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Copyright: Alan Wakeman ©  2007 

All rights whatsoever in this play are strictly reserved and professional applications 
for permission to perform it must be made in advance, before rehearsals begin, to: 

awakeman@btinternet.com 

However, amateur drama groups will be pleased to hear that I’m usually prepared 
to grant permission for amateur productions without payment but do ask for my 
name to be included in the credits. I appreciate being informed in advance of 
performance dates and especially enjoy receiving copies of photographs, program-
mes, flyers, posters etc. 



INNOCENCE was given a public reading at the Tristan Bates Theatre off 
Shaftesbury Avenue in the West End of London on 10th March 2007 to acclaim 
from a capacity house – as you can see from the flyer and photograph of the 
director with two members of the cast: 

 

 

Rikki Beadle-Blair, Chris Polick & Don 
Klass during a break from rehearsals. 
(The other member of the cast, 
Michael Warburton, was abroad the 
day this photo was taken.) 

  

 

At the time of writing (August 2008) I’m still hoping for a producer to appear 
who wants to put on a complete world premiere production of INNOCENCE.
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CAST 
in order of appearance 

JAMES 
25-30, smart, short-haired, clean-shaven. 

ANTON 
Mid 40s, preferably Indian Asian (not essential), 

dishevelled, long-for-the-time unruly hair and beard. 

CARL 
14-year-old schoolboy, cherubic, athletic. 

The play is set in the early 1960s at Headley Court, 
a minor public school somewhere in the home 
counties. Most of the action takes place in James’s 
study. Other locations in and around the school can 
be suggested with props and lighting. As the play 
opens James’s study has been recently vacated by 
his predecessor leaving a mess which James clears 
up during the course of the opening scene 
(providing as much, or as little, business as desired). 
But note that by the end of Scene One he has trans-
formed the room into the orderly, comfortable, prac-
tical nest it remains till the violence in the final 
scene reinstates the opening chaos. 
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ACT ONE  
Scene One: James’s Study. Evening. 

(We hear James off, struggling up stairs with heavy luggage. He opens the door, 
sticks his head in and reacts to the chaotic state of the room.) 

James:  Aaaagh! 

(He enters carrying a battered holdall and suitcase covered with exotic torn 
labels. He dumps them on the floor with a sigh. He looks round, grimaces and 
opens a cupboard at random. A pile of porn magazines falls to the floor.) 

 I sometimes wonder if I’m the only... 

(He notices pin-ups of naked women on the inside of the cupboard door.) 

 Why do I always get the…? 

(He rips some of them down and throws them at an already full waste bin.) 

 Worse than Paris in the bloody…! 

(He begins clearing up. There is a knock at the door. Enter Anton carrying a 
huge cardboard box which he offers to James.) 

Anton:  Peace offering from Chemistry-and-Maths. 

James:  Perfect timing. Thank you.  

Anton:  Is that your sports car in the field? 

James:  Yes. Is that a problem? 

Anton: Au contraire, mon vieux. (He notices the porn magazines.) It’s the 
perfect place to leave it - especially a sexy TR3 in British Racing Green. 
You’ve raised the standing of the entire teaching staff. (Pause.) Up to 
now only boys’ve had cars. 

(James picks up handfuls of magazines and dumps them in the cardboard box. 
Anton helps but is distracted by one. He sits down and turns the pages.) 

 It’s so galling whilst pedalling along rustic lanes on one’s trusty bike to 
be overtaken by an uncouth youth in a sports car. By Jove, look at that! 

James:  I’m sorry - but who are you? 

Anton: ‘Clootch’ to the boys. ‘Anton’ to you. Mine’s the slum across the 
landing. 

James:  Clootch, Anton? 
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Anton: Don’t ask! Urchins are a law unto themselves. (Crosses himself and 
intones.) God preserve us from their machinations. (Normal voice.) They 
call Colonel O’Brian ‘The Fairy’ and his wife ‘Tits’. (Pause.) O’Brian, 
Oberon! Get it? Married to Titania. Get it? (Looking at a magazine.) My 
word, I didn’t know some of these positions were physically possible! 
But your couth car guarantees a glamorous epithet for you. Half the first 
fifteen are in love with you already I shouldn’t wonder. (Reacting to the 
magazine again.) My god! 

(James continues clearing up, unpacking etc. Anton dumps the magazine in the 
box with the others and extends a hand to James.) 

 Anton Schmidt. Chemistry and Maths. Pure and Impure. With sporadic 
Philosophy thrown in at no extra charge. 

James:  James Bell. Jimmy to my friends. 

Anton: Welcome, Jimmy. (Pause.) According to school gossip, Mr. Thickbroom, 
former i/c English, French and Rugger, and author of this unseemly 
bordel, has fled to Rio with a tacky tart from town. (Pause.) According to 
my spies, he’s gone to his mum’s in Macclesfield. These artist’s studies 
confirm the more prosaic explanation, don’t you think? He left a trail of 
broken hearts, bouncing cheques and unpaid bills – so the urchins adored 
him and you have a formidable reputation to live up to. 

James: I only agreed to English and French. No one mentioned rugger at my 
interview. 

Anton: Ah, well.. (German accent) vee ’av vays of making you teach wot vee 
vant, mein Herr. (Normal voice.) The boys may call him ‘The Fairy King’ 
but to the staff  he’s ‘Der Grossenführer’ (German accent) in recognition 
of eez ruthless skill zee last drop of blood from eez victims to squeeze. 

(James gives him a questioning look.) 

 (Normal accent) An unforgivable metaphorical cocktail, I know, 
especially as, en effet, c’est Madame O’Brian qui dirige l’établissement. 

(James continues clearing up, unpacking etc.) 

James: How long have you been teaching here, Anton? 

Anton: Touché! But I’m not touchy. Alas, the gross calumny you’ve heard is 
true. I confess to the dubious honour of being the longest-serving 
member of Colonel O’Brian’s regiment. 

James: I don’t think you should apologise for reliability and commitment, Anton, 
even in jest. I consider them essential virtues. 
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Anton: A noble sentiment, but in this benighted establishment teachers with get-
up-and-go get up and go. Even Mr. Thickbroom got up and went. After 
less than two terms too. (Pause.) But then he was Australian and drove 
around in a taxi. Anyway (voice of doom) I hereby prophesy that you 
won’t last as long. (Normal voice) I alone am a permanent fixture – due 
to a squalid episode in my past which Oberon reminds me of whenever I 
threaten to resign (Scottish accent) and also due to the fact that neither 
the wee wife nor myself have contrived to pass our driving tests. 

James: I think maybe the best policy is to believe half the things you say, Anton. 
The question is, which half. 

Anton: Dear boy! I speak the truth, the entire truth, and nought but the truth! 

James: Of course you do! So, to recap, my predessor, an Australian from 
Macclesfield, lasted less than two terms and drove a taxi; no member of 
staff has been here more than a year; or owns a car; or has been here 
longer than you; and you ride everywhere on your trusty bike, live in the 
‘slum’ across the landing – presumably without your wee wife – and 
can’t leave because Colonel O’Brian threatens to unmask a scandal in 
your past. Oh, and because neither you nor your wee, homeless, wife can 
pass your driving tests. 

Anton: By Jove, a member of staff who actually listens! I must be on my guard! 
Yes, well you see, your honour, Margaret rents a cottage in the village 
which serves as a convenient bolt hole for both of us, and means I don’t 
have to sleep in this slum Der Grossenführer has the nerve to call ‘The 
Teachers’ House’ and what was the last point? Oh, yes, last summer, we 
– that is the wee wife and me – bought a getaway van, which was 
delivered with great ceremony to our front garden where it’s currently 
providing shelter for a fine crop of ragwort. (Pause.) It was intended as 
part of a cunning plan of escape which has so far failed to materialise due 
to our mutual ineptitude at driving. 

James: I’ll teach you to drive, if you like. 

Anton: Dear boy! I advise against such displays of wanton generosity if you 
aspire to long-term survival at Headley Court. (Pause.) Nevertheless, I 
accept. (Pause.) Margaret will be thrilled. 

(By now James has cleared away the visible rubbish and distributed personal 
effects round the room, including a bedside light and a desk light, both of which 
he plugs in and turns on before turning off the bare centre bulb. Lastly, he sets 
two framed photographs on the desk – one, of a middle-aged woman, the other, 
after a moment’s hesitation and a quick glance at Anton  – of a bearded young 
man. When he sees the latter Anton can no longer contain his admiration.) 

 Bless thee, Bottom! Bless thee! thou art translated! (Going to the door.) 
Or rather, thy abode is… are… art...? translated! 

James: Hmm. Well, it’ll do for now. 
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Anton:  You’ve made more changes in ten minutes than I’ve managed in a decade 
of lassitude. I’m shamed by your example but will suppress this strange 
urge I feel to rush across the corridor and rip down my shelves and, 
instead, offer a celebratory libation in the Queen’s Elm… 

James: That’s very kind of you. But I need another ten minutes to… 

Anton:  I fear to think what you might accomplish in another ten minutes, Jimmy. 
What’s your addiction? 

James: I beg your pardon? 

Anton: What’s your poison? 

James: Oh, I see. (Pause.) A glass of claret, please, Anton. 

