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INNOCENCE was given a public reading at the Tristan Bates Theatre off
Shaftesbury Avenue in the West End of London on 10™ 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.



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 bear

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
opensJames’s study has been recently vacated by
his predecessor leavireg messwhich James clears
up during the course of the opening scene
(providing as much, or as little, business as ddsir
But note that by the end &cene Onéhe has trans-
formed the room into the orderly, comfortable, prac
tical nest it remains till the violence in the fina
scene reinstates the opening chaos.



ACT ONE

Scene OneJames’s Study. Evening.

(We heardamesoff, struggling up stairs with heavy luggage. éfeens the door,
sticks his head in and reacts to the chaotic stéthe room)

James Aaaagh!

(He enters carrying a battered holdall and suitcasgered with exotic torn
labels. He dumps them on the floor with a sighldé&s round, grimaces and
opens a cupboard at random. A pile of porn magaxzfaks to the floor.)

| sometimes wonder if I'm the only...

(He notices pin-ups of naked women on the insidieeofupboard door.)
Why do | always get the...?

(He rips some of them down and throws them at sgady full waste bin.)
Worse than Paris in the bloody...!

(He begins clearing up. There is a knock at therdBater Anton carrying a
huge cardboard box which he offersiames)

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 vieuxHe notices the porn magazingeht’s the

perfect place to leave it - especially a sexy TiRBritish Racing Green.
You've raised the standing of the entire teachiadf.s(Pause) Up to
now only boys’ve had cars.

(Jamespicks up handfuls of magazines and dumps theheinardboard box.
Anton helps but is distracted by one. He sits down anaistthe pages.)

It's so galling whilst pedalling along rustic lamen one’s trusty bike to
be overtaken by an uncouth youth in a sports cadd®e, look at that!

James I’'m sorry - but who are you?

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

James Clootch, Anton?



Anton:

James

Anton:

James

Anton:

James

Anton:

James

Don’t ask! Urchins are a law unto themselv€zogses himself and
intones) God preserve us from their machinatiomMéormal voice) They
call Colonel O’Brian ‘The Fairy’ and his wife ‘Tits(Pause) O’Brian,
Oberon! Get it? Married to Titania. Get it?opking at a magazingeMy
word, | didn’t know some of these positions werggtally possible!
But your couth car guarantees a glamorous epithetdu. Half the first
fifteen are in love with you already | shouldn’t maer. Reacting to the
magazine agaif.My god!

(Jamescontinues clearing up, unpacking efémton dumps the magazine in the
box with the others and extends a handames)

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

James Bell. Jimmy to my friends.

Welcome, Jimmy.Rause) According to school gossipr. Thickbroom,
former i/c English, French and Rugger, and autfidhis unseemly
bordel, has fled to Rio with a tacky tart from towifause) According to
my spies, he’s gone to his mum’s in Macclesfielde3e artist’s studies
confirm the more prosaic explanation, don’t younkif He left a trail of
broken hearts, bouncing cheques and unpaid bdtsthe urchins adored
him and you have a formidable reputation to liveaap

| only agreed to English and French. No one nosetil rugger at my
interview.

Ah, well.. German accentvee 'av vays of making you teach wot vee
vant, mein Herr.lormal voice) The boys may call him ‘The Fairy King’
but to thestaff he’s ‘Der GrossenfiihrerGerman accentin recognition
of eez ruthless skill zee last drop of blood fraea gictims to squeeze.

(Jamesgives him a questioning look.)

(Normal accentAn unforgivable metaphorical cocktail, | know,
especially as, en effet, c’est Madame O’Brian qugd I'établissement.

(Jamescontinues clearing up, unpacking etc.)

How long have you been teaching here, Anton?

Touché! But I'm not touchy. Alas, the gross cahynyou’ve heard is
true. | confess to the dubious honour of beingdhgest-serving
member of Colonel O’Brian’s regiment.

I don’t think you should apologise for reliabyliatnd commitment, Anton,
even in jest. | consider them essential virtues.



Anton:

James

Anton:

James

Anton:

James

Anton:

James

A noble sentiment, but in this benighted esthiblient teachers with get-
up-and-go get up and go. Even Mr. Thickbroom goanig went. After
less than two terms tod?@use) But then he was Australian and drove
around in a taxi. Anywaypice of dooml hereby prophesy that you
won't last as long.Normal voicg | alone am a permanent fixture — due
to a squalid episode in my past which Oberon remind of whenever |
threaten to resigrSgottish acceptand also due to the fact that neither
the wee wife nor myself have contrived to passdsiving tests.

| think maybe the best policy is to beligvalf the things you say, Anton.
The question is, which half.

Dear boy! | speak the truth, the entire truthld anught but the truth!

Of course you do! So, to recap, my predessoAuatralian from
Macclesfield, lasted less than two terms and deoiaxi; no member of
staff has been here more than a year; or owns archas been here
longer than you; and you ride everywhere on yaustyr bike, live in the
‘slum’ across the landing — presumably without yoxee wife — and
can’t leave because Colonel O’Brian threatens toask a scandal in
your past. Oh, and because neither you nor youy in@aeless, wife can
pass your driving tests.

By Jove, a member of staff who actually listeinsiust be on my guard!
Yes, well you see, your honour, Margaret rentsttage in the village
which serves as a convenient bolt hole for bothspfand means | don't
have to sleep in this sluBer Grossenfihrehas the nerve to call “The
Teachers’ House’ and what was the last point? @&, kast summer, we
— that is the wee wife and me — bought a getawaywhich was
delivered with great ceremony to our front gardérere it's currently
providing shelter for a fine crop of ragworRguse) It was intended as
part of a cunning plan of escape which has scaited to materialise due
to our mutual ineptitude at driving.

I'll teach you to drive, if you like.

Dear boy! | advise against such displays of wamgenerosity if you
aspire to long-term survival at Headley Coupaise) Nevertheless, |
accept. Pause) Margaret will be thrilled.

(By nowJameshas cleared away the visible rubbish and distrolpersonal
effects round the room, including a bedside ligid a desk light, both of which
he plugs in and turns on before turning off theebeentre bulb. Lastly, he sets
two framed photographs on the desk — one, of als@ged woman, the other,
after a moment’s hesitation and a quick glancémtion — of a bearded young
man. When he sees the latferton can no longer contain his admiration.)

Bless thee, Bottom! Bless thee! thou art trandlai@oing to the dooj).
Or rather, thy abode is... are... art...? translated!

Hmm. Well, it'll do for now.



Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James

Carl:
James

Carl:

James:

Carl:

You've made more changes in ten minutes thanrtie@aged in a decade
of lassitude. I'm shamed by your example but wilbgress this strange
urge | feel to rush across the corridor and rip Wlomy shelves and,
instead, offer a celebratory libation in the Quedsim...

That's very kind of you. But | need another temutes to...

| fear to think what you might accomplish in aretken minutes, Jimmy.
What's your addiction?

| beg your pardon?

What's your poison?

Oh, | see.Rause) A glass of claret, please, Anton.
| like you already! Thickbroom drariger. Ugh!

(Jamessmiles Anton goes back to the box and takes out a handful wf po
magazines.)

(Mock policeman.ym sorry, sir, but | shall have to remove these fo
forensic examination Ekxit.)

(Jamessmiles again, shoves his holdall and suitcase profa cupboard, turns
to face the audience and mimes writing on a blaakih)

Scene TwoClassroomMorning.

(EnterCarl. He sits down at a school desk.)

(Writing.) Now | want you all to read this carefully becadisn going to
make a deliberate mistaké&irfishes writing and turns to face the clgss
So, who can tell me what it isPduse) Come on! Pause) Come on!
Think! (Sighs) Very well. Pause) Who knows what ‘anacoluthon’
means?

