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CHARACTERS, in the order o~ their !ppearaaee: 

, GLEN. 

HOTEL MAlLD. 

JOHI P ALEBMO. 

MURIEL. 

SAK. 

LOUISE GRIGG. 

PlI)FESSOR JEFFERSON GRIGG. 

Mr Parsons. 

MYRA. 

LIDNAim HARCOURT SELSBY. 

PERCY KLY1XHfHALL • . 

JACK RYAN. 

• CHARLES DORBELLING. 

FIRST POLICEMAN. 

SECOND POLICEMAN. 

Waiters etc. 

THE ACTION TAKES PLACE IN ENGLAND. 
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NOTE. ----

Seene-changinl---or ra'the'r, the changing e~ 
props--should. be incorporated. into the actioJl 
01' the pl.,., while GLEN is talking. Props 
m&1 even be banded to bill, or a chair placed. 
~or bill. Be attempt st!oUld. be made te C08-
eeal or hurry the work o~ tbe scen.sbifters. 
They should seem to be collaborating with him, 
in the act 0~ uafeldiag a story. In the int-
ervals the stage will there:ferebe cl.ear ef 
props, and. sce.eshiftinC will enly begin agaiB 
with the actieB. The same &mould ~ply to 
the beginning sf the play • 
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GLEN: 

• 
MAID: 

GLEN: 

MAID: 

MAlD: 

1 • 

Hotel rooll. GLEN is in his 
pdervest and sho:rt p~ts. 

It was one af thoae stuffy ~OIlS tbat make yeu think 
of ol.d times.--a pile eloth on the table, a . coup1. of 
BrJlChai;r8, a 18Jlp witb tassles. ~ere was a pllona by 
my ad whicb I swore Dot to use £or leng-di~tanee calls 
to IV vife. just to bear bar voice. I could I1anage.· 
£ive Q&ls o~ hotel life. After that, not a sUe. 
Well, I'd been poorer in my lijfe. (!.ues up phene) 
And. whe said I was poor? I b.·ad a wife and a Dew-bern 
child. You. e~' t be richer than tbat~ Rullo, bttll ? 
Could you send lie up soma breakf'ast, please? Eggs" 
yes.. (Replaees phone) I hadn't bung flY suits up -the 
night before (eyeine ~is suitcase on the floor), expect-
ing my wtle te do it. She'd bought me a special. suit-
case so that they didn't get creased. You hang them up 
inside and get tanglet in peeketa and zips, and all ~ur 
studs £Bll out. (LG~ring hillself to tba floor) 

He 8egins a lega exereise • 

MAID enters. 

Oh, dear--J (Backs out) 

Itt s all rigDt. Come in. 

I thought it was two pe ple at first. 
thing in IDl jQ b. 

No, there's only ane ef ~ here. 

Did yo urine for breakfast? 

Yau see every-
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GLltCN: 

MAID: 

GLEI: 

MAID: 

MAi..D: 

GLEN: 

MAID: 

GlIEIl: 

MAID: 

GLEN: 

MAJI.D: 

GLEN: 

MAID: 

GLER: 

~hat· s right. 

tea 0r coffee, they w8D.ted • know. 

~e~--I never miss it. 
I live. 

It costs twice as .uea where 

OB, yes? 

let far from Naples. 
Gut there. 

11m in. wiRe. Left IQ f'aml1y 

On, youlre over oDousiness, sort ef. 

An advertisement. I wrote in sad asked for details • 
And they said came over aDd see us. Well, 1 might 
m~some money. It isa't easy making money on the 
land. these days • 

• e, ~hat·s right. 

!,be weather started. gainc wrong. About five years ago. 
!errilile winds" too muoh rain for tbe villes, frost in 
M~. I lese a quarter o£ ~ erep sometimes. Can't 
take 8Imytlling for granted nowadays, ean 118? 

Do you always do that of a morning? 

Three times a • .,. 

lfhat' sit for? 

stiff back, lew spirits. I don't s~ I work in the 
fields mucb Dut wben I do it's &11 beading. 

You angQ.t to have lIy back, mate. 

Do you bead a lot? 

Well,beds, heavy trqB---i t all adds up. 
you your breakfast, number tweDty-tbree. 

She leaves. 

I'll cei 

!'hatf s better. - How for the piunge. (Rummages ill 
suit case for let tu and fiDils i i ) Pull bra ath. 
(Di8l.s a nWl_~) Hulle, is Mr Jonatbu Chandler 
Williams there, ·please? 

SECBET~Y (we hear her voice over the speakers) Who's speaki~ 

GLEN: MJ name's Glen. 

SECRETARY: Is he expecting a. call f:rem you? 

GLEH: Well, no---I just wanted an appointment. 
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SECRE~ARY: This month? 

GLEN: W/hat? I want it tomorrow. Or even today. 

SECRETARY: Oh, he can't manage that 

GLEN: I've come a thousand miles to see him, held better. 

Oh, did Mr Chandler ~illiams write to you? 

Yes. 

SEOOETARY: Could you hold on a minute, please? 

A pause for murmurs etc • 

CHANDLElR ';wILLIAMS (aloo over the speakers) "Hull0, (Ohandl r 
'Williams hare. ' 

GLEN: Hullo, my name'~ Glen. I wrote to you from Italy. 

CHANDLER WilLIAMS: Oh, yes, thatl s right. Just arrived? 

GLEN: La~ night, yes. 

CHANDLER WILLIAMS: ~ell, look here, suppose you go and see Mr 

GLEN: 

Palermo. He's really in charge of this, it's his 
pigeon. 

Jaell, could you tell me wha,t the work's in connection 
with? 

CHANDLER ~1 : VeIl, as I say, I think yo,u ought to talk to 
Mr Palermo aoouta:that. He can ~ put you in the pict-
ure better than I can. 

GLEN: It's work by commission, isn't it? 

CHANLDER WILLI 5: That· s right • 

GLEN: It doesn't mean going from door to door, does it? 

CHAl~·DLEH WILLIAMS: Oh, no, I don't think so. But you'd better---

GLEN: Do I have to sell anything? 

CHANDLER WILL~: Well, in a sense, 1 suppose, yes. But John'll--

GLEN: In what sense? 

CHANLDER WILLI~S: ~ell, I mean, you have to sell yoursel£ in a 
way---

GLEN: Myself? 

CHANDLER WILLI S: Well, as I say,Mr Palermo can aexplain it 
much better, really." It 's his baby, ent~ely. 
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GLEN: 

You'll like him---I meaa, i~ y~u come froll Italy--­
bets let foreign b1004. A great spark. 

But don't I let any sort o£ income at all? 

CHANDLERY WILLIAMS: You get a pretty big cOmmission, so I don't 
think incame is ~ing to worry you. Look, let me give 
you John's address. He's got an G~ice in Maidenhead 
Lane, just ejff the Ci ty. Hal':f way dOwn" number eighty I 
it lliiht 'be eighty-A. 

GLEN: Half a minute. 1·"11 cet a pencil. Maiden---? 

CHANDL:II. WILLIAMS: Maidenhead Lane, nWlDer eighty or eigh"ty-A. 
Half waY iowa, first noor • 

GLEN: Well, thank lOU. 

CHANDLER MlILLIAMS: Pleasure. Go and see him today. ARd! 

GLEN: 

hope we meet some time. Good bye. 

Good. bye. (Replaces phone) 58 I went to see Johnny 
Palera. He was 18&11. and, slIart. His eyes were grey, 
wRich one aBly noticed after thinking thell black like 
his hair, and they seeme. ~ilmed- · ver, y smokinc perbaps, 
or late ni,hts~ Bia mouth was vell formed and rUDy-red, 
wi th sOlletbill£ petulant aheut it, and his skin smoo th, 
darkly 0live. When he frowned it was as if two liltle 
hlack lines had suddeDll been paintea in between his e1e­
br WB; ana weren't n tural there at all, disappearinc 
quiekl,. &Do. leaving slioothness again. 'Call me JehDny', 
he said. 

2. 

cTOHINY PALERMO'S. offioe • 

PALERMO: Did. he tell ,eu I was relat'ed te ane of' the Czars of 
Russia? 

PALBBMO: that 111 father used. t. be a big shot in the Mafia? 

PALERMO: Or that I useQ to rtm a Rotel in Cairo---ana a dlUU1f1ed 
good one it was, too? 

GLEN: If • 

PALERMO: Well, it' 8 all true. Of course, it m~ Bot be up yaur 
street, tbat's for you to deciae. All you need is 
a bit of neck---and powers of persuasion. 
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GLEN: You need neck for everything. 

ALBlRMO: Another thing, tuck yourself under somebody's wi ng 
who d@esn't really want you there If they hate you, 
get closer. They'll learn to like it. Hatred's ~ 
business property, Glen---mind i~ I call you tha~ 

GLEN: No 

PAL" 0: And you call me Johnny You see,Glen, they're all 

GLE~ ' : 

missing something, everybody is, and you've ~t to 
make them feel it's you. It can happen in a minute 
Girls have lost their honours in a minute, men their 
~ortunes. You see, people feel low these days, they 
don't know wmo they are, they haven't got time 
And that· s where my picttur€s come in. 

What pictwres? 

p~ . 0: All life is pictures A man has a picttUre o:if himself, 
and he has a picture of other people based largely on 
his picture of himself. I tell you, old chap, I've 
worked all this out, a man has a · picture OI what his 
clerks and typists think OI him, and 

sometimes that pict~e's good, and 
sometimes itts horrible. ~d this is where h$ needs 
me. He needs a steady picture. I provide steady 
pictures. Now he mBi not believe in me. ~hat's all 
right. He believes in the picture I give him, because 
he needs it. He may look down on me and think I'm _a 
scrounger, but he takes the picture I give him, though 
usually he can't see that I've made him 
compare h.imself 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. Now I dare 883 you smiled when Chandler 
Williams said you were going to sell youreelz. But 
I'll show you how it's done. In fact, it happens all 
the time. 

G~: But what about---? 

l?ALEfiMO: You se" Glen, the way people are forzmed in our l.ltOrld, 
their pictures are very poor~ But everybody thinks 
he's something. This you can take as your sketch, and 
begin £rom there. Naturally the picture must be one 
the man can deceive himself into thinking is himself. 
You can't sell a bBlixzlUlX8.BZllZg0cdXBmlpiBllizpulIBll:XEBkk 
aJd)araXJIKllxa&xa fool as a clever man, but you can .5ell a 
bad man as a good one, in fact that's one of my principal 
sales. Never try to give a man what you think his 
picture ought to be w if he were you. Let him walk into 
the jaws of hell if he wants to; he may lik. it there. 

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

PALERMO: Wlell, go and eat, darling. 

MURIEL: That's hat I'm waiting to do. 

PALERMO: Listen, honey, I P8¥ at the end of the month , 

MURIEL: Except wbe~ it c@mes, then you pay ,quarterly. 
00 ugh, I'm hungry. 

:Come on, 

PALElBMO: Will a quid be enough? (Handing it to h~r) Better be. 
Oh, darling, before you go, bring ~ in the midday final, 
will you? I've got a horse running • 

MURIEL (1 eaving ) I hope it 1 oses~ 

PALEm40 : Jack Ryan, (opening a drawer and t ,a1d.ng out whisky 
bottle and two glasses) Jack Ryan is to nrJ:. mind*the 
finest editor in town. He puts my pictures in the 
paper. Here' s health. 

GLEN: Health. 

~ey drink. 

PALEmiO: Well , Glen, if you really have left several acres of 
boose to do business with me, you've found your man. 

GI.ll:N: Do you think you' va 1'0, und yours? 

PALERMO: I'll tell you when I have doubts---the minute they 
happen. 

MURIEL brings midday pap,er. 
PALERMO (studying the paper at once) By the way, this is 

Mr Glen, Muriel. 

GLEN: How do you do. 

MUIliUEL: Hullo. (Leaves). 

PALERMO (still studying) Workts my whole li~e. I come in at 
£our in the morning so~times. My evenings at the 
club are all business, really. Nice club ••• called 
the l8l0----Muriel t l Muriel, come back quick! 

, 
MURIEL (appeaJring again) I---S' 

PAL 0: Take this down. Professor Grigg. G-ii.-I-G-G. 
Get his number, we'll be bold. Hets In American. 
Just arrived in Cambridge and they're putting him up 
at King's College. S~ you're the Times 

MOlUEL: The what? 

PALERMO: SBN you're the Times and Mr Palermo the fiElatures editor 
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GLEN: 

,- / 0 -

would be glad of a word with him. (She leaves) 
And you, read that. (Pointing at the paper) That's 
him and his wife, at southampton. I d~n't know why it 
is, Jack Ryan just floods me with workl 

He's a visiting professor. Hefs giving a series of 
lectures here and on the Continent. He's written a 
book on nucle8Jr warfare. It made him famous hecause 
of his claim that if' the Bomb went of'! it wouldn't 
destroy the world or even cr·eate chaos. iiiiiiiil._ 
Called 'Afterwards'. He's about forty, with a wife 
named Louise. He says ¥e ' should rationalise hell---
(looking up) funny you should mention hell, ho~ some 
people---

PALERMO's phone rings. 

PALEitlO: Wei re therel (Grabbing phone) Hullo, yes. Yes, 
Features here. Well, pro£essor, good morningl 
Now, listen, professor, there's no point in breaking 
it gently, I want an interview. I'm sending a man 
up this ·afternoon Tell him the truth, only not of 
courss th.e whole truth, we don't want to get into 
libel suits. And we're interested in y~ur wife. 
All American ladi<es fascinate us. I hOPffJ you wn't 
mind her coming into the pictur (giving the picture 
in the paper another rav~nous look), it humanises 
things. ell, proiesaor, can I send this lunatic o~ 
mine by the next train? Give us something good, eh? 

flU &llXt««UXDilXIJjlU«XC}:XXIcl1DCHXI«XXi)JtJXiI«X Hell'e's my number, 

GLEN: 

by the way. We're not exactly in the Times building 
but a stone's throwaway. Good bye, then. (He hangs 
up) Now, then, he docked at Southampton only yesterd8\Y 
but he still mam know somebody on the Times. So get 
there quick, I don't want hi.m corus:- ting up. 

Do you mean to say you're sending me? 

PAL~O: Well, who else is there to send? 

GLEN: But what the hell do I s~ ask? 

PALlmMO : You d(i))n't • anything. You state and lead, and let 
him shoot his mouth off. Listen, if you're not back 
by eight this evening 1 could go to clink for this, 
it's an offence to imitate newspapers. 

GLEN: I can imagine .• 

PALEmtO: Now i:f he comes out with a sitraight question about old 
So-and-So on the ~imes tell him the secretary never said 
Times at all but Chimes, it·s a church magaZine, some­
thing quick and so much a lie that it sounds the truth. 

GLEN: Suppose the Times sends a man too, I'll look pretty 
f unny, won't 11 
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PALERMO (looking up a train timetable) Well, of course, that's 
just pessimism !here's one at three, fifty-nine. 
You'll have to rush. (Jumping up) Come on, what ere 
you waiting ~or, you won't pick up a commission like 
that, you know Here· s a fiver. And I want the change 

GLEN: 

PO 'TEN: 

GL : : 

PORTER: 

even i:fE it's one and sixpence. Don't :forget (as GLEN 
leaves), go to King's College. Above all get ~ talk­
ing, you'll learn far more. And, Glen (who bas now gpne), 
ij[' there should be a fimes man there, say Have Y(D)U heard 
this one, our secre'tary phoned up this American geezer 
and said she wa,s the !.'imes, what a scream eh, and some 
cheek, she's alw~s doing it, her w~ of a joke, it'll 
get her into trouble one day£, •• 11.. He looks so help­
less • 

Porter's lodge, King's College. 

It was dark when I arrived and I got -a taxi at Palermo's 
expence. Light$ wefe on in the college rooms. Youths 
hurried by with bright, perplexed, untouched faces. 
The porter in his .arm little of~ice couldn't place any 
Professor Grigg, and I thought for a moment that Palermo 
had sold me for a puppy. But he came in yesterday. 

Not in here he didn't. 

But the papers said he did. 

Not this college, mate. But I'll call the Bursar i~ you 
like, just to make sure. (Goes into inner ofIice)SDAn ~ . 

Is the Bursar there? ~here's a gentleman here, 
s83s have we an American professor by the name of Grigg, 
arrived yesterday, and it was in the papers? I see, 
yes, well, I was going to say, we haven't had that n~, 
not as passed through here. I thought I might have missed 
your Buttery list today, how are yOW" legs, sir, all 
right? (Returning) \Well" I' va been on to' the Bursar 
~d he says, yes, there's a pro f essor 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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GLEN: 

POiiTER: 

GLEN: 

PORTW: 

GLEN: 

PO.li~: 

POR!fE : 

invijed him to give any lectures 
here, and hefs not ours. 

Anyway, he's not 

Lucky £or you. He writes books about how it's gping 
to be eJ.l . right if an atom bomb talls. 