Anton:  I like you already! Thickbroom drank lager. Ugh! 

(James smiles. Anton goes back to the box and takes out a handful of porn 
magazines.) 

 (Mock policeman.) I’m sorry, sir, but I shall have to remove these for 
forensic examination. (Exit.)  

(James smiles again, shoves his holdall and suitcase on top of a cupboard, turns 
to face the audience and mimes writing on a blackboard.) 

Scene Two: Classroom. Morning. 
(Enter Carl. He sits down at a school desk.) 

James: (Writing.) Now I want you all to read this carefully because I’m going to 
make a deliberate mistake. (Finishes writing and turns to face the class.) 
So, who can tell me what it is? (Pause.) Come on! (Pause.) Come on! 
Think! (Sighs.) Very well. (Pause.) Who knows what ‘anacoluthon’ 
means? 

(James reacts to an imaginary intervention and consults a register.) 

Yes? Cass, John, isn’t it? (Pause.) Right, fire away, Cass. (Smiles.) Good 
try, Cass, but that’s ‘anaconda’ – a large, non-poisonous snake from 
Ceylon that lives mainly in water or trees and kills its prey by 
constriction. And I know that because I spent a year there during my 
national service with the Royal Air Force. However I don’t expect this 
class to know Sinhalese etymology; but you are supposed to know Greek, 
so does anyone else have any thoughts they’d like to share? 

Carl :  Sir! Sir! 

James:  Yes? (Consulting the register.) Wilson, Carl, isn’t it? 

Carl : Yes, sir. 

James: Right. Fire away, Wilson! 

Carl : Sir, your tie’s the same colour as your eyes, sir. 

(James reacts, then composes himself.) 
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James: Thank you, Wilson, for that complete (writing on the blackboard) ‘non 
sequitur’ which is Latin meaning  (looking back at Carl) ‘not following’ 
– in other words, having nothing to do with the subject in hand, (looking 
back at the blackboard) while as I said ‘anacoluthon’ is from Greek and 
means... (pause) come on, come on, work it out! (Pause.) Yes, (looking 
at his register) Bachelor, Robert, isn’t it? 

(Exit Carl.) 
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Scene Three: James’s study. Evening. 
(James goes to his desk, picks up an essay, turns to the audience and reads 
aloud from it. Enter Anton with a bottle of claret. He listens as he opens it and 
pours out two glasses.) 

James: (Reading.) Lear’s tragedy is that despite his advanced age he hasn’t 
learned that love is worthless unless freely given. He thinks his daughters 
owe him love and fatally demands it as a duty, thus blinding himself to 
Cordelia’s innocence and honesty and binding himself to Goneril’s and 
Regan’s mendacity. However, the truth is that love is a butterfly which 
only rarely, randomly and miraculously chooses to land on a human hand. 
When it does, give thanks for your good fortune! But beware: Try to 
capture it and it will turn into a frightened insect that tears itself to pieces 
trying to escape your clutches! 

Anton:  Remarkable. Who’s the culprit? 

James:  Guess! 

Anton:  A prefect presumably. (Pause.) Gilding? 

James:  Nowhere near! (Pause.) A junior! 

Anton:  You astound me. Enlighten me as to the identity of this paragon of couth. 

James:  (Triumphantly.) Carl Wilson! The boy you all claim you despise. 

Anton:  Hmm?! (Pause.) Well, hats off to you, Jimmy! You’ve proved your 
point. (Thoughtfully.) So that’s why he’s been so cocky in the gym lately.  

James:  Has he? I hadn’t heard. I don’t do sports, remember. 

Anton:  You should. Invaluable insights can be gained about the boys’ pecking 
order by observing their choreography in the changing rooms – as well as 
useful tricks for managing them in class. (Pause.) Recently, Wilson’s 
taken to strutting around displaying his naked, Greek god’s body to every 
urchin in sight. (Pause.) I suspect his recent swagger might have 
something to do with you. 

James: Really? (Pause.) There’s more. (Reading.) As babies, we’re unaware of 
other human beings and only acquire the skill of loving through exposure 
to suffering. But love, like any other skill, can only be learnt by direct 
experience and, like any other skill, atrophies if not practised daily. (To 
Anton.) How can a fourteen-year-old know such things? 

Anton:  (Laughs.) I bet Wilson gets loads of ‘daily practice’! (Pause.) Besides, 
think of your own youth, Jimmy. Have you forgotten the intensity, the 
longing, the passion, the pain, the despair, the loneliness?  

James: (Laughs.) All I remember is watching ants through magnifying glasses, 
collecting fossils and climbing trees to see how high I could get. 

Anton: I note the absence from your list of ‘lusting after girls’… 

(No reply from James. Anton looks pointedly at the photograph of the young 
man on James’s desk.) 
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 Perhaps you lusted after boys? 

(No reply from James.) 

Anton:  I can’t believe there was no ‘lusting’ at all! 

James: Well, I went to a day school so… 

Anton:  (Pointing at the photograph.) So who’s that? 

James: (Pause.) His name’s Lutz. (Pause.) We’re good friends, nothing more. 
We met the first time I went to Provence on holiday. He’s from 
Heidelberg. 

Anton: Heidelberg, eh! (Raises his eyebrows.) So you’re just good friends, are 
you? 

(Anton looks at him. James comes to a decision.) 

James: All right, I admit he is… special. (Sighs.) Is that going to be a problem? 

Anton:  Course not, Jimmy! It’s 1963, not 1863. No one gives a shit anymore. 

James: (Shaking his head.) If you only knew… 

Anton: Anyway, I’m famous for getting on well with queers. (Smiling.) You 
don’t mind if I use that term, do you? 

James: (Shaking his head.) No. 

Anton:  Well, what I like about you queers is that you’re all so bloody couth. 
(Pause.) My reference to girls was merely a courtesy – innocent till 
proved guilty – that sort of thing. (Pause.) So doesn’t Lutz inspire lust? 
Isn’t Lutz the light of your life? 

James: Yes. 

Anton:  So why aren’t you in Heidelberg? 

James: West Berlin, actually. (Pause.) Well, for a start, he isn’t… like that. 

Anton:  I see. (Pause.) I’m sorry. 

James: It’s perfectly all right. 

Anton:  In that case what’s his photograph doing on your desk? 

James: I enjoy thinking about what might have been. 

Anton:  You call that ‘perfectly all right’? 

James: I manage. 

Anton:  But why have his picture on display, Jimmy? 

James: I thought this was our refuge, our one private space in this very public 
school. (Pause) Has some busybody been talking? 

Anton:  (Shaking his head.) Not to my knowledge; but it’s bound to be all over 
the school that you’re queer by now, a hot-bed of homosexuality like 
Headley! 
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James: Why? Even if a boy were to see it he’d only think it was my brother, or 
some such thing. 

Anton: (Laughs.) By Jove, Jimmy, don’t tell the urchins it’s your brother! Or 
they’ll really think you’re a pervert! (Pause.) Have you remembered my 
warning about giving private tutorials in your room? 

James: (Sighs with relief.) Oh is that what this is about! Listen, Wilson’s a loner. 
He doesn’t talk to other boys. (Pause.) I suppose that’s why we click. 

Anton:  And you’re an innocent, Jimmy, if you haven’t sussed out that they’re all 
savages, all liers, all cheats and all interested in one thing only. (Pause.) 
Sex. (Pause.) What do you imagine goes on in the dorms every night?  

James: “Sussed out?” What does that mean? 

Anton:  Grasped, understood, seized. I relish Cockney irreverence. 

James: So are you saying all the boys are having sex in the dorms every night? 

Anton: Course not. (Pause.) Not all of them. 

James: Well you’re wrong about Wilson at any rate. He’s a complete innocent. 
Besides, I doubt if anyone else even knows I give him tutorials in my 
room. It’s hardly the sort of thing he’d boast about, is it, a solitary like 
Wilson? 

Anton: Solitary isn’t the word I’d use for that slice of shit. 

James: (Sighing and shaking his head.) Why has no one a good word to say for 
him? And you know what? He agrees with your collective low opinion! 
That’s his chief trouble (pause) and the root of all his misbehaviour. 

Anton:  Okay, have it your way; but don’t say you haven’t been warned. (Going 
to the door.) I must go. I promised Margaret I’d eat at home tonight. 
(Pulls a face.) 

(Exit Anton.) 

Scene Four: James’s Study. Evening. 

(There is a knock at the door.) 

James: Come in. 

(Carl enters carrying a handful of grubby bits of paper.) 

Carl : Evening, sir. 

James: Good evening, Carl. Have you finished it? 

Carl : No, sir. But I wondered if you’d look at it anyway... 

(Carl offers the handful of paper.) 

James: Of course. Sit down. 

Carl : It’s still not right, sir. I can’t seem to... 
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(James takes and unfolds the bundle of papers, sorts them and starts to read. 
Carl sits beside him at the desk.) 

James: (Absently.) Carl, you don’t need to say ‘sir’ all the time during… 

Carl : Thank you, sir. 

(They both laugh. Carl stares at the photo of Lutz.) 

James: Of course, it’s all right to say it if you want to. 

(As James reads, Carl continues looking at the photo of Lutz and starts biting 
his nails. James notices what Carl’s doing and then what he’s looking at and 
puts the photo away in a drawer. He makes a correction.) 