(Jamesreacts to an imaginary intervention and consultegister.)

Yes? Cass, John, isn’t itPqduse) Right, fire away, CassSiles) Good

try, Cass, but that’s ‘anaconda’ — a large, nors@uous snake from
Ceylon that lives mainly in water or trees andskits prey by

constriction. And | know that because | spent a yleare during my
national service with the Royal Air Force. Howevdon't expect this

class to know Sinhalestymology; but you are supposed to know Greek,
so does anyone else have any thoughts they'ddikbare?

Sir! Sir!
Yes? Consulting the registeérWilson, Carl, isn't it?
Yes, sir.
Right. Fire away, Wilson!
Sir, your tie’s the same colour as your eyes, sir
(Jamesreacts, then composes himself.)
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James Thank you, Wilson, for that completerfting on the blackboarnd'non
sequitur’ which id.atin meaning lpoking back atCarl) ‘not following’
— in other words, having nothing to do with thejsabin hand, lboking
back at the blackboardyhile as | said ‘anacoluthon’ is frofareekand
means...[gaus@ come on, come on, work it oufPguse) Yes, (ooking
at his registey Bachelor, Robert, isn't it?

(Exit Carl.)



Scene ThreeJdames's studyEvening.

(Jamesgoes to his desk, picks up an essay, turns tautlence and reads
aloud from it. EntelAnton with a bottle of claret. He listens as he operand
pours out two glasses.)

James:

Anton:

James:
Anton:
James:
Anton:
James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

(Reading) Lear’s tragedy is that despite his advanced agealsn’t
learned that love is worthless unless freely giWmthinks his daughters
owehim love and fatally demands it as a duty, thusdohg himself to
Cordelia’s innocence and honesty and binding hihtegboneril’s and
Regan’s mendacity. However, the truth is that lieva butterfly which
only rarely, randomly and miraculously choosesatwdlon a human hand.
When it does, give thanks for your good fortunet Beware: Try to
capture it and it will turn into a frightened insdtat tears itself to pieces
trying to escape your clutches!

Remarkable. Who's the culprit?

Guess!

A prefect presumablyP@use) Gilding?

Nowhere near!Hause) A junior!

You astound me. Enlighten me as to the identitysf paragon of couth.
(Triumphantly) Carl Wilsord The boy you all claim you despise.

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 gymlyate

Has he? | hadn’t heard. | don’t do sports, rem&amb

You should. Invaluable insights can be gained atlmiboys’ pecking
order by observing their choreography in the chagpgooms — as well as
useful tricks for managing them in cladBa(ise) Recently, Wilson’s
taken to strutting around displaying his naked,e&rmgod’s body to every
urchin in sight. Pause) | suspect his recent swagger might have
something to do witlyou

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

(Laughs) | bet Wilson gets loads of ‘daily practicePduse) Besides,
think of your own youth, Jimmy. Have you forgottise intensity, the
longing, the passion, the pain, the despair, theliness?

(Laughs) All | remember is watching ants through magnifyglasses,
collecting fossils and climbing trees to see hoghHicould get.

I note the absence from your list of ‘lustingeaftjirls’...

(No reply fromJames Anton looks pointedly at the photograph of the young
man onJames’sdesk.)



Perhaps you lusted after boys?

(No reply fromJames)

Anton:
James:
Anton:

James:

Anton:

| can't believe there was no ‘lusting’ at all!
Well, I went to a day school so...
(Pointing at the photographSo who's that?

(Pause) His name’s Lutz.Fause) We're good friends, nothing more.
We met the first time | went to Provence on holiddg’s from
Heidelberg.

Heidelberg, eh!Raises his eyebrowsSo you're just good friends, are
you?

(Anton looks at himJamescomes to a decision.)

James:
Anton:
James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:
Anton:
James:
Anton:
James:
Anton:
James:
Anton:
James:
Anton:

James:

Anton:

All right, I admit he is.. special (Sighs) Is that going to be a problem?
Course not, Jimmy! It's 1963, not 1863. No onesgia shit anymore.
(Shaking his heafllf you only knew...

Anyway, I'm famous for getting on well with queeSmiling) You
don’t mind if | use that term, do you?

(Shaking his heayiNo.

Well, what | like about you queers is that yowdteso bloodycouth
(Pause) My reference to girls was merely a courtesyronent till
proved guilty — that sort of thingPéuse) So doesn’t Lutz inspire lust?
Isn’t Lutz the light of your life?

Yes.

So why aren’t you in Heidelberg?

West Berlin, actually.Rause) Well, for a start, he isn’t... like that.
| see. Pause) I'm sorry.

It's perfectly all right.

In that case what'’s his photograph doing on yask@

| enjoy thinking about what might have been.

You call that ‘perfectly all right'?

| manage.

But why have his picturen display Jimmy?

I thought this was our refuge, our one privatecepa this very public
school. Pausé¢ Has some busybody been talking?

(Shaking his heajiNot to my knowledge; but it's bound to be aleov
the school that you're queer by now, a hot-bedoshbsexuality like
Headley!
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James: Why? Even if a boy were to see it he’d only thitwas my brother, or
some such thing.

Anton: (Laughs) By Jove, Jimmy, don’t tell the urchins it's ydunother Or
they'll really think you're a pervertRause) Have you remembered my
warning about giving private tutorials in your roem

James: (Sighs with relie)) Oh is that what this is about! Listen, Wilsoa'$oner.
He doesn't talk to other boy$4use) | suppose that's why we click.

Anton: And you're an innocent, Jimmy, if you haven’'t ssg®ut that they'rall
savagesall liers,all cheats andll interested irone thing only (Pause)
Sex. Pause) What do you imagine goes on in the dorms evayigtl

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

Anton: Grasped, understood, seized. | relish Cockneyearence.

James: So are you saying all the boys are having selRardbrms every night?
Anton: Course not.Fause) Notall of them.

James: Well you're wrong about Wilson at any rate. He'scanplete innocent.

Besides, | doubt if anyone else even knows | giwetitorials in my
room. It's hardly the sort of thing he’'d boast abaslit, a solitary like

Wilson?
Anton: Solitary isn’t the word I'd use for that slice slit.
James: (Sighing and shaking his headVhy has no one a good word to say for

him? And you know whatPle agrees with your collective low opinion
That'’s his chief troublepause and the root of all his misbehaviour.

Anton: Okay, have it your way; but don’'t say you havdi@en warned.Going
to the door) I must go. | promised Margaret I'd eat at hom@gabt.
(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 | wondered if you'd look at it anywa

(Carl offers the handful of paper.)
James Of course. Sit down.

Carl: It's still not right, sir. | can’t seem to...
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(Jamestakes and unfolds the bundle of papers, sorts thedrstarts to read.
Carl sits beside him at the desk.)

James (Absently) Carl, you don’t need to say ‘sir’ all the timerahg...
Carl: Thank you, sir.

(They both laughCarl stares at the photo of Lutz.)
James Of course, it's all right to say it if you ward.t

(AsJamesreads,Carl continues looking at the photo of Lutz and sthitisig
his nails.Jamesnotices what Carl’s doing and then what he’s |ogkat and
puts the photo away in a drawer. He makes a caoegt

James ‘No onéis two separate words, Carl. However, it's a kst lots of
educated people make.

Carl: Sir...?

James (Still reading) Yes?

Carl: You know what you said in class the other d&&uce) About
palmistry.

James (Still reading) Yes.

Carl: | had my palms read once, sir, when | was a chil@razil.

