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THE AFFAIR

PROLOGUE

ScENE—Cambridge.
The HoUsELIGHTS fade and the College bells toll in the darkness.

The CURTAIN rises on a darkened stage, then a single spotlight comes up
on the Master of the College, THOMAS CRAWFORD, Sc.D., F.R.S.,
standing c. He is a distinguished Buddha-faced man of seventy-three,
wearing the red robes of his office. In his hand, he holds a copy of the
“Order of Deprivation™ of Donald Howard. The bells die away in the
distance.

Crawrorp. We come now to the final stage in these proceed-
ings—the finding of the Court of Seniors. That finding is unani-
mous. Speaking as both Master of the College and President of
the Court, I am bound to say that in formulating that finding I
have never encountered a more painful duty. (He puts on his
spectacles and reads) ““October the seventeenth, nineteen fifty-nine.
At a meeting of the Court of Seniors held this day, present, The
Master, Mr Winslow, Mr Brown, Dr Nightingale, it was resolved
as follows—‘That having heard the evidence relating to the thesis
and publications of Dr D. C. Howard, Fellow of this College, the
Court orders that Dr Howard be deprived of that Fellowship
forthwith, the deprivation to date from this day, that payment of
dividends and commons allowance to Dr Howard cease forth-
with, that Dr Howard be no longer regarded as a member of the
Fellowship of this College, and that he be deemed to have for-
feited all rights and privileges that pertain thereto.’ > The order
is signed by the four members of the Court and sealed with the
College Seal.

The spotlight fades
ACT I

SCENE 1

ScENE—A corner of a London Club. Evening. A corner of a lofty, pillared
room with a tall window up c. The entrance is R. Four deep, comfort-
able, leather-covered easy chairs stand RG, ¢, LC and L, surrounding a
low circular table. A heayy screen stands L, and a standard lamp Lc.
A large porirait, in oils, hangs on the wall v. In the wall under the
picture, there is a bell-push.

When the LicHTs come up, Tom ORBELL, M.A., is seated in the easy
chair LG. He is a large young man in his late twenties, smooth, fleshy
and affable. He is leafing idly through a glossy magazine. A Crus
STEWARD s serving him with a drink.

1



2 THE AFFAIR CAcrl

Tom. Thank you, Roberts.

StewarDp. Thank you, sir. Will you be dining tonight, sir?

Tom. Yes, I have a guest table. There’ll be three of us.

STEwWARD. Very good, sir. (He turns to go)

Tom. Roberts, when Sir Lewis Eliot arrives, tell him I’'m in
here, would you?

STEWARD. Yes, sir. (He moves R and turns) Sir Lewis is just
coming in now, sir.

Towm. Oh. Right.

(The STEWARD exiis R)

STEwWARD (¢ff) Good evening, Sir Lewis.
Lewss (off) Good evening, Roberts.

(Towm rises and stands down C, awaiting Lewis)

STEWARD (9ff) Mr Orbell is waiting in the smoking-room, sir.
Lewss (off) Good. Thank you.

(Sir LEwrs Evior, M.B.E., M.A., enters R. He is aged fory-
eight. At a glance, he might be many things, a don, a barrister, both
of which he has been, a Senior Civil Servant, which he now is. He is
sharp-eyed and watchful with a humorous mouth)

(He crosses to R of Tom) Hello, Tom. Am I late?

Tom (shaking hands with Lewis) Lewis! My dear Lewis! How are
you?

Lewss. I’m well. And you?

Towm. Putting on weight where I shouldn’t, dammit. There
must be a way of keeping it down.

LEewis (moving to the easy chair up ¢) There is. Eat less.

Tom. I know, I know. I overdo the fleshpots—love every
second of it. (He moves to the bell-push up Lc and presses it) Let’s have
a drink, shall we?

Lewis (sitting in the armchair c) Well, how’s Cambridge?

ToMm. Same as ever. Chapel bells—weeping willows—and
underneath the Rupert Brooke, dog eat dog. Or, rather, don eat
don. (He sits on the right arm of the easy chair LG, facing Lewis)

LEwis (amused) Who’s eating you?

Toum. No-one—at the moment.

Lewss. I thought I detected a bitter note.

Tom. Heavens, no, I worship the place. But I’ve no illusions
about it. I know what’s what.

Lews. Yes, dear Tom, you always have. (He takes a cigarette
Jrom his case, and lights it)

Tom. Well, in the academic jungle, you’ve got to watch your
step, haven’t you? (With a touch of nervousness) By the way,
Lewis, I—er—I’ve asked someone to join us tonight. Is that all
right? .
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Lewss. Of course. Do I know him?

Tom. It’sa woman. My dear Lewis, she really is rather striking.

Lewrs. My dear Tom, I’m sure she is.

Tom. No, it’s nothing like that. Between you and me it’s a bit
of a chore. That’s really why I asked you to come along.

Lewss. Oh! What am I supposed to do?

Tom (rising) I'm not asking you to do anything. Just be here.
I mean, she can’t very well bring it up in front of you.

Lews. Bring what up?

Tom (moving behind the easy chair Lc) The poor girl’s got a bee
in her bonnet about—I’m not sure if I ought to tell you.