James: ‘No one’ is two separate words, Carl. However, it’s a mistake lots of 
educated people make. 

Carl : Sir...? 

James: (Still reading.) Yes? 

Carl : You know what you said in class the other day? (Pause.) About 
palmistry. 

James: (Still reading.) Yes. 

Carl : I had my palms read once, sir, when I was a child, in Brazil. 

James: (Interrupting.) This is good, Carl. There are a couple of spelling mistakes 
and one grammar mistake…  

Carl : (Smiling) No anacoluthons though, eh, sir! 

James: No. Right. (Looking up and smiling.) Did you look it up? 

Carl : Yes, sir: it’s a sentence “lacking grammatical continuity”. 

James: Bravo, Carl! (Gathering up the bits of paper and handing them back to 
Carl.) It’s good; it’s stylistically sound; you’ve thought out your 
argument carefully and if you finish it to the same standard you’ll deserve 
– and get – another excellent mark. 

Carl : Really, sir. Gosh, thanks.  

James: But… and, this is important, Carl,  you really must take more care with 
presentation! I can’t show a grubby bundle like that to Colonel O’Brian, 
now can I? So, when you’re quite sure you’ve finished, make a fair copy 
on fresh clean sheets – like last time – and show it to me again before you 
hand it in. Oh and try to find and correct the three minor spelling 
mistakes you’ve made... 

Carl : Yes, sir. 

James: Now, what were you saying?  
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Carl : About this old gypsy, sir. She said there was something bad in my palm. 
She said I might die young or something. But I haven’t, so she was 
wrong, wasn’t she? Still, I worried about it. 

James: How old are you now, Carl? 

Anton: Fourteen, sir. And a quarter. Will you look, sir? 

(Carl offers his palms to James.) 

James: (Smiles.) If you remember, Carl, what I said in class was that palmistry 
was a lot of superstitious nonsense. 

Carl:  Yes, I know sir, but still… 

(Carl continues to offer his palms to James.) 

James: My knowledge is purely theoretical, Carl. I have little experience of 
reading palms myself. 

Carl:  Please, sir. 

(After a long pause, James cautiously takes Carl’s hands in his.)  

 I’m sorry they’re so dirty, sir. 

James: Just look at the state of your nails, Carl! (Shaking his head.)  

Carl : She said it was something in my ‘life line’, sir. 

James: Are you right or left handed? 

Carl : (Downcast.) Left-handed, sir. ‘Cack-handed’ my father says. 

James: Does he? (He looks at Carl’s left palm again and sees something 
significant.) The truth is you’ve got strong plain hands with firm clear 
lines. 

(James releases Carl’s hand and withdraws. Carl continues to stare at his 
hands) 

Carl:  Is that good, sir? 

James: You shouldn’t take other people’s opinions to heart, Carl. It’s your own 
opinion of yourself that matters. As for what your father said, the 
scientific evidence is that left-handed people are different, that’s all. 
Unfortunately our society punishes people who are different. (Pause.) It 
never ceases to amaze me. Our supreme advantage as a species is our 
diversity. That’s our trump card. That’s why we became civilised. That’s 
how we became civilised. You’d think people would want to celebrate 
that, wouldn’t you? But no, everywhere you look everyone’s trying to be 
the same. It makes me despair, sometimes. 

Carl : Can you see what she was talking about, sir? 

James: What exactly did she say? 

Carl:  She said there was a break – in my ‘life line’. 
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James: Well, she was right, there is, but – and this is critical – did she ask if you 
were right or left-handed before she read your palms? 

Carl:  I don’t remember, sir. 

James: Given that you’re left-handed, don’t you think you would remember? 

Carl:  Yes, sir. 

James: Well, I suggest to you that if this Brazilian gypsy didn’t even ask if you 
were right or left-handed, she probably didn’t know that professional 
palmists claim the dominant hand represents the conscious self and the 
other the unconscious. So you see, being left-handed changes everything 
about the interpretation. Besides, even professionals don’t claim to 
predict the future, merely to interpret the present. So, all things 
considered, I think you can safely ignore what she said, Carl. 

Carl : Thank you, sir. (Pause.) But what do you think it means? 

James: What? 

Carl : The break in my life line, sir. 

James: I really haven’t time to continue with this now, Carl. 

Carl:  But it’s so interesting. 

James: Maybe, but look at this pile of marking I’ve got to finish by tonight! 
(Pause.) I’ll tell you what, Carl... (writing on a piece of paper) …get this 
book out of the library, read it carefully and write an essay on: ‘Is 
Palmistry A Science?’ – say three or four hundred words. And then – and 
only then, if you still want to – we’ll have a serious classroom discussion 
on the subject. Let’s make it this week’s extra prep, Carl. 

Carl : And then will you read my palms, sir? 

James: (Laughs.) Maybe. Now, be off with you! 

Carl : (At the door.) Please, sir? 

James: (Absently) Yes. 

Carl : You’re my favourite teacher, sir. 

(Exit Carl.) 

Scene Five: James’s study. Afternoon. 
(James goes to his desk, sits down and begins marking papers. We hear a WC 
flush off. Enter Anton.) 

Anton: By Jove, that was wonderful! (Sighing, sitting and stretching.) Why do 
so few of life’s joys match the sensual pleasure of defecation?!  

(James smiles without looking up.) 

 Seriously, Jimmy, what other perfect orgasm are we guaranteed every 
day? 
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James: (Smiling.) A few others spring to mind. 

Anton: Did you know shitting-while-sitting strains the lower back? According to 
an arcane medical journal I read in Delhi. It had unnerving diagrams 
showing how squatting supports the spine, promotes bowel movements 
and shoots turds out like bullets. Haven’t got any claret left, have you, 
Jimmy? 

James: Sorry, I haven’t had time to go to the village. What were you doing in 
Delhi, Anton? 

Anton: Damn. My cellar’s bare too. (Pause.) I had the philosophy chair. As I 
recall, it didn’t involve doing anything. Theoretically I was a ‘teacher of 
Nietzsche’ but actually it was ‘a cushy number’. Anyway, you can 
imagine my delight when I discovered the Asian closet, which was held 
in such contempt by the pukka wallahs in my department, is (Indian 
accent) medically and orthopaedically superior to the European water 
closet. 

James: Are you telling me you gave up a chair of philosophy to teach here! 

Anton: (Normal voice.) It makes perfect sense when you think about it. We 
squatted for thousands of years before the invention of plumbing. 
Anyway, that was when I adopted my present routine – which involves 
removing shoes, socks and trousers and squatting on the rim of the bowl. 
You should try it. It transformed my life, cured my back problems and – 
an unexpected bonus this – revealed the delights of sensual shitting. But 
I’m running on, as usual. I actually came to ask if you've got time to give 
me a driving lesson this evening. 

James: I’m on prep this week. That’s why my cellar’s bare. 

Anton: Of course you are. Damn. I suppose there’s nothing for it, I shall just 
have to go down the Queen’s Elm on my own. 

James: I’ll join you after prep if you like. 

Anton: That would be a comfort. I think Margaret and I owe you a few rounds 
now that you’ve miraculously transformed us into learner-drivers and 
escape from purgatory is in sight. By the way, you’ve replaced Tisshaw 
as Margaret’s second favourite man. 

James: Don’t mention it. It’s good for me to have the chance to get out of the 
school grounds now and then. 

Anton: Margaret relishes her lessons too. 

James: I know. 

Anton:  She’s become damnably fond of you, Jimmy. 

James: I know. 

Anton: It’s beginning to irritate me, if you want to know the truth. (Grins.) She 
keeps going on about how self-controlled you are; how self-disciplined’ 
how sober! (Pause.) I think she fancies you. 

James: Are you serious? 
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Anton: I told her you were queer but it only heightened her enthusiasm. Grass is 
greener. Seeking to redeem. That sort of thing. 

James: I wish you hadn’t, Anton. It’s not that I mind friends knowing eventually, 
but… but I prefer to choose when, how and who to tell myself. 

Anton: I can’t think why. No one gives a shit anymore.  Does she talk to you 
about me, Jimmy? During her driving lessons? 

James: No. (Sighs.) Listen, Anton, I know you adopt this pose of worldly 
cynicism but the truth is… you have simply no idea how hard it is to be 
(pause) forced to lie all the time about (pause) everything. I’m a naturally 
truthful person – simple, almost – or would be if I could. But instead, I 
have to be on my guard every second of every day of my life. 

Anton: Phff! You’re imagining things. 

James: Am I? Tell me, has a woman you’ve made a pass at ever pulled a knife 
on you? 

Anton: Course not. So what? 

James: Last year, in Paris, I met a man I fancied and invited him to come to my 
apartment for dinner. We both drank a lot and all evening he kept 
sending clear ‘Come on!’ signals – at one point he even said: ‘Two 
glasses of wine and I’m anybody’s!’ – but when I put my arm round him 
he produced a knife from nowhere and set about trying to cut my throat. 

Anton: By Jove! What did you do? 

James: I lost my temper and that saved me. Somehow, I’ve no idea how, I got the 
knife off him, threw him out the door and down the stairs. I threw the 
knife after him. I can still see the astonished expression on his face 
coming up, again and again as he rolled down the first flight of stairs, 
head over heels, to the first landing, where he picked himself up and 
slunk off. 