James (Interrupting) This is good, Carl. There are a couple of spglmistakes
and one grammar mistake...

Carl: (Smiling No anacoluthonghough, eh, sir!

James No. Right. Looking up and smiliny Did you look it up?

Carl: Yes, sir: it's a sentence “lacking grammaticahtiauity”.

James Bravo, Carl!(Gathering up the bits of paper and handing therckida

Carl.) It's good; it's stylistically sound; you’ve thoughtt your

argument carefully and if you finish it to the sastendard you’'ll deserve

— and get — another excellent mark.
Carl: Really, sir. Gosh, thanks.

James: But... and, this is important, Carl, you really rhtake more care with
presentatiohl can’t show a grubby bundle like that to Colo@&Brian,

now can I? So, when you’re quite sure you've fieishmake a fair copy
on fresh clean sheets - like last time — and shdéovme again before you

hand it in. Oh and try to find and correct the ¢hnainor 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 wasetbhimg bad in my palm.
She said | might die young or something. But | Imty&o she was
wrong, wasn’'t she? Still, | worried about it.

James: How old are you now, Carl?
Anton: Fourteen, sir. And a quarter. Will you look, sir?
(Carl offers his palms tdames)

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

Carl: Yes, | know sir, but still...
(Carl continues to offer his palms dames)

James: My knowledge is purely theoretical, Carl. | haitdd experience of
reading palms myself.

Carl: Please, sir.
(After a long pauselamescautiously take€arl’s hands in his.)

I'm sorry they're so dirty, sir.

James Just look at the state of your nails, C&8haking 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 aCarl’s left palm again and sees something
ﬁ;‘gensificant) The truth is you've got strong plain hands witm clear

(Jamesrelease<Carl’s hand and withdraw<Carl continues to stare at his
hands)

Carl: Is that good, sir?

James: You shouldn’t take other people’s opinions to he@arl. It's your own
opinion of yourself that matters. As for what ydather said, the
scientific evidence is that left-handed peoplediiferent that’s all.
Unfortunately our society punishes people who #ferdnt. (Pause) It
never ceases to amaze me. Our supreme advantagpesies is our
diversity That’s our trump card. Thatig8hy we became civilised. That's
howwe became civilised. You'd think people would wamtelebrate
that, wouldn’t you? But no, everywhere you lookmyeae’s trying to be
the samelt 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 thigiscal — did she ask if you
were right or left-handebeforeshe read your palms?

Carl: | don’t remember, sir.

James: Given that you're left-handed, don't you think yaould remember?
Carl: Yes, sir.

James: Well, | suggest to you that if this Brazilian gyp$idn’t even ask if you

were right or left-handed, she probably didaibwthat professional
palmists claim the dominant hand representstimsciousself and the
othertheunconsciousSo you see, being left-handed changes everything
about the interpretation. Besides, even profes@atan’t claim to

predict the future, merely to interpret the pres&ot all things

considered, | think you can safely ignore whatsdud, Carl.

Carl: Thank you, sir.Rause) But what doyouthink it means?

James: What?

Carl: The break in my life line, sir.

James: | really haven't time to continue with this nowaC

Carl: But it’s so interesting.

James: Maybe, but look at this pile of marking I've getfinish by tonight!

(Pause) I'll tell you what, Carl... Writing on a piece of papgr..getthis
bookout of the library, read it carefully and write @ssay on: ‘Is
Palmistry A Science?’ — say three or four hundredds. And then — and
only then, if you still want to — we’ll have a saus classroom discussion
on the subject. Let's make it this week’s extrgopr@arl.

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:dames’s studyAfternoon.

(Jamesgoes to his desk, sits down and begins markingnsapVe hear a WC
flush off. EnteiAnton.)

Anton: By Jove, that was wonderfulsighing, sitting and stretchingWhy do
so few of life’s joys match the sensual pleasurdefécation?!

(Jamessmiles without looking up

Seriously, Jimmy, what other perfect orgasm arguaranteed every
day?
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James

Anton:

James

Anton:

James

Anton:

James

Anton:

James

Anton:

James

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

(Smiling) A few others spring to mind.

Did you know shitting-while-sitting strains thewer back? According to
an arcane medical journal | read in Delhi. It haderving diagrams
showing how squatting supports the spine, promuobt@gel movements
and shoots turds out like bullets. Haven't got elayet left, have you,
Jimmy?

Sorry, | haven’t had time to go to the villageh#&¥ were you doing in
Delhi, Anton?

Damn. My cellar’s bare tooPéuse) | had the philosophy chair. As |
recall, it didn’t involvedoing anything. Theoretically | was a ‘teacher of
Nietzsche’ but actually it was ‘a cushy number’ yday, you can
imagine my delight when | discovered the Asian etpwhich was held
in such contempt by the pukka wallahs in my depantims (ndian
accenj medically and orthopaedically superior to thedpgan water
closet.

Are you telling me you gave up a chair of philplsy to teactherd

(Normal voice) It makes perfect sense when you think aboWvé.
squatted for thousands of years before the invemiglumbing.
Anyway, that was when | adopted my present routiméhich involves
removing shoes, socks and trousers and squattitigeamm of the bowl.
You should try it. It transformed my life, cured rogck problems and —
an unexpected bonus this — revealed the deligrgsrfual shitting. But
I’'m running on, as usual. | actually came to asjoifi've got time to give
me a driving lesson this evening.

I’'m on prep this week. That's why my cellar’s bar

Of course you are. Damn. | suppose there’s ngtfanit, | shall just
have to go down the Queen’s EIm on my own.

I'll join you after prep if you like.

That would be a comfort. | think Margaret andMeoyou a few rounds
now that you’ve miraculously transformed us intarfeer-drivers and
escape from purgatory is in sight. By the way, yeueplaced Tisshaw
as Margaret’s second favourite man.

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

Margaret relishes her lessons too.

| know.

She’s become damnably fond of you, Jimmy.
| know.

It's beginning to irritate me, if you want to kmdhe truth. Grins.) She
keeps going on about how self-controlled you aosy kelf-disciplined’
how sober! Pause) | think she fancies you.

Are you serious?
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Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James

Anton:

James:

Anton:
James

Anton:

| told her you were queer but it only heightehed enthusiasm. Grass is
greener. Seeking to redeem. That sort of thing.

| wish you hadn’t, Anton. It's not that | mind émds knowing eventually,
but... but | prefer to choose when, hawd who to tell myself.

| can’t think why. No one gives a shit anymoi2oes she talk to you
aboutme Jimmy? During her driving lessons?

No. Sighs) Listen, Anton, | know you adopt this pose of ldbr
cynicism but the truth is... you have simply no itheav hard it is to be
(pausé forced to lie all the time aboupduse everything. I'm a naturally
truthful person — simple, almost — or would bedbuld. But instead, |
have to be on my guard every second of every dayydife.

Phff! You're imagining things.

Am 1? Tell me, has a woman you've made a passatmilled a knife
on you?

Course not. So what?

Last year, in Paris, | met a man | fancied andt@avhim to come to my
apartment for dinner. We both drank a lot and\adineng he kept
sending clear ‘Come on!’ signals — at one poinéwen said: “Two
glasses of wine and I'm anybody’s!” — but when t pty arm round him
he produced a knife from nowhere and set aboutgry cut my throat.

By Jove! What did you do?

I lost my temper and that saved me. Somehow,ntvedea how, | got the
knife off him, threw him out the door and down #tairs. | threw the
knife after him. | can still see the astonishedregpion on his face
coming up, again and again as he rolled down tkeffight of stairs,
head over heels, to the first landing, where hkgahimself up and
slunk off.

