it wrong like they get everything
wrong, and he's staying in digs, and the college never
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inviged him to-give any lectures. Anyway, he's not
here, and he's not ours, :

G BN Lucky for you,- He writes books about how it's going
to be a1l right if an atom bomb falls,

PORPER: Oh, does he?  (Strokes his chin)  Oh.
GLENs £an you giﬁ'e me his address?

PORTER: If you 1ike to ®mlip across there to the Bursar's office,
they'll give i% to you. . :

GLIN: How do they know, if they didn't invite him?

PORZER: Are you a reporter?

GEEN3 Yes,

PORTER: I thought you wera. Jdob I wouldn't mind, ised to
be a policeman. Beiter than padding round streetis
trying the locks on.the doors, You get around a bit,
i dare say? o :

GLEN (as he begins to leave). Yes,
PORTER: Morking for which paper would that be?
GLEN (calling out) Agency. Articles syndicatad.

PORTSR: Oh, yes. Nothing simple in this world, I thought you
was going to say something glamorous like the Times,

4,

The GRIGG apzrtment.

GLIENS I walked through the early Cambridge night, past
shop windows where vapour hed formed, elong narrow
lanes. I found their place, a tall apartment block
that shone in the nerrow mediaeval lane like a gilt
fool. There was & glowing foyer and 2 porier more
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LOVISE:
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LOVISE:s

GLENs
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LOUISHE:

GLENs
LOUISE:

GLEN:

LOUISE (mixing)

GRI(}&:F
LOUISE:

GRIGG:

GLENs
GRIGG:
LOULSE:
GLEN:
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splendid than Sanm, A 1if%, too: one of those that
seem not o move, Then a tall white doorway with a kind
of Palladisn frame, znd g gquiet bell (we hear this) that
showed & tiny light behind, where the name Dornelling and
not Grigg was printed, A girl smelling of kitchen
ghowed me in, Then the professor's wifo-—

LOUISE GRIGG enters,
---groat laughter lines round her mouth---cyes screwedw
up with---pain, grief-—-7. A

Are you the fake Times man?
Yes,

¥Well, come in and have a drink,
Where the hell is he?

He's waiting for you.
¥ell, sit yourself down,

How did you know I was fake?

A real Times man called us up., He went to college with

Jeff,

There was & mlstake in the office, I thinke--some girl,
she's new——-1 didn*t get the details.

I certainly got some hot taik from your office---that
man's certainly got 2 mouth-—w—

You talked to a man?

At ymm" agency, if that isn*'t fake too. ¥hat can I mix

you?
I'd 1ike a whisky and soda.

Jeff! Come on, will you?
all (wvith a wink).

He's shy, that's

JEFFBRSON GRIGG enters.
Well, look at that. wife drinks with unknown visitor,

And where the hell do you go im the winter time? 1 was

looking everyvhere!l

As a matter of fact, 1 wonder you didn't hear me pull
the chain, How are you, Mr———?

Glen,
She'll be foliowing me round with bioodhounds soon,
That's something for you t print,

I1'11 print what you say I can print.



LOUISES
GRIGGS

LOUISE:
GRIGGs'

LOUISE:

GLERT |
GRIGG:

LOUISE:
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' "
Well, our visitorts a g){entleman at least,
Oh,  for Cuarist's sake don't bring in that word, ‘
Gentleman, my arse, Anyvay, get me a drink, Itve
had en afternoon of Cambridge dons and all they drink is
tea, " ~
Get it yourself,
Boy, you swund high already.
1 am,.
Well, marriage isn't all a bed of roses, is it?
You're telling me. I%'s been iike this for ten years
end we believe in it; is that right, Louise?

1 guess it is,

GRIGG (with his drink) Listen, what kind of an outfit have you

GLEN: .
GRIGGs

LOUISE:

GLENs

&0t up there? _

Well, sort off agency.-

You sound quite a crews Pirst you fake a call from the
Rimes, then your boss seduces my wife down ihe phone,
?hat was about the randiest phone conversation we ever
heard, what do you say, Louise?

I*m keeping quiet, Can you stgy to dinner?

1'd Jove %o,

LOUISE (Leaving) 1I'li1l tell the girle.

GRIGGs
Gl

GRIGGs
GLEN:

GRIGG:

was that strong enough?

1*'11 say. S

Let me get you another (taking his glass).

You're giving a few lectures? The pepers were right
aboutxthat, Insuppose? They were wrong about your T
sddress, said you were at King's. —

i‘m 1eéturing in seven countries, Glen. I*1l be on and
off that damned Continent like a jack in the box,

LOUISE (returning) Loulss is going to feel lonesome all right.

GRIGGS

LOUISE:
GRIGGE: ‘

Well, ‘you're not exmctly a stay-at-home girl, s0 I don't
think you'll suffer,

Still, this isn*t London.
You'll be theral (Handing GLEN his drink) Listen,




LOUISE:s

e/b'.,

how does the Bnglish press see mg? You know, that's
my reason for coming overs I got such a hall of a bad
press Tor this book of mine. You know, I never did say
the bomb was nice, ‘

Listen, Jeff, I think you'd better see if she's put the
glasses out right.

GRIGG {(leaving) Jesus, can't she even do that?

LOUISE:

- GRENs
LOUISEs
GLEN:
LOUISE:

Don't take too much notice of him. He's overwrought
with too much work, Are you married, Mre—-?

Cell me Glen, Yes, I am,
Children?
One, new born,

Oh, well, that's nice,

GRIGG (returning) You know, this girl can‘t lay cutléry., Is

that & peculiarity of the Irish? Listen, Glen, I can

put it all in a nutshell., I wrote a book called
Afterwards about how to save humamity in the event of

a nuclear war, and that went all over the world as my
advocating nulcear war, Now I wouldn't mind if people
knew what I meant by the Afterwards but they don't.

They think I mean after the Bomb falls, in the future,

but I don't, I mecen now, I mean ever since Hiroshinmas,
in 1945, A curtain fell1 on history, Glen, anid we live
in the alterwards of that, I% changed everything,

We're dl) living on a precipice, Just a touch of some-
body's finger and the whole.world disappears. That's

a big change, and nobody seems to rezlise that it producses
a complelely differont sort off life, It means there's
nothing cosy any more, nothing we can reallycall our OWnew-
sherefore no intimacy. Do you see what I mean? It
geans we're gil pawns, we're exiras on a film set where
you never see the man who runs it all, and you don't know
what the film*s about, bul you go through the scene out of
habit and because everybody else is dming it. But we
don't have the power of decision any more} And we've got
o face up to that, No more cosy little mxxk crises like
you gat in the old Hitler days, no more cosy PNT raids
when people could get a kick out of the bang, 1It's all

- phoney, Glen, what we experience nowadays, all our family

life, eoverything--~-becauss it's under sentence of desath,
Remember what Macbeth .says after his first murdezx? ‘'Fron
this instant there's nothing serious in mortality, all

is but toys, grace and rehown iz dead, the wine of life is
drawn.,' ‘That's us, Glen. The wine of 1ife is drawn,
boy. - We did-a murder in 1945 that we can't turn back
from. Ve nmurdered respect for the humam creature,

Hitler started breaking the respect down, with his ex-
termination camps, but that was only a deginning, HNow
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GRIGG:

LOUISE:

GRIGG:

GLEN:
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we're right there. We're his children, 0K, And wa've

got to go on and on, like Macbeth. The murders can't
stops I'm only facing facts, trying to see some chance
of survivel in a1 this., 0ld Macbath had to murder all
his friends, wse've got to do the same, He had to create
a spcret service that spanned all of Scotland, which was
the universe as far as he was concerred, And that's
hell, He created hell for everybody round him, even the
ordinary country folk near by, They were terrified,

And that's what we're living in now-~~hell., And people
don't know it.They like to think they're still 1living in
the Before, But they're faking it., |lverything looks
the same, from the food they eat to the air they breathe,
But they can*'t even breathe God's air any more, If it
isn't diesel fumes it's radioactive, Now my ook After-
wards tries to make 'em face up to that--—rationally,
That's what I mean by the rationdlisation of hell---one
of my chspter-heads, Since 1945 the humen being's been
dead, Gien. That's my message.

I think dinner's ready.

About time too. What does she do out there? Come on,
Glen. - :

Slow cooks are the best,
She should be cooking at the Ritz at that rate,

GLEN falls behind them as they
g0 out, so thgt he remains alone,’

54,

JOHN PALERMO*s Office,

Palermo wasn't there vhen I got back, So we met .
next morning at the office, There were blue rinms
under his eyes and he looked pale, The whites of
his eyes weren't really white, they were shot through
with 1ittle broken vessels: He must have been over-
doing it.

/)M/y ~F bt wnll wfe, QW I



PALERHO (hending. hinm a newspt@aei') ¥hat do yeu- think of that, by
the way?

GLER (reading the headline) I ALWAYS SAY IZ*S THE SHAPE THAZ
' GELS HIM SAYS MISSILE PROFESSOR'S WIFE, '"It'snthe
® way that puff of simoke goes up, and the shape,” said
Louise Grigg, 46-yéar-old wife of American professor
Jefferson Grigg, kiown in nuclear circles as Mr., After-
wards. "1 guess Freud would have something to say
about that," she added with a laugh. Life with Jefi-
erson hasn't always been a bed of roses, though. He
told me confidentinlly today that they've besen coasting
near the divorce.courts for the last ten years., While
no nuclear scientist or even Sunday physicist husky,
deep-voicei Jefferson Grigg has made it his bubiness
_ to study all the published data abous the likely
results of the Big Flash when it comess To quote
his funereal volume Afierwards, we could live quite
snugly in the peace ihat total devastation secures for
uss - The professor, cducated at Stanford university,
. believes that we owe our prdsent happiness to the manu~
® ] ; facture of nuclear weapons up to saturation point,
"Poke the nuclear mushroom,® said his wife, "now if
that's not the synbol of something my name's not Loul®
God, you didn't put all that in, did you? They'll
think it's mel I actually used the words *bed of
roses' when I was thore!

PALERMO: Of course I did it, there's my touch written mll over
it, with a bit of cutting oy Jack Ryam. I asked for
8 hundrad quid and he gave me fifty.

GLENs But they're nice peoplel
PALERMO: I know they're nice, I talked to his wife for half an
: hour, In fact, I fixed up dinner with her. what's
® she 1ike? Superb, ch? Forty-six is just my dish pf tea./
\ GLENs ' She'é nice, yes. '
PALERMO: Don't keep saying nicet Has she got it?
GLEN: It? Yes, 1 suppose so.»

M L buatl e
PALERMO: 1I'll take her to the Bagatelle then, like sho asked me o,

/’
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{Phone rings) Hullo? Yes, he's sitting vight here,
For you. (Hands GLEN the phone) I must dash.

PALERNO leaves,
Yes?

GRIGG*'S voice (over the speskers) Is that Glen? Well, I guess

GLENs
GRIGG:
GLJENS
GRIGGS

GLER:
GRIGG:

GRIGGs -

GLENs
GRIGG:

GLEN?Z
GRIGGS

MURIEL3

GLENs
MURI LS

you know who this is,
Is that Jeff?

You camn cut out the Jeff and call me professor, You
know what I think of you?

No?

That's a lie, By the sound of your voice, you glasse
eyed phoney, you know what I think of you and you know
I'm right.

Listen, I—— -

0K, we know it was you because of that bed of roses touch,
What my wife thinks of you couldn*t be put down on psper,
Listen, I*'m very sorry asbout this, I don't hate you but
I despise you quite A bit, Mostly I'm just sorry, because

1 thought you were a nice guy. How did you get caught
up in this joi?

Well, it jus?t happened; I WAS~ee=

You can always get outs, Bver hear of the emperor
Constantine? . =

I think so, yes,

He come back to Rome with all the knows crimes on his
shoulders, he'd just about kilied everybody in his family,
and he had a hell of a big family. And that's how he
became a Christian, because somebody told him it was the
only religion that forgave a man everything he did,
There's still room for you,

Thanks,

Welly, I don't suppose we'll bump in%o each other again
but if we do it'll be a big bump. Good bye,

MURLIEL enters wiith tea,
Do you take sugar?
Yes.

How many?
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Ones /Pid you hear that?

He sounded angry when I put him through, I wonder you
went all that way yesterdasy Jjust because he asks you.

You must have known him a long time,

Not so long. But it's certainly been vivid.)
B

She leaves,

I sat there sipping my tea. It was dark snd drab outsidse,
with clouds lowering over the roofs, Vhen Palermo came

back I let him hawe 1%,
PALERMO enters,
5till here~? o -

You got me into a nice mess with that professor,

Suppose he sues me for libel?