Anton: All right. All right. You made your point. I admit Headley urchins aren’t 
as primitive as I paint them. All the same, Jimmy, that doesn’t mean you 
should be taking risks with that wanker Wilson. 

James: Ah! So we’re back to Wilson, are we? 

Anton: You don’t seem to have grasped that beneath those Botticelli curls beats 
the scheming heart of an incipient psychotic. 

James: It’s extraordinary the way you all go on about him. I can only say that I 
find him charming, friendly and intelligent… and, curiously enough, the 
more you all condemn him the more I warm to him. I suppose I must be 
naturally perverse. Can one be ‘naturally’ perverse? And is it perverse to 
try to think the best of someone? 

Anton: You’re not falling in love with the house thief, are you, Jimmy? 

James: Don’t be ridiculous. 

Anton: All right, in lust with him. 
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(James clicks his teeth.) 

 Why is it ridiculous? Half Nelson House is in lust with him. 

(No reply from James.) 

 And he knows it. 

(No reply from James.) 

 And exploits it. 

(No reply from James. Anton shakes his head.) 

 Think, Jimmy, think of the mournful trail of school-masters who’ve lost 
their reputations and their livelihoods because of a single unguarded 
moment. 

James: Thank you for your concern, Anton, but I assure you it's misplaced. 

Anton: Well, I hope so. 

James: I told you. I'm not attracted to boys, I'm attracted to men… men with hairy 
chests… and beards… men, like Lutz. 

Anton:  Really? (Grins.) I can defend myself if I have to. 

James: Relax. (Smiling.) I didn’t mean that. You’re not my type. 

Anton:  I’m relieved to hear it. But you don’t seem to understand your position. It 
doesn’t matter what we do. If we’re even half good at our jobs, some 
wretched urchins will idolize us, a few fall in love and one will plot 
seduction! 

(No reply from James.) 

 And teachers are always guilty, Jimmy. (Laughs.)  And do you want to 
know why? Because the outside world thinks children are innocent! Hah! 
(Laughs.) 

(No reply from James.) 

 I’m reminding you of ‘Professional Hazard Number One’, Jimmy. Losing 
your temper wouldn’t help. 

James: I hear you, but I think you’re mistaken about Wilson, that’s all. I think 
it’s just a case of give-a-dog-a-bad-name. 

Anton:  You know your problem, Jimmy? Because you’re honest, kind and 
honourable you assume everyone else is too. (Pause.) But listen, why not 
humour me and be on your guard anyway! 

James: Aye aye, cap’n. 

Anton: You want to know the biggest joke of all, Jimmy? (Going to the door.) 
This drunken old reprobate lies awake at night worrying about you! 
(Pause.) See you down the pub after prep then. 

James: Aye aye, cap’n. And Anton...? 

(Anton pauses at the door.) 
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 Thanks for your concern. 

Anton: (American accent.) Why you’re more than welcome, honey-child. 

(Exit Anton.) 

Scene Six: James’s Study. Afternoon.   

(James goes to the window. Carl sticks his head through the door without 
knocking.) 

Carl:  You wanted to see me, sir? 

James: Yes, come in, Carl.  

(Carl enters in gym kit. James reacts, turns away, sits down at his desk.) 

 I only wanted to remind you about the mock exam tomorrow… 

(Carl’s pulls a face.) 

 …and it could have waited till after gym. (Pause.) Never mind. Now 
you’re here you might as well hear it. (Pause.) Tomorrow’s the best 
chance you’re going to get this term to show Oberon how wrong he’s 
been about you. 

Carl:  But I’m no good at written exams, sir. You know I’m not. 

James: Only because you can’t be bothered to try, Carl. You say you’re serious 
about going to Cambridge to study engineering. Well, this is your chance 
to prove it. 

Carl:  I am serious, sir. Honest. 

James: I believe you, Carl. It’s Oberon we have to convince. 

Carl:  But its English Literature tomorrow, sir. 

James: Clear English is essential for engineering, Carl. Besides, look at the mark 
you got for your essay on palmistry. (Sighs.) Anyway, that’s not the 
point. It’s your attitude that upsets Colonel O’Brian. So if you really want 
to please me promise you’ll make a special effort tomorrow. 

Carl:  I’ll do my best, sir. 

James: That’s all I ask, Carl. 

Carl:  Can I go now, sir? 

James: No walking out after five minutes like in the French paper! Understand? 

Carl:  Yes, sir. 

James: Right. That’s all. You can go. 

Carl:  Thank you, sir. 
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James: Carl, how many times do I have to tell you needn’t call me ‘sir’ when 
we’re in here. 

Carl:  No, sir. 

James: (Laughing.) You’re a difficult boy, Carl. 

Carl:  But what am I to call you, sir? 

James: When we’re alone in here, you can call me James. 

Carl:  Oh no, sir. I can’t do that, sir. 

James: Listen, Carl. Respect consists in more than saying ‘sir’ every two 
minutes. (Pause.) Can’t you see that if you call me ‘sir’ all the time and 
then go out on escapades like last Saturday’s, you’re actually insulting 
me? 

Carl:  Oh no, sir, I admire you, sir. 

James: Thank you, Carl. 

Carl : May I tell you a secret, sir? 

(No reply from James.) 

 It wasn’t me who painted that word on the Teachers’ House door. 

James: I see. (Pause.) So why did you own up to it? 

Carl:  The whole house was going to lose its Saturday, sir. Someone had to own 
up. 

James: I see. (Pause.) And do you know who did paint it? 

Carl:  Yes, sir. 

James: Who? 

Carl:  I’d rather not say, sir. 

(James looks at Carl appreciatively. He’d like to hug him.) 

James: Bravo, Carl! I couldn’t believe you were the culprit. Oberon was pleased 
as pie. ‘There you are!’ he said to me. ‘Now look what your beloved 
Wilson’s done!’ (Thoughtfully.) So... it wasn’t you. Well, I must say I’m 
impressed. I can’t think of one of those other rascals who’d own up to 
something he hadn’t done to save his pals from punishment. 

(James offers his hand to be shaken. Carl takes it. They hold hands for a beat 
longer than an ordinary handshake.) 

 I admire you too, Carl. And tomorrow we’ve got the perfect chance to 
show Colonel O’Brian how wrong he’s been about your work. 

Carl:  He always picks on boys whose parents are late with their fees, sir. 



 20

James: (Laughing.) I dare say you’re right, but the day he assigned your class to 
me, he told me you were a savage. It was probably rather perverse of me, 
but I warmed to you then and there. 

Carl:  What does ‘perverse’ mean, sir? 

James: (After a pause.) I suppose it’s… an unnaturally enlarged desire for a 
naturally beautiful thing. 

Carl:  What, sir? 

James: (Laughing.) Never mind. An innocent like you doesn’t need to know 
about such things yet. 

Carl:  No, sir. (Pause.) May I go now, sir. 

James: I suppose you want to get back to the gym. 

Carl:  Yes, sir. 

James: Well, don’t overdo it. You’ll end up looking like Mr Universe. 

(Carl strips off his gym slip, drops it to the floor and strikes a body-building 
pose.) 

Carl:  Don’t you think I have a good body for a boy my age, sir? 

(James looks but doesn’t reply. Carl strikes another pose.) 

 Don’t you think so, sir? 

James: Yes. Now put your gym slip back on. What would someone think if they 
came in and found you like that? 

(Carl picks his gym slip up, flicks it over his shoulder, and goes to the door.) 

Carl:  I don’t care what other people think, sir. (Exits.) 
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Scene Seven: Driving Lesson. Afternoon. 

(James gets a chair and sets it stage centre. Enter Anton with another chair 
which he sets beside James’s.) 

Anton: (Driving.) May I make a personal remark, Jimmy? 

James:  (Alert to the road.) I’d rather you concentrated on your driving. 

Anton:  How often do you use soap? 

James:  (Surprised, but still alert to the road.) Every day. 

Anton:  And after-shave? 

James: Every day. 

Anton: And shampoo? 

James: Every other day. You must keep checking your mirror, Anton, in narrow 
country lanes like this! And please slow down! 

Anton: . There’s nothing in sight – in either direction! 

James: No.  But see that gap in the wall? Would you be able to stop if a vehicle 
suddenly drove out of there? 

Anton: No by Jove! Sorry. You’re right. I hadn’t spotted it. 

(They drive on for a bit.) 

James: Are you saying I smell? 

Anton: Course not. But think – we lived on this planet for thousands of years 
without soap, or after-shave, or shampoo. 

James: Probably stank too. 

Anton: No, we didn’t. That’s the whole point. Do you know why armpits smell? 

James: I wish you’d concentrate on driving. So you are saying I smell. 

Anton: No, I’m not. Listen! Soap makes us smell because it washes off the 
micro-organisms that metabolize our sweat. 

James: They seem to have had a very broad definition of philosophy in Delhi. 

Anton: If you don’t believe me – try not using soap on your body for a week. Use 
it to wash your hands of course, but wash your body with pure water – as 
often as you like. For example, do I smell? 

James: No. I wish you’d pay attention to what you’re doing, Anton, which is 
driving. 