All right. All right. You made your point. | admieadley urchins aren’t
as primitive as | paint them. All the same, Jimthyt doesn’t mean you
should be taking risks with that wanker Wilson.

Ah! So we're back to Wilson, are we?

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

It's extraordinary the way you all go on about himan only say that |
find him charming, friendly and intelligent... andirously enough, the
more you all condemn him the more | warm to hisuppose | must be
naturally perverse. Can one be ‘naturally’ perverdad is it perverse to
try to think the best of someone?

You're not falling in love with the house thiefre you, Jimmy?
Don’t be ridiculous.
All right, in lustwith him.
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(Jamesclicks his teeth.)
Why is it ridiculous? Half Nelson House is in lugth him.

(No reply fromJames)
And he knows it.
(No reply fromJames)
And exploits it.
(No reply fromJames Anton shakes his head.)

Think, Jimmy, think of the mournful trail of schemasters who've lost
their reputations and their livelihoods becausa single unguarded

moment.

James: Thank you for your concern, Anton, but | assure is misplaced.

Anton: Well, | hope so.

James: | told you. I'm not attracted tfooys I'm attracted tanen...men with hairy
chests... and beards... men, like Lutz.

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

James: Relax. Emiling.)l didn’t mean that. You're not my type.

Anton: I'm relieved to hear it. But you don’t seem to enstand your position. It

doesn’t matter whawvedo. If we're even half good at our jobs, some
wretched urchins will idolize us, a few fall in lwand one will plot
seductioh

(No reply fromJames)

And teachers are always guilty, Jimmyaghs) And do you want to
know why? Because the outside world thinks childzexinnocent Hah!
(Laughs)

(No reply fromJames)

I’'m reminding you of ‘Professional Hazard Numbare Jimmy. Losing
your temper wouldn’t help.

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

Anton: You know your problem, Jimmy? Becays®i're honest, kind and
honourable you assume everyone else is ®auge) But listen, why not
humour me and be on yoguard anyway!

James Aye aye, cap'n.

Anton: You want to know the biggest joke of all, Jimn{gabing to the doa)
This drunken old reprobate lies awake at night wog aboutyou
(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:JJames’s Study. Afternoon.

(Jamesgoes to the windovCarl sticks his head through the door without

knocking.)
Carl: You wanted to see me, Sir?
James: Yes, come in, Carl.

(Carl enters in gym kitJamesreacts, turns away, sits down at his desk.)
| only wanted to remind you about the mock examdoow...
(Carl's pulls a face.)

...and it could have waited till after gyniPquse) Never mind. Now
you're here you might as well hear iguse) Tomorrow’s the best
chance you're going to get this term to show Obdr@nr wrong he’s
been about you.

Carl: But I'm no good at written exams, sir. You knowmlhot.

James: Only because you can’t be bothered to try, Caoll ¥ay you're serious
about going to Cambridge to study engineering. \Wei is your chance
to prove it.

Carl: | am serious, sir. Honest.

James: | believe you, Carl. It's Oberon we have to convince.

Carl: But its English Literature tomorrow, sir.

James: Clear English is essential for engineering, Belsides, look at the mark

you got for your essay on palmistrgighs) Anyway, that's not the
point. It's your attitude that upsets Colonel Od@ri So if you really want
to please me promise you’ll make a special eftamdrrow.

Carl: I'll do my best, sir.

James: That's all | ask, Carl.

Carl: Can I go now, sir?

James: No walking out after five minutes like in the Fobnpaper! Understand?
Carl: Yes, sir.

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

Carl: Thank you, sir.
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James:

Carl:
James:
Carl:
James:
Carl:

James:

Carl:
James:

Carl:

Carl, how many times do | have to tell you needalt me ‘sir’ when
we’re in here.

No, sir.

(Laughing) You're a difficult boy, Carl.

But what am | to call you, sir?

When we’re alone in here, you can call me James.
Oh no, sir. | can’t do that, sir.

Listen, Carl. Respect consists in more than sagingevery two
minutes. Pause) Can’t you see that if you call me ‘sir’ all thene and
then go out on escapades like last Saturday’'syg@ctually insulting
me?

Oh no, sir, | admire you, sir.
Thank you, Carl.

May I tell you a secret, sir?

(No reply fromJames)

James:

Carl:

James:
Carl:
James:
Carl:

It wasn’t me who painted that word on the Teachédosise door.
| see. Pause) So why did you own up to it?

The whole house was going to lose its SaturdaySsimeone had to own
up.

| see. Pause) And do you know who did paint it?

Yes, sir.

Who?

I'd rather not say, sir.

(Jameslooks atCarl appreciatively. He'd like to hug him.)

James:

Bravo, Carl! | couldn’t believe yowerethe culprit. Oberon was pleased
as pie. ‘There you are!’ he said to me. ‘Now lodkatvyour beloved
Wilson’s done!” Thoughtfully) So... itwasn’'tyou. Well, | must say I'm
impressed. | can't think of one of those other agswho’d own up to
something he hadn’t done to save his pals fromgtunéent.

(Jamesoffers his hand to be shake®arl takes it. They hold hands for a beat
longer than an ordinary handshake

Carl:

| admire you too, Carl. And tomorrow we’ve got therfect chance to
show Colonel O’Brian how wrong hetgeen about your work.

He always picks on boys whose parents are latetiwdir fees, sir.

19



James: (Laughing) | dare say you're right, but the day he assigymd class to
me, he told me you were a savage. It was probaliter perverse of me,
but | warmed to you then and there.

Carl: What does ‘perverse’ mean, sir?
James: (After a paus.l suppose it’s... an unnaturally enlarged desireafo
naturally beautiful thing.
Carl: What, sir?
James: (Laughing) Never mind. An innocent like you doesn’t needmhow
about such things yet.
Carl: No, sir. Pause) May | go now, sir.
James: | suppose you want to get back to the gym.
Carl: Yes, sir.
James: Well, don’t overdo it. You'll end up looking likilr Universe.
(Carl strips off his gym slip, drops it to the floor asttikes a body-building
pose.)
Carl: Don’t you think | have a good body for a boy mgasgir?

(Jameslooks but doesn’t replyCarl strikes another pose.)
Don’t you think so, sir?

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

(Carl picks his gym slip up, flicks it over his shou|derd goes to the door.)
Carl: | don't care what other people think, sEX(ts)
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Scene SeverDriving Lesson. Afternoon

(Jamesgets a chair and sets it stage centre. EAteton with another chair
which he sets besidames’s)

Anton: (Driving.) May | 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 rogdEvery day.

Anton: And after-shave

James: Every day.

Anton: And shampoo?

James: Every other day. You must keep checking your mjrAmton, 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 ble &b stop if a vehicle

suddenly drove out of there?
Anton: No by Jove! Sorry. You're right. | hadn’t spottied
(They drive on for a bit.)

James: Are you saying | smell?

Anton: Course not. But think — we lived on this plar@tthousands 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 kmevhy armpits smell?

James: | wish you’d concentrate on driving. So yare saying | smell.

Anton: No, I'm not. Listen! Soap makes us smell becausashes off the
micro-organisms that metabolize our sweat.

James: They seem to have had a very broad definitiorhdbpophy in Delhi.

Anton: If you don’t believe me — try not using soap @uibody for a week. Use

it to wash your hands of course, but wash your bwitly pure water — as
often as you like. For example, do | smell?

James: No. | wish you’d pay attention to what you’re dgjrAnton, which is
driving.

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

James: Or after-shave!
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Anton:

James:
Anton:

James:

Anton:

(Laughs) Right. The whole cosmetics industry is a giantfdence
trick, Jimmy, whose ads disgust me because theyute¢b make us feel
insecure. ‘Use our products!’ they cry ‘or you'llirk!” When the truth is
people only stinkbecausehey use their bogus products.