But what's he griping about? He asked for publicity

and he got it
He didn't ask for the kind he got,

ALl publicity*s the same, Glen, it doesn't matter what
you say as iong as it takes up space. ¥hat the hell

does he think we are, his personal agents or somebhing?
If he wants to émploy me he can,. In fact, that's a

damned good idea,

T
a5t Lot )\.-
' T » /2 j gy
60 . to %’ }wlaw ')
L, oher P ~
i\v"“ } '\.{,é" “/‘ ¥

GLEKN's HOTEL ROOM,

Just as I was dozing off that night, limp with reiief
at being a&lone again, end thinking of Luigi, the way he
trudgss up the hill with the copper-sulphate spray en
his back, his clothes sprayed a bright blue, the phone

rang. 1%t took me some time to come to mysself.
hear phone ringing) Hullo, hullo?

(We
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VOICE OF LOUISE (over the speakers) Hullo, bad boy., I'm with

GLEN:
LOUIsE:

GLEN (sleepily) He does?

LOUISEs

GLENS
LOUISE:

GLER2
LOUISSs
GLEN:

LOUISE:s

GLERNe
LOUISE:

GLEN:

MALD:
GLENZ2

your bogs. He's itrying to seduce me,
is that Mrs Grigg?

Call me Lou, Listen, I hope you weren't too cut up
this mozning. I was listening on the bedroom line.

He flew to raris this afternoon, thank God., Lecturing
to NATO. He calls it the Rorth” Atlantic Ireason Organ-
isation.

»

¢

Youtre quite a couple of boys, you and Palermo, aren't
you?  You know, the thing that got dad's goat was that
bit avout how he studied at Stan¥ford University. He

thought nobody knew. N

what's wrong with that?

He looks down on that universityf His friends are
Harvard men at the least, Listen, will you tell me
one thing, how you fell into this kind of work?

That's what your husbend wanted to knows Ieww—-

You know, Johnny Palermo says you have avout the
vickedest tongue in Fleet Strest.

He said that?

And yet you wouldn't think it to look &t yous You
look as if you'd just come from the couniry, growing
corn or something.

?

That's not far wrong either.

And,'listen, if you've got a wife and child how is it
you live in &8 hotel? Palermo raised that one,
Excuse the familiarity but you started the habit,
kid. q

And with that she rang off. (He falls amsleep) I
woke up wonderfully early, with bright sunshine
coming through the windows, The maid brought my
tray in.
MAID enters, with tray.
Nice morning.

That's right.
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Getting steamed up for your exeriises?
Yes, ) ‘

Ekike to see the paper?

GLEN (as she hands it ‘to him) 'Thanks,

GLENs .

She leaves, .

I %urned the pages over and came to a column called

Hit Lines of the Week, It was som® sort of & gossip

colum, 1Then 1 saw & little paragraph, *'Professor
defferson Grigg, at present using BEngland as & laumching
pad for a series of lectures in seven Buropean couniries,
is in the nows &gain, Sk Said his wife Louise, 'Jeff
flew to Paris this afternoon. He's lecturing to NATO,'
She added with a husky laugh, *He calls it the North
Atlantic Treason Orgsnisation,'* Hsre! (Diats
frantically) Oh, no, you don't! Hullo, hullo~—}

PALERMG (over the speakers) A Hullo?

GLEN:

PALERNOS
Gl ENs

PALERMO:
GLENs:
PALERNO:

GloiNs

PALERMOS

Oh, I'm lucky you come in so early becausa I can spit
in your efre—-

.

Wmat's thak? And who is it?

It*'s the nan you're trying tw fix up with enemies——
listen I've just seen that bit in the papers about
Grigg—-~whaet is it (frantically peering)?---Hit Lines
of the ¥egk---and you've put down exactly what she said
to me last night over the phone, it couldn't have been
more than eight hours ago---and she said you said I had
the wickedest tongue in Fleet Street, well, I‘'ve never
worked in Fleet Street, and 1'11 tell you what you can
do with your jobe—e

i

Yes? ‘ ‘
Not that #t's a job at ali, ‘ o

Bxactly, But I tell you what I'm going to do, I'm
putiing you on a contract today, and fifty pounds is
yours on signature, I'm satisfied with your work,
Glen, - .

what? -

Anyway, that man loves every word we say ab out him,
People give their right hands for an attack in the
pspers these days. I xnov a hundred starlets craving

t0 be smeared. No, Glen, you've done a good job of
work and don't have to blame yoursslf, with you looking
innocent, and me painting you black, why, that fascinates
people, <(all in ®r that contra:t. (He hungs up)



e B

Ldﬂ‘wc}j.{
' AP g Mh“ Ve
oAb ¢ oA . - | b 4 g
o ¢ | Ao G
" © A bare attic room,
GLENS Well, I got my contract, though ho denied ever having

said it, All it did was stipulate that I was entitled
to full commission, so 1t was valueless, 4And I got
twenty. five pounds instead of fifty. But it saved ma,
I told him I couldn't afford to stay in a hotel any more
and he said I could Mmove in upstairs, There was an
attic room avove tha' office, without furniture. So
I did, the day after, a bleak Sunday. HNot & siick of
furniture, No light. A wire hanging from the ceiling,
that's all, 1 dragged up a chair from the oiffice,
as a beds PFor bedclothes I used my overcoat, with
a towel round my head (he puts these on), It had
. started raining and I watched the water running down the
windows, while the direet lamps gave me a lot of ligh t.
Hot & car passed in two hours, (He is in the chair)™
Hot a sound from the' other houses: more offices, probably.
i woke up cold after midnight. Mamxwx Went with my eyes
closed (he does it) to get more clothes (Ypens cases on
the floor), and puiled out two more suits and sil the
- ghirts 1 could find, And piled these on top of me
(does s0)s That was better., 1 dreamed about my wine
being sour becrause 6f a frost in the heat of summer,
i heard a sharp noise below {jumps), was suddenly in a
eltting position, my heart beating fast end ay mouth
open, Something had fallen. Perhaps somebody,.
I waited, staring into the darkness. Sound of a chair
being scmmpad across the flooxr downstairs (we hear it),
And the sound of steps——-1 hoped against hope they weren't
coming upstairs. 1 leansd forward, ready to spring.
But silence sgain, 1 decidedcto see for myself, 1
tiptoed outside and saw there was a light below (light
appears at exit), I heard whispering and this made me
bolder., 1 walked on down and heard Palermo cough,
I could have laughed with relief, But when he saw me
’ someone shrieked (woman shrieks), and all at once I had
()2 L€ a8 confused picturs of Mrs Grigg pulling her blouse up
N quickly, sitting on his desk, and he leaping awgy as if
|t he'd beea shot, And they remamined ihwEe there, staring
2 KB at me, while I stared at them, 1 realised I must mske
g & surprising picturs too, with the towel wrapped round
3 \_{'} . mp head, 1 went back upstairs. And after a time
(again in his chair) I heard them tiptoe down the stairs,
when I woke next morning there were cheerful Monday morn-
ing sounds--~trucks being unloaded, the click of heels
on their way to wrk, I decided to buy some furniture,
(raising himself painfully) above =21} @ bad.
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A furniture shop,.

Two doors away I hund & second-hand furniture

shop. It seemed to be my lucky part of town.

The door made a loud cling when I went in (we

hear this), And &:man appeared. He had a white )
starched collar on but no jacket, and a flushed, wide
face. He laid a fat hand on one of the bedsteads.

_ i MR PARSONS hes appenred,
Well, =ii? '

i*d like a bed., May be a chest of dfewers if you've
got one, nothing grdnd.
: Y
Whatts that, pleas?’?
A beds ]

Qh:’ blimey.
Yes, that's the ides,

A bed? Now, & bed, ‘There’s this,
You'll need a mattress,
Have you got a sscond-hand one?

we don't do that any more, mate, 1It's not hygienige,
if you follow me, .
1*11 have to buy & new one, do you think?

Well, you'd be well advised to, I mean, in & city like
this our 1ittle hopping friends thrive, don*t thaey?

I only went it for a few weeks, pprhaps months,

I see. I might be able to lzy my hands on something
if it*'s only for a few weeks.

You mean you*d want it back?

No, maté, that wouldn't do, would it? What I mean is,
if it don't have to be special I think I can sult you, -
It'11 be clean if used, as the actress sald t the
bishops Yes, it woz_x't be this week though.

I neced it today.
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You an actoz?

-

No, I'm here on business---—and »avarythi?{'s a rush,

I was going to say, 1 get actors sometimes, Free
tickets have come to me that way, They wantx bits and
pieces for their digs. 4nd then they try % sell them
back, Very unhyglenic, some of *em, But being sympath.
etic to the art 1 give ‘em a good price, more than 1

can afford, " .

So cen we gebt the matiress todsy?
1'11.phone my dumb friend in Nightingale Lene and he
might be ab:‘/le. to drive something over,
Would it cost a lot?
g

I could do you divan and mattrass for fourteen quid.snd
that's more or.leastletting it go for the fun of it.

I can't afford four‘éeef:-.

Well, Xk I might knock off a little bit but it won't be
less than twelve, - _

Whet abouta. ten? . ) ) ’ .

I'11 tell you what, give me eleven pounds down now and
I*11 deliver the lot by four this afternoon.

I can give you five deposit.

And what about the rast?

The fim'll pP&y.. Two doors down. ’

fhen it'11 have to be twelve, I'm lenient with individ-
uals but firms have no faces, as 1 always say. All
right, then, let's see the colour of your monogy. . -
(GLEN tekes out five pounds) Do you smoke?

Ko, ,

Not this? (Shoving a small envelope) You mever know
when ciients want a puff, it ,msy be their hour of need,
vhere you from, the north?

No, Italy. ”

Thére"s zhany must be in need in Italﬁr, mate, Going .
back some time?

Yes,
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PARSONS: MWrite me down your address, mate,

GLER (as PARSONS pushes pleece of paper towards him) Where, Italy
do you mesn? :

PARSORSs No, here, Yo, said you wanted a bed, eh? :
GLEN:  Yes., (writing)

PARSONS (di2lling) 1I*1l phorie my dumb friend, Hullo, is that
you? There's a young man just come in, he wants to
put in an order, five hundred rubber preventives with
zips on. That's right, mate, Listen, Arihur, get
ne out one of them matiresses, have it round here by
twelve noon, mate. (Hangs up) He's had a nasty life,
Arthur, Seaman, Hates and loathes the sea, Had
his tongue cut out---got on the wrong side in a row
one night in Malaya. He never tslks about it, TFor
.obvious feasons, Listen, I don*t like to let an intell-
igent man slip through my Lingers, I'll give you bed and
nattress for five quid if you*ll come back and. see me
_pefore you go to italy.

GLENS AL} wight.
PARSONS: Don't lei me down, though,

GLENS You can't give me a chest of drawers for say another
five quid, can you, just to compleie the deal?

PARSOKS:s Here, you're trying t sell my spuls  All right, I'1l
tell you what, I'll rake out & little chest of drawers,
I was keeping it for a piscan who likes two hundred
years of grime in his furniture, I'1l send it xound
wvith ths rest, ‘

GLId: “whatts the price?

PARSONS: Just you come round and see me before you go to Italy,
mate, .

GL BNz And after saying that he turned round and went back te
his dark little room. '

9¢
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Ihe Attic Roon,

In the sfternoon it &ll arrived: Meanwhile I'd bought
some blsmkets, that was what I needed the rest of my
money for, Y¥han the chest of drawers stood agesinst
the wall .with the light from the window on it, humble
and mellow, 1t made me think of civilisation as if it
was.ano ther Iifa.

Muriel .comes inm.
Thez;e's a letter fHr you. "

It's & éambridge post mérk. I don't want to epen 1teee
(handing it .back) .it's only insults$ You open it.

A1 right. Himey. It's a chegue for three hundred
smackers, Look! . , .

Wnat? Who's it made out to? |

You, )

Ma? . 4

And there's a letter, That's private,

GLRN : (reading it) 'I*ve found out ithe most gensrous rates for a

MUBIEL:

GLENs
MURIZELs
GLENS
MURIXEhLs

syndicated article.and I hope this refunds you for any
loss of copy on my account, Please forget what you

saw in the office last night, For .God's sake tsake this
aud don't be squeanmish, not that I exactly associate .
squeamishness wvith you, I shall return the cheque again
and again to you if you refuse it, 1 implore you to tear
up this letter., I never knew I could get so panicky

but 1f Jeff finds out about this I'm finished, he*ll

£ix me for good, he'll rid mes of every friend I have in
the States, I don't know if this maekes you fzsl powsr-
ful but I hope you have a little Christian feeling. -

If this cheque is 8ll wrong, I mean if you want something
else, 1ot me know, Yours, Louise Grigg.' Here——-give nae
that-——-1'11 tenr them both upl

Look out! Oh, lord above, he's torn up three hundred
quid. .

Squeamish, I like that}

How what did you do that for?
It was dirty monay, that's why.
So is all wmoney, duck,
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She can have all the affalrs she likes without paying

mes

Oh,' Wﬂlo
who will?

He'll take it, if you don't,

MURIZDL (going outy Why do you think?

PALERYO (off)

MURIEL (also off).

Glen! uhat the hell have you got up there, a
woman? . :

[}

It's me.