Oh, does he? (strokes his chin) Oh 

Can you give me his a dress? 

If you like to slip across there to the Bursar's office, 
they'll give it to you. 

Hov do they know, if they didn't invite him? 

Are you a reporter? 

Yes. 

I thought you were. J ob I wouldn't mind. Used to 
be ·a policeman. Better than padding round streets 
trying the locks on the doors. You get around a bit, 
I dare say? 

GLEN (as he begins -00 leave) Yes 

FORTEll: Marking for which paper would t.hat be? 

GLEN (calling out) Agency. Articles syndicated. 

PO 'i'ER: 

GLEN: 

Oh, yes. Nothing simpl<e in this world I thought you 
was going to say something glamorous like the Times • 

The GRIGG apartment. 

I walked through the early Cambridge night, past 
shop windows where vapour had f~rmed, along narrow 
lanes. I :found their place, a tall apartment block 
that shone in the narrow mediaeval lane like a gilt 
Iool There was a glowing foyer and a porter more 
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GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

G~EN: 

LQUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

splendid than Sam. A lift, too: one of those thQt 
seem not to move. !hen a tall white doorway with a kind 
of Palladian frame, and , quiet bell (we hear this) that 
showed a tiny light behind, where the name Dornelling and 
not Grigg was printed A girl smelling o~ kitchen 
showed me in. Then the professor's wife---

LOUISE G.tiGG enters. 

--grea.t laughter lines round her mouth---eyes screwed 
up with---pain, grie£---? 

ge you the fake Times man? 

Yes. 

ell, come in and have a drink. He's wai tinig .for you. 
,Where the hell is he? Well, 5i t YOlll"self' down. 

How did you know I was fake? 

real Times man called us up. He went to college with 
Jeff'. 

There was a mistake in the office, I think---some girl, 
she's new---I didn't get the details. 

I certainly. got some hot talk from your off'ice--- tha.t 
man's certainly got a mouth--

You talked to a man? 

At your agency, if that isn't fake too. 
you? 

I'd like a whisky and soda. 

What can I mix 

LOUISE (mixing) Je:ffl Come on, will you? He's shy, thatts 

GRIGG: 

LOUISE: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIOO-: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

all (with a wink) • 

JEFFERSON GRIGG enters. 

'~ell , look at that. Wife drinks with unknown visitor. 

And where the hell do Y.£~ go in the winter time? I was 1 ~ 
looking everywherel ; ; 

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

Glen 

She'll be following me round with bloodhounds soon. 

~hat's something for you to print. 

I'll print what you say I can print. 
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LOUISE: 

GRIGG: 

LOUISE: 

GRIGG: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

LOUISE: 

- }J-(- -

" tWell, our visi tort s a g}tentleman at l~ast. 

Oh, fwx Christ's sake don't bring in that word. 
Gentleman, my arse. Anyway, get me a drink. I've 
had an afternoon of Cambridge dons and all they drink is 
tea. 

Get it yourself. 

Boy, you smund high already. 

I am. 

Well , marriage isn't all a bed of roses, is it? 

You're telling me. It's been like this for ten years 
and we believe in it. Is that rigbt, Louise? 

I guess i tis. 

GRIGG (with his drink) Listen, what kind of an outfit have you 
got up there? 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

'Well, · sort o::if B&ency. 

You sound quite a crew. Fi~st you fake a call from the 
~imes, then your boss seduces my wife down the phone. 
That vas about the randiest phone conversati.on we ever 
heard, what do you sa.y, Louise? 

I'm keeping quiet. Can yo u s t f:W to dinncer? 

I' d ~ove to. 

LOUISE (leaving) I'll tell the girl. 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

~as that strong enough? 

I'll say. 

Let me get you another (taking his glass). 

You're giving a few lectures? The p~Jers were right 
aboutexthat, I nsuppose? ~hey were wrong about your 
address, said you were at King's. 

I'm lecturing in seven countries, Glen. I'll be on and 
off that damned Continent like a jack in the boa. 

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

GRIOO: 

LOUISE: 

GRIGG: 

VeIl, you're not exactly a st.,-at-home girl, so I don't 
think you'll suffer. 

still, this isn't London. 

You'11 be therel (Handing GLEN his drink) Listen, 
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LOUISE: 

how does th$ English press see me? You know, that's 
my reason for coming over, I g@t such a hall of a bad 
press for this book o~ mine. You know, I never did say 
the bomb vas nice. 

Listen, Jeff, 1 think you'd better see if sh~'s put the 
glasses out right. 

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

LOUISE: 

GliEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

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

Cell me Glen. Yes, 1 am. 

Children? 

One, new born. 

Oh well, that's nice. , 
GRIGG (returning) You know, this girl can't lEW cutlery. Is 

that a peculiarity of the Irish? Listen4 Glen, I can 
put it all in a nutshel1. I wrote a book called 
Afterwards about how to sa.ve humanity in the event of 
a nuclear w~~_~d that went all OV$r the world as my 
advocating n~ear war. Nov I wouldn't mini i~ people 
knew what I meant by the Afterwards but they don't. 
They think 1 mean after the Bomb falls, in the future, 
but I don't. I mean now I mean ever since Hiroshima, 
in 1945. A curtain fell on history, Glen, anail we live 
in the afterwards o:f that, It changEid everything .• 
~We' re alL1 living on a preCipice. Just a touch oz· some-
body's fjinger and the whole world disappears,. That's 
a big change, and nobody seems to realise that i~ produces 
a oompletely different sor~ o~ life. It means therets 
nothing cosy any more, not1iling we can reallJ call our own--
8herefore no intimacy. ])0 you see what I me·an? It 
means we're all pawns, we're extras on a film set where 
you never see the man wbo runs it all, and you don't know 
what the film's about, but you go through the scene out of 
habit and because everybody else is doing i~. But we 
don't have the power of decision any moreJ And we've got 
to face up to that. No more cosy little gzxi cris s like 
you gc»t in the old Hi tIer days, no more cosy TNT raids 
when people oould get a kick out oJ: the bang. Itl s all 
phoney, Glen, what we experience nowadays, all our f'amily 
life, everything---because it's under sentence of death. 

emember what acbeth s8¥s after his first murder? 'From 
this instant there's nothing serious in mortality, all 
is bu t toys, grace and reDo~'n :i.$ dead, the wi.ne o~ 1 ife is 
drawn. I That· s us, Glen. The win~ of life is drawn, 
boy. di'd a murder in 1945 that we can't turn back 
from We murdered respect f<iDr the human. cre~tUll'e. 
Hitler started breaking the respect down, with his ex­
termination camps, but that was only a eeginning. Nov 
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LO[lISE: 

GRJI:GG: 

LOUISE: 

GRIGG: 

• 

GLEN: 

we're righ.t there. ,We're hi:s children, OK. And we've 
got to go on and on, like Macbeth. The murders can't 
stop_ I ' m only facing facts, trying to see some chance 
of survival in all this. Old Macbeth had to murder 811 
his friends, we 've got to do the S~. He had ~ create 
a secret service that spanned all of scotland, which was 
the universe as far as he was concerBed~ And that! s 
hell. He created hell f@r everybody xound him, even the 
ordinary country :folk near by. '!heJ' were terrified,. 
And that ' s wha~ we're living in now---hell. And people 
don't know it.They like to think they're still living in 
the Before. But they're faking it Everythiqg, looks 
the same, i'rQlm the :food they eat to the air they breathe. 
But they can't even breathe God's air any more. If it 
ian't diesel :fumes it's rMioactive. Now D1J book After­
wards tries to make ' em face up to that---rat.ionally ', 
That's what I mean by the rationalisation of hell---one 
of my c~apter-heads Since 1945 the human being' s been 
dead, Glen. Thatfs my m~ssag~ 

1 think dinner's ~ady 

About time too ' 
Glen 

,What does she do out there? :Come on, 

Slo~ cooks are the best 

She should be cooking at the Ritz at that rate 

GLEN falls behind th~m . as they 
go out, sO ' t,hat he remains alone .. 

5 

JOHN P ]smiO 's Of':fice. 

Palermo wasn f t there when I go t back. So we me t 
nex,t morning at the o:ffice _ There were blue rims 
under hi$ eyes and he looked pale The whi tEes of 
his eyes werentt really white, they were shot through 
with littl~ broken vessels. He must have been over­
doing it 
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p At,EBMO (handing him a newspaper) 
the way? 

What do you think: of 'that, by 

GLEN (reading the headline) I ALWAYS SAY I~' S THE SHAPE THA2 
GErS HIM SAYS MISSILE PWPESSOR' S VD'E. ' "It' sntbe 
w8¥ that puff o£ SIloke goes up, aad. the shape, n saia 
LGuise GrilK,46-year-old wife of Amerie8D professor 
Jeffer$OB Grigg, kneWQ in nuclear circles as Mr. Afte~-
wards. "I guess Freud weuld have something to say 
about that, II sbe added with a laugh. Life with Jeff­
erson hasn't always been s. bed of reses" though. He 
told me confidentially tG4al that theytve been coasting 
near tbe divorce courts for the last ten years. While 
no nuclear scientist or even SUDday physicist hasky, 
aeep-voieei Jefferson Grigi has made it his buiiness 
to study all the published data ahou. the like1y 
results of the Big Flash wben it comes. ~o quote 
his f'unereal volume Afterwaris, we eeu1d live quite 
snugly in the peace that total devastation secures for 
us. ~he professor, educated at Stanf9rd university, 
believes 'tha't we owe our pr.aent happiness to the manu­
f~ture of nuclear weapons up to saturation point. 
"Take tbe nuclear lIushrooJl," said his wife, "now if 
that· s net the 87m"1 of something my name's not Loul f1 

&Gd, lGU didn't put all that in, did you?· ~heY'll 
think it's me' I actually used. the words • bed o:f 
roses' when I was therel 

PALEBMO: Of course I did it, there's my touch written allover 
it, with a bit of cutting by Jack Ryaa. I asked for 
a bundrea quid and he gave me fifty~ 

GLEN I But tacey're nice people' 

PALEBmO: I know they're Dice, I talked to his vife for half an 
hour. In fact, I ~ixed up dinner with her. What·s 
she like? Superb, eh? Forty-six is just IIY dish o~ tea. 

GLEN: She's nice, yes. 

PALERMO: Don't keep saying nice' Has she got it? 

GLEN a It? Yes, I suppose so. 

PALEMO: I'll take her to tbe Bagatelle thea, like she asked me to • . 
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(Phone rings) Hullo? Yes, he's si tting right here. 
]10:r you. (Hands GLEN the prone) I must dash. 

PALERMO leaves. 

GLEN: Yes? 

GInflllG'S voice (over the speakers) 
you know who this is. 

Is that Glen? Well, I guess 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLENs 

GRIGG: 

G1.EN: 

(GRIGG: 

GLEl~: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

MWlIEL: 

GLEN: 

Is that Jeff? 

You can cut out the Jefjf and call me professor. 
know what I think o~ you? 

No? 

You 

~at' s a lie. By the sound of your voice, you glass­
eyed phoney, you know 'Wha.t I tTmink of y(t)lU and you know 
IJm right. 

Listen, I--

OK, we know it was you because of that bed of roses touch. 
What my wife thinks of you couldn't be put down on paper. 
Listen, I'm very sorry about this. I don't hate you but 
I despise ~u qUite a bit Mostly I'm just sorry, because 
I thought you were a nice guy. How did you get caught 
up in this job? 

~ell, it just happened, ·1 vas----

You can aJ.wews get out. 
'Constantine? 

I thiriE so, yes. 

Ever hear of the emperor 

He came back to Rome with all -the known crimes on his 
shoulders, h$td just about killed everybody in his family, 
and he had a htell of a big family. And that I s how he 
became a :Qhristian_ because somebody told him iit, was the 
only rel~ion tha.t Iorgave a man everything h$ did. 
There's still room for you 

~hanks 

~ell, I &mn't suppose weill bump into each other ~in 
but; if we do it' 11 be a big bump. Good bye , 

MURIn. en ters wi th te&., 

Do you take sugar? 

Yes ... 

HoW! many? 
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GLEN: 

MURIEL: 

GL i' : 

MU.ilRlEL: 

GL~N: 

PALlmMO: 

GL : 

,- Jq -

Did you h~ar that? 

He sounded angry when I put him through. I wonder you 
went all" that w8¥ yesterday just "because .h! asks you . 

You must have known him a long time 

No t S(Q} long. But it's certainly been vivid. 

She leaves 

I sat there sipping my tea. It was dark and drab outside, 
with clouds lowering over the roofs When Palermo came 
back I let him hawe it 

P ALElIiMO enters 

still here-? 

You got me into a nioe mess with that professor. 
Suppo se he sues me :for Ii bel? 

PALERMO: But what t s he griping about? He asked for publicity 
. and he got it1 

GLEN: He didn ' t ask for th~ kind he got 

PALEm 0: All publicity's the same, Glen, it doesn't matter what 

GLEN: 

you say as long as it takes up .spaoe Wha.t the hell 
dCIDes he think we are, his personal agents or something? 
If he wants to employ ~ h~ can In fact, thatts a 
damned good idea • 

6. 

GL N's HOTEL ROOM 

Just as I was dozing o£f that night, limp with relief 
at being alone again, and thinking ojf' Luigi, the way he 
trudges up the hill with the copper-sulphate spray on 
his back, his clothes spr~ed a bright blue, the phone 
rang. It took me s ome time to come to myself. (Me 
hear phone ringing) Hullo, hullo? 
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VOICE OF LOUISE (over the speakers) Hulle, bad 89Y. 
your boss. He's trying to seduce me. 

I'll with 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

Is that Mrs Grigg? 

Call lie Lou. ListeR, I hope yQIU waren't too eut up 
this morning. I was listening on the bedroom line. 
He flew to Paris this afterR00B, tbanltGed. Leeturinc 
to NAto.. He calls it the North Atlantic !reason Organ­
isation • 

GLEN (sleepily) He does? 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOOISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

MAJiD: 

GLEN: 

You're quite a couple of boys, you and. Palermo, &ren't 
you? You knew, the thing that get dad's goat was that 
bit about hov he studied at Stanford University. He 
tDou&ht nobedy 1me'v. 

What·s wrong with that? 

He looks down on that university. His fr~ends are 
Harvard men at the least. Listen, will you tell me 
one thing, hew you fell inte this kind of work? 

Th~t· s wbat your husband wanted to know. 1----

You mew, Johnny Palerme says yeu have aoout the 
wickedest tongue in Fleet street. 

!!! said that? 

And yet you wouldn't think it to look at you. You 
leok as i~ you'd just come from the country, growing 
corn or something • 

~hat's not far wrong either. 

And, listen, if yeu've get a wife and child bow is it 
you live in a betel? Palermo raised that one. 
Excuse the familiari ty but yo u started the habi t, 
kid. 

And wi tb that sbe rang off. (He falls asleep) I 
woke up wonierfully early, wi tb. brigb t sunshine 
ceminc through the windows. The maid oreU&ht lD7 
~xD trrq in. 

MAID enters, with tra,. 

Nice morning. 

!hat' s right. 
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MAID: ' Getting steamed up for your exeriises? 

GLEN: Yes. 

MAID: Lik to see the paper? 

GLEN (as she hands it whim) Thanks 

GLEN: 

She l~ave.s. 

I turned the pQ8es over and came to a column called 
Hit Lines of the Week. It was so~ sort of a gossip 
column. Then I saw a little paragraph, 'Professor 
Jefferson Grigg, at present using England as a ' launching 
pad for a series of lectures in seven European countries, 
is in the news again. lim Said his wife Louise, 'Jeff 
fiew to Paris this ~ternoon. He's lecturing to NA!O.· 
She added wi th a husky laugh, 'He calls i't the North 
Atlantic Treason Organisation. I , Here' (Dials 
frantically) Oh, nQ}, you don' tl Hullo, hullo---l 

P ALEIMO (over the speake·rs) Bullo? 

GLEN: Oh, I'm lucky you come in so early because I can spit 
in your ear--

P Ali»ERMO: INlhat t s that? And who is it? 

GLEN: It' oS the man yo,u' re trying to fix up wi.1th fenemies--­
listen I've just seen that bit in the papers about 
Grigg---what is it (frantically peering)?---Hit Lines 
OI the 'Week---mmd you've put down exactly what she said 
to me last nighit over the phon, it couldn't have been 
more than eiglmt hours ago---and she said you said I had 
the wickedest tongue in Pleet street~ vell, I've never 
worked in Fleet street, and I'll tell you what you can 
do with your job---J 

PALlmHO: Yes? 

GLEN: Not that lit's a job at all. 

PALERMO: Exactly. But I tell you what I'm going to do, I'm 
putting you on a contract today, and fifty pounds is 
y®urs on signature. I'm satisfied with your work, 
Glen. 

GLEN: \What? 