Check your mirror.
I've seen him.

You're speeding up, Anton. Let him go by! Listémis is important: you
must learn to spot aggressive drivers. It's vidf-preservation; but the
secret is not to engage with them — let them fitmetis to embroil in the
accidents they seem to be seekiayse) As soon as you see a safe
place, slow down, pull over and let him overtake.

Aye, aye, cap’n.

(They both concentrate dxnton’s driving until the aggressive driver behind
has gone byAnton grins.)

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:
Anton:
James:
Anton:
James:
Anton:

James:

Anton:

Good. That's exactly how to do it.

Margaret doesn’t use soap either. She took sameircing because you
do pong a bit for a day or two. It takes the miorganisms that long to
re-establish a healthy symbiotic balance — bubif wash them off every
day, they never do. That's why... (people never tatithis vital

truth...)

(Interrupting) Did you talk non-stop during your last drivirest?

| never pass up the chance of a captive audidimoe)y. Pause) Why
else do you think | took up teaching?

When'’s your next test booked?

Saturday afternoon.

Right. I've worked out a foolproof way to get ythuough.
Some hope!

But it involves doing a deal witime

Anything!

If you agreenot to say a single word for the whole duratioriref test-
except to answer the examiner’s questions of ceutlepromise to stop
giving Wilson tutorials in my room.

Done!

(Jamespicks up his chair and returns it to its formersgmn. Anton picks his
up and exits with it.)
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Scene EightJames'’s study. Evening

(Jamesgoes to the desk, sits down and begins markingn gpepers. There is a
knock on the door.)

James:

Come in!

(EnterCarl.)

Carl:
James:
Carl:
James:
Carl:
James:
Carl:

James:

Carl:

James:

Carl:

James:

Carl:

James:

Carl:

James

Carl:

James:

Carl:

Please, sir...?

What do you want, Wilson?

May | see you for a minute, sir?

| don’t want to hear excuses.

| came to say sorry, Sir.

(Turning to face hinm) But why, Carl? Why?!

Oberon’s right, sir. I'm no good at examBa(ise) You expect too much
of me, sir.

Nonsense. That's exactly why | get so angry wah.yif you weren't any
good, do you think I'd waste my time on you? Of is@unot. It's because
| know you can do brilliantly if you can only bethered to try. But you
had to prove Colonel O’Brian right, again, didndu?

(Humbly) Yes, sir.

But it’s ridiculous to say you’re no good at angth Carl. You're top in
the house at gym... and cricket... and...

(Interrupting) ...andfighting, sir!
| was going to say rugger, Carl. | prefer not éahabout your fights.
| could teaclyouto fight, sir! It'd be fun!

Really, Carl. $ighs) You make me despair sometimes.

| mean proper wrestling, sir — like in the Olyrogi

Really, Carl, what do you think Colonel O'Brierould say if he saw the
two of uswrestling?

(Humbly) Wrestling's the only thing I'm really good at.s
You amaze me sometimes, Carl.

| know a place by the river, sir — a secret plabere no one else ever
goes.

(Jamessighs and shakes his head.)

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

(Jamessighs again.)

Please, sir, let me teach you the one thimggood at.
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(Jamessighs and shakes his head again.)

James:

Carl:

James:

Carl:
James:
Carl:
James:
Carl:
James:
Carl:
James:
Carl:

James:

Carl:

James:
Carl:
James:
Carl:

To make up for letting you down, sir

You're impossible, Carl.Glearly no longer angry.And I'm too angry
with you right now to think about it. Go away andittill I've... calmed
down.

Thank you, sir.
Now get yourself out of my sight.

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

What is it now?

| wanted to ask a favour, sir.

(Sighing) Go on.

It's a funny one, sir.

Stop prevaricating.

Will you buy me some jeans, sir?

Jean®! Why on earth asineto buy you jeans?

You could get them in London tomorrow, sir.

| see. And what makes you think I'll be in Lond@morrow?
Everyone knows you go to London on Wednesdayradtens, sir.

Do they indeed? Well I'm sorry, Carl, but youllist have to use the
correct procedure and get a chit from Matron.

Matron won't buy the sort | want, sir. She says shn’t get them in the
village. Please, sir. Otherwise I'll have to spémel whole long vac in
uniform again. Just like last year. My parents @remming to England
till next year.

But why askme, Carl?

| want the kind you wear when you're off duty,. sir

The kind | wear.l(ooking down at his legsWhat kind do | wear?
Tight, sir.

(Jameslaughs.)

James:

Carl:
James:
Carl:

Sexy, sir. Pause) I've got the money, sir.

(Sighing) Oh, 1 don’t know. Maybe. I'll think about it. Buplease note,
Carl, I haven’t promised anything. Now be off wytbu.

(After a pausg Won't you need to measure me, Sir?
Certainly not. Pause) Measure yourself and bring me the figures.
I don’t know how to, sir.Fause) Will you do it for me?
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James:

Carl:
James:

You don’t know when to stop, do you, Carl? Listewen if | was
prepared to measure you, | couldn’t because | Hageha tape measure.

(Producing one from his pocketere, sir.
(Cornered) Very well.

(The following business must be set up carefulihabnothing improper is
suggested a€arl stands, looking down dameswho measures first round
Carl’s waist, then outside and inside leg. Wlamesgets to this lasiCarl
grins triumphantly down at hindamesstands up brusquely.)

James:

Carl:

Right, well, I'll see what | can do..wfiting on a pape))....but | haven't
promised anything, mind.

Thank youJames

(Blackout)

Note: An interval is possible here.

ACT TWO

Scene NinexJames'’s study. Evening.

(Jamesgoes to his desk, turns the light on, sits dowsh stares at a pile of exam
papers. EnteAnton with a bottle of claret, the opening and servirfigvbich
can be used to provide as much or as little busimessdesired.)

Anton:
James
Anton:
James
Anton:

James

Anton:

James

Anton:

Evening all.

You won't believe what Oberon did this morning.
| fear | will.

| went to hand in the mock exam results.

Ah.

I've spent all term preparing papers for eveydgy, supervising sessions
in hall, marking hundreds of bloody essays. So ayythis morning |
went to hand in the results and that... that... bloody said: Don’t
bother me with.".

(Interrupting with Charles Laughton imitatigrDon’t bother me with
that rubbish, Mr Christian. | sent the results watks ago.

How did you know?!

He does it every year, Jimmy. | forgot to wararr$.
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James | said: ‘But, colonel, I've only just finished miang the papers! He said:
‘Use your modest quota of brain cells, Mr Bell'the condescending
bastard — ‘Do you really think | let my parents &nbow stupid their
brats are? | send them resuliat make them happiir 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 tBeO.E.

Anton: (Normal voice) Are you, by Jove!Rause) Is that... prudent, Jimmy?
James: | don't give a fuck.

Anton: They'll send an admiral.

James: | wish you'd take this seriously, Anton.

Anton: I’'m deadly serious, Jimmy. The Department of Eadion is full of

twerps from Her Majesties Ships Eton, Harrow and&hester
who've... (sing9 ... polished up their handles so carefullee that tiey
think they're rulers of the Queen’s Navelofmal voice) They may
tolerate a few minor vessels, like the Marlboroagh the Lancing as
suitable objects for their condescension, but tieatgst — probably the
only — joy in their miserable desk-bound livesSe@ttish accent
scuppering pretentious wee canoes - like SS He&tbeart (Normal
voice) Give them an excuse Jimmy — any excuse — and alebhe back
at Gabbitas and Thring applying as night-porterground staff, or
skivvies, oranything Is that really what you want?