PALERMO (off) OB, that's different,
' | S PALERIMO enters.
PALERMO: Well, you've got quite o little palace here; Listen,

GLEN: «
PALERNOT

GLIENs
PALERNO
GLBX3
PARERNO®

GLENe
PALRERNO:

GLENs
PALBRKOS

GLENS
PALERMO:

Glen, 1I'1l trade you this room rent free for a litile
favour, !Cambridge tmxi@t.

Cmnbridge tonight, what do you mesn?

The thing is I'nm a little scarea of Grigg, he's just
returned to Englanide—— .

I'm scared of him too}
and he's invited yon to a pm"ky.
M:at?

Tonights 1 arrenged it.  Well, she dids I've gone
rather deep with Iou---as you saw, Glen, Be & good chsp,
The position 1s thig-~-~I think we should all come to-
gether, like a xmly--

#*

Ohy; nol

I don*t want him ,to feel out in the cold, you see,. Glen,
1 mean, you sgem to know how to grease rusty Jjoints,

Me?

He iikes you, apparently. He enjoyed the story.
Neturally, I'm letting him think it was)\who wrote it,
1 keep pushing you down lLou's throat as a dangerous
mindy and someone to woo.

Thanks$

They*ll both eat out .of your hend. Anyway, for God's
seke get up there end show him we're not really enemies,

/7&



CLERs
PALERMO:

GLIN:

GLENS

LOUISE:s

GLENS
LOUISE:

GLENS

- &

Explain 'it?‘ill.

Al right, I'11 go.

Dark suit, begins at eighi, arrive at nine,
PALERMO leaves,

1 was in the train soon after sesven, with a dark suit
on, Two nights in the role of bedclothes hadn*t done

. the suit any good but Muriel had an iron downstairs.

I was exciteds So much so that the ends of my fingers
were trembling, <Country lights, dim and pin-pointed,
shone through the £ilth of the train windows. A drizzle
started and swept sgainst them---z3trenge that =2 wvind
should start up now, At Cambridge it nearly wrenched
the compartment door out of my hand. Long cars weors
parked outside the apartment block. A dustbin 1id flew
0off somewhere.

! 10,

The GRIGG spartment.

I pressed the bell (it rings) and there waes Louise

Grigg suddenly before me, in a8 chiffon dress siung .
low at the neck and hor arms bare. She was flushed
slightly and her eyes were brighter perhaps than I'd

seen thenm hefores A look of fear; the smallest of
twitches, went through her face when she saw me.

Then her expression sesttled for a kind of smiling
self-rastraint. not :f.‘riendly at all,

LOUISE GRIGG has appeared,

Like to hang youxr coat, G—len? Just stroll in., Some
wind mn:.gm,eh?

And how,

There's a man who brings the drinks, With white gloves,
) She goes off again vith his eoat.
i leoked though to the other room. A leasant, soft

light cama from there (we see this), Oge or tw heads
were shaved, One of them belonged to an army man in
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a uniform that made him look menacingly clean, as if he
was trying to answer an sccusation of filth, The women
vere pretty. There was a roar of maie laughter (we hear
this) and I noticed a flushed plump men raise his eyes
and, laughing with the rest, sgy---in an English voice-—

VOICE {off) I couldn't sgree more! I absolutely couldn'ts’

GLENS

WAITER:
GLENs
WALITER:

GLENg

WALITERs

GLIENS

GI.ENs

MYRAs
GLENS
MYRAs

Then the waiter with the white gloves canme,
WALITER enters.

Drink, sim #

Thenks, f

Viisky or dry Martini: no sherry, they like their liquor

harde You English?
. X

Yes. '

Thought so, Well, walt for it. You're going to see

some thing tonight., Y

‘f He leaves again,

The doorbell rzng (we hear this) and a new group srrived,
Louiss giving them a sort of loud family welcoms, much
more tham she'd given me, And one of the pretty women
came in with a tray of sandwiches,

MIRA enters.

Her dress was the darkest in the room with slighily old-
fashioned fiounced sleeves, Her hair was dark too, and
in the dimmess--~i realised how low the lights wereww
it framed her pale face like black sasin, She reminded
me of a Holbein sketch of one of the Tudors,

-

lLike one?

No, thanks.

I*m in fashion, Name's Myra., Wwhat are you?——forgive
me asking but I have to single you out from the nuclear
nuts, ' -

I'm in wine,

In what?

¥ine,

Well, listen to that, Are you drunk most of the time?
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No.
Well, vhy not?

LOUISB comes in,
Vell; how are you two meking out? Jeff just arrived,
He's in wine., 1Now lsn't that sometl{ing?
Oh, is that what he told you?
A side you don't knojwt:‘ about,
There's a whole lot :{? don't know about you, i dare say.
Well, well, you're in wine now, are you? I'11l go look
nfter my guesis, they're cascading in,

{ She leaves.

You know when I drinki this stuff I get hallucinations.
1 scee people &s all kfj.nds of things.

You do? f

what did you say your name was?

I didn't., It's Glen, sayway.

Listen, Glen, you seeo that General through there, with
the vniform? Name of Heeley., Nicest guy on earth.
Says his wife went to the top of Eiffel tower and tried
go throw her two babies off, and they shipped her over
%t one of the nicest hatches in the state of Cglifornis,
I scremmed with laughier,

¥hy?

¥ell, isn't it funny? To go through the trouble of
having babies and then throw them off the Eiffel tower?
Anyway, didn't you know this man has orders to gas all
wine merchants in Europe in the event of a nuclear cat-
astrophe? (She slips 0ff her shoes) Well, here we
g0, lLook at that, Glien---my first haliucination.

She goes, shoeless.

She meant Jefferson Grigg, who had just walked into the
other room., He shook hands with slmost everyone except
the General. Or perhaps they're very old friends.

The room was getting hotter and hotter, G(Grigg seemad
to have grown tdller during his journey, his stride

vwas more loping and authoritative. The creases of his
face, like reckless pencil lines, seemed deeper. And
he was tired, When he saw me he didn't bat an eyelid,
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et
#san to suspect a trap: he was being too nice,
GRIGG appears,
lad you could come, Bring your wife this time?
No, she's miles Away.
But you're happily married?
Yes,
1 whsh I was happily married like that, Perhaps it's
the only way, never see ‘em,
t Louise comes in,
why don's you two teke your jackets c;ff?

A good idea at that, ¢ Peel it off, Glen., We're
informal here,

It's certainly hot,.

A R

LOUISE goes again, addressing
the other room withs

LDUISE (off) Well, doesn't this look cosy.

GLEN2
GRIGG:

GLZNs
GRIGG:

GLENg
GRIGGs

GLENS
GRIGGs

How did your lectures go?

Oh, you know how i% is, They just goggled, Chromosome
damage, alpha radiation, (NS-——thev know nothing. They
can't tell mxkxghiwidxmaksk the difference batween fifteen
megatons and A lighted match.

They would if one went off, I expect.

Youtre demned right. md the sooner they face up the
better, or it*s going to be an awful mess,

What wes thai;(you said, *CNS'?

why, he's learning! Central Nervous Sysiem Syndroms,
You lose control over your limbs, get very excited, have
difficulty breathing, sort of black out now and then,
and you're dead in say eight to ten hours,

Srunds a nasty experience,

See that guy through there? The one bristling with
medels, He won't take his jacket off, Chocolate
soldier, lName of Heeley, Gemergl Heeley. e like
to get rid of him and his butler early on, It!s his
butler, by the way. He wouldn't dirty his hands with
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nuclear tools, not him, He thiaks he's in a tradition,
the crumbs, He even rides a horse. What say to anather

‘drink, Glen?

Thanks,

And take that waistcoat off, you*tll fry. 1I'll put your
stuff im the sacks

The what? :
But GRIGG has gone.

No wondér most of theimen had taken their jacketis off,
and the women had kicked off their shoes---it was getting

-like & furnace. Only the General had hl.s still on, and

he was getting up to a.eave.

GRIGG appears again.
¢
¥hisky and sode, am 1‘_ right?

3

CE '
OK, pour it down, foul-mouths But try and publish the
details of this party and, oh, boy---! Even your boss
won*t own you,

Yes.

Listen, about all that

Oh, no, don't give me phoney confessions as well; I'm

not that gullibles, Listen, Louise sold me the line that
1 admire you for your siere damned neck, s0 lei's leave
it at that. ¢

Here, look, that chap's taken his trousers off,

The General must have gone, (Calling out) How gpes
it, Charles?

is he Bnglish?

Owns this flat, as a matter of fact. One of your defence
men, And a friend of minew--got it?

You don*{ have to worry about me remembering any of this,
I'm drunk,

I guess 1'd better put the heating wups -~
You mean downe.
Youtve still got your shoes on, 1Take 'em off}

He leaves.
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GLENs I untied my shoelaces,” when I could find them,

(Dpes this) Starte: humming., Not only was the place A"""’

hot enough from ihe central heating but I couldiLouise
Grigg piling logs on a fire, When aparks flew up the
chimney she and the woman called Myra seemed to think it
a gpecial joke., But none of the other guests secmed
worried, They couldn't gll be in a plot, like people
in a dreem, More clothes were coming oft, One woman
nede no vones about taking off her stockings,

GRIGG comes back,

£

GRIGGs Here's your number tag. (Hands him tag with string)
‘ You' re number 49.

~n g

GI-EN: 437

*

-~

GRIGG: Go on, the sacks are through there.
GLEV:  Sacks? ' |
{
RIGG (gulping down his drink) Sacks, sacks. Put your clothes
in them, And theseare Myra's shoes, That's her,
a lovely etching outside and a mess in, Put 'em in
number 23, she always takes that one.

GLEN lemves with shoes,
GLEN (off) Here, you mesn?
GRIGGE that's right, You know, I really do like you-—-
(as GLAEN returns) you're such a damned crook I think
youtve made hell your home as thoroughly as I have,
You can look so damned gxxsx innocent,  Here, damn it;
can you rgad By number?... 1 nesd glasses,

GLERs Thirty-saeven,

Griggs Yosh, wpll I'm usually in the thirties,
GLENs Those sacks {as GRIGG tekes his own shoes out) are

£iliing up fast.

GRIGG {off) ~Son-of-a~-bitch if somebody hasn'it put his shoes in
ming---a pair of damn big boots. Out you get (sound
of heavy shoes tumbling)e That kind of thing takes &’
wiole night to work out, it's like a running ‘sore,
people just won't think (as he sppesrs again).

GLEN: What's all this for?
GRIGGs Oh, com® on, Glen. Let's have your shirtk,
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GRIGG:

LOUISE:

GRIGGs
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Shirt? You've slready got my jacket and my waistcoat,
Walistcoat? You mean vest,

I've got my vest on undar my shirt.

Yeagh, and I got an ove'gcoat under my pants,

"They reel about, taking off their
‘clothes.

iLOBSIE comes in,
¥ell, I never thought I:d sas you two piaying club
pais. ’

-

These English people lrsist on calling their vasts

" waistcoats, and he sterts telling me he's wearing his
waistcoat under his sh%rte

They're screaming for iés, Jeff (ss she leaves again),

I'1l be right in., Though they ain't screaming very
loud, are they? (with a wink at GLEN) Gimme your gear,

That's right,. (GRIGG leaves) I was as naked as I
intended to get., I mean, I didn't know these people,

I was astonished when Grigg and Louise walked into the
other room stripped of every shwed of clothing, and
everybody made a wild sort of cry (we hear this).

No vwonder the lights wers so low; Other people started
foliowing their exsmple. The Englishman was already
down to his socks only, He had a very big belly., But
it didn't seem to matter, It was nice, renlly, What
I mean 1s it seemed natural. You could hear the soles
of their feet brush on the carpet, and their breathing,
and sometimes & slight stamp of & heel, or the smack of
one of their hands on a buttock or thigh, You could
see that these péople had the ease that comes with power.
They reminded me of Bnglish brigadiers and corps comm-
anders during the last years of colonial India, when the
sun had not quite set in their faces, and the invesitments
were still showing a yield, and & pleasant, ungrudging
nepgnanimity soothed and shone its way info their cheeks.
I remembered how they 1lit their cigarettes; stood in
messes drinking their tea, the comfortable drone of their
voices, and these same unashamed almost feminine movements.
They wers exactly like the Englishman of yesterday---the
Englishmen of a certzin class. They even dressed like
him, much mere than we did ourselves, They spoke with
the same casual awareness of great povwer:. Even an
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Americen accent was barely perceptible. liike the
Englishman of yesterdey, he was suave, fair-minded, self-
assured in manner if not in fact: a new race of imperial
gentlemen, Ho vwonder this Englishmen agreed with them
so well, and laughed when they laughed, in a seventh
heaven of nostaigis. For me he was pimyed-out: I could
B8ee ghe dead ideas playing in his face, &8s I could hear
them in his voice, For me he was hardly an Englishman
at all, But for these Americans he was what thay meant
by English, And this:made his volice & shade more hersh
and downrxight tham it would have been with his own native
kind, among whom ho had lost caste long agos he was
basking in an empire again, and he seemed to realisé that
he preferred it to his own country and certainly to most

of his own countrymen.,{ In fact, I think that was what

stopped me going into the other room: his presence, alone,
I was a fellow-Englishian of the kind he hai never wanted
to knowe S0 I let him bask, rocked in the feeling that
he was the only Englishman present. He had more contact
with these foreigners than he could ever have with me,
And I realised I could say the samet I had more contact
with them, they were closer to my ways of resasoning, than
he, VWhich gave them great pover---over & divided world,
Yet the pover, like the caspsl self-assurance, was &
masks porhaps that was why they threw it off after dark,
and goit down o grass-roots; vwhich wers death and anguish,
with their beaming Bnglish clown in tow, playing the -
BEnglishman of yesterday for all he was worth, though he
did it less well than his hosts. An old-world decorum
st%ill hung over them ails when they left the room they
slipped an overcoat or dressing gown over their nakedness,

MYRA enters in a dressing gown,
Have you an idea of my number, honey?
1 think it's 23,

A problen---bhere to keep 2 handkerchief with no
clothes on.