PAlliJERMO: Anyway, that man loves every word we say ah out him. 
People give their right hands for an attack in the 
papers these days. I know a hundred starlets craving 
to be smeared. No, Glen, y~u've d~ne a good job of 
work and don't have to blame yourself. 'Wi th yQ>u looking 
innocent, W1d me pain"iing you black,why, that fascinates 
people. ,Call in for that contract. (He hungs up) 
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A bare attic room 

Well, I got my contract, though~e denied ever having 
said it.. All it did was stipulate that I was entitled 
to :full commission, so it was valueless. And I got. 
twenty . xive pounds instead o~ fifty. But it saved me. 
1 told him I couldn't af:ford ·to stay in a ho tel any more 
and he said I could move in upstairs. There was an 
attic room above tha . o1rice, without furniture. So 
1 did, the day after, a bleak Sunday. Not a stick of' 
Iuxniture. No ligbt. A wire hanging from the ceiling, 
that's all. I dragged up a chair from the ofiice, 
as Q bed. . For bfldclothes I used my over.coat, wi th 
a towel round my head (he puts these on). It had 
started raining and I watched the water running down the 
windows, while the street lamps gave me a lot of ligh:L2 t. 
Bo.t a car passed in two hours. (He is in th(f} cba.ilr) 
Not a sound from the other houses: more offices, probably. 
1 woke up cold after midnight. WilRXIfi: \~nt wi tb my eyes 
closed (he does it) to get more c10thes (~pens cases on 
the floo ), and pulled out two more suits and aJ.l the 
shirts I could find. And piled these on top of me. 
(does so). 'Fhat was better. I dreamed about nw· wine 
being sour because of a frost in the heat of summer. 
I heard a sharp noise below (jumps), was suddenly in a 
8i tting position, IICI heart beating fast and my mouth 
open. Something had ~allen. Perhaps somebody. 
I waited, staring into the darkness. Sound of a chair 
being sCBBp d across the floor downstairs (we hear it). 
And the sound of steps---l hoped against hope they weren't 
coming upstairs. I leaned forward, ready to~ring • 
But silence again. I decidedcto see for myself I 
tiptoed outside and saw there was a light below (light 
appears at 'exit). I heard whispering and this made me 
bolder,. I walked on down and heard Palermo cough. 
I could have laughed with relief. But when he saw me 
som:eone shrieked (woman shrieks), and ell at once I had 
Q confused picture of Mrs Grigg pulling her blouse up 
quickly, sitting on his desk, and he leaping away as if 
he'd been shot. And they remained there, staring 
at, me, while I s t ared at them. I realised I must make 
a surprising picture too, with the towel wrapped round 
m~ head I went back upstairs And after a time 
(again in his chair) I heard them tiptoe down the s tairs " 
When I woke next morning there were ch~er~ul onday morn­
ing s ounds---trucks being unloaded, the click of heels 
on their way to work. I decided to buy some f lllrni ture, 
(raising himself painfully) above all a bed, 



GLEN: 

• 
1?ARSONS: 

GLEN: 

l? AllIDNS: 

GLEN: 

PARSONS: 

GJUJBlli: 

.PAESO s: 

GLHN: 

P ARSOI\jS: 

• GLIEN: 

PARSONS: 

GLEN: 

PARSONS: 

GLEN: 

PAJRSONS: 

GLEN: 

8. 

A furniture shep 

Two doors away I Iound a second-hand furniture 
shop. It seemed to be my lucky part of town · 
The door made a loud clingvhen I went in (we 
hear this). And a man appeared. He nad a white 
starched collar on but no jacket, and a flushed, wide 
face He laid a fat hand on one, of the bedsteads • 

KR F SONS has appeared " 

lWeI 1 , s:i~ 

I'd like a bed Mea be a chest of" d:fawers if' you've 
got one, nothlng grpnd 

,N/hat' s that, please? 

A bed. 

A bed? Oh, blimey. NOM, a bed. 

Yes, that's the idea 

You'll need a mattress 

Have you go t a second-hand one? 

No , we don't do that any more, mate. 
if you follow me 

There's this 

It's not hygienic, 

1111 have to buy a new one, do you think? 

Well, you'd b,e well advised to. I mean, in a city like 
this our little hopping friends thrive, don't they? 

I only want it for a few weeks, perhaps months. 

I see. I might be able to la.v my hands on sm>mething 
if it's only for a few weeks. 

You mean you'd want it back? . 

No, mate, that wouldn't do, woUld it? Mhat I IlBan is, 
if it d(!))n 't have to be special I think I can suit you. 
It'll be CAean i~ used, as the actress said to th~ 
bishop. Yes, it \tlon't be this week though. 

I ne:ed i t today. 
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F ARSONS: You an actor? 
9 

GLEN: No, I'm here on business---and everythi9'S a rush. 

PARSONS: I was going to s~, I get actors sometimes. Free 
tickets have ,come to me that wfq. They wants bits and 
pieces f®r their digs. And then they try to sell them 

GLEN: 

PARSONS: 

GLEN: 

PARSONS: 

GLEN: 

PARSONS: 

GJkEN: 

back. Very unhygienic, oome of' I em. But being sympath-
etic teo> the art I giv1e 'em a good price, more than I 
can afford. 

So can we get the mattress tod~ 

I'll phone my dumb friend in Nightingale Lane ani he 
might be ab:=:le to drive something over. 

Would it cost a lot? 

I could do you divan and mattress for fourteen quid and 
thatfs more or less letting it go for the fun of it. 

I can't af£o~d fourteen. 

·Well , xt 1 might knock ojff a Ii ttle bit but i t ~n' t be 
less than twelve 

What aooutcx t .en? 

PARSONS: I'll tell you what, give me eleven pounds down nov and 
I'll deliver the lot by four this afternoon. 

GL~: I can give you five deposit. 

P ARSO 5: And what about the rest? 

GLEN: t'he fi. I'lm' 11 pay. Two doors down. 

PARSONS: Then it'll have to be twelve I'm lenient with individ-
uals but firms have no faces, as I always say All 
righ~, then, letts see the colour of your mon~y. 
(GLEN tak~s out five pounds) Do you smoke? 

GLEN: No. 

PMiSONS: Not this? (Showing a small envelope) You naver know 
when ciients want a puff, it, ma, be their hour of need. 
Where you from, the north? 

GLEN: No , Italy. 

~ ARSONS: There 's many must be in need in Italy, mate. 
back some time? 

GLEN: Yes. 

G<>ing 
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PARSONS: 'iWri te me down your address, mate. 

GLEN (as PkRSONS pushes pieee of paper towards him) Where, Italy 
dQ) you roeM? 

PARSONS: No, here. You said you wanted a ~, eh? 

GLEN: Yes. ('Nlri t ing ) 

PARSONS (dialling) ' I'll phone my dumb friend. Bullo, is that 
you? There's Ii young man just come in" he wants to 
put in an order, five hundred rubber preventives with 
zips on. ~hat·s right, mate. Listen, Arthur, get 
me out one of them mattresses, have it round here by 
twelve noon, mate. (Hang,s up) He's had a nasty life, 
Arthur. Seaman. Hates and loathes the sea.. Had 
his ~ngue cut out---got on the wrong side in a row 
one night in Malaya. He never talks about it~ For 
obvious feasons. ListenJ I don't like to let an intell­
igent man s1..ip through lD)' f'ingers, I'll give you bed and 
mattress for 1ive quid if you'll c~me back and see me 
before you ~ to Italy. 

GLEN: .All righ t. 

PARSONS: Don't let me down, though. 

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

PARSONS: Here, you're trying to sell my SOlul. All right,· I'll 
tell YGU what, I'll rake out a little chest of drawers, 
I vas keeping it f®r a piecan who likes two hundred 
years of grime in his furniture, I'll send it round 
vi to the rest. 

GLEN: What's t~e price? 

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

GLEN: And after saying that he turned round and wen~ back to 
his dark little room. 

9. 
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GLEN: 

UHlEL: 

GLEN: 

GLEN: 

The Attic Hoom 

In the afternoon it all arrived. Meanwhile I'd bought 
some blankets, that was what I needed the rest o:f my 
money for. When the chest of drawers stood ~nst 
the wall with the lignt from the window on it, humble 
and mellow, it made me think oJf civilisation as ilf' it 
was another life. 

Muriel comes in. 

There's a letter for you.' 

It's a Cambridge post mark. I d@n't 
(handing it back) it's only insults 

ant to open it--­
You ~pen it. 

All right. 
smackers .. 

It's a cheque for three hundred 

What? \Who' s it made out to? 

UiUEL: You. 

GLEN: Me? 

And there's a letter. That- s private. 

GLEN (reading it) 'I've found out the most genEJarous rates for a 
syndicated article and I hope this refunds you for any 
loss of copy on ~ account. . Please forget what you 

MURIEL: 

GLEN: 

MURIEL: 

GLEN: 

MU.RIEL: 

saw in the office last nigbt~ For God's sake take this 
and don't be 9queamish, not th~t I exactly associate 
squeamishness ,~th you. I shall return the cheque ag~in 
and ~ain to you if you refuse it, I implore you to tear 
up this letter. I never knew I c~uld get so panicky 
but if Jeff ~inds out about this I'm finished; he'll 
fix me for good, he'll rid me of every friend 1 have in 
the states. I don't know if this makes you f~el power­
fUl but I hope you h~e a little Christian feeling. 
If this cheque is all wrong, I mean if you want something 
else, let I1le kno. Yours, Louise Grigg.' Here---give YV\..S2.-

that---I'll tear them both upL 

Look out1 
quid. 

Oh, lord above, ~'s torn up three hundred 

Squeamish, I like that, 

ow hat did you do that for? 

It was dirty money, that's why. 

So is all money, duck. 
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GLEN: 

MURIEL: 

GLEN: 

She can have all the sf'fairs she likes without paying 
.!!!!. 

Oh, well. 

WIllo will? 

Helll take it, ix you dOn't. 

MURIEL (going autO WIho do you think? 

PALElmMO (off) Glen 
woman? 

~at the hell have you got up there, a 

. ORIEL (also off) It's me • 

P ALEH.MO (o1':[) 08, that's different. 

PALERMO enters. 

PALEmilO: ' We.1I..l, you've got. quite a little puace here. Listen, 
Glen, 1 "11 trade you this room rent free :for a little 
favour. Cambridge t<n>night. 

GLEN: Cambridge tonight, what do you mef;\Il? 

PALERMO: ~he thing is I'm a little scared o~ Grigg, he's just 
returned to England---

GLEN: I'm scarfed of him too,' 

PALERMO: And he's invited you to a party. 

GLEN:W/hat? 

PA1lEBMO: ibnigbt. I arranged it. ' ell, she did. I've gone 
rather deep with Lou---as you saw, Glen Be a good chap. 
!he position is thi~---I think we should all come to­
gether, like a family---

GLEN: Oh, no' 

PALERNO : I d@n't want him to feel out in the cold, you see, Glen. 
I mean, you seem to know how to grease rusty joints. 

GLEN: e? 

PALE~O: He likes you, apparently. He enjoyed the story. JC 
Naturally, I'm letting him think it wa~who wrote it I J(;IA,. 
I keep pushing you down Louts throat as a dangero us 
mind, and someone to woo. 

GLEN : ~hanks~ 

PALEaiMO: They'll both eat out of your hand. Any.."ay, fou' God's 
sake get up there an<di show him we ' zoe not really enemies,~ 
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Exp1ain i 1aJ.l. 
GLEN: All right, I'll go~ " 

PAL-]lm..fo : Dark suit, begins at eight, arrive at nine 

GLBN: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GIvEN: 

P ALEBMO leaves. 

I was i n the train s oon after seven, with a dark suit 
on. ~o nights in the role o'f bedclothes hadn't done 
the suit any good but MU8iBl had an iron downstairs. 
I was excited. So much so that the ends of my ~ingers 
were trembling. (Country lights, dim and pin-pointed, 
shone through the filth o~ the train windows. A drizzle 
started and swept agw.nst them---strange that a wind 
should start up now At ~ambridge it nearly wrenched 
the compartment door out of my hand. Long cars were 
parkeli outside the ap.artmen1" block. A dustbin lid flew 
off somewhere. 

10 

The GRIGG apartment. 

I pressed the bell (it rings) and there was Louise 
Gri gg suddenly before me, in a chiIIon dress slung 
low at thfe neck and her arms bare_ She was flushed 
slightly and her eyes were brighter perhaps than I I d 
seen them before. A look of fear, the smallest of 
twitches, went through her face when she saw me. 
Then her expression settled for a kind of smiling 
self-restraint, not friendly at all. 

LOUISE GllUGG has appeared. 

Like to hang your coat, Glen? Just stroll in. 
wind tonight, eh? 

And how. 

Some 

'there's a man who brings, tb:e drinks. Wi th white gloves . 

She goes off ag~n with his coat. 

I looked t~ugn to the other room. A pleasant, soft 
light came from there (we see this). One or two heads 
were shaved~ One of them belonged to an -army man in 
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a unif~rm that made him look menacingly clean, as if he 
was trying to answer an accusation of f il th , The women 
\tJere pretty. There was a roBJ:' of' male laughter (ve hear 
this) and I noticed a flushed plump man raise his eyes 
and, laughing rith the rest, saa--in an EngJLi:s;h voice--

VOICE (off) I couldn 1 t agree more~ I absolutely couldn1 t 

GLEN: 

WAI, ;l . • 

GLEN: 

WAl~ 

GLEN: 

',WAl.~ER: 

GLEN: 

GLEN: 

MYRA: 

GLEN: 

MYRA: 

GLEN: 

YRA: 

GLID : 

MYRA: 

Then the waiter with the white g1.oves came 

vi ~-:'l' enters. 

Drink, sir? 

wgisky or dry Martini: no sherry, the like their liquor 
hard. You English? 

Yes. 

Thought so. ,Well, wai t for it. 
something tonight. 

You're going to see 

He leaves again 

The doorbel~ rang (we hear this) and a new group arrived, 
Louise giving them a sort of loud family welcome, much 
more than she'd given me. And one o~ the pretty women 
c,ame in iwl. th a tray of sandwiches. 

MYRA enters. 

Her dress was the darkest in the room with Slightly old­
fashioned flounced sleeves. Her hair was dark too, and 
in the dirnness---I realised how 10" the lights were--­
it framed her pale face like black satin. She reminded 
me o1f a HoI bein sketch of one of the Tudors, 

Like one? 

No , thanks. 

I' min fashion. Name's Myra. 'What are yo u?---forgi. ve 
me asking but I have to single you out from the nuclear 
nuts. 

1'm in wine. 

In what? 

Wine , 

Well , listen to that. Are you drunk most of the time? 
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GLEN: 

MYRA: 

LOUISE: 

MYRA: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

MY1l1A: 

GLEN: 

~YHA: 

-]0-

No. 

\iell, why not? 

LOUISE comes in. 

Well, how are you two making out? J ef:f jus t arri vetJ... 

He's in wine. Now isn't that something? 

Oh, is that what he told y®u? 

A side you don ' t know about. 

There's a whole lot I don't know about you, 1 dare say. 
Well , well, you're in wine now, are y~u? I ' ll go look 
after my guests, they ' re cascading in. 

She leaves. 

You know when I drink this stuff I get hallucination$. 
I see people as all kinds of things. 

You do? 

\What did you say your name was? 

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

Yft!: Listen, Glen, you see that General through there, with 
the uni:iorm? Name oj[ Heeley. Nicest guy on earth. 
Says his wife went to the top ox Eiffel tower and tried 
~ throw her two babies of I , and they shipped her over 
to one of the nicest hatch~s in the state of CaLi£ornia. 
I screamed with laughter • 

GLEN: 

,Y'i : 

GLEN: 

Why? 

Well , isn't it funny? To go through the trouble ox 
having babies and then throw them off the Eiffel tower? 
Anyway, didn't you knovthis man has orders to gas all 
wine merchants in Europe in the event of a nuclear cat-
astrophe? (She slips off her shoes) Well, here we 
go Look at that , Glen-- -my first hallucination. 

She goes, shoeless. 

She meant Jefferson Grigg, who had just walked into the 
other room. He shook hands with al.most everyone except 
tne General . Or perhaps they're very old friends_ 
the room was getting hotter and hotter. Grigg seemed 
to hawe grown taller during his journey, his stride 
was more ,loping and authoritative. The creases of his 
face , like reckless pencil lines, seemed deeper. And 
he ~s tired. When he saw me he didn't bat an eyelid. 
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GRIGG: 

GLEl~: 

GRIGG: 

GLEli: 

GRIGG: 

LOUISE: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

~, 

~egan to suspect a trap: he vas being too nice. 

GIRIGG appears. 

Glad you could come. Bring your wife this time? 

No , she's miles away 

But you're happily married? 

Yes 

1 wish I was happily married like that 
the only way, never see 'em. 

Louise comes ill'll. 

',Why don't you two take your jackets o1'f? 