James But it's criminal fraud!

Anton: | told you that shite was a charlatan on youstfitay, Jimmy. But it's not
our responsibility. Pause) Anyway, | 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 arehgage your brain for a
moment.

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

Anton: Sorry. | just wanted you to quell your anger &stén for a moment. We
both agree the prime objective is the welfare efutchins, don’'t we?

James: (Cautiously) Yes.

Anton: Even though they're the spoilt offspring of righilistines who acquired

their wealth by swindling their workers, it's netlegless our duty to treat
them as innocent till proved guilty.

James: Yes.
Anton: And give them a good education in the processeitan.
James: Exactly.
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Anton: But we also know that Headley parents only séed brats herso that
theydon’t have to live with thenThat lying, thieving wanker, Wilson,
being the prime example.

(Jamespulls a face.)

Anton: All right, all right, 1 know you think the sun sfes out of his arse. But
have you noticed his parents never have him horhe9 &ven pay
Oberon vast sums to board him in the long vac. Kiihat that means!
(Pause) Now consider this: at least here he eats walhks to Titania,
and gets damn good teaching thanks to the likgswfind me. What do
you think would happen to your best beloved ifshbool were closed
down by the D.O.E.?

James | wish you'd stop saying that. He’s not my besldved. He’d go to
another school. So what?

Anton: Another school — where the food would be exeeralold the teaching
worse!

James (Sighs) You astound me sometimes, Anton.

Anton: Listen, | lied on your first day. The real reasatay in this squalid dump
is Titania’s Cordon Bleu refectoryPéuse) You've eaten in other
schools. Q.E.D!

(Jamesshakes his head.)

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

(Jamespulls a face.)
Are you really going to spoil the only good thimgour miserable lives!

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

Anton: Good. When in doubt, daothing (Pause) Now | 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 alwea bloody right.

Anton: The man finally sees reason.

James: Right, now here’s a question for you. What ares¢heimours | hear that
you and Margaret are leaving now that you’ve bassed your driving
tests?
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(Anton goes to the door. He smiles.)

Anton: Just tactical, Jimmy. Keep the urchins guessgimag;s my motto. | told
you if | tried to leave, Oberon would shop me te tery inspectors
you're so keen to pipe on board...

(Exeunt.)

Scene TenA River Bank. Afternoon.

(Dappled light and bird song suggest a woodlandhec&nterCarl with a

rolled towel and transistor radio. He spreads tbevél out on the ground in the
pool of dappled light and turns on the radio. Warits and Piecedby the
Dave Clark Five Carl dances around to the music in a sexually proveeati
manner as he undresses to a brief bathing suitli@sdiown on the towel on his
front with his eyes closed. Entémmes He stops dead when he s€ssl, and
stands, rooted to the spot, looking at him.)

James: (Shaking his head and backing away, mouthing sygrtlo. No. No.
(Carl opens his eyes and sees him.)

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

James: You were right. | decided not to. But then | thbtigcouldn’t let you
down without... at least trying to explain why... | daagree... to what
you asked.

Carl: But you promised, James!

James: No, I didn’t. | said I'd think about it. Well, ldve thought about it and

I'm afraid I've decided it's out of the questioh.opking round). You're
right to keep this place secret, Carl. It's a béaluspot.

Carl: (Narrowing his eye¥.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... what you’re asking
me, Carl.

Carl: Yeah, yeah, sgour promises are rubbish too. Just like the restghmi

have known. Everything about this school stinkause, then sadly
But | thoughtyouwere different. | really did.

James: (Sighs) Listen, Carl, suppose I... agreed to let you hecharge’ as you
put it, for twenty minutes - and no more mind — wvauld | have to do?

Carl: Have fun, James! Enjoy yoursel@&i(inning.) You'll see...
(They stand looking at each other for a moment.)
You have to take your clothes off firsGrinning.) That's an order,

James.
James: (Shaking his heayiNo no no no no. | must draw the line somewhere,
Carl...
Carl: We can’t wrestle irtlothed They geffilthy. They get in the way.
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James: Listen, Carl, I'm truly sorry to let you down, bluteally don’t think...

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

James: Oh I don’t know. Shrugging and then smilingOh all right, all right...
(removing his shit...but that'll have to do...

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

Carl: Now you've got to try to ganybackflat on the ground.
James: How?
Carl: Just do what | do...

(Jamesadopts the same posture@arl but the latter grabs him, throws him to
the ground and sits astride him, grinning triumptign

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

(He leans forward and kissdameson the mouthJamesis horrified, struggles
free, stands up, withdraws to a safe distance ard pis shirt back orCarl lies
on the ground, panting and looking upJaimesgrinning provocativelyJames
adjusts his clothing, then approaches timidly, ggukbwn and puts his hand on
Carl’s knee.)

James: Look, I'm truly sorry, Carl, but it really is impsible. | simply cannot
allow this to continue. I'm truly sorry to let yalown, Carl.

(Carl looks atJames’shand on his knee and narrows his eylssnesremoves
his hand and stands up.)

I’'m not cut out for... physical sports. | told yowhsn’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 happeneddiyou I'd be useless
at ‘wrestling’. And we’ve just proved it.

(Carl begins to walk away but suddenly stops and loak&.p
Carl: | won't forget thissir.

(Carl turns his back odamesand exits.)

Scene ElevenJames'’s study. Evening.

(Jamesgoes to his desk. Entdnton, drunk, with an open bottle of claret.)

Anton: All right if I come in, Jimmy?
James Erm...
Anton: (Waving the bottl@.There’s just enough to cheer us up...

(Anton settles into his habitual seat, sloshes some wmteetwvo glasses and
offers one t@ames)
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James Has something happened?

Anton: You could say that. Last night | caught Marganetiown with that
wanker, Tisshaw.

James: So?

Anton: He had his tongue down her throat.

James: Oh.

Anton: So | socked him on the jaw.

James: Oh!

Anton: (Giggling.) The expression on his face as he went down wesl@ss!
But Margaret wasn't amused andslufnp3 she didn’t come home last
night...

James: I’'m sorry.

Anton: If only Oberon hadn’t got me by the short andiesy | swear I'd clear
off tonight!

(He empties the bottle into their glasses.)

| hear you've been busy too — providing Der Grofgamer with
blackmail material, despite my warnings.

James: What?

Anton: The whole house is buzzing about you and thakemwilson.

James Is it? Oh dear.

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

James: A strategy? For what?

Anton: | thought you said you only likeshen, Jimmy... with beards... and hairy
chests...

James: Listen, whatever you may have heard, nothing weaitenproper has

happened between me and Wilsdhdkes his head’'m disappointed |
need to defend myself to you, of all people, Anton.

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

James: (Sighs) All right, 1 admit | find him physically attraiste, despite his
youth — you said yourself he looks like an angehéd ten years from now
he’ll be stunning. But I've followed your advicenabst to the letter — and
| won’t say it hasn’t cost me because it has. Thenee been some
difficult moments, but I've stuck to my guns alirte— especially since |
handed in my notice.

Anton: Well, I'm glad to hear it. So why the rumours?
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James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

(EnterCarl.)

Carl:

James:

(After a pausg | suppose they could be something to do withstupid
mistake | made this afternoon.

Explain.

| went to Wilson’s ‘secret place’ by the river. ’Bi®een trying to get me
there all term so that he could teach peuse wrestling.

(Laughs) No prizes for originality, Wilson!

But | only went to tell him I'd decided it was oot the question. Only,
somehow, | don’t understand exactly how, he...

...seduced you!