’

She 1eavas.
Sometimes 1 thought I saw dawn peeping throngh the

curtaing, but it always turned out to be light
reﬂecﬁeﬂ from the dying log fire, 1 heard somesone

T P 35’/—1)
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owrmur *Food' and there was a bustle towards the
door. ILouise appeared, looking more like a girl,
her hau' untidy.

"LOULSE enters, also in a
«dressing gomn, ‘

Mind if I sit down? Couldn't quite meoke i%, huh?
Make' what?

_ You stil} have some clothes on,

I vas-—-watchingess

_ . v
There's not once card the depil ever offered you
that you haven'® pliayed, is there? HNo wonder
you won't show us your naked flesh. I resalised,
by the way, that you procured me for Pselermo,
You were dead rights my legs went weak the .
minute 1 clapped eyes on him,

what?

He got a neat description of me when you got back
to town-~~he told me thate—

All I said was yeaz
T ° 36.



LOVISE:

GLEN:

-36-

I'11 t6ll you what happened, He looked at you with &
lesr in his eyes ard you nodded, Because you're in
cashoots, the two of you, But he's the better man,

He does something. He doesn't just waich, Oh, I
know you're playing at these things. Ve thought you'd
make A friend at firsi. Pine thing we got ourselves
into. Frankly, you scare me, Kot becauss you look
scarcy, but because you don't, ®That's why it's so
uncanny, ¥hy not procure for yourself?

what?

LOVISE (coming closer to.him) "L:Lsten, Glen, I just don't Believe

GLENs
LOULSE:

GLINs
LOULSE:
GLENs
LOVISE:

Gl:8Ns
LOUISE:

LOUISE:
GLEN:

& man can give Up heing good. I dontt think it's
possible, For one thing, my rsligion doesn't allow
me to. ‘

?
Nor does mine,

;

God in heaven, you're not Catholic, are you? (len,

go and find a priest,” I can take you round to dur little

church in the morning---take communiont I nmean,

don't you ever? }‘
\}

What?
Confess?
To a priest? I haven't done, no.

Darling, you look so miserable, I'm not going o let
you be dammed, Jeff even wuwldn't wani me to.

God's the judge of that.

You think we've gt no power at a11? I'll shovw you

that isn't true! 1 might save you---itm weak and

stupid but I could have a tryl (She sits on his lsp)

A woman's softness could do it. That might be one

weakness you've overlooked---every man is born of woman,
They murmur and coo and fondle,

You refused the cheque, didn't you?

Yes.

LOUISE (kissing him) #hy? Do you want more?

GLBNg
LOUISE:s

I'wm not interested in cash.

Dar}ing, you'll be good, won't you? Don't let Jeff
hear a thing-— I'm going Yo sofien you, you can't
be ‘hard all the way throughl (Kisses him again) 1Is
that your trouble, Glen?
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GLEN:  what? |
LOVISBY  You aren't married, are you, darling?
GL-ENS What are“yc-u talking about®
LOULSE: 1 mn‘fs give up though,
_ GRIGG comes in,
GRIGGS Comfortal 1e?
LOVISE: dJeffy Jeff... Taeke it easy.
GRIGG: Am I too early or too late?
LOUIE}E; I haven't don? mythigxg:

GRIGGe I knew it was this on@ or Palermo. Tell you the truth,
) 1 thought this one was too normal for your tastes.’ Wwhy,
you dirty somof-a—bitrh-m

)

LOUISE:  Jeff) ¢
GRIGGS  ~--lOwdoun, tuwo-timing mele whore...

; He disappears for a moment,
LOULISE:  Jefts

GRIGG (reappearing with sack number 49, empty, in his hand) I*1l
teach you to pull the wool over my eyes, 1'11 pull this
over yoursi

He grabs GLEN and, forcing him back
into his chair, puts the sack over
his head and with a neat movement
ties the strings to the back of the
chair ik such a way that GLEN's arms
are bound too.

GRIGG: Now try and get out of that., (GLEN struggles) Cofne on,
get back to the nature rooms

He pushes LOUISE out, GLEN is
stone azain,

GLEN: Don't you touch mel (Kicks) Heear what I said?
Don't you come near! (Kicks) Louiset  (Lisfiens)
Are you still here? (Suddenly spins round chair as if
enemy behind) ‘Tney haven't left me like this, have they?
Grigsl  Iouise!  {Struggles to get free)

MYRA comes in..
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MYRA {staring) Oh, no{ No... %hat's the worst yet}

GLENs

LOUISE:

She flees.

Hullo, hullo? Was that somebody? They must be able

%0 see me through there, Griggl Here, he must have
opened a door---I'11 freeze to death! Grigg! I don't
know, people are irresponsible nowadays, They must be
ahle to see me. They can't think this is normal,

(Tries to untie himself) VWhat's he done? Grigs!

God, what a o0l I was to come up here, That Pdlermo,
I'l]l give hin something tomorrow morning. God, it's
wold, I suppose I just wait, But I'll freeze to death,
{sicks again, - struggles)

LOUISE appears,
N

0K, cool off, N

GLEN (as she waties him) (ool off—-I'm frozen! You got me

LOVISH:
G N3

GRIGG:

LOUISE:

GRIGGs

" LOVISE:
GRIGGS
GEEHs
LOVISHEs

GLENs.
LOULSE:

GLENs
LGUISEs

GLENs

:mto a nice fix, d.uln‘t you?

Gee, I'm soxTy, 3&1
2

- I -bet you're not,

’ GRI.GG comes in with 3 bottle of
wine, and one glass,

Kind of a misunderstanding, Here, get this down.
From Charles's cellar,

Feelinsﬁ OK now, honey? (= GRVG 6D

1 think Il throw myself down somewhers. i'm veat,
The spare room's clear, honey,.

Kill thét bottle, Glen! {as he goes off)

How did you do it‘;‘

Ohy I softened him up. Anyway, that's enough of trying
to save people. As from tonight.

He didn*t beat you?

¥hat, him? I'd like to see him try. He madec me swear
on a bible.

What?

That i% wasn't you. Thank God he didn'% nake me
swear about Palermo, that's all. :

Where are the guests?

WNTYSUYYYNABYYIYREYXAN
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LOVISE: Hostly asleepe I think fthat's what Lou means to do
tooe Good night, we'll be meeting in a day from now,

GLIENs Whera?

LOBISE (going) Ask your boss. He phoned up Jeff and arranged it,
1 don*'t know how he does it. '

o _ GLENS Good nights I sat there for somg time, stretched,
yawned, got up. Went to find the conitents of number
49 {dissppears for a moment), and begen dressing.
Then'I walked into the nig room, ‘Rhere wers sleepers
everywhers. They had all been lovingly covered with
coats or blankets, like children, mute and pale, seeming
to stare at me behind their closed eyelids, 1 saw
Myra, her head slumpad forward, twitching, :
%

Noeh Py

i1,

4 v g

The Backs.

GLENS Qutihde, I found a morning so serene that I stood
where I was between the gilt swing-doors znd the long,
grimed, official cars, my hends in my pockets, just
looking at th® skye The wind had done its cleansing
job and there wers only the last fine traces of cloud
high up. ' HNo one was ebout, An electric milk-irollsy
throbbsd from a neary by street, a suburban sound that
@ made me want to laugh. 1 wakked towards the Backs,
it being too early for a café to be open, The colleges
were still and closed, their windows reflecting the firss
watery yellow of the sun., The teuch of the chill air,
the sun that bore into everything like a dismond, the
silence I found when 1 reached the river were like
judgements on the night I'd had, but I couldn't tell
what they were, ‘he birds vere swzke on the river and
all at once three swans throbbed with a happy will
overhead, tracing the riverline precisely, gleaming in
the sun, their wing-beats eeholng on the water, 1 sat
down on & bench and looked across at King's chapel, vast
and as slways so fixed against the sky that it wasn't
ours sny more, but past and future. ihe river moving
slowly between the lawns reminded me of English summer
afternoons long agoe. The Bridge of Sighs looksd as if



it enclosed watchers from the past, But--~there

didn*'t seem sny connecting links sny more, Not with

those summer afternoons 1 ceuld remember vididly, no®

even with the scene that lay before me, It was like

a painted scene, After the nighYl'd just had it

didn't seem resl. Strange that Grigg's thoughts should
stesl into my head now; 1like a threat, and viciously

true, We were marking time, yes, wmiting, And

Sngland, I wés in Bngland: but what Ingland existed

now, even in this most English sceney It was like a
memory. Nature was like a memoryt it had all been

broken underneath, from the swans to the bright lawns
stirring in the sunsghine; in one moment it could all
collapse---perhaps was collapsing invisibly at this

moment, ¥hich made it &ll a plessant memoxry at best,

As an ugly town was an unpleasant memory at best,

We were watching the cm'em fruits of past generations,
and the careful fruits of God: we wers the first
spectators, because the key to its total destruction had
been fbhund, Look at! this soaring chapel, pointing up

far beyond us into the past and future, But what

future? We couldn't{|secure sbout a future, So it /6»{
sealed us into ourselves, The future wasn't ours,

So there could be no past, either, We had no future
because we had no power to form it, It was being decided
by other minds, for motives we knew nothing about,

We had lost the power of choilce. So we were like unwanted
guests in the universe. A gardencr cycle& glong the /L, wlfead
grawel path in front of new—-

{ gardener cyclss past,

GLENs at least he looked like a gerdener, and said & ringing——
GARDZENBR: Godd morning!

GLxNg Good morning? And at once my thoughts wers behind me,
I was lost again in the business of life, Just a ring-
ing good morning could do it, 1t didn't take much to
pull the wol over our eyes, A few windovs opened,
There was the sound of cars from King's Parade, And
a church bell started, followed by others. This most
demmniiing of all sounds reinforced the walls snd iawn
and soaring stone, and insisted on past and future being
intact, and I gave in happily and willingly, and let the
£false dream suffuse me, (Bellis) 1 got up, my hands in
my pockets, and strolled over the bridge again., I was

hungry.

¥e hear the bells of Cambridge,.
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. Palermo's office, -

That night had mother strenge effect, It heppened
when I was walking across King's Cross station on my
way to the office. Wl1 of a sudden I felt as if I'd.
been implicated in something---not & crime but SOme-
thing, which I mustn'% telk sbout, And it wasn't
Just one thing, 1In & formidable way I was prevented
from talking openly about anything, as if &l my life
novw lay under & veil Of sscrecy. And I began to feel
watched, Put more precisely, I began to feel watch-
able, 1 felt not quite clear in ny record. Some~
thing was on my record which I didn't know about, ,

I had to be careful, I mustn't speak, but exactly what
the forbidden subjects were I didn't know, so they could
woll be everything, 1 was involved, Yot I'd done
nothing, I had been made an ally, but for what I didn't
know, The veil spread by the previous night lay over
all secrets, including the most terrible ones, which
were whether & machine of total destructionchad been
invented, and where it was, and who controlied the
button, and then who controllei those who controlled
the button, in a series of secrets that reached down
finally to me, who had no importance at all, and who

* tried to live &s 1f there werse logic and plain facts still,

But how or why this was 50 I couldn*t say: only that

the night's experiencé, showing me bulging hairy parts-
and strong shining bosoms and hips fruitful of suggest-
ions and legs curling affectionately over others and

hot skin touching other skin with thrilling unconcern,
exposad with its very unsecrecy the deadly secrecy on
which our 1life was founded now, You know, after a night
like that, you come to the core and germ of the world,

I had touched its secrets which was that all modern
life was a kind of secret service, And 1 was involved,
The thought made me shudder, I felt pale and could
hardly walk, My cheeks drooped and I couldn't look
other people in the eye, 1 shuffied through to Palermo's
office, He was there, in & spotlessly white shirt

that made his hends look frail, his lips fastidiously
saft, He looked up slowly.