A good idea at th&t. 
informal here. 

It's certainly hot. 

Peel it off, Glen. 

Perhaps it's 

LOUISE goes again, addressing 
the other room wi~h: 

WUISE (of:f) ',Well, doesn't this look cosy. 

GLEN: 

GIfUOO: 

GLEN : 

. mnoo: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

~IGG: 

How did your lectures go? 

Oh, you knov ho~ it is ~ ~hey just goggled. Chromosome 
damege, alpha radiation, CNS---they know nothing. They 
can't tell RxxigkiBocxmai«« the difference between fifteen 
megatons ann a lighted match. 

~hey would if one went off, I expect. 

You're damned right. And t~ sooner they face up the 
better, or it's going to be an awful ~ss ~· 

.wha1t was tha1you said, ' CNS'? 

,Why, he t s learning' ' entral Nervous System Syndrome 
You lose control over y~ur limbs, get very ~xcited, have 
dif£iculty br~athing, sort of black out now and then, 
and you're dead in say eight to ten h(QJurs . 

Sounds a nasty experience. 

See that guy through there? The one bristling W1th 
medals. He won't take his jacket off. Choco12te 
soldier. Name of Heeley, General Heeley. We like 
to, ge r i d of him and his butler early on. It's his 
butler, by the way He wouldn't dirty his hands ~ith 
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GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGGa-: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

nuclear tools, not him. He thiliks he's in a tradition, 
the crumb He even rides ~ horse. What say to an~ther 
drink, Gl en? 

Thanks. 

And take that waistcoat off, you'll fry. 
stuff in the sack~ 

~he what? 

I'll put your 

No wonder most of the men had taken their jackets off, 
and the women had kicked off th~ir shoes---it was getting 
like a furnace Only the Gener~l had hi$ still on, and 
he vas getting up to leavce, 

GHIOO appears again 

Whisky and soda, am I right? 

Yes. 

o , pour it down, :foul-mouth. But try and publish the 
details of ~ party and, oh, boy---' Even your boss 
won t t own you. 

Listen, about al.l that ----

Oh, no, don't give me phoney confessions as well, I'm 
not that gullible Li'sten, Louise sold me the line th~t 
1 admire you for your shere damn~d neck, so let's leave 
it at that., 

Hare, look, that chap's taken his trousers oIf 

The General must have gone 
it, ,Charles? 

Is he English? 

CCalling out) How goes 

Own$ this flat, as a matter of fact. One of your defen~ 
men. And a friend o~ rnine---got it? 

GBE&lx You d~n't have t~ worry about me remembering any of this, 
I 'm drunk .. 

GRIGG: I guess I'd better put the heating up. 

GLEr: You mean dO"Mn. 

GRIGG: You've still gat your sho~s on i 1ake 'em off' 

He leaves. 
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GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

I untied my sboelaces, when I could find them. 
(Does this) started humming. Not only was the place I 
hot enough ~rom the central heating but I could~Louise I~ 
Grigg piling logs on a :fire. ,When sparks flew up the 
chimney she and the woman called Myra seemed to think it 
a special joke. But none of the other guests seemed 
worried. They couldn't ~ b~ in a plot, like people 
in a dream. More clothes were coming off. One woman 
made no bones about taking off her stockings 

Here ' s your number tag. 
Youtre number 49 . 

491 

GRIGG comes back. 

(Hands him tag with string) 

Go on, the sacks are through there 

Sacks? 

GRIGG {gulping down his drink ) Sacks, sacks. Put your clothes 
in them. And these are Myra's shoes. That's her, 
a lovel; etching outside and a mess in. put 'em in 
number 23, she always takes that one. 

GLEN leaves with shoes. 

GLEN (of I) Here, you mean? 

GRIGG: Yhatts right. Y~u know, I really do like you---

GLEN: 

(as GLEN returns) you're slilI.cb a damn~d crook I think 
youtve made hell your home as thoroughly as I have. 
You can look so damn~ gXXBm innocent. , Here, damn it, 
can you read my number? •• I need glasses. 

Thirty-seven 

Grigg: Yeah, well I 'm usually in the thirties. 

GLEN: Those sacks (as GRIGG takes hi$ own shoes out) are 
filling up fa.st. 

GRIGG (ox£) Son-of-a-bitch if somebody rrasn't put his shoes in 
mine---a pair ojf damn big boots. Out you get (sound 
of h~avy shoes tumbli~). That kind of thi~ takes a 
Whole night t~ work out, it's like a running ~re, 
people just wont t think (as he appears again). 

GLEN: What · s all this for? 

GRIGG: Oh, come on, Glen. Let's have your shirtt,. 



GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

• 
LOUISE: 

GRIGG: 

LOUISE: 

GRIGG: 

GL.EN: 

-31--

Shirt? You've already got my jacket and lIlJ7 waistcoat. 

Waistcoat? You mean vest. 

I've got ~ vest on under my shirt. 

Yeah, and I got an overeo a.t under my pants. 

They reel about, taking o~f their 
clothes • 

LOUSIE comes in. 

~ell, I never thought I:d see you two playing club 
pals. 

These English peopl insist on calling their vests 
waistcoats, and he starts telling me h~'s wearing his 
waisteo at under his shirt. 

They're screaming for us, J ff (as ,she leaves again). 

I'll be right in~ Though they ain't screaming vrery 
loud, are they? (wi th a wink at GLEN) Gimme your gear, 
son---49, right? 

That's right. (G.llUGG 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 shB d of clothing, and 
ewerybo~ made a wild sort of cry (we hear thi~) 
No wonder the lights Were so low. Other people started 
following their example. The Eng~ishman was already 
down to his socks only.. He had a v ry big belly But 
it didn't seem to matter. It was nice, really. IWbat 
I mean is it seemed natural. You oould hear the soles 
of their feet brush on the carpet, and their breathing, 
and ~metimes a slight stamp of a heel, or the smack of 
one of their hands on a buttock or thigh. You could 
se,e that these people had th ease that coms vith po~er.· 
~hey reminded me of English brigadiers and corps co~ 
anders during the last years of colonial India, whten the 
sun had not quite set in their faces, and the investments 
were still showing a yield, and a pleasant, ungrudging 
magnanimi ty soothed and shone its wB3 into their cheeks. 
I remembered how they lit their cigarettes, stood in 
messes drinking their te , the comfort ble drone of their 
voices, and these same unashamed almost feminine movements. 
They were exactly like the Englishman o~ yest.rday---the 
Englishman of a certain class. They even dressed like 
him, much more than we did ourselves. They spoke with 
the same casual. awareness of great power. Evlen an 



YRA: 

GLEN: 

1 YRA: 

GL ~ : 

American accent was barely perceptible. Like the 
Eng1.ishman of' yesterday, he was suave, fair-minded, self­
assured in manner if not in fact: a new race of imperial 
gentlemen. No wonder this Englishman agreed with them 
so well, andii laugbed when the-y laughed, in a seventh 
heaven o:f nostalgia. For me he was played-out: I could 
see ~he dead ideas playing in his face, as 1 could h~ar 
th~m in his voice. For me he was hardly an Engl.ishman 
at all. But for these Americans he was what they meant 
by English. And this mad his voic a shade more harsh 
and downright than it would have been with hi$ own native 
kind, among whom he had lost caste long ago: he was 
basking in an empire again, and h seemed to realis. that 
he preferred it to his own country and certainly to most 
o:f his own countrymen. In fact, I think that was \</hat 
stopped' me going into the otber room: his presence, alo 
I was a fellow-Englishman of the kind he had never wanted 
to know. So I let him bask, rocked in the f eling that 
he was the only Englishman present. He had-more contact 
with these foreigners thah h could ever have with me. 
And I realised I could s8¥ the same: I had more contact 
with them, they were closer t@ my ways OI reasoning, than 
he. Which gave them great power---over a divided world. 
Yet the power, like the casyal self-assurance, was a 
mask: perhaps that was why they threw it .off after dark, 
and got down to grass-roots, which were death and anguish, 
with their beaming English clown in tow, playing the 
Engli shman o~ yesterday for all he was worth, though he 
did it less well than his hosts lin old-world decorum 
still hung over th<ern all: when they left the room they 
slipped an overcoat or dressing gown over their nakedness. 

MYRA enters in a dress ing gown. 

Have you an idea of my number, honey? 

I think itts 2} 

A problem---~fiere to keep a handkerchief with no 
clo thes on·. 

She leaves. 

Sometimes I thougbt I saw dawn peeping through the 
curtains, but it always turned out to be light 
reflected :from th.e dying 10 :fire I heard someone 

To P. 3~~) 



wurSE: 

LOUI SB: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GL '" : 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

murmur 'Food' and there was a bustle towards the 
door. Louise appeared, looking more like a girl, 
her hair Untidy. 

Mind if I sit down? 

ake what? 

LOUISE enters, also in a 
dressing gOJlrl 

CoulWn't quite make it, huh? 

Ydlu stil :l have oome cl.othes on 

I was---watching 
v 

There ' s not once card th~ depil ever ofIered you 
t hat you haven'~ piayed, is ~here? No wonder 
y~u won't show us yaur naked flesh. I realised, 
by the way, that you procured me f'or Palermo 
You were dead rigb~: my legs went weak the 
minute I clapped eyes on him 

What? 

He got a nea~ description o~ m~ when you got back 
to town---he t~ld me that---

11 I said was yes 
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LOlUISE: 

GLID : 

I'll tell you what happened. He looked at you with a 
leer in his eyes and you nodded Because you're in 
cahoots, the tva of you. But hets th~ better man 
He 'does something. He doesn't just watch. Oh, I 
know you're playing at thes~ things. We thought you'd 
make a friend at £irst. Fine thing we got ourselves 
into. Frankly, you scare me. Not because you look 
scarey, but ~ecause you don't Thatis why it's so 
u canny", M1hy not procure for yourself? 

Mhat? 

LOUISE (coming closer to him) Listen, Glen, I just don't believe 
a man can give up being good. I don't think it's 
possible~ For one thing, my reli~on ioesn't allew 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

L@JUISE: 

G1Jm: 

LOUISE: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

me to. 

Nor does mine. 

God in heaven, you're not Catholic, are you? Glen, 
go and find a priest, I can take you round to ~ur Ii ttle 
church in the morning---,ake communion~ I mean, 
don't you ever? 

What? 

Confess? 

To a priest? I haventt d@ne, no. 

Darling, you look 6(0) miserable. I'm not going to let 
you be damned Jefx even uldn't want me to. 

God's the judge of th§.t. 

You think we've ~t no po~er at all? I 'll show you 
that isn't true~, I might save you--- I'm weak and 
stupid but I could have a try' (She sits on hi~ lap) 
A womants softness could do it. ~hat might be one 
weakness you've overlooked---every man is born o~ woman. 

They murmur and coo and fondle 

You refused the cheque, dimn't you? 

Yes. 

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

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

r'm not interested in cash. 

Darling, you'll be good, won't you? Don't let lIeff 
hear a thing--- I'm going to soften you, you can't 
be hard all the way through' (Kisses him again) Is 
that your trouble, Glen? 
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GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GRIGG: 

LOUISE: 

~RIGG: 

LOUISE: 

GRIGG: 

LOUISE: 

G.BlIGG: 

LOUISE: 

,<-

You aren't married, are you, darling? 

What are you talking abGut0 

I won't give up though. 

........., 
Comfortab Ie? 

Jef:f~ Jeff ••• 

GilUGG COIDlfiS in • 

Take it easy. 

Am I too early or too late? 

I haven't done amything1 

I knew it was this one or Palermo . Tell you the truth, 
I thought this one was too norma.l for your tastes. Why, 
you dirty son-of-a-bi~ch---

Jeff' 

---lowdown, two-timing male whore •• ~ 

He disappears for ~ moment. 

GRIGG (reappearing with sack number 49, empty, in his hand ) I'll 
teach you to pull the wool over my eyes, I 'll pull this 
over YOU1l"sl 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

He grabs GLEN and, fOJrcing him back 
into his chair, puts the sack over 
his head and with a ne~t movement 
ties the strings to the back of the 
chair in such a way that GLENt s arms 
are bound too. 

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

(GLEN struggles) 

He pushes LOUISE out. 
aJLone again. 

Come on, 

GLEN is 

Don't you touch me ' (Kicks) Hear what I said? 
Don' t you c~me nearl (Kicks) Louisel (Lismens) 
Are you still here? (Suddenly spins round chair as if 
enemy behind) They haven't left me like thls, have threy? 
Griggl Louise, (struggles to get free) 

MYRA comes in. 
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MYRA (staring) Oh, no' No ••• That's the worst yetl 

GLEL~: 

LOUISE: 

She flees. 

Bullo, hullo? Was that oo-mebody? ~hey must be able 
to see me through there. Grigg 1 Here, he must have 
opened a door---It 11 freeze to death'- G-riggl I don't 
know, people are irresponsible nowad~s. They must be 
a~e to see me. They can't think this is normal. 
(~ries to untie himself) What's he dGne? Griggl 
God, what a fool I was to come up here. That Palermo, 
I'll give him something tomorrow morning. God, it's 
~old. 1 suppose I just wait. But I'll freeze to death. 
(Kicks again, struggles) 

LOUISE appears. 

OK, cool off. 

GLEN (as she unties him) Cool off---Itm frozenl 
into a nice fix, didn't you? 

You got me 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

- GRIGG: 

L{)UISE: 

GRIGG: 

LOUlSE: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

1JOmSE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

Gee, I'm sorry. 

I bet you're not. 

GRIGG comes in with a bottle of 
Wine, and one glass. 

Kind of a misunderstanding. Here, get this down. 
From iCharles·s cellar. 

Feeling OK now, honrey? ( f<.IG cr) 
I think ILll thro mysel~ down somewhere. I'm beat. 

The spare room's clear, honey • 

Kill that bottle, Glenl (as he goes of~) 

How did y~u do it? 

Oh, I so~tened him up_ Anyway, that·s eno~h of trying 
to save people. As from tonight. 

He didn't beat you? 

-What, him? I'd like to see him try. 
on a bible. 

1Nbat? 

He made me swear 

That it wasn't you. ~hank God he didn't make me 
swear about Palermo, that*s all. 

Where are the guests? 
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LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

Mostly asleep. I think that's what Lou means to do 
too. Good night, we'll be meeting in a day from nvw. 

,;where? 

LOUISE (going) . sk your boss. He phoned up Jeff' and arranged it. 

GLEN: 

GLEN: 

I don't know how he does it. 

Good night. I sat there for s®me time, stretched, 
yawned, got up. ·~ent to find the contents of number 
49 (disappears for a moment), and began dressing. 
Then 1 walked into the big room. Th~~ were sl~epers 
everywh~re. They had all been lovingly covered with 
coats or blankets, like children, mute and pale, seeming 
to st~re at me behind their c10sed eyelids. I saw 
Myra, her head sl umped forward, twitching. 

11.. 

The Backs. 

Outside, I f@und a morning so serene that I stood 
where I was -between the gil t s1.dng-doors and the long, 
grimed, o~ficial cars, my hands in my pockets, just 
looking at the sky. ~he wind had done its cle~sing 
job and th~re were only the last fine traces of cloud 
high up. No one was about An electric milk-trolley 
throbbed from a near by street, a suburban sound that 
made me want to laugh. I walked towards the Backs, 
it being too early f~r a cafe t@ be open The co~leges 
were still and closed, their windows reflecting the first 
watery yellow of the sun. The touclm of the chill air, 
the sun that bore into everything like a diBmond, the 
silence I found hen 1 reac~d the river were like 
judgements on the night I'd had, but I cculdn't tell 
~hat they were. The birds were awake on t~ river and 
all at once three swans thro bOOd with e, happy will 
overhead, traCing the riverline precisely, gleaming in 
the sunl their wing-beats eanoing on the water. I sat 
down on a bench and looked across at King's chapel, vast 
and as always so :tfixed against the sky that it wasn't 
ours any more, but past and ~uture. The river moving 
slowly between the lawns reminded me of English summer 
afternoons long ago. The Bridge of Sighs looked as if 
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GLEN: 

it enclosed watchers from the past. But---there 
didn't seem any connecting links any more Not with 
those summer afternoons I could remember viaidly, not 
even with the scene that lay before me It was like 
a painted scene. After the nigh~I 'd just had it 
didn't seem real. strange that drigg's thoughts should 
steal into my head novl like a threat, and viciously 
tru. IWe were marking tiIIle, yes, val. ting. And 
England, I was in England: but wha.t England existed 
now, even in this most English scene? It was like a 
memory. Nature was like a memory: it had all been 
broken underneath, from the swans to the bright lawns 
stirring in the sunshine; in one moment it could ali 
coJL1BiJs8---perhaps was co l lapsing invisibly at this 
moment Which made it all a pleasM.t memory at best. 

s an ugly town was an unpleasant memory at best. 
We 'Were wa.tching the careful fruits of past generations, 
and the careful fruits of God: we were the first 
spectators, because the key to its total destruction had 
been fwund. Look at this soaring chap 1, pointing up 
far beyond us into the past and future. But wh~t /~ _ 
fu ture? . e CQuldn I tj\secure about a f uture. So i t ~ 

se,rued us into oWl'selves The future wasn't oUJr"S 
So there could be no past, either Me had no xuture 
because we had no pOliTer to :form it It was being decided 
by other minds, f@r motives we knew nothing about. 

e had los t t he power of choice So we were like unw~ted 
guests in the universe. A gardener cycled along the 
grawel path in front of me---

A gardener cycles past 

at least he looked like a gard ner, and s aid Q ringing---

G~{D~ER: Godd morning' 

GLEN: Go.od morning' And at onC(8; my thoughts were behind me 
I W8$ lost again in the business of life Just a ring-
ing good morning could d~ it It didn't take much to 
pull the wool over our eyes A fe~ windows opened 
~here was the sound o:t cars from ingt s Parade And 
a church bell s tarted, ~~llowed by others This most 
demanmmng of ~ll oounds reinforced the walls Md lawn 
and sOaring stone, and insisted on p~st end future being 
intact, and I gave in happily and willingly, and let the 
~alse dream suf£use me (Bel~s) I got up, my hands in 
ITri po ck®ts, and s1t:rol.led over the bridge again. I wars; 
hungry 

Me hear the bells of· Cambridge 
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GLE1~ : 

Palermo ' s office .. 