Of course not! The moment | saw him waiting for nealised I'd made
a terrible mistake going and began backing awayhBisaw me... so, as
soon as | could do it without hurting his feelingstopped it dead in its
tracks.

Huh.
But I'm afraid he was badly let down and marchédroa sulk.

Hell hath no fury like an urchin scorned. Well,' Igist have to brazen
it out and hope the rumours die a natural deati, tweze?

Yes. Pause) Thanks for your support, Anton. | appreciate it.

It's no more than you deserve, Jimmige(goes to the dogrlt’s no more
than you deserve.

(Jamesnods.Anton exits.)

Scene Twelvelames'’s study. Evening.

(Jamesgoes to his desk, sits down and starts writingorepp There is a knock at
the door.)

Come in.

You wanted to see me, Sir?

Yes. Come in, Carl.

(Carl enters and stands awkwardly, staring down at hes. iamesfinishes the
report he’s writing and turns his attention @arl.)

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

(Carl bites his nails.)
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Nevertheless, | was too harsh — for which 'mytrsrry. | couldn’t
explain in front of your classmates what I'm nowngpto tell you
because it’s for your ears onlipo you understand that, Carl?

(Carl looks up at him and nods.)

| know you’ve found it difficult living up to my..expectations. And we
both know Colonel O’Brian has no time for you dt @ause) Well
now, this morning he informed me of what he cal&edery grave
matter’ concerning Nelson House. Apparently Housestdr has
informed him that a lot of money’s been stolen gién this term — not
just from boys, but from teachers, from cloakroofran dorms, even
from the Master’s private study. Apparently I'm thely teacher who
hasn’'t had money stolen so Colonel O’Brian is coogdyou're the
culprit.

(Carl shifts uncomfortably.)

Carl:

James:

You know my opinion, but that’s not the point. Tp@int is, if it's been
hard so far, from now on it's going to be virtualtypossible. Pause)
So, | want you to make one last special efforteémb your best
behaviour at all times for the rest of term. Do ymalerstand, Carl?

Yes, sir.

So no more nonsence like this morning at break@atise) | know
most of your exploits are just high spirits, Céulf they have to stop.
Surely you see that it’s in your interest to stoprg the Colonel
ammunition to fire at you?

(No reply fromCarl.)

So, best behaviour at all times from now on. Aeeagreed?

(No reply fromCarl.)

Carl:
James:
Carl:
James:
Carl:

James:

There’s no need to look so glum about it. The temmearly over anyway.
You've just got to be careful for a few more dags anext year, you can
start with a clean slate.

(Biting his nails) Will you be here next year, sir?
Why do you ask, Carl?

(Biting his nails) Because I've been thinking, sir.

(Cautiously) What about?
(Biting his nails) What happened the other day, sir, by the river.

| see. May | remind you that | warned you | wouldie any good at
‘wrestling’, Carl,andapologised for breaking my promisad offered to
buy you a cake in the village to make up? Stomgiyiour nails!

(No reply fromCarl.)

Let me see them.

(Carl extends his handgamesexamines the nail€arl narrows his eyes.)
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Why do you do it, Carl? Just look at the harm yewloing yourself!

(Jamescontinues to examir@arl’s hands for just long enough f@arl’s next
outburst to make sense

Carl:

Get your hands off mgou filthy queet

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

James:
Carl:

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

Stop this at once, Carl! Be quiet! That's an orde
| don’t take orders frorpervert$

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

You! | knew what you were the first time you watki&to our bleeding
classroom! And | knew | could get you too! All yositly sermons!
Talking to me as if | was a little kid! I'm nearfifteen —not a child you
can boss around! You only wanted one thing fronrigig from the
start, didn’t yousir?

(Jamesstares at him, astonished.)

Carl:

James:
Carl:

James:
Carl:

James:
Carl:

James:

And now lamgoing to fight you! Put your fists up! Fight likeman — if
you dare!

Don't be ridiculous, Carl. I'm not going to fighou.

Oooh! I wonder why not? Is it because you're afpsu? A filthy pervert
with no gutssir! Come on! What does it take to make you lose your
tempergirly!

Stop this at once, Wilson! Do you want the whaleal to hear?

Yeah! Let 'em hear! Let the whole school know wyait are! Do you

think I'm scared of that bunch of wankers? I'm soéred of anything or
anyone in the whole world!

(To himself). | didn’t realise how... (insecure you are) ...

(Interrupting) How can | make you lose your bleeding tempameS!
Shall | tear down your bleeding chadame® Shall | smash up your
bleeding roomJame® Shall | throw your bleeding books out of the
window, Jame®

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

(Carl opens a drawer and finds the framed photographutd.)

Carl:

Oh, look! It’s his fuckingboy-friend

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

What if | 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 aleothe floor.)

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

(Jamesheads for the dooCarl 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 hergwilson!
Carl: | know your bleeding gamsir! You don’t fool me, sir! You're not

leaving this room till 've smashed your face im! s

James: In that case | won't fight you at alP@use) We can do it in the back
field, or nowhere.

(Carl continues pacing around like a caged tiger.)
Carl: Yod | knew what you were the minute you walked into olassroom!
(He looks directly alames )
‘Sir, sir, your tie’s the same colour as your ey’

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

Carl: Don't you fucking calimefuckingdamagetiDon’t you fucking open
your fucking mouth till | fucking give you permissi, sir! (Sneering) So
you won't fucking fight! You're too fucking yelloweven to stand up and
defend yourself! Well, don’t worryittle girly, | don’t hitwomen

(He starts opening drawers at random.)

A boy has to look after himself.Y.ou You're like everything else in this
fucking school'Rottert At least I'm fuckingnormal

(He finds a walletn one of the draws.)

Ooooh look — a wallet! I wonder how muphrvertsget for teaching
‘innocents’ like me! Well, well...dounting notek...seventeen quid!

(He goes to the door.)

I'll spend this in the village and when they ask wieere | got it, I'll say:
‘From Queegie- did you know that’s your nickname, sir®Qdeegie-
the Queer master at fucking Headley Fucking Court!’

(He unlocks the door with the key from his pocket,swand tosses the key to
James)

Here’s your keyQueegié Careful you don't lose it!
(Exit Carl.)
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Scene ThirteenJames’s study.

(Jamessits in shock for a while, then begins tidying them. EnterAnton,

drunk.)

Anton: You all right, Jimmy?

James: Yes, | think so.

Anton: Was that Wilson?

James: Yeah.

Anton: (Looking round the roomWhat happened?

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

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

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

Anton: It sounded sort of... private.

James: (Laughs) That’s one word for it! My god, | must’ve beenra! (Picking
up bits of the torn photp.

Anton: Did that prick do that?

James: As you so accurately said: he’s a lying slicelof.s

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

James: Yes. Thank god. This eveningrémembering) have to supervise lunch.

Anton: You mean that wanker Oberon had the nerve to @sko/supervise
lunch on your last day!

James: | don’t mind actually. It'll give me the chanceday goodbye to... the
other boys.

Anton: What if Wilson makes a scene?

James: | don't think he will. Okay, so he’s turned outlie 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? | told you my new schwould snap you
up — with all the foreign languages you can teach.

Anton: Ah. If only | could!

James: | know it's only a language school, but the whalmosphere is so...

friendly ... and the students ayeung adults who actually pay for their
lessons Which meanghey actually want to leatr{Sighs) God, I'm
looking forward to that!

Anton: | saw Margaret last night.

James: Oh. And?
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Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

She said she’ll leave Tisshaw if I'll leave Head@gurt.

Well that settles it then! Give me a week andfiibd somewhere for us
all to live together in London.