Thanks, by the way,
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¥hat for?
Winning dad over, All-night session? 3She phoned me
just now, Asked for you too,

Anywsy, thanks, You'll hold my hand tonight, eh?

I'm not going to any parties, I've hé.d enough of then,
dJust a gathering &t my ciub, HNot a party., (all it
work, And I*1l nee&you for eomething else, in an
hour from now, H

What?

4 .
Oh, a conference. I!m on to something good. Mesnwhile
get some sleep., By the wsgy, I opened an account forxr
you today. Put threa hundred quid in.

| @,.
hhat_“? ¢

it's the bank we uge.:: Bank charges fall on us.’

- What three hua!draﬁﬁ is that, for God' s sake?

The advence I told you about,
But that was twenty-five,
¥e thought you were worth more,

ho's we? ‘

Chandler Williams and me, Why, want me to take it
back? a

No., Well, thank you very much,

I'm under the weather too., Ticker. I'm saving
nyself up for tonight. Great things. The universes

In fact, if you don't mind, 1'11
use your bed upstairs.

I helpeti him up from his desk, fThen he was &all right.
He walked upstairs very siowly---I felt he.didn't want
Murisl to see. He came down an hour later looking
fresh and spruce for the conference, and bustled me
into a taxi outside, ' It was an office behind the
Strand. Selsey Associates was written on the doox,

I don't think I understood one word of what went on,
Two men were there, one called Selsey and the other
Percy Klydonhall., ° when the receptionist said that

Mr Selsey was engaged with Mr Klydonhall at the moment
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Pelermo made an amazed whew under his breath and looked
down at his suit, straightened his cuffs, This Klydon
hall kept to the background a1l the time., He was one of
those mer who might be any age, and would be 8ll his life ,
" Perhaps because of the readiness of his smile, which

sent a sparkle al1 through his face. And, in fact, they
sonetimes called him *Junioxr', At that moment & huge,
beaming, red-faced fellow came out, '

13,

§. Selsey*s office,

«

s o ¥

Selsey, Klydonhall, Palermo, '
Glen are present,

GLENS He bubbled with professional langhter, talked most of
-+ the time, went to an untidy desk and then forayad out
sgain, rubbed his hands together anil ducked his head in
an odd wey with a 1ittle hissing sound through his teeth,

SELSEYs ° Hullo, old pal, still up to your dirty tricks?

PALERMO: Oh, I've -brought my stooge., Glen, this is Leomard
Harcourt Selsey. Never trust 8 man whe looks like
that, : ‘ .

SELSEY: DNot in my game, is he?

PABERMO:  God, I should hopefnots

SELSEY: Oh, that's all .x'ighi:. | Dont't like other dogs---alvways

‘ ‘ vant to bite them. Professionsal jealousy. You know

~ Percy Kiydonhall, 1 suppose?

PALERD: How do you do.

KLYDORHALL: How do you de.

SELSEY: _The point about Johnny Palerme, Percy, is he's an
amateur, And we need '®n still, You see, these

companies with their overheads big or small can't
bring people together in & simple act of fellowship,
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And Johnny still can. It does depend on people in
the end, don't you agree, Junioz?

KLYDONHALL: Oh, sbsolutely,

SELSEYs
PALERMO:

SELSEY:

PALERMOs
SELSEYs-

Kow &g you knov, John, we're interested, And we mustn't
lose money. ‘ ' : .

You wonft-
We'd betisr not, HNow if you like to take this thing on
your shoulders, OK, ~ But it has to be faster than any-
thing you've done before,
fonight. I told you: that,

Lo

All right, Percy?

KLYDONHALL: Pine,

SELSBY3

PALERNMOS

¢
And of course keep our names out of it until zero hour,
if you can launch us {safely you'll make & packet, 1
can promiss you that, X

A}

You'd better.

KLYDOKHALL: Shouldn't there be something written, Jjust among

SELSEYt

PALERMO3
SHLSEY:

PALERKOS
SELSEYs '
PALERMOS

ourselves?

Absolutely diastrous, I should have thought. 1If Jom
end I start rocking the boat, we'll be in the drink,
because we're in the same boat, Got me? e trust
each ofher, don't we, John?

e céi‘tainly db.

Now I smppose most of this depends on Charles, Natur-
ally, EExmypAknows his work, Matter of fact, Charles / we
and I were at school together. We never met---he was

in the Lower School. He was 8 crack shot on the range,

I seem to remember, Anyway, I just thought you ought

to mmhitm mest Percy beforehand, We're terribly tied

up this afternoon, otherwise we would have loved to ¢ hew
the fat a bit longer. By the way, I don't think your
professor's had a very good deal from the press.

8hy; he'll get a better one. _
I bet he will, At the ciub, then. Good bye.
iiood bye,.

-

. SELSEY and KLYDORHALL leave,
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My God, I've got to the top now, boy. I've seen
hin at the club, I've watched him wheel Muriel round
the dance £l00rw——

Yho?

Kiydonhall, But 1 didn'?t know he'd actually acknow-
ledge my existence one day. 0Old Selsey worked that,

I krev he wuld, once he could see something juicy.

I've been watching that pot-bellied old rat for years,
trying to squeeze a really good contact out of him,

and I've got it now, by God. You know, Glen, a woman
elways lets sonmething drop when she isn't thinking,

And Lou Jjust dropped & name, Like a penny, *Charlies’,
she said. Jike that. '

Charles who? L

Dornelling. The ohe whose flal you were at all night.
Ony §

And it clicked, to "join the two together, Now that
Klydonhall spends his time running between ¥Wall Street
and Threadnesdle Straet, some of the jobbers call him
Ariel, There isn't 8 pio on either side of the
Atlantic he hasn't got a finger ims I'm in the monsy.
1'i1l nake everybody green with envy, 1It'll eat through
them, corroding their guts.

But whai's it about, exactly?

He's even & lord,

Who is? ‘ ,

£Llydonh&all, - Bub he doesn't use the title any more
since he becanme 'Ame'ricam '

What, he's an American?

Any objections? |

lo tgut-—.-everybo‘dy seens to be,

You'd better not harbour dark thoughis about our Percy,
you know, Best not to gnaw the hand that feeds you,
Take a little bite now and then, but never gnaw steadily.
And what's Muriel got to do with him?

You know these girls. | Thay get ideas after a
Anyway, be there by seven sharp.

Ucchl
couple of dances,
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Where?

The 1810. Get the address from Muriel. And listen,
Glen, From now on _we only sing paeons of praise and-
hymns of love for Pdrfessor Grigg, get it? If you
know anything bad about him, keep it dark. In fact,
keep your mouth shut altogether,

~ PALERMO leaves.
If was a club for women as well, like most of its kind
in Mayfair: <fitted carpets, soft wall-lights, plushy
chairs, A commissionaire stood outside, not a beefy
one; his uniform and height were modest. The nod he
gave you established intimacy, It was a club foxr desals,

- j .
™

3’%

Sl e
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The 1810 Club,

PALERMO, LEONARD HARCOURT SELSEY
and JACK RYAN are there, Music.

Dancing went on in another room, Palermo and the

vast, hissing Selsey vwere &lready there, 8lso somew-

body called Jack who unlike evexryone else was dressed

in a sports jackst with a casusl shirt, a sharp, bright,
attentive man who swiiched his heed quickly from one
side to the other while he followed a conversation,

He nodded to me plemsantily and I had an immediate

desire to go over and sit by hinm and unload everything
on my mind, God knows why. And I wanted to drink,

Well, it was easys One ghisky followed enother quickly,

0ld jobber Carter-Staines grumbling the other day, no
bloody crises, have to engineer .one, he said, If only
the PM'd be caught in a tiolet soliciting, we could work
a2 one~day crisis and have the bloody prices down, but
all the sex perverts in the cabinet are in hiding,

You're tSlling me.
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I could have made a nice packet over that little bit
of embarrassment lest year, I had it all over ths morn-
ing papers if you remember, fascinating game stock-
jobbing, for thosa confirmed in the paths of evil.

Welly I'm popping over to the ofﬁcP. See you in a.
Jitty. . '

0K, you rascal,

RYAN lesaves.
briefly.

He returns

I think these are friends of yours, aren't they?

*  PALERMO jumps up, and GRIGG and
LOUISE enters RYAHN disappesars
again,

bomt

S0 there you are,

Come and meet Leonai'd Selsey. Leonard, these are the
great people i've been talking about.

How are you, Mr Sel.sey?

Delighted, Do come and sit down.
A waliter tekes LOUGISE's fur wrap,
MURIEL comes in, at first unseen,
Waiter? Aren't you.both whisl;y drinkers?

iI'm afraid so.

¥Muriel, darling! Come and sit'down, Professor and
Mrs Grigg, this is Muriel, from my offices

WAIZER returns,
Better bring a bottle, and soda for those who want it.
Right. )

He leavés again.
i'm glad you 1_:o'ok' it, honey.
Pook what?
The cheque.

What cheque?
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Didn't he put it in your bank today? Three hundred
pounds?

He said it was for-—-!

Anyway, I'm mighty relieved. Sp is Jeff.

Moy should he bs? |

You'll see. Used }any of it yet?

Yea, '

Fine, then it's too late to be proud.

Listen, 1'd just asﬁv. soon discuss that little project
before Charles blows in, just to get a brief, if you
get me,

1 absolutely agree.

{  RYAN enters agmin and goes over
~ ' to GLEN,

I've got you & drink,’'old chap, like to come and, join
me?

Oh, Thanks.

Zhey go to snother table,
You're Johnny's new acquisition,
That's xright.
Very old friend of mine, Johnny, Mahter of fact,
1 was with him last night, right at this table. You
wveren't arounde He maid you were aslesp or something.
No, I was at a party.

Let me get you another one, (Motions waiter over)

Thamks, Well, no, I was at a party, as a matter of
fact. .

Ah,
In Cembridge.

Priends of yours? I suppose you've & 1ot of old
acquaintsnces to see, coming back o EnglaNide——

The Griggs, over there-——the couple.
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0h, yes, they've taken Charlie Dornelling's place in
Cepbridge, haven't they?

‘Thatts right,

Best defence brain this country's got, outside the

s vernment. Never will go.for parliament, keeps his
infiuence with both parties tkat way. S0, Was it n
nice party? 1 imrggine 504

It went on @ll night.

What could be nicer than that?

wAITER brings their whiskies.

Cheers. God, i'm thirsty tonight. Ususlly I put
soda in bute—- o0 .

Doun the hatch., Soda corrupts & good whisky. I
imagine old Grigg knows how to give & good party.

¥ell, he shoots his mouth off a bit, old Jeff, You
know what he's over uere for, I suppospp
. A€

Some lecture tour, ism't it?

That's rights He said Huropeans had got expendable
written a1l over their faces, and they didn't know the
difference between fiftwen megatons and a8 lighted
mgtoh, - I _said they would if one went off,

Youtre telling me,

He's a nice chap, really, There was some General or
other there, anyway Jeff said he was e crumb, because
he rides 8 horse.,

That wouldn't be General Hecley, would it?

That*s right. He called him & chocolate soldier.

Go on!

But ne went sarly.

Yoo did?

' The General. 1t would have got & bit hot for him,

I think,
How do you meen?
Woll, they've certainly got some central heating in -

that fiat. Then everyvedy started itaking their clothes
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off,
Not

Tes, as true as i'm sitting here., You started with
your shoes and he gave everybody a little number tag,
and this wes the number of your sack where you put
your clothes, Yes, we had a ripe old night! - well,
a sort of dance started up, the idea being that you
couldn't join in without being sisrko., He and his
wife staried off, and I can't remember who went up
then, I think it uas that inglish chap—— :

The defence brain?

- Phat's right. But I tell you somethmg, it's very

funny,' it didn*t strike you &s lascivious or anything,
I mean you reslly got to know people, you saw them as
they wvere. .

%:

I bet you did,

Yes, it was an expé'rience vorth having, But when he

~ put a sack on my head and tied me to my chairerme=

Nol

You sse, his wife Lou had the idea that I was siways
running ® the press and, you know, spilling the bems

“about éheir life, it's completely ridiculous as I*ve

never spoken to an editor in my }ife and apart from
Palermo 1've never met anybpdy even mildly connected

with the press, but anyway she was convinced I was out

for a story and she was trying mxx o persuadﬁnot to /mf—
do it, by sitting on my lep——- ,

Sitting on your iap?

It*s & scream, isn't it? RlaoexRixsk Anywey, haxskarks
there she was sitting on my ) spen - / | efo

Not naked?

~

Wekl, not quite, but there wasn't much in it, Anyway s
there she was, everything quite harmlesg and above board,
when whd should come in but the 0ld men himself and of
course he jumps % the inevitable conclusion.

0f course.