Anton: I haven’t used soap on my body for over ten years! 

James: Or after-shave! 
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Anton: (Laughs.) Right. The whole cosmetics industry is a giant confidence 
trick, Jimmy, whose ads disgust me because they set out to make us feel 
insecure. ‘Use our products!’ they cry ‘or you’ll stink!’ When the truth is 
people only stink because they use their bogus products. 

James: Check your mirror. 

Anton: I’ve seen him. 

James: You’re speeding up, Anton. Let him go by! Listen, this is important: you 
must learn to spot aggressive drivers. It’s vital self-preservation; but the 
secret is not to engage with them – let them find others to embroil in the 
accidents they seem to be seeking. (Pause.) As soon as you see a safe 
place, slow down, pull over and let him overtake. 

Anton: Aye, aye, cap’n. 

(They both concentrate on Anton’s driving until the aggressive driver behind 
has gone by. Anton grins.) 

James: Good. That’s exactly how to do it.  

Anton: Margaret doesn’t use soap either. She took some convincing because you 
do pong a bit for a day or two. It takes the micro-organisms that long to 
re-establish a healthy symbiotic balance – but if you wash them off every 
day, they never do. That’s why… (people never find out this vital 
truth…) 

James: (Interrupting.) Did you talk non-stop during your last driving test? 

Anton:  I never pass up the chance of a captive audience, Jimmy. (Pause.) Why 
else do you think I took up teaching? 

James: When’s your next test booked? 

Anton: Saturday afternoon. 

James: Right. I’ve worked out a foolproof way to get you through. 

Anton: Some hope! 

James: But it involves doing a deal with me. 

Anton: Anything! 

James: If you agree not to say a single word for the whole duration of the test – 
except to answer the examiner’s questions of course – I’ll promise to stop 
giving Wilson tutorials in my room. 

Anton: Done! 

(James picks up his chair and returns it to its former position. Anton picks his 
up and exits with it.) 
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Scene Eight: James’s study. Evening. 

 (James goes to the desk, sits down and begins marking exam papers. There is a 
knock on the door.) 

James:  Come in! 

(Enter Carl.) 

Carl:   Please, sir...? 

James:  What do you want, Wilson? 

Carl:   May I see you for a minute, sir? 

James:  I don’t want to hear excuses. 

Carl:   I came to say sorry, sir. 

James:  (Turning to face him.) But why, Carl? Why?! 

Carl:  Oberon’s right, sir. I’m no good at exams. (Pause.) You expect too much 
of me, sir. 

James: Nonsense. That’s exactly why I get so angry with you. If you weren’t any 
good, do you think I’d waste my time on you? Of course not. It’s because 
I know you can do brilliantly if you can only be bothered to try. But you 
had to prove Colonel O’Brian right, again, didn’t you? 

Carl:   (Humbly.) Yes, sir. 

James: But it’s ridiculous to say you’re no good at anything, Carl. You’re top in 
the house at gym... and cricket… and... 

Carl:   (Interrupting.) ...and fighting, sir! 

James: I was going to say rugger, Carl. I prefer not to hear about your fights. 

Carl:  I could teach you to fight, sir! It’d be fun! 

James: Really, Carl. (Sighs.) You make me despair sometimes. 

Carl : I mean proper wrestling, sir – like in the Olympics. 

James: Really, Carl, what do you think Colonel O’Brien would say if he saw the 
two of us wrestling? 

Carl:  (Humbly.) Wrestling’s the only thing I’m really good at, sir. 

James: You amaze me sometimes, Carl. 

Carl:  I know a place by the river, sir – a secret place where no one else ever 
goes. 

(James sighs and shakes his head.) 

 We could be alone there, sir, so no one else would know. 

(James sighs again.) 

 Please, sir, let me teach you the one thing I’m good at. 
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(James sighs and shakes his head again.) 

 To make up for letting you down, sir. 

James: You’re impossible, Carl. (Clearly no longer angry.) And I’m too angry 
with you right now to think about it. Go away and wait till I’ve… calmed 
down. 

Carl:   Thank you, sir. 

James:  Now get yourself out of my sight. 

 (Carl goes towards the door, then turns back.) 

  What is it now? 

Carl:   I wanted to ask a favour, sir. 

James:  (Sighing.) Go on. 

Carl:   It’s a funny one, sir. 

James:  Stop prevaricating. 

Carl:  Will you buy me some jeans, sir? 

James:  Jeans?! Why on earth ask me to buy you jeans? 

Carl:  You could get them in London tomorrow, sir. 

James: I see. And what makes you think I’ll be in London tomorrow? 

Carl:  Everyone knows you go to London on Wednesday afternoons, sir. 

James: Do they indeed? Well I’m sorry, Carl, but you’ll just have to use the 
correct procedure and get a chit from Matron. 

Carl:  Matron won’t buy the sort I want, sir. She says she can’t get them in the 
village. Please, sir. Otherwise I’ll have to spend the whole long vac in 
uniform again. Just like last year. My parents aren’t coming to England 
till next year. 

James:  But why ask me¸ Carl? 

Carl:  I want the kind you wear when you’re off duty, sir. 

James:  The kind I wear. (Looking down at his legs.) What kind do I wear? 

Carl:   Tight, sir. 

(James laughs.) 

  Sexy, sir. (Pause.) I’ve got the money, sir. 

James: (Sighing.) Oh, I don’t know. Maybe. I’ll think about it. But, please note, 
Carl, I haven’t promised anything. Now be off with you. 

Carl:   (After a pause.) Won’t you need to measure me, sir? 

James: Certainly not. (Pause.) Measure yourself and bring me the figures. 

Carl:   I don’t know how to, sir. (Pause.) Will you do it for me? 
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James: You don’t know when to stop, do you, Carl? Listen, even if I was 
prepared to measure you, I couldn’t because I haven’t got a tape measure. 

Carl:   (Producing one from his pocket.) Here, sir. 

James:  (Cornered.) Very well. 

(The following business must be set up carefully so that nothing improper is 
suggested as Carl stands, looking down at James who measures first round 
Carl’s waist, then outside and inside leg. When James gets to this last, Carl 
grins triumphantly down at him. James stands up brusquely.) 

James: Right, well, I’ll see what I can do... (writing on a paper.) …but I haven’t 
promised anything, mind. 

Carl:   Thank you, James. 

(Blackout) 

Note: An interval is possible here. 

ACT TWO  
Scene Nine: James’s study. Evening. 

(James goes to his desk, turns the light on, sits down and stares at a pile of exam 
papers. Enter Anton with a bottle of claret, the opening and serving of which 
can be used to provide as much or as little business as desired.) 

Anton:  Evening all. 

James:  You won’t believe what Oberon did this morning. 

Anton: I fear I will. 

James:  I went to hand in the mock exam results. 

Anton: Ah. 

James: I’ve spent all term preparing papers for every grade, supervising sessions 
in hall, marking hundreds of bloody essays. So anyway, this morning I 
went to hand in the results and that… that… bloody man said: ‘Don’t 
bother me with…’ 

Anton: (Interrupting with Charles Laughton imitation.) Don’t bother me with 
that rubbish, Mr Christian. I sent the results out weeks ago. 

James: How did you know?! 

Anton: He does it every year, Jimmy. I forgot to warn. Sorry. 
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James: I said: ‘But, colonel, I’ve only just finished marking the papers!’ He said: 
‘Use your modest quota of brain cells, Mr Bell!’ – the condescending 
bastard – ‘Do you really think I let my parents know how stupid their 
brats are? I send them results that make them happy, Mr Bell, happy to 
pay their fees!’ 

Anton: (More Charles Laughton.) Contain your wrath, Mr Christian. 

James: Anyway, that settles it. I’m reporting him to the D.O.E. 

Anton:  (Normal voice.) Are you, by Jove! (Pause.) Is that… prudent, Jimmy? 

James: I don’t give a fuck. 

Anton: They’ll send an admiral. 

James: I wish you’d take this seriously, Anton. 

Anton: I’m deadly serious, Jimmy. The Department of Education is full of 
twerps from Her Majesties Ships Eton, Harrow and Winchester 
who’ve… (sings) … polished up their handles so carefullee that now they 
think they’re rulers of the Queen’s Navee. (Normal voice.) They may 
tolerate a few minor vessels, like the Marlborough and the Lancing as 
suitable objects for their condescension, but the greatest – probably the 
only – joy in their miserable desk-bound lives is (Scottish accent) 
scuppering pretentious wee canoes  - like SS Headley Court. (Normal 
voice.) Give them an excuse Jimmy – any excuse – and we’ll all be back 
at Gabbitas and Thring applying as night-porters, or ground staff, or 
skivvies, or anything. Is that really what you want? 

James: But it’s criminal fraud! 

Anton: I told you that shite was a charlatan on your first day, Jimmy. But it’s not 
our responsibility. (Pause.) Anyway, I thought you said you were leaving 
at the end of this term? 

James: What’s that got to do with anything?! 

Anton: All right, all right! Get off your high horse and engage your brain for a 
moment. 

James: You’re not so bad at condescension yourself, Anton! 

Anton: Sorry. I just wanted you to quell your anger and listen for a moment. We 
both agree the prime objective is the welfare of the urchins, don’t we? 