(Shaking his heagiWhat about Oberon?
What about him?
| told you, Jimmy. He’s got me by the short andiesr

Maybe, but I've worked out a way to stop him. kist- give in your
notice and tell him if he reports — whatever it the D.O.Eyou’ll
report himfor sending out false exam results.

(After a pausg But what if he lets the cat out of the bag any®h's just
the sort of thing he would doSighg I'd be done for anyway.

No. Think Anton — he wouldn’t want to risk losiktgadley just to get his
own back on you.

By Jove, you might be rightD¢inks, then after a paugeThe thing is,
Jimmy... | was defrocked in Delhi, for seducing a amin

| guessed as much.

And you want to know the biggest joke of all -idmit lay a finger on
her! Do you want to hear the sorry tale?

Only if you want to tell it.

She was fourteen and pretty as a Frangipani blosg@ughs) She
asked if she could come to my room for privaterats, but no sooner
was she sitting next to me than she was pushirggltierp against me. |
tried to deal with it as if it was a lapse of duie: ‘Nicky,” I'd say,
‘may | remind you that we're here to learn philosgp But every visit
she got more daring and | got more scared. Youtsedrouble wad,
liked it Then one day she shoved her hand down my troasers
grabbed my tool. So | told her | wouldn’t tutor feerymore. So what do
you think she did?

| don’t know. What?
Marched straight off to the principal and accusedafrape.
God.

But | can’t pretend I'm a complete innocent, Jimifause) When |
was at Rigby, | did exactly the same thingrpfavourite teacher.
(Pause) Except — and | die of shame thinking of it -aidsI'd report him
unless he gave me five quid. He refused. So | teddrim and he was
thrown out. The school hushed it up and he wasrdtged or anything,
but within a year he killed himselfP&use) I've been carrying that on
my conscience ever since.

| see.
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Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

James:

Anton:

Is that what's happened with Wilson, Jimmy?

No. Thank god. He screamed abuse at me and too& swney from my
wallet, but that's all. And, as you said yoursélfbe out of here by
tonight. Pause) Listen, Anton, there’s a spare seat in the TR ladon’t
think you owe Oberon notice under the circumstandest leave him a
letter of resignation and come with me tonight.

By Jove, wouldn’t that be something?

Half my new students will be French and Italianters who, I've been
told, treat their teachers like V.I.P.s when weknato their restaurants.
You and Margaret could be savourirggl cordon-bleu meals in Soho
within a week and wondering how you endured Titand&er-blown
offerings for so long.

Why not?!

Good! I still have to pack. And supervise lunch.céme by this evening.
Oh, I'm afraid there’s no space for your luggagéhia TR...

That's all right. It can stay in the cottage W 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 FourteenJames’s study. Evening.

(Jamesgets hisholdall and suitcase down and starts packi@grl enters
without knockingJamesrises from his packing as if in a dream and tuimns

face him.)
James: What do you want now, Wilson?
Carl: Running away | see — like the cowardly fairy yoa.a
James: If you've got something to say, say it, Wilsormlbusy.

(Carl looks scornfully round the room.)

Carl: Look at your lousy pit! My parents’ country houseébigger than this
whole fucking school, did I tell you thatir? No, of course | didn’t. You
never gave me the chance to talk about real thaidsjou,sir? Like all
fucking teachers, you think you know everythingeatty.

(Carl shoves his face closelames’s)

What a pity no one your age understands anytiwigat a pity that
you're a bunch of pathetic middle-aged schoolmastéro’ll never
amount to anything, who'll never have money, okraor 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 towalo
you, sir? You still don’t realise thdtalways get what | want in the end

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

Carl: You'll find out why I'm here when I'm good andaey!

(Carl establishes himself ilames’sarmchair.)

James: Don’t imagine that ill manners and swaggering amdaa courage,
Wilson.
Carl: Youdare talk about courag¥bu Who won't even fight! Pause)

You're a fucking cowardly fairy, that's what youeasir!

James: Of all the qualities | imagined you possessed sl the only one | was
right about was courage.

(Carl produces a flick knife and plays around withlJamesnarrows his eyes.)

Carl: Most people would think a boy of fourteen was tighstab a middle-
aged pervert who was trying to rape him, don't laok so, sir?

James: I’'m not scared of you.

Carl: Oh no! Elicking the blade ou}.l wonder what you are scared of then.

(Pause) Prison, maybe?
James: If you've got something to say, Wilsosay it— or get out!
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(Carl swaggers around the room brandishing the krdiéaneswatches.)

Carl:

(Laughs) You still don’t get it, do you, JamesS3r(eering). You still
don’t realise that I led you — all the way — by tieese — hah!

(Carl prodsJames’sthings with the point of the blade.)

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

(No reply fromJames Carl suddenly threatensameswith the knife

James:
Carl:

Will you?!
I'm still waiting to hear what you're doing in nmgom, Wilson.
You'll hear when | fucking choossir!

(Sauntering round the room.)

It wasme who took the money. The House Master hasrtoret on but
Oberon knows.G&rins) But he can’t prove itDo you want to know why?

(No reply fromJames)

James:

Carl:

James:
Carl:

James:
Carl:
James:
Carl:

James:

Carl:

James:

Carl:

James:
Carl:

James:

Because first years agirlies like youwho do what | tell them.

So you bully frightened little boys into doing yadirty work, do you?
Very brave.

Not brave, no. Jugtasierandsafer That way, if they get caught, they
daren’t sneak on me. They know what'd happen tmtliehey did.

I've heard quite enough of this boasting, Wilsdow get out I'm busy.

I'll leave — as soon as you give me what | want.

| have nothing you want, Wilson.

| want a thousand pounds.

(Laughs) You've already stolen seventeen pounds from raljett
Oh yes. Why don’t you ring the police?

You're lucky | don’t. The truth is, Wilson, | carhe bothered with you
anymore.

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

(Shaking his heaflEven if | had such a sum — listen carefully, Wils-
you're the last person on earth I'd give it to

A thousand pounds isn’t much to forget the filthings you did to me.
You can borrow it.

You know perfectly well | did nothing to you bsitow you kindness.
I wonder if Oberon will see it like that.

Aren’t you ashamed of yourself, Wilson?
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Carl:

James
Carl:

James

Carl:

(Shrugging) I've always been like this. It's the only wayndw to get
what | want. And | told you, | always get what Intan the end.

X Well, now you’ve heard my answer, so you can obdgr

What a pity! Another promising career bites thetd&o you want me to
go to the Fairy King and tell him how you enticed down to the river,
got me to strip naked and sucked my cock. That'atwbu want, is it,
Sir?

(Jamessuddenly leaps &arl, catches him off guard and disarms him. Having
got the knife off hildamesthreatens to cut his throat with it.)

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

(Jamesreleases himCarl backs away, shocked and scared.)
But I won’t be dragged down to your level!
(Jamescloses the knife and throws it downCarl's feet.)

Now get yourself out of here before | change mydnyou treacherous
piece ofscum

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

A fool to the end, elsir! (He flicks the blade out agajnYou just
handed me your only ace!

(Carl attacksJameswith the knife again. They struggle again, lockagkther,
but this timeCarl falls to the floor, fatally wounded, a red stapresading

through his white shirtJamesstands looking down at him, horrified. He kneels
down, gathergarl up and cradles him in his arms.)

| told you, James... | always get what | want in¢inel ...(Dies.)
(Anton enters behind them and reacts to the scene.)

(Jamescollapses down till his head is closeGarl’'s now peaceful face.)

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

Anton:

(Slumping down the wall to the flopHe’s done for all of us, Jimmy,
that's what he’s done.

FADE TO BLACK
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