H8 starts calling me a crumdb like Genersal Heelsy and all
of & sudden I find myself in a sack, tied to the chair
I'm dtting in,
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Good Godt

Listen, you haven't heard anything yet., When. she lets
me out again she tells me he took her over to the family
biblg~—they're Catholico~e-

Oh, they're Catholics,

--~2nd makes her swear that she's never had anything
untovard with me, which she does immediately. And of
courss knowing she wuldn't risk hellfire just for me,

he believes her, Then they're both as nice as pie and
he brings out a bottle of the finest Mouiton Rothschild
Itve ever tasted, he must have had it sitting in roonm
temperature waiting for a thirst just like mino-—-
myway, it &kl ended quietly, they're awfully nice peOple
really.

Well, that sounds q_u‘ite an adventure,

It certainly was, °

RYAN: (rising) don*'t get up, 1I've got o rush, It's certainly

GLEN:

PALEBRMO:

GLERs
PALERMOs

GLER:
PALERMO:

Gl:ENs
PALERMO:

GLENS

a fantestic storye Don't wrry (with a wink) I'1l be
in touch mth you abbt it,

In touch? ‘bﬂw”
Bud RYAN has gone,

PALERMO comes over and sits by
GLEN.

Listen, how ma:;xy times do you sell your soul, sxactly?
Aren*i you afrald of going into liquidation?

what do you mean?

Come on, spill it, What was the big laugh, with Jack
Ryan just now?

Jack Ryan?

Let me tell you one thing, stories go turough me, and
I'1l see you don't get 8 direct fee.

Was that the editor, Jack Ryan, you mean?

Well, who the hell else? You make me sick, I'd hzwe
kicked you out this moxrning if you hadn*t worked that
Cambridge party so well,

Worked it?
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And for God's sake stop repeating everything I say.
Anyway, that three hundred wasn't yours to givel

I'ly find out wh's behind you, boy, don't worry,
(Leaves him)

I like to hear your boss chew your nuts off, Glen,
When did you leave ilast night, exmctly?

Just about dawn, '
You went on the river with Charles and the rest, on
that crazy punting party?

Noe Don't you remember me leaving?

Well, I had above fn‘.fty guests to think of,
remember is you mauling Lou.

1

I didn't touch hers

All I

2

More fool you.
Is there a place i;o powder .noses, honey?
i*tly show you.

They go out,
That's a nice girl of yours, Johnny, Been télling me
her life story. Didn't I hear she was Percy Kiydonhall*s
girl of the year?
She cmild only have told you that herself,
Do you really get that for a syndicated article, Glen?
Get what? ;
What was it—a thousend bucks I paid out this morning-—-?
To my mind, ’no man should be paid for libels.

Oh, come now, mighty pdbli;c outrages get o the ear of tk
world through people like Glen. Eh, Glen?

Why don't you tell hﬁ.m who put those articles in the
papex?

I can see our guests,

He goes out,
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Sorry I had to take a slam at you. Just couldn't let
the chance slip, Notice the way Louise bridled? -

PALEMMO roeturns with PERIY

KLIDOSHALL and CHARLSS DORNELLING,

Well, Charles, boy, how far d'you get this morming?

DORIBILING: We grounded at Cainal

PALERMO: Now, Jeff, thi:s' is ‘Mr Klydonhsall,

GRIGG:

KLYDONHALL: How do you do?

SELSEYs

PALERMO:

MURLEDLS
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GRIGGs

SELSEYs

Pleased to meset you, very pleased,
k4

: &
She's gone to the loo, Percy.

KLYDONHALL strolls off, The
‘ whisky bottle is brought into
Y play.
4
Help yourself, Glen.

MURIEL returns and sits at GLEN'S

side.

fou shouldn't drink so muchs 1I've been w.atching you.

The peer wanted a dance, He came in just this minute,

i kﬁow, 1 gave him the slip.

Silly gizls, don't know which side their breadts
buttered, eh, Johnny?

Johnny said to me once, there are millions of suicides,
he said--—-successful ones, you meet ‘them every ‘day,
they did it so well there was no body, not a mark to
be seen, end they're still walking round. I rackon
i'm one of those.

Oh, come, come Nove
Did 1 say that? Ko wonder 1 get to the top,.

Well, Jeff, you've got the finest exponent of Hassacre
2 sitting at your side (indicating CHARLES DORNELLING.

Yes, Harcourt, there's a hell of a lot in it, 1 .know,
but you don't mind me saying it's redundant.

I doy I dol No, Jeff, I can prove it works, and
Charles can give you book, bell ard candle on it.
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GRIGGSE Well, \;\hatever Charles seys is gospel for me as you
probab_ly know, but in this case I'm repeating what
- I've heard in snother place on the highest authority,

DORNELLING: What you've heard, Jeff, was about Massacre 1, unless-
I'm mistaken, In fact, the Under Secrstary said to me
avout & week ago---1 mean, this is off the cuff gnd the
record, incident_Blly---that Massacre 1 as a weapon
stank but it had been damned effective in getting us
noticed in the Pentagon! I'm not sure he had the ear
of the minister thére but I've an idea they chewed it
over a minute before I came into the room.

GRIGGs 0Ky I pnow your heart's in this, Charles, and I don't
need to tell you I'm looking at it seriously all the
times, But there's one thing you can't gainsay and
that's that Kumber (2 is a tarty version of Number 1,
and that's why it don't stani a ghost,

DORNELLINGS Well, Jeff, 1 don*'t went to quarrel with you but that's

: just what it isn*'t, And 111 prove it to you with the
blueprints tomorrow morning if you givé me some of your
time, '

GRIGG:  I'1l give you gll of my time you want, W¥hat about our
friend Percy Kiydonhall——-where is he?--~could he give me
some of his time, % get the whole thing tied up, purse
strings and. all? ‘ :

SELSEYy I can talk for Percys 1've been doing it for over ten
years, anywilye .

GRIGG:  Don't tell me he knew my name,

SEL.SEf: Well, not only that, but he's the one man in England .
vho's ever tried to get you taken seriously.

GRIGG:  OK, what time tomorrow?

SELSEY: Ten o'clock at his office,

GRIGGY  Let me know where, thaf is {notebook in hand)?
SELSEY:  We'll send & car round to your hotel.

GRIGGs 0K, the Horthumberlend, May be we could breakfast
© together, firsi, Chearles,

DURNELLING: A1l right.

GRIGGS Jdust so this young Harcourt rere don't trip ‘us up on
facts when we get there,

LOUISE returns.
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GRIGG (pushing the whisky botile scross) Help the girls, will
you, Glen? :

KLYDONHALL strolls back,
KLYDONHALL: 'This looks festive, lNot dancing tonight, Mouse?
MURIZELs OK. _
They go out togsther.
GRIGG:  (Chin-chin, milords | |
DORNELLINGS  o..take-0ff, yes, bui not the actusl conventional
energy-displacement, I mean, you've got the whole thing
very nicely wrapped up in that, what the devil was that
hunch of Joe Hligh's cslled, it was beyond the trial
gtage in six months gnd we never thought it'd get up off
. the ground, clever blighter that, though true enough what
he has in elegance he loses in shere fussiness, 1 mean
take his fuse arrangements,

PALERMOs It's no good without the press on your side, you cen have
@kl the techincal khow-how on the earth,

GRIGG: Ohy boy, i'm glad you said that, Johnny, 1I'm tired of
opening an English peper and getting belly ache,

SELSEYs Well, of course, you know where Jack Ryam's sympathies
lie, Actually, I've always thought that conmie business
a bit of an affectation, myself, Couldn*t be & nicer
chap, in fact,

PALERMO: Jack follows public demand, he's got more noses than
fing@rs..

~ GRIGGz You cen't mesn there's a public demand for my misery?

I’M;ERMO: The morning editions'll be msking you dsnce for joy
800N,

GRIGGS T cen't waitl Which reminds me (draws GLBN over to
a separate iable)

PALBRHMOs Be tgugh, Glend
GRIGG Oh, come on now}
GLEN: 1 can hardly stand up,
L GRIGGS Well, sit down,
PALERMD: Dance; Mrs Grigg?
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The others wender off, GLEN
and GRIGG are alons, ‘

GRIGGS Your boss is jumpy like a child tonight, Wouldn't
you be, if you was getiing the Percy Klydonhall
account? (A wink) Just supposing you was interested
gn money, of course? You know, it seems to me I'm /i
damned slow, Because I need a guy to look after my
personal publicity too, Now wouldn'tihave done hetter /
to walk straight into your office on arrival and say,
here's £ifty thousand bucks on account, I want a sweet
press? Anyway I didn't. So I took a beating on the
head. S0 wHnt say, Gien? How much?

GLENs How mich what?

GRIGGs You're not even gentle, are you? Listen, why don't
you come off your pedestal and name a price?, Here,
(motioning a waiddr) have another drink, o help you
do something really: dirty.

GLEN: As a matier of fact, 1 don't know what you want m to do.

GRIGG: =~ 1 want a story 2 week, and I don't mean the provincial
press eithers

GLEN: ©  what kind of story?
GRIGG:  Well, hell, not the kind you usually let off} S0 what
" do you say, Glen? I mean, the price; You'll do the
work =1l right. = Johnny says so.
GLENs He did?

GRIGG: ~° Every story goes through your own office, Glen, Mind
that, Rothing dirsct with the papers. (Weiter brings

over pottle and glasses) Thanks, Fred. / G-
GLENs ~ Well, I'd like the usugl newspgper rates,

GRIGG: 0K, Glen, You a member of the National Union?
GLBNs vell, no,

GRIGG: . Boy, are you a ?.'atn

GLEN: I'm not really & jouxrnalist,

GRIGGS You just take their fees, eh? 0K, Glen: your first
- assignment---give me & line on your boss. Drink up,
He's after my wife, right? Come on, I know you two
slimy bastards got me down here to bribe me with a
Percy Klydonhall deal and drop me into ded with this
" vwhore Muriel for the night, I know you used my own
friend Charlie Dornelling for the purpose, the closest



—

~5F-

friend I ever hed!
GLENs Here, what's the mattex? It's not true, you know,

GRIGGs Ohy, I don't mind the truths 1'1l) sleep with that kid,
0K. If you're walking into hell and there's no other
direction, well, kesp walking, that's my philosophy.

) : . - To Bravew

GLERs You could furn round and walk the other way, couldn't you?/l

Take youxr wife hack to Cambridge, go home now? '

GRIGG: But I'd still be in hell, Thinking wvhat a hell of a
time I could be having with that girl, and being bored
to hell by Low. Youtve got to have & technique, that's
all, Like playing-the War~gailes You've got %o know
when to stage an attack by an angry mob on a foreign
embassy, rouse up artificial indignation, when to worry
the enemy in & way that seems legitimate, when to run a
bombing attack on one of your own ships or depots and /
then say it was the other side, so public,ogZion- geis '
more scared of them than sceptical of you. ' There are all
sorts of ways of making war without resort to the full-
scale thing, Glen, and it's the same in private 1lfe,
I can go 2 hell of a way with this boss of yours, in
bribes and threats, before we're outright enemies,
I've got to have a techniqus, And Lou's one of them,

k
GLENS Your wife?

GRIGGs Sure,. She's free, she's got her eyes all over his body;
don't think I can*t see that, So I use her,  Amidxih
She belongs to the technique of defence., And this oneee

MURIEL comes in,
MURIEL: Like a dance, honey?

GRIGG (getting up) ~—-belongs on the offensive side. You'll get
. to understand me soon, Glen. In fact, you may become one J
of my.best »disciplﬁs.}e%’.

He foms out with MURIED,

GLENs . Well, he could have been right, I was feeling more and
' more part of the Grigg family. Nothing like getiing

money on false pretencses for praating a sense of intimacy
with the provider. 1 wasn't ashaned. I had ceased to
exist. Ve offer our skulls, delicious sinews and nerves
to the worms, who give us no receipt for what they take,
And I had arrived at that state of nullity. They were
gll I had to give, 1 owed everything, Nothing could
be a truer atate than that: and the feeling oif lightness,
of having abandoned everything, was magnificent. The
bump of the band was like the bump of tedium itself,
Yes, I'd sold myself, Completely. At not 8 had price.
Chandlen-iiilliama with his honest voice had told me the
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truth, We are the waifs of time, he should have told
me that; we watch and try o pray, we are in suspense,
waiting for an adventure to end. By the time I got back
to Maidenhead Lane ithe dawn had come through, Just as
I turned the corner I sawv Psalermo with lLiouise Grigg on
his arm walking the other way. Then when I walked up
the stairs to my room I could smell her scent on the amir,

by

¥ The attic room,

GLENs I was about to slump down on my bed when 1 saw it
had been slept in-—-made love in, And he hadn't
troubled to meke it again. 1 pulled the blankets
over me, Jjust as they were, I dreamed of a copper
sun, the way it used to come up in the old Italy, a&s
sure as birth every morning: I suppose vecause I'd
left the light on.

He is aslesp. We hear stépa
outside, MURIEL enters.

Be¥ore waking him she inspects
a notebook of his, iying by the
bed,
.GLEK {waking) Hullo,
| MURIEL:  Sorry.
GLEN: what's the time?
MURIEL: “Turned four, I didn't like Palermo's flat any more,
GLENs ¥hy were you there?
MURIEL: I live there. )
GLENs You live with Palermo?
MURIEL: Yes,

GLEN: Been with Grigg?
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Tes, All I did was cry, so he went,
Have you lived with Palermo long?