James: (Cautiously.) Yes. 

Anton: Even though they’re the spoilt offspring of rich philistines who acquired 
their wealth by swindling their workers, it’s nevertheless our duty to treat 
them as innocent till proved guilty. 

James: Yes. 

Anton: And give them a good education in the process, if we can. 

James: Exactly. 
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Anton: But we also know that Headley parents only send their brats here so that 
they don’t have to live with them. That lying, thieving wanker, Wilson, 
being the prime example. 

(James pulls a face.) 

Anton: All right, all right, I know you think the sun shines out of his arse. But 
have you noticed his parents never have him home? They even pay 
Oberon vast sums to board him in the long vac. Think what that means! 
(Pause.) Now consider this: at least here he eats well, thanks to Titania, 
and gets damn good teaching thanks to the likes of you and me. What do 
you think would happen to your best beloved if the school were closed 
down by the D.O.E.? 

James: I wish you’d stop saying that. He’s not my best beloved. He’d go to 
another school. So what? 

Anton: Another school – where the food would be execrable and the teaching 
worse! 

James: (Sighs.) You astound me sometimes, Anton. 

Anton: Listen, I lied on your first day. The real reason I stay in this squalid dump 
is Titania’s Cordon Bleu refectory. (Pause.) You’ve eaten in other 
schools. Q.E.D! 

(James shakes his head.) 

 Admit it, Jimmy: this is the only educational establishment in the country 
where the staff and the boys look forward to meals. 

(James pulls a face.) 

 Are you really going to spoil the only good thing in our miserable lives! 

James: (Groans.) If you must know, Titania’s food’s too rich for me. I go to bed 
every night feeling bloated, and wake up every morning feeling wrecked. 
(Pause.) Oh god, I don’t know what to do. 

Anton: Good. When in doubt, do nothing. (Pause.) Now I have an important 
question for you, Jimmy. 

James: What’s that? 

Anton: Have you stopped using soap? 

James: (Pulls a face.) Yes. 

Anton: And...? 

James: All right. I admit it. You were right. You’re always bloody right. 

Anton: The man finally sees reason. 

James: Right, now here’s a question for you. What are these rumours I hear that 
you and Margaret are leaving now that you’ve both passed your driving 
tests? 
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(Anton goes to the door. He smiles.) 

Anton: Just tactical, Jimmy. Keep the urchins guessing, that’s my motto. I told 
you if I tried to leave, Oberon would shop me to the very inspectors 
you’re so keen to pipe on board… 

(Exeunt.)  

Scene Ten: A River Bank. Afternoon. 

(Dappled light and bird song suggest a woodland scene. Enter Carl with a 
rolled towel and transistor radio. He spreads the towel out on the ground in the 
pool of dappled light and turns on the radio. We hear Bits and Pieces by the 
Dave Clark Five. Carl dances around to the music in a sexually provocative 
manner as he undresses to a brief bathing suit and lies down on the towel on his 
front with his eyes closed. Enter James. He stops dead when he sees Carl, and 
stands, rooted to the spot, looking at him.) 

James: (Shaking his head and backing away, mouthing silently.) No. No. No. 

(Carl opens his eyes and sees him.) 

Carl:  (Leaping up.) James! I didn’t think you’d come! 

James: You were right. I decided not to. But then I thought I couldn’t let you 
down without… at least trying to explain why… I can’t agree… to what 
you asked. 

Carl : But you promised, James! 

James: No, I didn’t. I said I’d think about it. Well, I have thought about it and 
I’m afraid I’ve decided it’s out of the question. (Looking round.) You’re 
right to keep this place secret, Carl. It’s a beautiful spot.  

Carl:  (Narrowing his eyes.) So when it comes to the test, you’re no different 
from other teachers, are you? 

James: I’m afraid you don’t realise the… implications… of what you’re asking 
me, Carl. 

Carl:  Yeah, yeah, so your promises are rubbish too. Just like the rest. I might 
have known. Everything about this school stinks. (Pause, then sadly.) 
But I thought you were different. I really did. 

James: (Sighs.) Listen, Carl, suppose I… agreed to let you be ‘in charge’ as you 
put it, for twenty minutes - and no more mind – what would I have to do? 

Carl:  Have fun, James! Enjoy yourself! (Grinning.) You’ll see… 

(They stand looking at each other for a moment.) 

 You have to take your clothes off first. (Grinning.) That’s an order, 
James. 

James:  (Shaking his head.) No no no no no. I must draw the line somewhere, 
Carl… 

Carl:  We can’t wrestle in clothes! They get filthy. They get in the way.  
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James: Listen, Carl, I’m truly sorry to let you down, but I really don’t think… 

Carl:  Am I in charge, or not? Twenty minutes you said. (Grinning.) Do I have 
to set extra prep this evening, James?! 

James: Oh I don’t know. (Shrugging and then smiling.) Oh all right, all right... 
(removing his shirt) …but that’ll have to do… 

(Looking intently at James, Carl crouches down in a wrestling posture.) 

Carl:   Now you’ve got to try to get my back flat on the ground. 

James:  How? 

Carl:   Just do what I do… 

(James adopts the same posture as Carl but the latter grabs him, throws him to 
the ground and sits astride him, grinning triumphantly.) 

  Hah! Got you where I want you, at last, James! 

(He leans forward and kisses James on the mouth. James is horrified, struggles 
free, stands up, withdraws to a safe distance and puts his shirt back on. Carl lies 
on the ground, panting and looking up at James grinning provocatively. James 
adjusts his clothing, then approaches timidly, squats down and puts his hand on 
Carl’s knee.) 

James: Look, I’m truly sorry, Carl, but it really is impossible. I simply cannot 
allow this to continue. I’m truly sorry to let you down, Carl. 

(Carl looks at James’s hand on his knee and narrows his eyes. James removes 
his hand and stands up.) 

 I’m not cut out for… physical sports. I told you I wasn’t. Come on, Carl, 
I’ll buy you a cake in the village to make up for… 

Carl:   What just happened, sir? 

James: What do you mean? Nothing. Nothing happened. I told you I’d be useless 
at ‘wrestling’. And we’ve just proved it. 

(Carl begins to walk away but suddenly stops and looks back.) 

Carl:   I won’t forget this, sir. 

(Carl turns his back on James and exits.) 

Scene Eleven: James’s study. Evening. 

(James goes to his desk. Enter Anton, drunk, with an open bottle of claret.) 

Anton:  All right if I come in, Jimmy? 

James:  Erm... 

Anton: (Waving the bottle.) There’s just enough to cheer us up... 

(Anton settles into his habitual seat, sloshes some wine into two glasses and 
offers one to James.) 
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James:  Has something happened? 

Anton:  You could say that. Last night I caught Margaret in town with that 
wanker, Tisshaw. 

James: So? 

Anton: He had his tongue down her throat. 

James: Oh. 

Anton: So I socked him on the jaw. 

James: Oh! 

Anton: (Giggling.) The expression on his face as he went down was priceless! 
But Margaret wasn’t amused and... (slumps) she didn’t come home last 
night… 

James: I’m sorry. 

Anton: If only Oberon hadn’t got me by the short and curlies, I swear I’d clear 
off tonight! 

(He empties the bottle into their glasses.) 

I hear you’ve been busy too – providing Der Grossenführer with 
blackmail material, despite my warnings. 

James: What? 

Anton: The whole house is buzzing about you and that wanker, Wilson. 

James: Is it? Oh dear. 

Anton: (Whistles.) Phfff! It’s no skin off my nose, old boy. But you’d better have 
a strategy ready. 

James: A strategy? For what? 

Anton: I thought you said you only liked men, Jimmy... with beards… and hairy 
chests… 

James: Listen, whatever you may have heard, nothing whatever improper has 
happened between me and Wilson. (Shakes his head.) I’m disappointed I 
need to defend myself to you, of all people, Anton. 

Anton: Oh, come off it, Jimmy. Everyone knows he’s the apple of your eye. 

James: (Sighs.) All right, I admit I find him physically attractive, despite his 
youth – you said yourself he looks like an angel – and ten years from now 
he’ll be stunning. But I’ve followed your advice almost to the letter – and 
I won’t say it hasn’t cost me because it has. There have been some 
difficult moments, but I’ve stuck to my guns all term – especially since I 
handed in my notice. 

Anton: Well, I’m glad to hear it. So why the rumours? 
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James: (After a pause.) I suppose they could be something to do with… a stupid 
mistake I made this afternoon. 

Anton: Explain. 

James: I went to Wilson’s ‘secret place’ by the river. He’s been trying to get me 
there all term so that he could teach me (pause) wrestling. 

Anton: (Laughs.) No prizes for originality, Wilson! 

James: But I only went to tell him I’d decided it was out of the question. Only, 
somehow, I don’t understand exactly how, he… 

Anton: ...seduced you! 

James: Of course not! The moment I saw him waiting for me I realised I’d made 
a terrible mistake going and began backing away. But he saw me… so, as 
soon as I could do it without hurting his feelings, I stopped it dead in its 
tracks. 

Anton: Huh. 

James: But I’m afraid he was badly let down and marched off in a sulk. 