That night had another strange effect It happened 
when I was walking across King's ~ross station on my 
way to the office. All of a sudden I felt as if I'd 
been implicated in something---not a crime but ~-
thing, which I mus~n't talk about And it wQsntt 
just one thing In a f~rmidable way I ~as prevented 
from talking openly about anything, as if all mY l ife 
now lay under a veil of secrecy And I began to feel 
watched. Put more precisely, I begM to feel w~,tch­
able 1 fel t not qui te clear in my record. Some­
thing was on my record which I di 't know a out 
I had to be careful, I mustn't speak, but exactly what 
the forbidden subjects were I didn't know, s o they could 
well be eve~ything I was involved. Yet I 'd don~ 
nothing I had been made an ally~ but f(\)ir what I didn't 
know' The v~il spread by the previous night layover 
all secrets, including the most terrible ones, which 
\~ere wheth~r a machine of' totru destruction uhad been 
invente«i, and where it 'Was, and who oontrolled the 
button, and then who controlleu those who c~ntrolled 
the button, in a series of secrets that reached down 
finally to me, who had no importance at 811, and who 
trie~ to live as if t here were logic and plain facts still. 
But how or why thi$ was so I couldn't say: ,only that 
the night's experience, showing me bulging hairy parts 
and strong shining bosoms and hips fruitful of suggest­
ions and legs curling afxectionately over others and 
hot skin touching other skin with thrilling unconcern, 
exposed with its very unsecrecy the deadly secrecy on 
which our life WQS founded now. You know, after a night 
like that, you come tOi the core and ~rm Of the w<DIrld 
I had touched its secret: which was that all modern 
life was a kind of secret service' And I was involved. 
The tlmouglmt made me shudder I fel t pale and could 
hardly ~alk. My cheeks drooped and I cOuldn't look 

, o"ther people in the eye. I shuffled through to Palermo's 
office. He was there, in a spotlessly wbite shirt 
that made his hand.$ look ft-ail , his lip:s fastidiously 
s~ft. He looked up slowly. 

:PAL~O: Thanks, by the way. 
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GLEN: IWhat for? 

~ALEBHO: Winning dad over. All-night session? 
just now. Asked for you too. 

She phoned me 

GLEN: Jil'ny? 

PALEaKO: Anyway, thanks. You'll hold my hand tonight, eh? 

GLEN: I'm not going to any parties. I've had enough of them. 

PALERMO: Just a gathering at ID7 club. Not a party. Call it 
work. And l 't 11 need you for somethlng else, in an 
hour from nov. 

GLEN: 'What? 

P ALEiRMO: Oh, a cQlnference. I I m on to ;SJJ)IIlfething good. MeMwhi1e 
get ~me sleep. By the w~, I opened ap account for 
you today. Put three hundred quid in. 

GLEN: What? 

PALERMO: It's the bank we use. Bank charges fallon us. 
1"\ 

GLEN : What three hUJDdred is that, for G-od' s sake? 

PAL1EaMO : The advance I tol.d you about. 

,GLEN: But that was twenty-five. 

PALERMO: ~e thought you were worth more. 

GLEN: Who's we? 

P ALlWMO: Gh8JllldlerWilliaIDls and me. 
back? 

Why, want me to take it 

GLEN: No. Well, thank yo u very much 

PALERMO: I'm under the weather too. Ticker. I 'm saving 
myself up for tonigh~. Great things. The universe 
is go'ing to move. In fact, if you don't mind, I I11 
use your bed upstairs. 

GLEN: I helped him up from his desk. Then he was all right. 
He walked upstairs very slowly---I felt he didn't want 
Muriel to see. He came down an hour later looking 
fresh and spruce for the conference, a®d bustled me 
into a taxi outside. It was an office behind the 
Strand. Seisey Associates was written on the door. 
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 eng~ed wi th Mr Klydonhall at the moment 
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GLBN: 

SELSEY: 

Palermo made an amazed whew under his breath and looked 
down at his suit, straightened his cuffs. This Klydon­
hall kept to the background all the time. He was one of 
those men who might be any age, and would be all his life • 
Perha.ps because of the readiness of his smile, which 
sent a sparkle all through his fac·e And, in fact, they 
sometimes called him I Junior' . t that momenta huge, 
beaming, red-faced ~ellow came out • 

SelseyJs Qi':fice 

Selsey, Klydonhall, Palermo, 
Glen are present. 

He bubbled with professional laughter, talked most o~ 
the time, went to an untidy desk and then f~ray$d out 
~in, :rubbed his hands together ani1 ducked his head in 
an odd .~a::/ with a li ttle hissing sound through his teeth ' 

Rullo, old pal, still up to your dirty tricks? 

PAL~O: Oh, It ve brought my stooge (Grlen, this is Leonard 
Harcourt Selsey. Never trust a man who look$ li~ 
that. 

SJi]LSEY: Not in my game, is he? 

P ' ERMO: God, I should h()pe~otl 
SELSEY: Oh, thatfs all rigbt. Don't like oth~r dogs---alw8¥s 

want to bite them Professional jealousy You know 
Percy Klydonhall , I suppose? 

FAL~O: How do you do 

KLYDONHALL : ; How do you do. 

SELSEY: The point about Johnny Palerm~, Percy, is he's an 
amateur And Me need 'em still. You see, these 
companies with their overheads big or small can't 
bring people together in a simple act of fellowship. 
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And Johnny still can It. does depend on people in 
the end, don' t Yl1l>u agree, Junior? 

Ia.YIDNHALL: Oh, aibsolutely. 

SELSEY: Now as you know, John, we 're interested 
lose money 

And we mU$tn't 

P ALEaMO : You w@n' t. 

SELSEY: eid better not. Now i~ you like to take thi$ thing on 
your shoulders, OK But i t has to be faster than any-
thing you I ve oone before. 

P ALEal~O: Toniglhtt . I told you that. 

SELSEY: All right, Percy? 

KLYOONHALL: Bine. 

SELSEY: And of course keep our names out of it until zero hour. 
If Y(i))U can launch us safely you'll make {\ packet. I 
can promise you that. 

PALERMO: You'd better. 

KLYWONHALL: Shouldn't ther~ be something written, just among 
o lll"sel v es? 

BELSEY: Absolutely diastrous, I should have thought. If John 
and I start rocking the boat, we'll be in the drink, 
because welre in the same boat. Got me? Me trust 
each other, don't we, John? 

PALERMO : W/e certainly do • 

SELSEY: Now I. suppose most of this depends on Charles. .Natur- / 
allY,A know¢ his work Matter of fact, Charles j b.J-e 
and 1 were at school together. lYle never m:et---he was 
in the Lower School. He was a crack shot on the range, 
I seem to remember. Anyway, I just thought you ought 
to mdxII: meet Percy beforehand. Wei re terribly tied 
up this af'ternoon, otherwise we would have loved to c--hev 
the fat a bit longer. By the way, I d®n't think your 
professor's had a very good deal from the press. 

PALERMO: Dh, he'll get a better one. 

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

PALERMO: Good bye 

SELSEY and KLYDONHALL leave. 
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FAL~O: My God, I've got to the top now, boy. I've seen 
him at the club, I've watched him Wheel Muriel round 
the dance floor---

GLEN: Who? 

PALERMO: Klydonhall . But I didn't know he'd actually acknow­
ledge "my existence one day. Old Selsey worked that. 
I knew he would, once " he could see something juicy. 
I've been watching that pot-bellied old rat for years, 
trying to squeeze a really good contact ou", o:f him, 
and I 've go t it now, by God You know, Glen, a woman 

GLEN: 

always lets something drop when she isn't thinking. 
And Lou just dropped a name. Like a penny_ ' ;Charles', 
she said. Like that. 

Charles who? 

P AL~O: Dornelling. The one whose flat y~u were at all night. 

GLEN: Ohl 

P EaHO: And it clicked, to join the two together. Now that 
Klydonhall spends his time running between ~all street 
and !hreadneedle street, some of the jobbers call him 
Ariel. ~here isn't a pie on eith~r side of the 
Atlantic he hasn't gpt a finger iD. I'm in the money_ 
I'll mate everybody green with envy_ It'll eat thr~ugh 
t~m, corroding their guts. 

GLEN: But vhat's it about, exactly? 

P ALElii!MO: He t s even a lord. 

GLEN: Who is? 

p~o: Klydonhall . But he doesn't use the title any more 
since he became American. 

GLEN: What , he's an American? 

PALERMO : Any objections? 

GLEN: No but---everybody seems to be. 

P BiiMO: You'd better no t harbour dark thoughts about our Percy, 
you know. BeSl; not to gnaw the hand that feeds you. 
Take a little bite now and then, but never gnaw steadily. 

GLEN: And wh.e\t's Muriel got to do with him? 

P ALEiliMO: Ucch' You know these girls. They get ideas after a. 
couple of danc$s. Anyway, be there by seven sharp. 
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GLEN: l1h ere? 

p~~ MO : !he 1810,. Get the address from Muriel An listen, 

GLEN: 

GLEN: 

l-kt-/ 
S.ELSEY: 

RYAN: 

Glen. ,Jlrom now on we only sing paeons of praise and 
hymns oif love f'or l'~esso.r Grigg, geil; it? I f you 
k now anything bad about him, keep it dark In fact, 
keep your mouth shut altogether. 

P.AL --'1 0 leaves. 

I~ was a club Ior women as well, like most of its kind 
in Mayfair: fitted carpets, soft wall-lights , plushy 
chairs commissionaire stood outside, not a beefy 
one; his uniform and h~ight were modest. !he nod he 
gave you established intimacy It was a club for deals 

14 

The 1810 (Club 

" COU T SELSEY 
there lv1usic ' 

Dancing wen t on in ana ther ro om P alerlTIo and the 
vast, hissing Selsey were already there, also some-
body call$d Jack who unlike everyone else was dressed 
in a Sjp>orts jacket wi th a casual shut, a sharp, bzoight, 
attentive man who switched hi~ head quickly from one 
s ide to the other while he followed a conversation 
He nodded to me pleasantly and I had an imme(iiate 
desire to go over and sit by him and unload everything 
on my mind, God knows why. And I wanted to drink. 
well,! B 'was easy. One Whisky :followed another quickly. 

Old jobber Carter-staines grumbling the other d~, no 
bloody crises, hav~ to en~i?eer on~, he said. If only 
the PM'd be caught in a t~let soliciting, we could work 
a one-day crisis and have the bloody prices down, but 
all the sex perverts in the cabin~t are in hidin~ 

You're telling me_ 
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SEtSEY: I could havte made a nice packet over that li ttle bi t 
at' embarrassment last year, I had it allover the morn­
ing papers if yeu remember, fascinating game stock­
jobbing, ~or those confirmed in the paths of evil. 

RYAN: Well, I 'm popping over to the office See you in a 
ji:ffy. 

FALEtmO : OK, you rascal 

RYAN leaves. 
briefly • 

He returns 

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

GRIGG: So there you are. 

PALERMO jumps up, and GRIGG and 
LOUISE enter. RYAN disappears 
again 

P AL.EaMO: CoIQe and meet Leonard Selsey", Leonard, these are tbe 
great people r iVe been talking about. 

GRIGG: How are you, Mr Selsey? 

SELSEY: Delighted. Do come and sit down. 

A waiter takes LOUISE's jfur wrap 

MUHlEL comes in, at first unseen. 

PA.1.ERMO : 'Wed tar). Aren't you both whisky drinkers? 

GRIGG: I'm afraid so • 

l"ALERHO: Muriel , darling' leome and sit down. Professor Md 
Mrs Grigg, this is Muriel, from my office. 

WAI2ER returns 

PA.1:ERMO : Better brl.ng a bottle, and soda for those who want it. 

~AI!ER: Right. 

He leaves ~ain. 

LOUISE: 11m glad you took it, hm;ney. 

GLEN: ~ook what? 

LOUISB: The ene'que. 

GLHN: W/hat cheque? 
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JIuOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

LOUISE: 

GLEN: 

Didn't he put it in y~ur bank today? 
pounds? 

He said it was for---! 

Three hundred 

Anyway, r'm mighty relieved. Sp is clef:f • . 

Why should he be? 

You'll see. Used any of it yet? 

Yes. 

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

GRIGG: Listen, lid just as soon discuss tha.t li ttle pro ject 
before Charles blows in, just to get a brief, if you 
get me. 

SELSEY: I absolutely agree~ 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

RIIN: 

GLEN: 

RYAN enters again and goes over 
to GLEN. 

I 've ~)t you a drink, old chap, like to come and , join 
me? 

Oh. Thanks 

'1hfQy go to another table. 

You're Johnny's new acquisition. 

Very old friend of mine, Johnny. Maater of fact, 
1 was vith him last night, right at this table. You 
weren't around. He said you were asleep or something. 

No , I W~ at a party. 

Let me get you another one. (Mo tions wai tar over) 

Thanks. 
fact. 

\lell, no , I was at a party, as a matter of 

Ah. 

In CantDi bridge. 

Friends of y®urs? I suppose you've a lot of old 
acquaintances ~ see, comiQg back ~ England----

~he Griggs, over there---the ~uple. 
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RYAN: 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

Oh, yes, they've taken Charlie Dornelling's place in 
C8.Vlbridge, haven I t they? 

~hat·s right~ 

Best defence brain thts country's gwt, outside the 
go·vernmelfllt. Never will go for parliament, keeps his 
influence with both parties that vrq. So , was it a 
nice party? I imagine so. 

It went on all night. 

What could be nicer than that? 

WAITER brings. their whiskies. 

Cheers. God, I'm thirsty tonight. 
soda in but---

-Usually I put 

YAN: DoVon the hatch. Soda corrupts a good Whisky. I 
imagine old Grigg knows ho to give a good p~ty. 

GLEN: 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

RYAN : 

GLEN: 

RYAN: 

HY N: 

GL : 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

RYAN: 

GLm~: 

Mell , he shoots his mouth off a bit, old Jeff. 
know what he's over here f®r, I supposp~ 

, 
Some lecture tour, iS1fl't it? 

You 

That's right. He said Europeans had go t expend~ble 
written allover their faces, and they didn't know the 
difference between fifteen megatons and a lighted 
m~~Qh. I said they would i~ one went off. 

You're telling me. 

He·s a nice chap, r eally. !here was some Gener~l or 
other there, anyway Jeff said he was a crumb, because 
he rides a. horse • 

fhat w@uldlm' t be Generw. Heeley, would it? 

That's right. He called him a chocolate soldier. 

Go onl 

But he went early. 

7Who did? 

The General. 
I tltrlnk. 

It would have gE))t a bit hot for him, 

How do y~u ~an? 

Well , they've certainly got some central heating in 
that flat. !hen everybody started taking their c10thes 



RYAN: 

GLEN: 

•• 
RYAN: 

GLEN: 

RYAA: 

GLEN: 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

• RYAl : 

RYAN: 

GLEN: 

RY • 

GLEN: 

off 

Nol 

Yes, as true as I'm sitting h~re. You started with 
your shoes and he gave ev~rybody a little number tag, 
and this was the number of your sack where you put 
your clothes. Yes, we had a ripe oId night' Well, 
a sort of dance s~&rted up, the idea being that you 
couldn't join in without being starko. He and his 
wife started off, and I can't remember who went up 
then, I think it was that English chap--

!he defence br~in? 

That 's right. But 1 tell you something, it's very 
funny, it didn't strike you as 1ascivious or anything, 
I mean you really got; to know people, you saw them as 
they were. 