Well, I had to give up my digs. I used to type for
him then, I was no virgin but I had a quiet life,
Money started coming my way, I mean affer I moved in
with him, and then the typing I did was a sort of
cover, for me s well, Then I did less and less
typing,. 1 gt money. Ten or twenty at first, Then
one day fifty. 1 didn't have to think of tax rebate
or insurance or picking my wages up once a week, 1

i didn't see my mother any more, The
first few cheques were from Percy. They used to coms
through Palermo. +That made it easier to tske them.

Yes,
Police keep coming.%

Police? ¥

I neard of & girl framed up once, she got in with the
wrong people, she hangei herself,

azy

Don't be sillyl

= eiy

They ask me all sorts of questions, Glen---they came
just now. I think they're.police, Well, 1 can't

. help knowing what they say.

who?

Al this Massacre stuffe--—-well, 1 didn't really hear
it—-you're all in it together!

Ssshl

1 don*t want to understand, They ask about rercy,

what he says. They think I'm after something. And
they don't trust Palermo. That's why he's never at
home. He took me to an embassy reception once, they

ask about that, well I didn't want to know anything wrong.
Percy knows I went with Grigg. He didn't seem to mind,
Heo smiled at Grigg, you know the way men have,

You're too young :{for this game,

No. it*'s that I'm a fool. i thought Percy was going
to marry me. I1'm frightened, Gleni

Ssshy
I didn't do it for money. Not the actusl notes,

But I suppose money's behind 1%, I liked the clubs
and sometimes Percy took me to the Riviera, I liked
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the dresseg, and coming down to breakfast in the
sunshine,

Get some slesp. You can have my bed.

1 savw your little book, I nearly scrsameld when I saw
that wrd missile., I cameé over hers for help: I
thought you were the only person in the worid who could
help me, because wé sort of work together. And you're
Just the same as them. But it doesn*t nmatter, I don't
care any more. ¥hen you know everything's up there's
nothing to do, you.just wait,

But that's a diery 1 keep about the weather. 1've been
losing money on my wine, I thought these rockets to the
moon had someining sto do with the funny weather, it's
all changed out there in the last few years. Look,
Huriel---'May, dangerous storms on coast, wind nsarly
hurricane force, dJune, people killed in fields nsar by
wvith scythes in their hands, 15th a colossal cloudburst
in the next town, incessant flickering lightning that
iliuminates the ca.untryaide 1ike strange moonlight,
26th rain in avalam:hes, 28th hail suddenly ruins &all
my wine facing east, nearly half my yield, &l1 over in
three minutesses?! °

She is asleep. He covers her
with blankets. He sleeps too,
and their hesds are side by side,

The lights fade and rise slowly
again. There are heavy foot-
steps on the stairs., PALERNO
enters. "

Well, well, this is cosy.

GLER (waking) She came about four, talked about the police.

PALERNO:

PALERMO:
HURIELs
PALBRMO:
MURLIXhs

And somehow slipped between your sheets. She looks
happy, Glen. Congratulations,

MURIEL wakes too.
You ran ox; on Grigg last night, vho;xeya
He drank himself asleep in your flat.
That*s where I found him.
Nobody te believe in, nothing to happen. You know,
Percy makes you feel full of hope just before he drops

you in the dirt. He bounces, like last night. Whereas
I don't ounce. 1 go down with a thump,
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Into .Glep's bed.

He had me hoping last night. Asked me for & dance,

*Not dancing tonight, House?' I'll never understand
men. They do such funny things. For monsy---~but not
even for that. I 'don't kiow why you can'i be yourselves.

5till, Johnny Pelermo loves you.

Better be hated by~ ‘any man than liked by him, My mother
said that aboui somebody and it fits %o you. DPercy
took me on the Riviera for a week and made me think I
was a human being. But you have to start at the bottonm
rung and work your:way up to be a human being, &nd I
didn*t, I made a big jump becruse I despised the people
round me,

&
Lay off the drink at night and then you wontt feel like
this in the morming.

You can talk.
eyes, it's bad.

Bhen you 5et those patches round your
I’ 1l grab a coffee,

o f’ She goes.

Well, Glen, she gave me the whole works last night.

I've never had anything like it. She pulled out all
the stops. I thought she was going to have my blood. ,

On my bed, t00.

Where slse do yon think I'm going---houme, with Grigg
sitting there? Anyway, I pay the rent here, so don't
lay yourself on _sgbo)big.
I might not cover your mistakes like I do.
it.

*1 laughed like a drain over your story, Glen, and I'm
only sorry we couldn't use more of it, but I'm sure you
understand we have to waich the livel laws. Keep in
touch, Yours, Jack Ryan.!

Go on, read

And a cheque for fifty quid enclosed. I could have got
you doubie., 7That's why he sent it to M you direct,

How the hell did I know it was Jack Ryan? Anyway,
this means he won't print the story after all, doesn't
it? .

He's already printed it on the middle page. As far as
1 remember the headline goes *Naked Truth at Professor's
Party'. 1It's all there,. to be read between the lines.
And you're aupposed to be the professort s press man,
Glen.

Besides——- (hands him a letter).//s-
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Has he seen it?

I showed it to him just now. And a good thing I did.
Because 1 fbund out what poor rates he's giving you.
That won't do for us, Glen. I made him double it.

1 said that article was your answer to his price. And
limz;?aid, YOK, he's 8ot an expensive soui, but I'li buy

L
H

He thinks he'll ouy it

A soults like ‘love," Gien. All of 8 sudden 'it's gonse,
and there's ixon in its places. If he starts getting
rough tonight itell him not o employ a dog to bark and
then do the barkmg him:selr. It aivays gets them,

What do you wmeasn, mvnight?
You're seeing 'hi‘m at the 1810 for a work-session,
Oh, no}
what do you mean, oh, no, het's paying you}
1 can't stand any more talk about techniquel .
Ten o*clock sharp, imn the ldunge., I'w off to ses my
quack,s My heart's having Jjumping fits, Tou can stay
in bed all day todmy, as you'll be working tonight. -

He goes.
1 lay thinking over what Muriel had said, She didn't
conme back %o the office that day. She was working nights,
too. 1In fact, all three of us were. But then I felt -
& guiet rebellion. It was & decision of 'action, too.
what power I had I was going to use, I meant to upset

Griggls plans altogether, 1 was going to sign somsthing,
but not with ‘the devil. 1 was a victinm like Muriel

' perhaps, but I wasn't going to be a whore at leastl

1 dressed qu_ickly and drank & cup of tea @t the Strand
Palace Hotel, Then I slipped round to Jack Ryan's
office. Grigg was going to get his press report all
right, but not the one he planned. It was going to be
the truth. It was dark and a dull rain had starteds
Ryan was there, and my name worked like a charm,
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'+ JACK RYAN's offfice,

3
Well, Glen, spit it out quick and I might have room
for iws. ¥

1 naven't had timtho get a real story together

Who about? .
Grigge The thxng is he's trying to buy me up Bs a
sort oﬁ'personal pudkxczty man.

ﬁucky Fou.

He says you have to have a technzque fox everynhlng .
end that as hell's going to breck lose you have in. have
one for that two. He says there's a technique for all
the steges that lead up to full-scale Waree-—

So there is,

And. that means bresking windows in embassies and dzopping‘

bombs on your own people if necessary, and he said these

times are hell and the future lies with men who can walk

through hell without flinching.
1 think that's in his iook, Je8e

And-—you got that bit about the chocolate soldier,
didn't. you?

En? That vas about Genersl Heeley, wasn't i%?
Yes, wellew~I ﬁeaa, you got it, | '
I even printed i%,.

Oh, I-haven't seen that yet. -

It*s a masterpiece. But go on,
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Well, he and Percy Klydonhall are sort of going in
together, It seems to be about some project, and
Charlea Dornelling comes into it too, And they ecsll
it Massacre 2. .
Which is what?

Well, Grigg says it's a tarty version of Massacre 1,
and Dornelling says it isn't. He says Massacro i
got them noticed at the Pentagon.

Who's they? .

Well, 1 suppose the sort of penpie vho work round hime
And suppose you tell me what Massacre 1 is?

¥ell, 1 imagine the same sort of thing as Massacre 3---
But you didn't explain that.

Well, I mean the police have been round to Muriel, and
they keep on asking questions, and they wented her to
say winat she heard, and she says she can't help over-
hearing, so it must be something secretive, mnem-t

it?

But what does Massacre do? I mean, vegetable or mineral?
well, it takes oﬁ.

Then it must be a missile,

That's it. -

And % interest toth Klydonhsgll-——-who has vast oil
interests~---and Frofessor Grigg--—who h&s nuclear oONeS~ew
it muast somehow combine the two.

That*s what 1 mean.

)

And =onrething that cwmbmes the two is not only & mimsile
but a weapon.

That*s right. ‘ .

¥ell, let me iell you something. One talks about waapons
when they're Xinished, not before, Before, they're
considered a secret, a red-hot one, such as will burn the
fingers of oxdinary men. _

Well, why don*'t they keep qulet adbout it, then?

ﬁactly. But perhaps only one of them im indiscreet.
Could it be you?
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The 1810 {ilub,

GLEN: I left the room giddy snd ran down the stairs of
five storsys, seeing nothing. I was so frightened
by my fiasco that I rushed back to my room and packed,
Just in case I had-to make 8 quick getaway. But who
was going to throw me out? Still, I packed even my
tiolet things. Then I looked at my watch. It was
time to sde Grigg &t the 1810 club, And 1 discovered
I wanted to goe. 1 was even looking forward to it,
perhaps because he was a lonely man like me, I found
a taxi and was there in a few minutes, The wide foyer
iay in the same hush as the evening before, but this time
it was a consolation to me: every room was curtained
and carpeted as if to ward off no% only sounds but
human desires 8s well. There wers women coming from
the powdexr room, talking quietly before going up the
double steircase thait had once been staitely snid was now
over-gilded and tired, because it oniy had nighis to
remember, not daylight any more., There wasn't an inch -
of wall uncovered by dmmask or satin, or perhaps itz
was & good imitation. And the band thumped as before.
The same tunes. And there was Grigg, waiting for me,
a fresh bottle of whisky and two glasses ready.

GRIGG (pouring him a drink) I read your article, by the way.
I reckon you've got more technique than ten of me.
What makes you so heartless? It said just about
everything there was to know on that perty, without a
single direct phrase. I thought the last mentence was
hongy~--~' At the end, close on dawn, I felt like a man
with his heed in a sackse One thing I can say, the
professor has & cellar as well stocked as B nuclear
dump, I tasted his touton Rothschild, so I know.'
OK, Glen~--~you win, for now.

Gl:BNs. Listen---as 8 matier of fact, I didn't know that was .
Jack Ryfne—e
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GRIGGs it's the future I'd worry about. Becsuse if =ny more
. ‘ of these freelance jobs gppear yon get the boot from
Johnny Palermo. He t0kd me that himself, And,(extra.ct-— la
ed double the price I offered you last night. 3So the
first romnd is yours, Glen. But settle down from now
on. I've bought you, sex organs and all.

GLBN: Well, they say in the trade don't employ a dog to bark
and then do the barking yourself.
GRIGG: That's{fine saying; Glen, but understandably I'm %

rattled when I see”that stuff through the steam of my
cofee every damned morning. It'1ll have t0 stop~-—for
my nervous system alone, I'm beat, Glen, try and see
that, She came bdck this morning knocked to hell.

She was reecling. ’And she gave me & chronicle of the
whole thing. There's nothing she didn't do to that
man, . Glend But the way 1 look at it is this, I'm a
phenomena at preserdt struggling between jealousy over
my wife and the urge on my side to have a damned good
time while the going's good. I'm juggiing with the
possibilities. And i'm working at the proklem in .
order to survive. Now I'm talking to you about this,
Glen, becauss I*ve. d»evoted a swhole lecture to the subject
of the survivor. .

GLEN falls asleep.

GRIGG: In a way that's 8 sort of visionary concept, ®r the
: future. I mean, what the hell have we got at present
that we*d like to keep? Damn litfle, so one day some-
body's going to blow it 8ll-— Hell, you've fallen
sleepl

GLEN:s  I'm sorryl

GRIGGs This iz a work-session, (len., . Well, to come to the
real point, I was with Percy Kiydonhall today , and they
were two of the finest hours in my life. We were up
in space! VWe populated the universe with new thoughtsi
We put a human colony on every star within reach of the
oarth, we had stations up there for the study of space
philosophy, foxr stellar sgricul ture, a communications
syatem that'd make A ring round the earth so as when you
look up at the sky you don't look your own death in the
face like you do now, you see lifel

. GLEN falls aslsep again.