Anton:  Hell hath no fury like an urchin scorned. Well, we’ll just have to brazen 
it out and hope the rumours die a natural death, won’t we? 

James: Yes. (Pause.) Thanks for your support, Anton. I appreciate it. 

Anton: It’s no more than you deserve, Jimmy. (He goes to the door.) It’s no more 
than you deserve. 

(James nods. Anton exits.) 

Scene Twelve: James’s study. Evening. 

(James goes to his desk, sits down and starts writing reports. There is a knock at 
the door.) 

James:  Come in. 

(Enter Carl.) 

Carl:   You wanted to see me, sir? 

James:  Yes. Come in, Carl.  

(Carl enters and stands awkwardly, staring down at his feet. James finishes the 
report he’s writing and turns his attention to Carl.) 

 Your behaviour during breakfast this morning was boorish, childish and 
arrogant, Carl, and completely unworthy of a boy of your intelligence. It 
also reflects badly on the house. 

(Carl bites his nails.) 
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 Nevertheless, I was too harsh – for which I’m truly sorry. I couldn’t 
explain in front of your classmates what I’m now going to tell you 
because it’s for your ears only. Do you understand that, Carl? 

(Carl looks up at him and nods.) 

 I know you’ve found it difficult living up to my… expectations. And we 
both know Colonel O’Brian has no time for you at all. (Pause.) Well 
now, this morning he informed me of what he called ‘a very grave 
matter’ concerning Nelson House. Apparently House Master has 
informed him that a lot of money’s been stolen in Nelson this term – not 
just from boys, but from teachers, from cloakrooms, from dorms, even 
from the Master’s private study. Apparently I’m the only teacher who 
hasn’t had money stolen so Colonel O’Brian is convinced you’re the 
culprit. 

(Carl shifts uncomfortably.) 

 You know my opinion, but that’s not the point. The point is, if it’s been 
hard so far, from now on it’s going to be virtually impossible. (Pause.) 
So, I want you to make one last special effort to be on your best 
behaviour at all times for the rest of term. Do you understand, Carl? 

Carl:   Yes, sir. 

James: So no more nonsence like this morning at breakfast. (Pause.) I know 
most of your exploits are just high spirits, Carl, but they have to stop. 
Surely you see that it’s in your interest to stop giving the Colonel 
ammunition to fire at you? 

(No reply from Carl.) 

 So, best behaviour at all times from now on. Are we agreed? 

(No reply from Carl.) 

 There’s no need to look so glum about it. The term’s nearly over anyway. 
You’ve just got to be careful for a few more days and, next year, you can 
start with a clean slate. 

Carl:   (Biting his nails.) Will you be here next year, sir? 

James:  Why do you ask, Carl? 

Carl:   (Biting his nails.) Because I’ve been thinking, sir. 

James: (Cautiously.) What about? 

Carl:  (Biting his nails.) What happened the other day, sir, by the river. 

James: I see. May I remind you that I warned you I wouldn’t be any good at 
‘wrestling’, Carl, and apologised for breaking my promise, and offered to 
buy you a cake in the village to make up? Stop biting your nails! 

(No reply from Carl.) 

 Let me see them. 

(Carl extends his hands. James examines the nails. Carl narrows his eyes.) 
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 Why do you do it, Carl? Just look at the harm you’re doing yourself! 

(James continues to examine Carl’s hands for just long enough for Carl’s next 
outburst to make sense). 

Carl:   Get your hands off me you filthy queer! 

(Carl tears his blazer off and adopts a fighting posture. James is in a state of 
shock for the rest of the scene.) 

 Now I’m going to smash your face in! Now I’m going to show you what 
happens to filthy queers who mess with me! 

James:  Stop this at once, Carl! Be quiet! That’s an order! 

Carl:   I don’t take orders from perverts! 

(Carl starts pacing round the room liked a caged tiger.) 

 You! I knew what you were the first time you walked into our bleeding 
classroom! And I knew I could get you too! All your silly sermons! 
Talking to me as if I was a little kid! I’m nearly fifteen – not a child you 
can boss around! You only wanted one thing from me right from the 
start, didn’t you, sir? 

(James stares at him, astonished.) 

Carl:  And now I am going to fight you! Put your fists up! Fight like a man – if 
you dare! 

James:  Don't be ridiculous, Carl. I’m not going to fight you. 

Carl:  Oooh! I wonder why not? Is it because you’re a pouf, sir? A filthy pervert 
with no guts, sir! Come on! What does it take to make you lose your 
temper, girly! 

James: Stop this at once, Wilson! Do you want the whole school to hear? 

Carl:  Yeah! Let ’em hear! Let the whole school know what you are! Do you 
think I’m scared of that bunch of wankers? I’m not scared of anything or 
anyone in the whole world! 

James: (To himself.) I didn’t realise how… (insecure you are) … 

Carl:  (Interrupting.) How can I make you lose your bleeding temper, James?! 
Shall I tear down your bleeding charts, James? Shall I smash up your 
bleeding room, James? Shall I throw your bleeding books out of the 
window, James? 

James: You aren’t making me angry, Wilson. You’re making me sad. And I’m 
not going to fight you. 

(Carl opens a drawer and finds the framed photograph of Lutz.) 

Carl:   Oh, look! It’s his fucking boy-friend! 

(He smashes the glass and tears the picture out.) 

  What if I accidentally tear this in half? 

(Carl slowly tears the photograph down the middle.) 
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 Queer! Pouf! Pansy! Pervert! 

(He scatters bits of the picture like confetti all over the floor.) 

James: (Standing up.) All right, all right, Wilson. That’s enough. I’ll fight you. 
It’s obvious who’ll win because you’ve been fighting all your life but, if 
that’s what it takes to put an end to this nonsense… 

(James heads for the door. Carl races over, intercepts him, locks the door and 
pockets the key.) 

Carl:   Where do you think you’re going, nancy boy?! 

James:  We can’t fight in here, Wilson! 

Carl:  I know your bleeding game, sir! You don’t fool me, sir! You’re not 
leaving this room till I’ve smashed your face in, sir! 

James: In that case I won’t fight you at all. (Pause.) We can do it in the back 
field, or nowhere. 

(Carl continues pacing around like a caged tiger.) 

Carl:  You! I knew what you were the minute you walked into our classroom! 

(He looks directly at James. ) 

 ‘Sir, sir, your tie’s the same colour as your eyes, sir!’ 

James: Yes, I see. (Almost to himself.) I see it all now. I’m so sorry. I hadn’t 
realised… how… how… damaged you are. 

Carl: Don’t you fucking call me fucking damaged! Don’t you fucking open 
your fucking mouth till I fucking give you permission, sir! (Sneering.) So 
you won’t fucking fight! You’re too fucking yellow even to stand up and 
defend yourself! Well, don’t worry, little girly, I don’t hit women! 

(He starts opening drawers at random.) 

 A boy has to look after himself… You! You’re like everything else in this 
fucking school! Rotten! At least I’m fucking normal!  

(He finds a wallet in one of the draws.) 

 Ooooh look – a wallet! I wonder how much perverts get for teaching 
‘innocents’ like me! Well, well... (counting notes) ...seventeen quid! 

(He goes to the door.) 

I’ll spend this in the village and when they ask me where I got it, I’ll say: 
‘From Queegie – did you know that’s your nickname, sir? – Queegie – 
the Queer master at fucking Headley Fucking Court!’ 

(He unlocks the door with the key from his pocket, turns and tosses the key to 
James.) 

 Here’s your key, Queegie! Careful you don’t lose it! 

(Exit Carl.) 
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Scene Thirteen: James’s study. 

(James sits in shock for a while, then begins tidying the room. Enter Anton, 
drunk.) 

Anton: You all right, Jimmy? 

James: Yes, I think so. 

Anton: Was that Wilson? 

James: Yeah. 

Anton: (Looking round the room.) What happened? 

James: You were right about him too, Anton. Right about everything. All along. 

Anton:  I wasn’t sure whether to come in or not. 

James: I wish you had. Why didn’t you? 

Anton: It sounded sort of... private. 

James: (Laughs.) That’s one word for it! My god, I must’ve been blind! (Picking 
up bits of the torn photo.) 

Anton: Did that prick do that? 

James: As you so accurately said: he’s a lying slice of shit. 

Anton: Never mind, Jimmy. You’re away today, aren’t you? 

James: Yes. Thank god. This evening. (Remembering) I have to supervise lunch. 

Anton:  You mean that wanker Oberon had the nerve to ask you to supervise 
lunch on your last day! 

James: I don’t mind actually. It’ll give me the chance to say goodbye to… the 
other boys. 

Anton: What if Wilson makes a scene? 

James: I don’t think he will. Okay, so he’s turned out to be a bully, but my 
personal experience is that all bullies are cowards. 

Anton:  You’re right there, Jimmy. By Jove, I’ll miss you! 

James: Why don’t you come with me? I told you my new school would snap you 
up – with all the foreign languages you can teach. 

Anton: Ah. If only I could! 

James: I know it’s only a language school, but the whole atmosphere is so… 
friendly … and the students are young adults who actually pay for their 
lessons! Which means they actually want to learn! (Sighs.) God, I’m 
looking forward to that! 

Anton:  I saw Margaret last night. 