I bet you did. 

Yes, it was an experience worth having. 
put a sack on my head and tied me to my ' 

Nol 

But when he 
chair----

You see, his wife Lou had the idea that I was always 
running to the press and, y0i U know, 8p)illing the beans 
about ~heir life, it's completely ridiculous as live 
never spoken w an editor in my }.ife and 9Jj?)(4rt :from 
Palermo I've never met anybpdy even mildly connected 
with the press, but anyw~ sbe was convinced I was out ~ 
for a story and she was trying xmi to pe suad~not to ~~ 
do it, by sitting on my la.p---

Sitting on your lap? 

It's a scream, isn't it? !k.xfixsi Anyw~J RKX tsxx 
there she vas sitting on my)l!&la---
Not naked? 

e11, not qUite, but there wasn't much in it. AnYW83 I 
there she was, everything quite harmless and above board, 
whellIl whm should come in but the old man himself and of 
course he jumps to the inevitable conClusion. 

Of oourse. 

Hii starts calling me a crumb like General Heeley and all 
of a sudden I find myself i n a s ack, tie d to the chair 
][' m sitting in 
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RY • • 

GLEN: 

'YAN: 

GLEN: 

Good God~ 

Listen, you haven't heard anything yet. When she lets 
me out again she tells me he t~ok her over to the family 
bible---they're Ca~ho1ics---

Oh, they're Catholics. 

---and makes her swear that she's never had anything 
untoward with me, which she do~s immediately .. And of 
courss knowing she ~uldn'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 Mouton r othschild 
I've ever tasted, he mus~ have had it sitting in room 
temperature waiting for a thirst just like mine--­
anyw~, it all ended quietly, they're awfully nice people 
really,' 

YAN: Well , that SIDunds quite an adventure 

GLEN: It certainly was. 

HY (rising) Don't get up. I I ve got to; rush Itt s certainly 

GLEN: 

p 

G '. • • 

P E1lOO0: 

GL • • 

~O: 

GL ~: 

ERMO: 

GLEN: 

a fan tastic story Don't l4IDrry (vi th a wink) I III b 
in t«»uch wi tb you a _. ut it 

In touch? Wlhy? 

Bbb ~YAN has gone 

comes over and sits by 

Listen, how many times do you sell your soul , exactly? 
en't you afraid of gping into liquidation? 

Wha.t do you meM? 

Come on, spill it 
Ryan just noW? 

Jack Ryan? 

What \i8J$ the big laugh, with Jack 

Let me tell you one thing, stories go through~, and 
I 'll see you don't get a direct fee. 

r as that the eai tor, Jack Ryan, you mean? 

Well, who the hell else? You make me sick~ I'd have 
kicked. you out this morning if' you hadn't worked thgt 
I(!ambridge party 00 well 

\~orked it? 
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PAL~ro: And for God's sake stop repeating everything I ~ay. 

GLEN: AnYway, that three hundred wasn't yours to give~ 

PALE~O: 1111 f1nd out wh&'s behind you, boy, don't ~rry. 
(Leaves him) 

GHTGGt I like to hear your boss chew your nuts off', Glen. 
\When did y®u leave last night, exactly? 

GLEN: Just about dawn. 

GRIGG : 

GLEN: 

RIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

LOUISE: 

MURIEL: 

You went on the river with Charles and the rest, on 
that crazy punting party? 

No. Don't you remember me leaving? 

Well, I had above fifty guests to think of. 
remember is you mauling Lou. 

I didn't touch her. 

More fool you. 

Is there a place t o powder noses, honey? 

1111 SlmOWI you. 

They gJ out. 

All I 

GRIGG: That 's a nice girl of YQurs, Johnny. Been telling me 
her life story. Didn t t I hear she was Percy Klydonhall t s 
girl of the year? 

PALERMO : She c@uld only have told you that herself • 

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

GLEN: Get wh~t? 

GRIGG: \What was i t---a thousand bucks I paid out this morning---? 

PALERMO : To my mind, no man should be paid f(D;r libels_ 

G1:UGG: Oh, come now, mighty public outrages g,et to the ear of tiL 
world through people like Glen. Eh, Glen? 

GLEN: Why ~n't you tell him who put those articles in the 
paper? 

PALERMO : I can see owe guests. 

He goes out. 
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GRIGG: 

GRIGG: 

Sorry I had to take a slam at you. Just couldn't let 
the chance Slip. Notice the way Louise bridled? 

P At ~ill10 return s wi th PEfC'Y 
K1 YDONHALL and CHARLJsS ro.tRlfIW.JING. 

Well, ~harles, boy, how far d'you get this morning? 

DOlfimELLING: Wle ground'ed at Caiu 1 

P A.tJSlID10: Now, Jeff, this is Mr Klydonhell. 

GRIOO: Pleased to meet you, very pleased. 

KLYIDNHALL: How do you d(l}J? 

SELSEY: She's gone to the 100, Percy. 

KLYIDNHALL stro11s oJff. ~he 
whisky bottle is brought into 
plea. 

PALEm.10: Help yourself', Glen. 

MlfJUEL: 

SElIvSEY: 

MURlm. : 

SELSEY: 

HUllUEL : 

SELSEY: 

MURIEL returns and 8i ts a.t GLEN ' s 
side. 

You shouldn't drink so much. I've been wo1i~tching you. 

'lthe peer wanted a. dance. He came in just this minute. 

I know, I gave him the Slip. 

Silly girls, d®ntt know which side their bread's 
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, and they're still ~alking round. I reckon 
11m one of those. 

Oh, come, come now. 

PALE~O : Did I say that? No wonder I get to the top. 

SELSEY: 

GRIGG: 

SELBEY: 

Well , Jeff, you've g~t the finest exponent of Massacre 
2 sitting at your side (indicating CH~ES DORNELLING~. 

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

I do' I do' No , Je~f, I can prove it works, and 
Charles can give, you book, bell and candle on it. 
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Well , whatever Charles says is gospel for me as you 
probab"" 11 kno., but in this case I'm repeating wh~t 
I 've h~ard in another place on the highest authority. 

OORNELLING: \What you've heard, Jeff, was about 114assacre 1, unless 
I ' m mistaken.' In fact, ' the Under Secretary said to me 
about a week ago---l mean, this is off the cuff and the 
record, inciden"Cslly---that Massacre 1 as a weapon 
stank but it had been damned et'jf'ective in getting u,s 
noticed in the Pentagon ' I ' m not sure he had the ear 
of the minister there but I 've an i~they chewed it 
over a minute before I came into the room • 

GRIGG: OK, 1 Know your heart's in this, ':Charles, and I <kwn't 
need to tell. .you I'm looking at it; seriously all the 
time. .But there's one tllliing you can I t gainsay and 
tha,t' s th~.t Number 2 is a tarty version of Number 1, 
and thatts why it don't stand ~ ghost. 

roBNlELLING: Mlell, Jeff, I don't want to quarrel with you but that's 
just what it isn't. And 111 prove it to you with the 
blueprints tomorrov morning i:f Y(QlU give me some of your 
time 

G 100: 

SELSEY: 

GRIGG: 

SELSEY: 

GRIGG: 

SELSEY: 

G·RIOOt 

SELSEY: 

GRIGGs 

I'll give you all of my tinm you want. \What about our 
friend Percy Klydonhall---wbere is he?---could he give me 
some of .h!!! time, m get the lJ/hole thing tied up, purse 
strings and aLl? 

I can talk for Percy. 
years, anyway. 

I 've been doing it for over ten 

Don't tell me he knew my nwne. 

Well , not only that, but hels the one man in England 
who's ever tried to get y@u taken seriously • 

OK, what time tomorrow? 

Ten O'clock at his off1ce. 

Let me know where that is (notebook in hand)? 

We'll send a car r®und to your hotel. 

OK, the Northumb~rland May be we could breakfast 
together, first, Charles. 

DOBNELLING: All right. 

Just so this y~ung Harcourt here don't trip us up on 
f'acts wbenwe get there. 

LOUISE returns. 
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GRIGG (pushing' the whisky bottle across) 
you, Glen? 

Help the girls, will 

KLYDONHALL strolls back. 

KLYDONHALL: This looks festive. Not dancing tonight, Mouse? 

MURIEL: OK. 

They go out twgether. 

GRIGG: Chin-chin, milordl 

00 ·][.LING: ••• take-o:f:f, yes, but not the actual conventionw.. 
energy-displacement, I mean, you've ~t the whole thing 
very nicely wrapped up in ~hat, what the devil was that 
hunch of Joe Bligh's called, it was beyond the trial 
stage in six mon~hs and we never thought it'd get up of I 
the ground, clever blLighter that, though true enough wh~t 
he has in elegance he loses in shere fussiness, I mean 
take his fuse arrangements. 

P~RMO : It's no good without the press on y~ur side , you can have 
all the techincal know-how on the earth. 

GRIGG: Oh, boy, 11m gRQd y@u said that, Johnny. I'm tired of 
opening an English psper and getting bellyache. 

SELSEY: Well , of course, y@u knOM where Jack Ryan's sympathies 
lie. Actually, rIVe always thougQt that commie business 
a bit of an afxectation, myself Couldn't be a nicer 
chap, in fact. 

PJ,\,L 1 Os Jack follows public demand, he ' s got more noses th§.n 
f"ingers 

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

PALERMO: ~he morning editions'll he making you danc$ for joy 
soon; 

G llG(iJt: I cant t wait ' Whi ch reminds me (draws GLEN over to 
a. separate table) 

P -' ERMO : .Be thugh, Glen' 

GRIGG: Oh, come on now," 

GL- : I can hardly s tand up 

G IGG: Well, sit down 

P AI, , 0 : Dance, Mrs Grigg? 



GRIGG: 

• 
GI. ~ : 

GRIGG: 

GL~: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEfJ: 

GRIGG: 

• 
GLEiM: 

GHIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG·: 

'the others wander off GLEN 
and GflUGG are alone 

Your boss i s jumpy like a child tonight. i ouldn't 
you be , if you was getting th~ Percy Klydonhall 
account? (A wink) Just supposing ~ou WQS interested 
tn money, of course? You know, it seems to me I'm 
damned slow. Because I need a guy to look after my h 
personal publicity too* Now wouldnt~have done better ~I 
to walk ~traight into your office on arrival and say, 
here's fifty thousand bucks on account, I want a sweet 
press? Anyway 1 didn't So I took a beating on the 
hea.d So \\1~ s8J/ , Glen? How much? 

How much 'what? 

You're not even gentle, are you? Listen, why don't 
you come o:fJf' your pedestal and name a price? Here, 
(motioning a wai •• r) have another drink, to help you 
do something really dirty_ 

As a matter o£ fact, I dQin't know what you want IIe} to do. 

1 want a story a week, and I don't m~an the provincial 
press either. 

:wha"t kind of s tory? 

Well , hell, not the kind you usually let off~ So what 
do you say, Glen? I mean, the price. You'll do the 
work all right. Johnny says so. 

He did? 

Every story goes through your own o:1ffice, Glen. Mind 
that. Nothing direct with th$ papers. (Waiter brings 
over ~ttle and glasses) ~hanks, Fred • 

Well, I 'd like the usual newspaper rates. 

o , Glen. You a member of the National Union? 

Well, no. 

Boy, are you a rat 

1 ' m not really a journaJList. 

You just take their fees, eh? OK, Glen: your first 
assignment---give me a line on your boss~ Drink up. 
He's after my wife, right? Come on, 1- know you two 
slimy bastards got me down here to bribe me with a 
Percy KlydonhBll deal and drop me into bed with this 
whore Muriel for the night, I know you used my own 
friend Charlie Dornelling fG»r the pUD."pose, the clo sest 
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GLEN: 

GRIOO: 

friend I ever hadl 

Here, whatfs the matter? Itt s not true, you know 

Ob, I don't mind the truth. I'll sleep ,vith that kid, 
OK. If you're walking into hell and there's no other 
direction, well, keep walking, thatts my philosophy. 

) 
fo~~ ' 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

You could :burn round and walLk the oth.er wa:a, couldn' t you~ 
rake your wife back to Cambridg~, go home noW? 

But I'd still be in hell. Thinking what a hell of a 
time I could be having with that girl, and being bored 
to hell by Lou. You've got ta have a technique, that's 
all. Like plS¥ing the war-game. You'va g'OIt to know 
when to stage an attack by an angry rna b on a foreign 
embassy, rouse up artificial indignation, when to worry 
the enemy in a way that seems legitimate, when to run a 
bombing attack on one of yowr own ships or d~pots and 
then say it was the other Side, so public oPfion gets 
more scared of them than sceptical of you. Th~re are all 
sorts of ways of making war without resort to the full­
scale thing, Glen, wmd it's the same in priva.te lIfe. 
I can go a hell of a way with this boss of yours, in 
bribes and threats, be~ore we're outright enemies 
I've got to have e. technique. And Lou's one of them. 

Your wife? 

Sure. She's fr~e, she's got her eyes allover his body, 
d~n't think I can't see that. So I use her. x.ixtn 
She belongs ~ the technique of defence. And this one---

MURIEL comes in. 

, [J1laEL: Like a dance, h(])ney? 

GRIGG (getting up) ---belongs on the of£ensive side. You'll get 
to understand me soon, Glen. In fact, you may become one 
o~ ~ best disciples.~ 

He goes out with lIJRl& 

Well, he could have been right. I was feeling more and 
more part of the Grigg :family~ Nothing like getting 
m~neyon £als~ pretences ~@r ~eating a sense of intimacy 
w~th the prov~der. I wasn't ashamed. I had ceased to 
exist. We offer our skulls, delicious sinews and nerves 
to the worms, who give us no receipt :Ior what they take. 
And I had arrived at that state of nullity. They were 
all I had to give. lowed everything. ~othing could 
be a truer state than that: and the jfeeling ox lightness, 
o~ having abandoned everything, was magnificent. The 
bump o~ the band was like th~ bump of tedium itselI. 
Yes, I'd sold myself. Completely. At not a bad price. 
Chandler-williams with his honest voice had told me the 
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GLEN: 

truth~ We are the waifs of time, he should have told 
me that; we watch and try tDl pray, we are in suspense, 
waiting for an adventure to end. By the time I got back 
to Maidenhead Lane the dawn had come through. Just as 
I turned the corner I saw Palermo with Louise 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 air • 

15. 

The attic room. 

I was about to slump down on my bed wh~n I saw it 
had been slept in---made love in. And he hadn't 
troubled to make it again. I pulled the blankets 
over me, just as they were. I dreamed o~ a copper 
sun, the way it used to come up in the old Italy, as 
sure as birth every morning: I suppose bec~use I'd 
left the light on. 

He is asleep. Ve hear steps 
outside. MURIEL enters. 

Be~ore waking him she inspects 
a notebook o£ his , lying by the 
bed • 

GL~ (waking) Hullo. 

MURIEL: Sorry 

GLEN: IWhat • s tIme time? 

MURIEL: ~ned four. I didn't like Palermo 's fiat any more. 

GLEN: Why were you there? 

I live there. 

GL~: You live with Palermo? 

i)ljUll"l.IEL: Yes 

GLEN: Been with Grigg~ 
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MU EL: 

GLEN: 

UHUEL : 

GLEN: 

UJilEL : 

GLEN" : 

MU.iIEL: 

GLE : 

GLEN: 

• • 

M~: 

GLE[~: 

G .. : 

• • 

umEL: 

GLEili : 

Yes. 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 fwr 
him then. I as no virgin but I had a quiet li~e. 
Money started cOming my way, I mean af~er I moved in 
wi th him, and thcen the' typing I did wa.s a sort of 
cover, for me as well ' Then I did less and less 
typing I got money. Ten or twenty at first. ' hen 
one d~ fifty. I didn't have to think of tax rebate 
or insurance or picking my wages up once a week I 
was on air. . I didn't see my mother any more The 
f'irst few che,ques were from Percy. They used to come 
through Palermo. That made it easier to take them. 

Pol i ce keep coming. 

Police? 

I heard of a. girl framed up once, she got in wi th the 
wrong people, s e han~ herself. 

IX>n't be silly' 

hey ask me all so rts of questions, Glen---they came 
just now. I think they're police. Well, I can't 
help knowing what they say. 

Who? 

All this assacre stuff---well, I didn't really hear 
it---you're all in it together~ 

Ssshl 

I don't want to understand. They ask about Percy, 
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 , t hey 
ask about that, well I didn't want to kno anything ~~ong. 
~ercy knows I went with Grigg. He didn't seem to mind 
He "led at Grigg , you know the way men have. 

You're too young for this game. 

~ o It ' s that I 'm a fool I thought Percy was going 
t~ marry me. 1 1m frightened, Glen 

ssh' 

I didn 1 t do it I O money Not the actual notes, 
But I suppo e money ' s behind i t liked th~ Clubs 
and someti~e s -ercy took me to the Hi viera, I liked 
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GLEN: 

MURIEL: 

GLEI, 

the dresses, and coming down to breakfast in the 
sunshine. 