GRIGGS You look into a bright lighted arena bustling with
humnen affairs, let's compare it to a vast forum---—
there'll be watchers in the sky night and day. Now
vhat are the deliberations of & house of deputies or
parlisment or congress compared to that? They won't
be necessary any morel He'll have the freedom of the
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skiest Laboratories; lecture rooms, TV units,
research groups---floating about in spacel! #e're
going o make security on this earth, have it watched
every minute of the dayl! Am I making myself clear,
Gle—=?  Well, look-it, he!s out again! Glen, Glent
Are you in my ewmploy or not? .

GLENs No, I was 1istening--1 mea.n, won’t that interfere with g
the weather————-e—t ORENE

GRIGGS: Terrrestrial wea:hhér; you mean?
GLEN: Well, that's the weather we've g te

GRIGGS But not the weather everybody in the um.veroa hass .
‘ don't let's be provincisgl about that, Yes, it coudd
be. It seems that just about anything you do two
hundrad miles up, even a mild fart, has sone efféct on
the earth sooner or later, But if you mess up terrestirial
veather, it means you've snt the power to make it good
tool

¥

GLEN:  Yes, but I mean what's thé point of getting to the moon?

GRIGG: The moon? X ought %o charge(tuition feest You belleve /‘jw
that crap about pin-up boys dancing about in space?
That's a cover-story, Glen~—~for people like you., It's
moonshine, {o got the parth under surveillance for all
time, that's the object, Just as msdicine govuv the body
under surveillance for all timel

GI.Eils But who are 'they going to surveyk?

GRIGGS The enemy o0f coursel! They're fitted up with nuclear
: tools, that's what the moonshine department didn't tell

you! Did you think we were back in the days of Faraday
and the Royal Society?. Ho,.Glen, life's a fighte—wWe
have to fight to work, to think,; like we had to fLight
to get our language on top of every other!. In a wvay,
Glen, we're finished with the emrth, It's too small
for use Instead of talking avout idedls and absolutes
and God knows what else, we'll be able to sit up there
and see it.all, the whole damned universe laid out
before ust It's a kind of Greek world all over again,
Glen-—-but instead of Socrates smitting round chewing the
fat with his boyfriends, he's doing somethingi We'll
have stellar research groups working and analysing and
throwing out their ideas in s kind of glorious.mess that
brings up an absolute sinch of an idea every now and
then! That's science! Well, you look a litile more /
vide-awake{ Glen, but I reckon that's enough for today hona
Glene--mind if I talk about my personal affairs?
mean, yon have to know the whole man,
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Go aheadn

As 1 say, she's eating him up, Glen, - When she comes
in 2% dawn she can go on where she left off, too. It
seems she don't even need sleep. But 1'1l tell yom
something, Glen: vwhen I see how this poor damned wife
of mine can*'t wait to get back to that charnsl house
they've nmade bstween tham, 1 sgy to myself, think of
your ideas, don't give in! You know, Glen, I follow
her round to that office of yours, I've even been up
thers just after they've gone and smelled her smell on
the air. There' s no key, you can walk in.

Yes, 1 know,

S

f&“hat's not your bedroom in oy eyes, Glen, it's a garden

of delights, except I don't get a damned one of *ems

I told hexr this moxning when she got back, you're a
monster, Lou, 1 said, and she said to ‘me, isn't that the
vwgy you want me? And it*s true, I:don't want any of
this humbug and nice living and all that crap, 1 van$
the truth, So I seid, OK, Lou, do it all you 1like

and get it out of yaur systems Know what she waid?

Ro? .
v B \

give me one night, she said, One whole night, not Jjust

a couple or three hours. Inagine, Glen, the whole damned

night diving into that charnel huse!  She needs it so

‘bad it's like & pain and I lovey her so mach I won't see S

her suffer. So I said, 0K, you have that one whole night,
M x] #rxx Tonight, But it frightens nme,

She toldmehey only have to get inside a roon

Glenl ‘
and they just kind of throw themselves in like boxers,
they're stripped off before you can say Hieronymus Bosch}

On my bed, too,

Bxactly, Glens That's why we're hera.
keep you out of that bed till dawn,

I promised to
vhat? - But I had a steepless night---I can't do that!
Think of it like an all-night vigil, a kind of duty.
Boy, I'm in such a state 1 could fertilise a shed full .
o* cattlel Don't tell me infidelity breaks up marriages-—-
it*s an aphrodisiact

MURIEL enters.
Damce, honey?
Velle——would you excuse mo, Glen?

And, listen, 1 don't want a drunk on my hands tonight.
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They g0

1 took the chence of leaving., 1 mean, she looked as
if she had plenty for him to do, without me., It wasn't
long after midnight and I spsnt the whole night wallking,
I didn't mind. ' I% was bebier than drinking, and my
tiredness wore off. I welked in St James's Park, and
heard the ducks stirring at the edge of the lake,
Nothing moved slong the Mall, and it seemed like &
quiet garden path leading into the past., The mist
turned to fog, and poured from the river in cloud-fulls,
chilling and choking, and fog-horns sounded from the
Dockss VWhen I got to the office it was the hour of
dswn but you could see nothings The door to the street
had been l1eft open. IThere were no lights on upstairs.

The lights are dim,

The office lay in & ¢urious silence, its furniture
waiting for us tenants, dim and soft. Thers was no
1ight to be switched on for the stairs, and I stumbled
up slowly, aware of; her scent again. They must have
left & moment ago. - OB perhaps they were still there?
fallen asleep? .

The ligus £ out.

I welked up the remaining steirs cautiousxy, listening
for the sopund of breathing. But there was nothing.

At the tep of the stairs I again stood silently, listen-
ing as hard as .I could, My door wes open. I fumbled
for the iight. Strangely, I was avare of someone and
nearly decided to go back down again. But I switched
the light on.

is.

The attic room. .

The lights come up. PALERMO
is lying face-down in the bed,
one arm dangling. He 1is app-
arently naked, but covered most-
ly by blenkets.
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I saw 2 hand, then an arm, and thought they must both
be there, asleeps But nothing stirred. The hand was
lying open in & submissive way, dengling, 1t was his,
And he was alone., He was quite still, A tovwel--~One
of mine-—~lay on the ficor., His hand had a delicsbs
stiilness about it--——a heavy gold ring on his marriege
fingex. I*d never ssen the back of his neck befdrge—-
delicate too, with something hesitant., - 1 was about to
c2ll him, evem to pull him by the arm, but then I saw
what his stillness was. 1 stood there for a long time,
the siince so deep 'that the noise of my shoes when I
roved made me Jumpe But death caimed me, I starasd
end stared at hime~ I knelt down and looked into his
face, His eyes were closed. , No breathing. i called
his name softly, ‘Palermo, Pelermo.' My whisper was
like duste I begen shivering., His clothes were on my
chest of drawers, the trousers thrown down carelesslys
All the time I gazed at his body. His neck secemed W
become frailer and frailer, unghnarded now, I saé down
close to him, my feet tucked up to avoid his hand,

And I went on looking at him. Once a sigh came from
him, but I kvevw he Wwasn't alive: it was like the last

. sigh afterwvards, when the summary has been taken. The

door was ajar, leading into darkness, It was like t8lk-
ing to hims He lay thers telling me everything that had
happoned, end was still advising me, But nov he was
telling me real things, and 1 was listening, so much that
1 didén't went to get up, ever, Yet I would never know
what he said, A car went by outside, booming between
the Wuses. He seemed to be diseppearing from life
slovly. The talking was over. I got up, groaned with
the effort. I wrlked downstairs, yawning and shivering
in turns © I went through to his office and took up the
phorie, dislled the operator and said in a Bired voice
hardly above & whisper, *Get me the police', She said,
1yhaf is it for, plemse?' But I said nothing to this.

. Then at last she said, 'I*1l get them for you.' And

I m\;‘)pllad the address. A long time passed, I heard /™
voides on the stairs., People came up slowiy, clatiering
with their ots. They telked to each other,

FIRST POLICEMAN (off) Reckon this is right?

SECOND POLICEMAE (off)  Anyyedy hexe?
FIRST POLICEMAN {(eppearing) There's a bloke.

The two policemen, in plain
clothes, enter,

FIRS? POLICEMAN: OK, mate, you look after the bed.  (To GLEN)

vhat's happened? Whose room is this? Yours?

Suppose you coms along to the station with us? There' s
plenty of time, We've got & car., It's only round

the corner. Yhone here? How did it happen, mate?
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PIRST POLICEMAN goes out with
GLEN,

,‘an'knesé, again, .

19.

3 Peli.ce_ station,

FIRST POLICEMAN: Can you explmin what he was doing in your
room? . :

GLEN: He used it ,sorﬁizatimés.

FIRST P what for? |

GLENs I don't knowva

FIRST Pt 1 reckon you do know, mate.

GLENs Well, i%'s not my business.

PIRST P: 1It*s ours, thoughi There were signs of violence, ve
think, Not violence exactly buit some siruggle took
place, Xnow anything sbout that? .

GLENs No. "

SECOND- POLICEMAN brings in & cup
of tem and puts it down by GLEN,

SECOND P: Cup of tea—-warm you ups
GLENs = How long are you going to keep me here?
- SECORD POLICEMAN goes.
FIRST Pt Ve have to guard against foul play. if he's a friend
of yours, you'll understendi that. The post mortem'll
be through in a minute,

© GLEN drinks thirstily.
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So what was he doing in your bed?

vell, he used t sleep there,

But he had a place of his own.

Well, it was his office, not my place at ail,
And you say you walked about all night?

YeBe |

You're hiding ‘}samething from me, but 1'11 find out what
it is,
) SECORD POLICEMAN returns.
He was with Grigg"; wifse
Who was? "
The deceased. a
Bet ter ring Cembridge constabulary.

SBCOND POLICEMAN goes out.

FIRST Pz {shovwing him a no tebook) Recognise this?

GLENS
FIRST P2
GLEN:

FIRST Ps

GLENg

Yes, it's mine.
Can you tell me what it's about?

Kind of weather diary. I'd been losing money en my
winee _ , .

¥hat amout the mckets to the moon? What about
thig~--* Renger rocket launched from US to hit moon;
Russiens launch satellite with two men aboard!.
Does that come under the head:.ng of weather?

1 thought so. It worked out-—~agbout ten days after~ -
wards the weather a.lways started playing tricks. Just

. & hunchs,

FIR3T POz
GLENg
FIRST Ps.

GLENs

Known Professor Grigg long?

no. 4

Did you have dinner with him in L.ambrldge on the 28th
of last month?

!e-s»-\;ell, 1 suppose it was that dates  About then.
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Did you come to Bngland to contact him?
No. I'd never heard of him,

Did you speak to General Heelsy at the professor's
#partment on another occasion?

No.

Were you aware of the existence of Mr Charles Dornelling
at the flat on this second occasion?

Not until afterwarés, when I was introduced to hinm,
We found your suitt;ases packed., Can you explain that?
I did it the nightgbefere.
I don't know. gf
You meant to leave?
The work was getting me down, I suppose--~yes.
It's the nain reason 1'm keeping you here.

, SBECORD POLIGERMAN comes in.
There's a call for this gentleman, from Cambridge.
Who from?
Professor Grigg's wife.
Put it thrdugh, You can take it alone,

Both policemen leave.

GLEN (answering phone) Yes?

LOUISE (over the speskers) You found hinm,

GLiZNs
LOULSE:

GL,ENs

Yes,

Glen---1 had to pull myself out from underneath,

I couldn*t get out. I was crying. 1 was pleading
with him, Glen, and he wasn't alive any more. Jeoff's
having a Mass said. Glen... Godd bye,

Good bye.
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She hangs up'.
FIRST POLICEMAN returns,

FIRST P:  Well, the autopsy's through.. Heart failure.
~ I thought that was the story. Always a woman in
it somewhere, eh? - So you cam go, sir, Take
some rest, Like & car back? :
GLENS No, that's sll right, thanks.

PIRST P: Mind how you go.

.
No more props. GLEN is
ailone,
GLEN: 1 went back to the office. No one was there.

Lou's words kept rolling in my mind like a prayer-

. wheel. I wenit to the bank and transferred over
three hundred pounds into traveller's cheques,
And I bought a ticket to Naples, 1 even remem~
bered Hr Parsons and went to see hime I told
him the police had been 0 my room and he almost
pushed me out of his shop. I wondered about
Muriel. 1 thought of her with Palermo, as if theix
destiny lay together, 1 even thought she might
be his wife., The litile prayer-wheel of thought
went round and rounds in the train, in the taxi,
in the harbour. it only stopped when I was stand-
ing in my own bedroom, with half my vineyard in
ruins outside. Most of my terrsaces were broken
down, staves and wires as well, though not disast-
rouslye. what they called a cyclone~~—another ornw——
had done it. Part of an outhouse had collepsed
on my vats and casks, A wall had split like an
orangs., 1t wasn't much, all told, My wife had
thought not to worry me about it, And our house
was &ll right., A It would need every penny of the /Bw
nmoney I had made.,” I was in luck, there, And I'd
made a friend, who was dead.