James: Oh. And? 
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Anton: She said she’ll leave Tisshaw if I’ll leave Headley Court. 

James: Well that settles it then! Give me a week and I’ll find somewhere for us 
all to live together in London. 

Anton: (Shaking his head.) What about Oberon? 

James: What about him? 

Anton: I told you, Jimmy. He’s got me by the short and curlies. 

James: Maybe, but I’ve worked out a way to stop him. Listen – give in your 
notice and tell him if he reports – whatever it is – to the D.O.E. you’ll 
report him for sending out false exam results. 

Anton: (After a pause.) But what if he lets the cat out of the bag anyway? It’s just 
the sort of thing he would do.  (Sighs) I’d be done for anyway. 

James: No. Think Anton – he wouldn’t want to risk losing Headley just to get his 
own back on you. 

Anton:  By Jove, you might be right. (Drinks, then after a pause.) The thing is, 
Jimmy… I was defrocked in Delhi, for seducing a minor. 

James: I guessed as much.  

Anton:  And you want to know the biggest joke of all – I didn’t lay a finger on 
her! Do you want to hear the sorry tale? 

James: Only if you want to tell it. 

Anton: She was fourteen and pretty as a Frangipani blossom. (Laughs.) She 
asked if she could come to my room for private tutorials, but no sooner 
was she sitting next to me than she was pushing herself up against me. I 
tried to deal with it as if it was a lapse of discipline: ‘Nicky,’ I’d say, 
‘may I remind you that we’re here to learn philosophy.’ But every visit 
she got more daring and I got more scared. You see, the trouble was, I 
liked it! Then one day she shoved her hand down my trousers and 
grabbed my tool. So I told her I wouldn’t tutor her anymore. So what do 
you think she did? 

James: I don’t know. What? 

Anton: Marched straight off to the principal and accused me of rape. 

James: God. 

Anton:  But I can’t pretend I’m a complete innocent, Jimmy. (Pause.) When I 
was at Rigby, I did exactly the same thing to my favourite teacher. 
(Pause.) Except – and I die of shame thinking of it – I said I’d report him 
unless he gave me five quid. He refused. So I reported him and he was 
thrown out. The school hushed it up and he wasn’t charged or anything, 
but within a year he killed himself. (Pause.) I’ve been carrying that on 
my conscience ever since. 

James: I see. 
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Anton: Is that what’s happened with Wilson, Jimmy? 

James: No. Thank god. He screamed abuse at me and took some money from my 
wallet, but that’s all. And, as you said yourself, I’ll be out of here by 
tonight. (Pause.) Listen, Anton, there’s a spare seat in the TR and I don’t 
think you owe Oberon notice under the circumstances. Just leave him a 
letter of resignation and come with me tonight. 

Anton: By Jove, wouldn’t that be something? 

James: Half my new students will be French and Italian waiters who, I’ve been 
told, treat their teachers like V.I.P.s when we walk into their restaurants. 
You and Margaret could be savouring real cordon-bleu meals in Soho 
within a week and wondering how you endured Titania’s over-blown 
offerings for so long. 

Anton: Why not?! 

James: Good! I still have to pack. And supervise lunch. So come by this evening. 
Oh, I’m afraid there’s no space for your luggage in the TR… 

Anton:  That’s all right. It can stay in the cottage till we find somewhere to live in 
London. (Goes to the door.) We’re a right pair, aren’t we?  

(Exit Anton.) 
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Scene Fourteen: James’s study. Evening. 

(James gets his holdall and suitcase down and starts packing. Carl enters 
without knocking. James rises from his packing as if in a dream and turns to 
face him.) 

James: What do you want now, Wilson? 

Carl:  Running away I see – like the cowardly fairy you are. 

James: If you’ve got something to say, say it, Wilson. I’m busy. 

(Carl looks scornfully round the room.) 

Carl:  Look at your lousy pit! My parents’ country house is bigger than this 
whole fucking school, did I tell you that, sir? No, of course I didn’t. You 
never gave me the chance to talk about real things, did you, sir? Like all 
fucking teachers, you think you know everything already. 

(Carl shoves his face close to James’s.) 

 What a pity no one your age understands anything! What a pity that 
you’re a bunch of pathetic middle-aged schoolmasters who’ll never 
amount to anything, who’ll never have money, or rank, or class! And you 
thought you could outwit me! 

James: I’m not interesting in your boasting, Wilson. 

Carl:  (Clicks his teeth.) You still don’t know what’s going to happen to you, do 
you, sir? You still don’t realise that I always get what I want in the end. 

James: Your bragging is boring, Wilson. If you’ve got something relevant to say, 
say it, or leave. 

Carl:   You’ll find out why I’m here when I’m good and ready! 

(Carl establishes himself in James’s armchair.) 

James: Don’t imagine that ill manners and swaggering amount to courage, 
Wilson. 

Carl:  You dare talk about courage! You! Who won’t even fight! (Pause.) 
You’re a fucking cowardly fairy, that’s what you are, sir! 

James: Of all the qualities I imagined you possessed, Wilson, the only one I was 
right about was courage. 

(Carl produces a flick knife and plays around with it. James narrows his eyes.) 

Carl:  Most people would think a boy of fourteen was right to stab a middle-
aged pervert who was trying to rape him, don’t you think so, sir? 

James:  I’m not scared of you. 

Carl:  Oh no! (Flicking the blade out.) I wonder what you are scared of then. 
(Pause.) Prison, maybe? 

James:  If you’ve got something to say, Wilson, say it – or get out! 
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(Carl swaggers around the room brandishing the knife. James watches.) 

Carl:  (Laughs.) You still don’t get it, do you, James? (Sneering.) You still 
don’t realise that I led you – all the way – by the nose – hah! 

(Carl prods James’s things with the point of the blade.) 

 I live in a mansion, James. The maids have bigger rooms than this. 
(Pause.) But you won’t be here next term anyway, will you? 

(No reply from James. Carl suddenly threatens James with the knife.) 

 Will you?! 

James:  I’m still waiting to hear what you’re doing in my room, Wilson. 

Carl:  You’ll hear when I fucking choose, sir! 

(Sauntering round the room.) 

 It was me who took the money. The House Master hasn’t cottoned on but 
Oberon knows. (Grins) But he can’t prove it! Do you want to know why? 

(No reply from James.) 

 Because first years are girlies like you, who do what I tell them. 

James: So you bully frightened little boys into doing your dirty work, do you? 
Very brave. 

Carl:  Not brave, no. Just easier and safer. That way, if they get caught, they 
daren’t sneak on me. They know what’d happen to them if they did. 

James: I’ve heard quite enough of this boasting, Wilson. Now get out! I’m busy. 

Carl:  I’ll leave – as soon as you give me what I want. 

James: I have nothing you want, Wilson. 

Carl:  I want a thousand pounds. 

James: (Laughs.) You’ve already stolen seventeen pounds from my wallet! 

Carl:   Oh yes. Why don’t you ring the police? 

James: You’re lucky I don’t. The truth is, Wilson, I can’t be bothered with you 
anymore. 

Carl:  Ah! He’s stopped calling me ‘Carl’. (Pause.) He used to say it with such 
a sweet smile! I used to think he really cared. 

James: (Shaking his head.) Even if I had such a sum – listen carefully, Wilson – 
you’re the last person on earth I’d give it to. 

Carl:  A thousand pounds isn’t much to forget the filthy things you did to me. 
You can borrow it. 

James:  You know perfectly well I did nothing to you but show you kindness. 

Carl:   I wonder if Oberon will see it like that. 

James:  Aren’t you ashamed of yourself, Wilson? 
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Carl:  (Shrugging.) I’ve always been like this. It’s the only way I know to get 
what I want. And I told you, I always get what I want in the end. 

James:  Well, now you’ve heard my answer, so you can clear off! 

Carl:  What a pity! Another promising career bites the dust! So you want me to 
go to the Fairy King and tell him how you enticed me down to the river, 
got me to strip naked and sucked my cock. That’s what you want, is it, 
sir? 

(James suddenly leaps at Carl, catches him off guard and disarms him. Having 
got the knife off him James threatens to cut his throat with it.) 

James: My god, I should kill you right now, you evil little bastard! Before you do 
any more harm to innocent people! 

(James releases him. Carl backs away, shocked and scared.) 

 But I won’t be dragged down to your level! 

(James closes the knife and throws it down at Carl’s feet.) 

 Now get yourself out of here before I change my mind, you treacherous 
piece of scum! 

(Carl looks down at the knife, then up at James. He grins and picks it up.) 

Carl:  A fool to the end, eh, sir! (He flicks the blade out again.) You just 
handed me your only ace! 

(Carl attacks James with the knife again. They struggle again, locked together, 
but this time Carl falls to the floor, fatally wounded, a red stain spreading 
through his white shirt. James stands looking down at him, horrified. He kneels 
down, gathers Carl up and cradles him in his arms.) 

 I told you, James… I always get what I want in the end … (Dies.) 

(Anton enters behind them and reacts to the scene.) 

(James collapses down till his head is close to Carl’s now peaceful face.) 

James:  You dear, crazy boy! What have you done? 

Anton:  (Slumping down the wall to the floor.) He’s done for all of us, Jimmy, 
that’s what he’s done. 

FADE TO BLACK 