Get 801De sle.p. You can have rq bed. 

I ssw TOur little book. I near17 screamed When I saw 
that w 'rd missil.~ I came over here to!' help: I 
thousht you we're the only person in the world who could 
help •• , b caase W8 sort of work together. And you're 
just the a ... as tk... But it doesn't matter, I don't 
care any more. When you know everythin,'s up there's 
notbing to do, you just wait • 

But that' a a diary I keep about the veath.... I'v.been 
losing JIOlley on JqJ wine, I thought these rock.ts to the 
mOOD had something to do with the funny w -ather, it's 
all changed Qut the:w. in the last few years. Look, 
Mariel--' Hay, d8D8e:rol1a storm. on coast, wind nearly 

,.hurricane force, Jtule, people ldll<ed in field.s Dear by 
with acythes in their handa, 15th a colossal cloudburst 

~ in the next town, incessaat l1iek.rimg ligbtning thai 
illwaina~e8 t11.. ODWltryside like st:range oonligh1;-, 
26th rain in avalanch.s, 28th hail suddenly ruins all 
my wine ~acing . eas" , nearly half rq yield, &1.1 over ift 
thr •• ainut.s ••• • 

She 18 asleep. He covers har 
with blankets. He sleep. too, 
and their heads ue aide bl side. 

~h. lights fade and rise alevly 
again:. Yhere are lleaV7 foot­
st" ps on the stairs. P ALEBHO 
811tel's. 

PALERMO: Well,- well, tais is cosy • 

GLEN (wakiag) She calla &bou' tou, 'talked about tlle police. 

P ALBlIIOI And 80m how slipped. between your sll.eta. Sa looks 
hapP1', GleR. Congr tulatioDs. 

MURIEL wakes toe. 
~ 

PALEIfIO: Y011 ran auf on Grigg last night, noney. 

MU'RIBr.: He drank himeelf asleep iD. 70ur fl.". 
P ALEiIIO : That' a where I ~oUDd hia. 

MUBIBL: No bod1 to believe in, nothing to happen. You know, 
Percl makes you feel fUll o~ Rope just before be drop. 
you ia. the dirt. He bounce., like last aigB". Whereas 
I don't bounce. I go down wita a thump. 
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PAL .. O: Into Glen' 8 bed. 

MURIEL: He had lie baping last Dight. Asked me for & dance, 
, IE) t dancing iongb i, Mo use? ' :1 '11 Dever unders'tand 
lie. !bey do BllCh tunnl ibiqa. lor lIOn 7--but Dot 
even for tnat. I don'" ldlow w~y you can't be yotm~elvea. 

P ALEiIIO: Still, JohDD7 PaJ.erllO loves lOll. 

MUJUEL: Beiter be hated by any _an thaa liked by UII. My other 
aai. that about aomebod7 antl it fits ",0 ,ou. Percy 
took e 0& the Rivie~. ~or a week aad made me ~nk I 
was a ftUll .. be~Dg. But you Rave to start at the bottom 
rug aild wo~k. y~ur wq ~ to be a hwaan MillC, aacl I 

.. di4n'"" I ade a big julap beeause I despised the people 
round ••• 

PALB1II>: L~ oU lbe cil'iBk at Bigl1t and the. you won't feel like 
this in ihe aorniJig. 

MtJBIBL: You can talk. 
e,ee, it·8 bad. 

WRen you get thoee patches l.'ound your 
I'll grab a co~~ee. 

She goes. 

PALEIMOI Well, GleD, sRe gave _e the .01.. works last 1UgD1;~ 
I've Dever bad anythi~ like it. She pul~e4 out all 
the stops. I thougat she vas goiag to nav.e JQ blood., 

GLEN: o • .., bed., too. 

PALBBMO: 

GLEN: 

-PALEBMO: 

Wh :re .lse dID you think I'. goinc---ltOIl8, . wi t G~igg 
81 ttiDg there? Anyway, I pay _ the :reB" bere" so don't 
18¥ yourself OB,,80 big. Besides-- (huds lUa a letter). 
I fligbt Bot cover your nataleea like I do. Go 0 , :reaci 

~ it. ' 

'I laughed like a drat. ovelP lGUl" 8t0:l7., GlaD, aDd. 1'. 
only SJ)rq we Cf!J)qJ.dA't use 01'8 of it, but II II sure you 
U&de~8t .. d ve have to watch the libel lawa. Keep 1ft 

_ to'uela, Yours, Jack R1 • ' 

ADd a eheque for fifty quid encloaed~ 
you double. fhat's wby ._ seat it to 

I could baTe got 
yo·u direct. 

GliB: How the bell did I know 1 t ,va8 Jack ByI&B? Anyway, 
this lIeUl8 he woa' 't priDt the siory aft.!' all, d.oe8B' t 
it? 

PALEIHO: He t " already printed it on the middle page. As far as 
I re ••• ber the neadliBe loeB' Naked buth at Prafes8o.- S 

,-Party' • Itt 8 all thus" to be read between the lines. 
And JDu'r. supposed to be tRe pJ!'Q:tesSOl" 8 press a&ll., 
Gle •• 
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GLEI: Haa Be se •• it? 

,p ALEBMOa I shoved it tQ hill just BOW. And. a geod thiDS I did. 
Because I ibWld out what pooJt :rates he· s giving J8u. 
!hat wo 't 40 ~or us, Gle.. I made Ria double it. 
I sl1d that article vas yoar answer to hia p.ice. ABd 
he .aid, 'OK,- Be' 8 got &R expensive 8oll1., but I'll b117 
itl • 

GLEN. He tb1Dka helll buy it. 

P'ALBBMOI 

GLEN: 

A mul'. like love, GleB. All of a 8udde. -it's BODe, 
and tbe:re. 8 l.J!.oD in i is pl ace. _ If he starts ge ttiBg 
roug tonigat te11 hi. Det to emplo7 a dog to bark and 
thea do tDe barking i_self. It alwa,a gets thea. 

What do you ean, tO~Rigkt? 
~ 

PALERMO: YOU'1'8 seeing hill at the 1810 for a wolr£.-.. s8ioD. 

GLlUl: Oft, Do.1 

PALEBHOa wna-t ·40 you lIeaD, oR, 0, he's payi. you, 

GLEN I I cu't .'tand aDy ao.e talk abou.t tee.Riqu.e, 

PALBiIlOI Ten 0' clock sllarp, in the 16UDge. I'. ott to see -.y 

GLEN a 

qu ck. M7 haute 8 k&viag jwapiag fita. You can t&7 
in bed all dlq toda7, as lou'll be workiag tonight. 

He goes. 

I llQ' thinking over what Muriel had said. She dida't 
cOile back to the o~!ice that day. She ... 'working Dipis, . 
too. Ia !ac~, all t ~ee of us were. But i.en I felt 
a qttiet l'ebe11ioB. It vas • decisiQn Qf action, too • 
What power I llad I va goiug to use. I lIeut to upset 
Grigglaa plai'ls &l toe;.tlle~. I was going to SigB 8O .. thiD&, 
but Dot with the devil. I was a -vieti like Muiel 
perhapa, but I was.' t gaiug to be a whore at least' 
I dressed qa~ckly aad draak a cap of tea at the S~ran4 
PlIlace Botel~ Thea I sl.ipped mud to Jack: RyaD' 8 
oUice. . Grigg was going to get Bia press report all 
~ig.t, but DGt the en. n. planned. It vas going to be 
the vutn.. 11 was dark aad dull raia Rad. ai_ted. 
ByIUl was ta.el'e, &Dd. III nue worked like a chara. 
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JACK ~l'.AI'. 8~fic8. ' 

Well, Gla., spit it out q'li,ck aad I aigat have roo. 
~or it. 

I haven't aad time to let a real story together 
but--

Who ~ut? 

Gri£g. !lle thing 1s be. IS tryiug to buy 1M laP as • 
sort o~ personal publicity man. 

Lucky Jlou. 

ae ays you have, to have a tchniqY8 ter 8Yerythiac 
and that as llell .~ 8 going to b~8ak lese you have to \lave 
oae fe1r that teo. Be 8818 there· s a 'eclmiqu.e tor all 
the atllges taat lead up to ~ull-8cale wu-

So there is. 

ADd .. tb.at meUlS Dlt'eakin& wiadow8 iD 8J1bas 1$8 aaidroppiae; 
boJiba oa yOU? QWJl people i:t neces8&J7, and Be said these 
times be hell and the :tuture lie s wi tn lieD who au walk: 
throng. hell with ut fli~c~ng. 

I tbink:, that~8 in his beok, 7e8. 

Md--you got t11at bit about the chocolate 801cli81', 
dian't you? 

Ell? filat was about General Healey, v.satt 1"? 

Yes, well---l .8an, yo. cot it. 

I aYeD priated it. 

OR, I ~ R.ve.tt 8een that yet. 

It'. a a .. terpiece. But go OD. 
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RYAa: 

Well, he ad Palrey KlydoBaall are 80rt o~ goiDg ia 
tegether. It seell. to be about SOll8 project, ad. 
Claarle. Dornelliu.y; cOile. iato it too. And tlle1 call 
it Massacre 2. 

Which is wbat? 

thtll, Gz-igc says it's a tut1 ve:rsi ... o~ Massacre 1, 
aDd Doraelliag says it io't. He says Maasaer. 1 
go t t ell 0 ticed. at the Pent OR. 

wao' a they? 

. ell, I appose the sort o:f people •• work :roWlci lUll. 

And m.pp se J8u tell lie what Massacre 1 is? 

Well, I illagiae the 8ue sort of tiliag as Massacre ~-­

Bat you diu't expl&iJl tBat. 

Well, I lie .. taB police RaTe beeR NUDa. to Muriel, ad 
tl1e, keep .a askillC questions, &RCl th.y w· ted her to 
say vhat she Beard, ... '81;18 says sDe . can~, t .~p eve:r­
Rear1as, 80 it .~,t be &D.-thine· seeretive, austu-t 
it? 

BUt what does Masaaezte do? I lie , vecetaIDle or Jliaer&1? 

Vell, it takes eft. 

fb.aa i't lIust be .. llissile. 

AIla to taterest bot1l Kl.ydoahall--who bas vast oil 
interests---aad P~ofe8so~ G~i1~vhe haa aclear 0 s--­
it lIust __ how COJlbill8 1;ae tw. 

~b.at· 8 what I rae .... 

ARel .lI8ttliac that CDllbiaes the ~W8 is llOt oW a lIi.aile 
but a weapo •• 

ftatfs right. 

Well, let lie t~l you aoliethiDg. O~ talks aBout veapo.s 
wheD thel're finished, no, bafere. Before, tbeytre 
cuna14ered a secret, a red-hot one, such as will bura the 
nllgers ef ordill&z7 .... 

Well, why do.tt they keep quiet about it, theD? 

Exactly. But perhap ollly one o~ thell ia indiscreet. 
Could i' be lOU? 
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lIiYAI: 

Vel1 , -

H1 gir1111 se. leu out. 

17 • 

fAa 1810 Club. 

I 1 eft the roOIl giddy aad , ran clOWR tb.e staire o-r 
f'ive sterey., seeinc a0thillB. I was 80 frightened 
by ., ~iaaee that I rushei back to ~ rooll and pack •• , 
just in case I had to make a quick getav.,. But who 
w~, &Dina to throw lie out? still, I packeci even TV 
t~let taiacs. Then I looked at ~ watch. It was 
t~lIe to .ee Gr1gc at the 1810 club. And I discovered 
I wutecl to ge. I was fl."' •• lookiq ~:rward to itt 
perbaps beeause Be 'was a 10Be17 11 .. like lie. 1; :foWld 
a taxi aad waa taa~e in a tew lIinutes. 2he wide ~oY •• 
18:8 in the sue husb. as the eveDing betore, 'but this tille 
it "as a cODaolatioa to lie: evory 1:'0". was ,curtained 
and. carpeted as it ts ward otf J40t OU7 sounds but 
h~an desires as vell. Tn.re were WOlleD coming froll 
the pow ... :reOIl, talking q~:letll betore COing up the 
Qouble staircase taat bad ORce been statell aai was ROW 
Gver-pld.ed IIDd tired, Dec.use 1 t oBly bad Bights to 
remember, not daylight any aq~e. There VasDlt 8ft inoh 
e~ wall uncovered by damask or satia, or pe~h&ps ita 
was a good imitati D. And the band. tllwaped as before. 
!ae sue tUDes. And the" was Grigg,, ' waiii ~.r lie, 
a ~resh bottle ot wRisky and two ,1&S888 ready. 

GRIGG (pouriD& Bill a bUlk) I read JOur article, by tbe way. 
:I :reckon , yo~lve cot more te'ebBitue than ten e:r 1M. 
What lIakes you 80 artless? It said just about 
ever,ythin£ there was to knoW eK -thai party, without a 
siDe1e d.1rect phr.... I thoucht the last aentence was 
honey--' At the 8Dci, close en dawl1., I fe1 t like a I1Q. 
wi til Ris b.eact 1. a sack. ODe thi I ean say ,tae 
professoJ: has a cellar as 'well st0 ,cked. as a nuclear 
dUllp. I tasted his Mouton Rothschild, 80 I know.' 
OK, Gl.D--You wi t for now. 

GLEKI List ..... --as a II tter o~ ~act, I didn l t kIlow thd was 
Jack Iqaa--
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It' 8 'the tutU'. I'd wozry about. Because if "1 lIore 
o:1f tbese treeluee jobs appear yeu. cat the beet froll / 
JehJm.7 Paleno. Heteld .. that hUself. AndAextract- ~ 
ed double the price I eUe:red yeu last ~,l\t. So the 
~ir8t road is J8 urs, &1 e.. Bllt aettle , dow broil Dew 
ODe I've boUBQ:t J8u, 88X e:rgaaB Ul4~ all. 

Well, they s~ ift ~he trade don'''' empley a 401 to ~k 
and then to the harking ytD)urself .. 

faat t sjti.R,8 saying, .G18D, but understandably I'a /cJ..-
rattle4 'wbea I see that stuff tkrQugR the steam of .Y 
co~'e. every d8llDeci lIorai.. It ,. 11 'ttllYe t. 8tGp---~er 
IV neneU$ syste. 81GBe. I'll beat, Glea, tr7. , aacl see 
th·at. She came back this •• ~nc 'knoeked to hell. 
Sbe . vas reeli_c. And. aRe gave 118 a ehnnole of the 
vaole thiae. !bere's Doihine sbe didn't d. to that 
lIan, Gla.S Btat the wq I leok at it is, this, I'. a 
pheR.~lIeB. at present suugg1ing betweea je8J.eu.sl ever 
IV wife and. the uri. e. .,. . side to Dave a dlUUl(i8d geed. 
time wbile the goincfs £00d. I'm juggliag v~th the 
possibilities. All( I'll wer1d.Jl& at tae problem in 
order to survive. low I'll talkill8 to you about thiS, 
Glen, because I've d.evoted. a ole lecture to the subject 
G~ the SlmViYGr. 

GlaD :talls asle.p. 

In a way that's a sert o~ vi.ioBary CODcapt, ~r the 
~ut\U'e. I meaD, w11at the hell have we got at present 
tha't ve f ' d like to keep? Dsum 1i ttle, 8t) ene day SOIl8-
beely'a pillC to blow it 811-- Hell, you've falle. 
sleep: 

I'JI sorryl 

fhis is a wo~~seS8ion, Glen. W.ll, to come to tke 
real poi.", I was wi to. Percy nycioallall ted~ , aael they 
were two of the ~1Dest bours in III life. Ve were up 
in spaceS. We populatecl the universe with Dew tlloupta' 
We put a BWl8D eolony 0. every stu wi tun reach of the 
earth, we had. atatieRs up the:re fer t\18 study of space 
philo sophy, :fer ,I stell a:r aericul tue, a cellflUBicationi 
syatell tbai' 'd 118k_ a ring :reund the earth .. 8.8 vheR yea 
look up at the sky you dOD't leok your om d.eatb. in the 
face like JDu do DOW, you see lite! 

GLEN ~a1.ls asleep scaia. 

You look into a hright lighted &reBa bustling w1th 
RWl8Il af~airs, l.'ti~ s eOllpue it to a vast forUll--­
tlaere" 11 De watehe.s in the, sky night anti 'IV. Nev 
what are the deliberatioRS of a house ef deputies er 
parliament OJ! CD_pess cOIlp~ed. 1D that? ~ey won't 
be aecessary any lIorei 'We'll have the freeQ0m of tbe 
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skiesl Laboratories, lecture ~eG.8, -tV uaits, 
research cr.ups-~-tloatiBC about in spaceJ We're 
goiac .. lIake aeco-ity 011 this earth, have it watched. 
every JliBute o:f the ciqJ All I JlUimg lIyself olear, 
Gl--? Well, loek-i t, he' 8 eut &cainJ G-leD, GleDI 
Are you in my employ ,r Dot? 

Ne, I was listeainc---I wen'"t tbat interfere wi ttl 
the weather--- Eiiiii~? 

~errrest.1al weather, you lIeBB? 

Well, thatfs tRe weather we've ID~ • 

But Dot the weat.her eve:ryiody in the wUverse has: 
4G.' t let· s De previneial about ~aa't. Yes, i" could. 
be. lot see!ls "Bat ju-st abeut aBythinC ;you do' two 
hundred l111es up, eve a mild :Cart, has so_ effect OD 
the earth SOODer or later. But if you lIess up terrestrial 
weather, it Ileus you've pt the power to make it good 
tooJ 

Yes, aut I meaR Wba~·s the point of catting to the 1I00n? 

fte aOOD? I oqht to ch&r&1tAtuitioa :feeal Yea bellave ~""­
that . erap aheut pia-up beys daneiag about ill space? ! .J 
!bat' 8 acovQ-s'tory, GleA--~or people like you. It' 8 
me o Bshine, to get the .~tk under surveillance fer all 
tille, that· s tlle objae~J just a8 .. diciBe 181; tlae Detty 
uwier urveillaace fop all tillel 

But who ~e they lDinc to surve~~ 

!be enemy o~ coursel ~e7'lr.e fitted. up wita nuclear 
t0Gls, that's wbat the -.oBsbine depart.eat dida't tell 
70111 Did 7GU tkiDk we ware back in the dqs &~ Faradav 
aad the Royal Seciety? No, Glen, life's a ~icbt---we 
have te ~ight to work, tf) think, like . we had. to fipt 
to get our language on top o~ every ethe:rl Ift a wrq, 
Glen, we' Jre finisheci vi tta the earth. It's toe SIIlall 
~()r us. Insteaci e~tal.kiBI abol1t ideals aDd. abs&l~tes 
ani God knows what else, we'll be aole to sit up there 
aad see it all, the whole .armed universe laid Gut 
betore us! It's a kiBei ef Greek world. allover again, 
Glea---but insteade£ Socrates sitting round chewing the 
fat wi ttl his bo~rieJld.a, h~' s <loiM ' sOJl8thine! ·We'll 
have stellar research gNupS ~()rk1DC and analYSing SDel 
throwi~ out their ideas 1ft a kind e~ lior1ou8 mess that 
brines up SR ., absolu.te silleh o~ an idea every new and 
thea! That's scienceS Well, yeu look a little more 
wi4e-awakel Glen, but I reekoR that t s enough :fer tedrq. 
Glen---lliRd i:f I talk about. my PltrsGau af:fail's? I 
mean, you have to knew the whole Ilaa. 



GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

• GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GRIGG: 

• GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

GLEN: 

GRIGG: 

MUlIIEL: 

As I say, she's eati~ him up, GleD. When she comes 
in at tawn she CSl'l ge on where she left o~f, toe. It 
seems ahe don't even Deed. sleep. But 1"11 tell you 
something, GleD: when I see how this poor damned wife 
of mine can't wait to get back to that charael bouse 
they've made betwee. ta •• , I sar te myse1~, think o~ 
yeur ideas, deD't give inl You knew, Glen" I :follew 
her roud tel> that office af 1GttrS, I've even been up 
the~ just after they've gaDe aad smelled her smell en 
the air. 2here* 8 no key, you caa walk in • 

Yes, 1 knew. 

!hatts Dot your be.reoD in ., eyes, GleD, it's a garden 
Gf d.elights, exeept I cion't cet a 481Uled .me o:f 'eIlI 
I tela ber' tbis merning when sbe IO~ back, you're a 
monster, Lou, I saifi, aru1 sbe said to lie, ian't tbat the 
wFq you want me? And. it· s true, I den't vat any of 
tbis humhug and nice livin& and. all that erap, I want 
the truth. So I said, Ole, Leu, ' do it all yeu like 
and get it out e~ your system. Knew what she .aid? 

Ie? 

live me ODe night, she asia. ORe whole ai.bt, net just 
a coupl e or tu-ee bourse IIIBgiR(8, Glen, tbe whol,e damned. 
niCh't diving inte that enunel bouse' She neecia it so 
bad i t-, s like a pain and. :I love~ her so aueh I weD.' t see 
her suffer. So I said, OK, you have that ODe whe1e night. 
~1riyllxUXII'''''xfDxD.:Dx TOnight. But it frightens me, 
Glen1 She' teld me tbey aBly bave to get inside a r00a 
aRe. they just kind ()~ throw tnemsel ves ill like boxers, 
theY'l'e stripped off before you can say Hieronymus :Besch' 

On II, bect, teo. 

Exactly, GleD. ~hat' 8 wby we're liera. I prem sed. to 
keep you eut o:f that "bed. till d.aw •• 

But I Rad a Sleepless night---I eanlt do thatl 

Think f)~ it 11ke an all-nigh t vigil, a kind €If duty. 
Boy, 11m in such a state I could fertilise a sbed full 
a' cattle' Den't tell lie infidelity breaks up lIarria.ges-.... 
it's aa aphrGdis1ae~ 

WHIEL enters. 

Dance, Roney? 

Well---would Jau exeusp me, Glen? 

And, 1181;8_, I don't wut a. drunk: en Tl7 laatuis tonight. 



GLEN I 

• 

GLEN: 

GLEN: 

• 
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, - fhey go. 

I took the cbance ~ leaving. I mean, sbe looked as 
i~ ahe bad plenty for him to do, - without me. It wasn't 
lon after ai~ght and I spent the whole night walking. 
I clidn't llind. It was bett .. than drinkiq, and. IIY 
tiredaess were e~f. I wa1l.ked inSt James' 8 Park, Del 
heard the ducks stirring at tbe aile e~ the lake. 
Ho thing moved along the Hall, and. it seeJle. like a 
quiet garden path leading into the past. !he gist 
turned to foe, .. d poured. ~roll the river ill cl ud-~ulla, 
chillimg aad. choking, aDi ~.g-hGrns _uncled fre. t •• 
Docks. When I Bot to the office it was the heur .~ 
dawa btlt you coltld see notbinc. Tt. dool' tG the street 
had been left epeD. ~R.~e were •• lights on upstairs. 

The lights are dill. 

The ffice 1.,. in a curiol1s silence, its :turni tve 
wai ting for us te:Qants, dill aDii son. ~b.re was DO 

ligbt to be swi tebed. on f r 'the stiLi:.s, and. I stWDbled. 
up slow11, aware . f hel" sceat ~aiR. ~h·ey lIust have 
len a lIeJlent age. 0* perhaps ~h., were still tbere? 
fallen asleep? 

!he 1igb t8 pout. 

I walked up the re.aini~ stairs c8Qtiousll, list.Dins 
for tbw solUld 0~ breathinc. But there was Rothinc. 
At to. top .~ the stairs I again stooa sil.ntll, listen-
ing as hard as I ceuld. My doer was .p~. I ~WlDled 
far the licht. Straage11, I was aware o:f SOIqGDe and. 
nearll tieeided to go back d.own again. But I swi tctled. 
tbe ligbt OR • 

18. 

!the attic Nea. 
The lights cOile up. PALEBJIO 
is lying face-flown ill tbe bea, 
0Re U'II ciuglinc. He is app­
arently naked" but cevere« most­
ly by bl8Dkets. 



• 

• 

GLEN: I saw a hanci, then aD arlI, &ad theugbt they · Jlust both 
be there, asleep. But nethimg stirred.. The hand was 
1,i8£ .pen ift a 8uaaissive wa" d~linc. It was his. 
And he was aleae. He was quite st;ll. A, tevel---one 
of miBe--lay 0ll tIM fioe:r. His hud. had. a del~cat. 
stillRGSS &bout i t---a heavy geld. nBC en .. his lIarriace 
f'1~U. II d never seen 1;he back e~ ·h18 neck lMtftre-~­
d.elieate te.,. with_lIetbing hesitant. I was about to 
call bim, ev~ to pull him by the arm, but then I saw . 
what . his 8",111Be88 vas. I stood there for a lculC tiIB, 
the aiJr"nce so deep th.at the _1a8 o:f III shoes whEtlR I 
moved macle .. jWlp. But d.eatll calmed 118. I stared 
and stared at hill. I ~el t d.OWB and. looked. into Ris 
face. His eyes were etGs.d. 10 b~eatming. I calle4 
bis nue softly, 'Paler." ·Palera •• • 111 vldsper was 
like clust. I b"aa 8M veriDC. Bis elo thea were en .my 
cbest of drawers, the trousers thrown down carelesslJ' •. 
All the tille I gaze. at , his boay.. His neck seemed. te 
Decome :frailer and. :r.a:Ller, WlBuarcied. BOV. I $a"t dewll 
close to him, mJ feet tucked up t. aveid his bamd. 
And I went en looking at bill. Onee a sigh caora trOll 
hill, But I knew he wasn't alive: it was like the last 
sigh afterward.s, when the sWDllary has baeD takea. !he 
door vas ajar, leactina into darkness. It vas like talk­
ing to hill. He 18¥ there tellinc 118 everyth1D& thai; hacl 
happene., and was still advising me. But new he was 
telling ae real. tbinas, arul I was listeninc; ~e lIu$h that 
I diu't waat to ' cet up, ever. Yet I would never ]mov 
what he said. A. car •• n't-. by 0u"tsi4e, beoming betwae~ 
the 1» usea. He seelled. · to be di. sappearing :froll 11:fe 
slovly. ~h8 ta1.kingwaa Gver.I ,e"· Up, e;roan~d with 
tbe ef1ort. I walked dCD"nsta1rs, 7awninc ana &hi verine 
ill tunl. I went 'through to his e:ffice aad teok up the 
pneae, dial1.. the operator and said in a iired voiee 
h~tP.l ~hove. a whisper, I Get IN the pelice l • . Sbe sl11d, 
'Wbat is 1 t tor, please? I Bu't; laai4 ~Qthinc to this • 
~en at last she said, 1,1: 111 cet thell fer leu. I At:1d 
I .~.d the adar.ss. A long time passed. I heard 
veiees 0n the stairs. People clUBe up slewlr, clattering 
with their 1D . ts. fbey talked to each ethel'. 

P.IRS!!OLICIIWf (off') Beckom tltis is righ"t, 

SECOND POL~CEMAI (eff) ABYbedy here? 

I'IRS~POLICEMAH (appear1rc) ~here' s a bloke. 

faa two policeman, in plaiD 
cloth.sf · eDter. 

I'I'BSf POLICFMAK: OK, lIate, you look after tbe Md. (!eGLBN) 
What· 8 bappen.? Whese room is tlUs? YOWl's? 
'Suppese you COIM a1.eng to the station ~th us? !here'" 
plen:'y ef time. Ve've pt a ear. It S full)' NWlci 
theeorner. Phone here? Hew did it happen, mate? 



• 
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PIRS! POLICEMAN goes Gut wi tb 
GLEI. 

Darkneas ' aiD. 

Poliee station. 

JFIRS~ POLICEMAN: CaR yeu explain what he was doiag in your 
roo~ 

GLEN: Be used it s8 .. tilles. 

],lRS~ P t tllb.at fer? 

GLEB. I dotalt mow. 

FlBST P: I reckQJl ~u do ' )mow, Ilate. 

GLEN: Well, it's Dot ~ busiaass. 

FIRst PI It's ours, tho~ The!'e were sips o~ violence, we 
think. Not viol.~ce exactly but some struggle took 
place. Know anythinc about that? 

GLEN: , No. 

SECOND POLIC.AN brinls ill a cup 
o~ tea aad puts it 4ow.n by GLEN. 

SECOND P: Cup of" tea---wU1l yul>u up. 

GLEN: 

:rIRS~ PI 

How long are you .ping to keep Jle here? 

SECOND POLICEMAH loes. 

We have to guard against :foul play. 
oj! yours, yo'u' 11 tmderstand that. 
be through in a llinute. 

If be's a friend 
~he post mortem'll 

GLEI drinks ~rstily. 



, 
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FIRS! P: -So what was be dO~n& ill your be~? 

GLBI:Well, he used to sleep tbere. 

FIRS! PI But he had. a place 0~ his cum. 

GLEN: Wel.l, it was his of'fice, net ray place at all. 

PlRS! PI ADd you say you walked abeu1; all night? 

GLEN: Yea. 

FIRS~ P: Yeu're hid.iB& sOlletbinc froll lie, but I'll find. out what 
it is. 

SECOND PO~ICEMAN returas. 

SBCOIID PI He was wi th Gl'iu;t s vi:fe. 

FIRS! P: Who vas? 

SECOND P: ~be deceased. 

I'I.ltS~ P: Better ring Caabridge constabulary. 

SECOND POLICEIUN goes out. 

PIaS~P:(SbowiRg him a notebook) aecoiDiae this? 

GLEN: Yes, itt s Dille. 

PIKS~ P; Can JOll tell lie what it's about? 

GLEN: KiBd 0~ weatber diary. 
wine • 

I' dbeen 10sing lIoney Gn my 

FIRS~ P: What about the rockets te the aeon? What about 
this---tRanger rocket launched ~I1 US to hit meoB; 
Russians launch satellite with tVQ lien aboard'. 
Dees that oome under the beading ef weather? 

GLIB: I thought 50. It worked ou~--abollt ten dars after-
wards the weather always started playing tricks. Just 
a buneh. 

FIRS!l PO: Known Prefessor Grigg loR&? 

GLBN: No. 

FIRST PI Did you bave dinner with him in Caabridi8 en the 28th 
o£ last lIonth? 

GLEN: Yes---well, I suppose it was that date. About then. 



:rIBS~ PI Did you cOile to England to contact hill? 

GLEN: No. I'd never beard of him. 

FIRS! P: Did yeu speak to General Heeley at the professor's 
llpartllen't on another oeeasien? 

GLEN: Ie. 

FIRST P: Were yO\1 aware e:f the existence ef Mr Charles Dornellinc 
at the flat on tbis seeond occasion? 

GLEN I Net until afterwards, when 1 was intro<iueed to him. 

PIRST P: We :foWld yeur sui teases packed. Can you explain that? 

GLEN: I did it the night befera. 

FIRST P: Why? 

GLEN: I don't know. 

FIRS~ PI You meant to leave? 

GLEN: The work vas getting me d.own, I suppose---yes. 

FIRS~ PI It- s the main :beason I'm keeping you bere. 

SECOND POLICEMAN comes in. 

SECOND P: There's a call £01' this gentleman, from Cambridge. 

FIRS~ P: Wbo from? 

SECOND PI Professor Grigg's wife. 

You can tak'e it alone. 

Both policemen leave. 

GLEN (answering phone) Yes? 

LOUISE (ever the speakers) You ~oURd him. 

GLEN: 

LOOISE: 

GLEN: 

Yes. 

Glen---I had to pull myself out from underneath. 
I couldn't get Gut. I was crying. I was pleading 
with him, Glen, and he w snit alive say more. Jeff's 
having a Mass said. Glen... Gedd bye. 

Good bye. 



She bangs up. 
FIRST POLICEMAN returns. 

l'IRS~ PI Well, tbe autopsy· s through. Heart failure. 
I thought that was the story. AlW81s a weaaa in 
it oomewhere, eb.? So you can go, sir. !ake 
some rest. Like a ear back? 

GLEN I Ie, that' a all right, thanks. 

PIRS! PI MiD' how y&U go. 

GLEN: 

20. 

No lIore props. 
a1.@ne. 

GLEN is 

I went back to the Gf:fi ca. No ene was there. 
Leu' awe_cis kept rollinc in .,., mind. like a pr81er-
vheel. I went to the b8Dk and transferre4 over 
three hundred pounds into traveller's enequ8s. 
And I bought a ticket to Naples. I even remem­
bered M:r Parsons aad went te see hill. I told. 
him the police had been to ~ rooll and he almost 
pushed me QU't 01' his shop. I wenderetl about 
Muriel. I thought of her wi ttl Palermo. as if their 
destiny 18.7 tocetl1er. I even thoU&kt she might 
be his vife. i'be little prayer-wheel of thougk t 
went. round and round.: in the train, in the taxi, 
in tne barmeur. It enly stopped wben I was stand­
ing i11 ray ew Bedrooll, wi tb half my vinel&J'd in 
ruins eutside. Most of ., tenaces were broken 
down, staves and wires as well, though Bot disast­
reusly.What they called aeyelon8---aDoiher 00.--­
had. done it. Part 01: an outhouse had cellapsad. 
<OB lIlY vats and casks. A wall haei sp1i t like an 
orange. It wasa't much, all tola. My wife had 
thougbt not to werry 118 about it. And our bouse ~ 
was all rigll t • .1\ !t would ~eed every penny o:f the / ..5~-
mGney I had made. I was 1n luck, there. And I'. 
made a friend, vh. was dead.. 