Lewss. Then don’t.

Toum. You won’t repeat it?

Lewss. I won’t repeat it.

Tom (after a pause) This may come as rather a shock, but a few
months ago the College narrowly avoided a public scandal,

Lewss. You mean the Howard affair?

Tom (surprised) You heard?

Lewis. A whisper, nothing more.

Tom. Who from—Martin?

Lewss. And Francis Getliffe, last time I was up.

Tom. It’s all supposed to be intramural—not a word outside
the College.

Lewis. I rather think that as an ex-Fellow they counted me
academically an insider.

Towm (sitting in the easy chair Lc) My dear Lewis, of course. The
fact is, for some reason best known to herself, Howard’s wife,
Laura, has got it into her head that I sympathize with her
husband.

Lewss. And do you?

Tom. I can’t stand the sight of the man. Nor can anyone else
that I ever met. Except, of course, Laura, and God knows what
she sees. However—she’s persuaded herself that Donald’s been
victimized by the College.

Lewss. And has he?

Tom. No, it’s all damned nonsense. But she sees the whole
thing as a sort of Dreyfus affair, with Howard as Dreyfus.

Lewis. And how does she see you? As Zola?

Towm. If she does, she’s punting up the wrong river. Howard’s
done for, and good riddance, but you can’t tell a woman to her
face that you’re delighted her husband’s got the boot.

(The HaLL PORTER enters R)

I wish she’d stay away from me.
PorTER. Mrs Howard, sir.

(LAurRa HOWARD enters R. She is a dark, determined, handsome
woman, aged about thirty. Tom and LEWIs rise)
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Towm (crossing to Laura) My dear Laura, how very nice. Do you
know Sir Lewis Eliot?
LAura (crossing to ¢) No, I don’t.

(The PORTER exits R)

Tom. Martin’s brother.

Lewss (shaking hands with Laura) How do you do?
Laura. How do you do?

Tom. Lewis is dining with us tonight.

(LEWIS crosses to the easy chair R)

LAaura (taken aback) Oh!

Toum. Yes, I 1an into him quite by accident and I knew you
wouldn’t mind if he joined us. Now sit down, my dear. (He in-
dicates the easy chair c) You take the place of honour.

(LAURA sits in the easy chair ¢, LEWIS sils in the easy chair R)

(He sits in the easy chair LC) Lewis was a Fellow before the war, but
he went and left us. Cambridge is like everywhere else in this
country, Everything’s got into the hands of the awful old men,
and when someone like Lewis comes along, who might con-
ceivably do something about it, off he goes to Whitehall or some
place and leaves the old men to sit on the heads of the rest of us.
The College misses him very much.
Laura. I’'m sure it does.

(The STEWARD enters R and crosses to Tom)

STEwWARD. You rang, sir?

Tom. Ah, yes. (To Laura) Now, what will you have?
Laura, Nothing, thank you.

TowM. Oh, come.

Laura. A small dry sherry.

Tom. Lewis?

Lewss. Gin and tonic.

Tom (io the Steward) Large.

STEwARD. Very good, sir.

(The STEWARD exits R. 'ToM takes out his cigarette case and offers
it to LAURA who takes a cigarete)

ToMm. Yes, ever since the confounded war, the good young
middle-aged, like Lewis, have got caught up trying to keep the
country afloat. (He takes a cigarette for himself and lights Laura’s then
his own) That leaves it to the rest of us—the generation coming
up—to smash the awful old men. We’re all in it together. We’re
going to show them. I mean it very sincerely, both of you.

LAurA (abruptly) What are you going to do about Donald?

Tom (taken aback) I’'m afraid there’s nothing we can do tonight.

Laura. We can plan. What are your plans?
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Tom (defensively) 1 can’t do anythmg by myself, can I?

Laura. Why can’t you?

Tom. Do you seriously believe that the Court of Seniors is
going to listen to a solitary Junior Fellow? I’m speaking with great
affection for you, my dear—and for Donald, of course. You’ve got
to be very careful about your tactics. And 1nc1denta11y, so ha.ve I
I’m still part of the College.

Laura. You’re lucky.

Tom. Oh, I don’t know. After all, what’s a Fellowship? Six
years’ academic glory with no guarantee of renewal. They’ll
probably kick me out, too, when my time’s up.

Laura. Donald’s time was nof up.

Toum. No, and don’t think I don’t sympathize; it’s a damned
shame, but, you know, he’ll probably be a whole lot better off
with I.C.I. or something.

Laura. Even supposing it appealed to him, “I.C.I. or some-
thing™ is not open to him—after what happened.

(The STEWARD enters R with the drinks)
Tom. Ah! Roberts.

(The STEWARD places the sherry in front of Laura and the gin and
tonzc in front of Lewis)

Lewrs. Thank you, Roberts.
StEwARrD. Thank you, sir.

(The STEWARD exifs R)

Tom (fo Laura; raising his glass) To you, my dear.

Lavura. To justice.

Towm (smiling uneasily) Yes, of course.

(They drink)
I say, that’s a charming brooch. I haven’t seen that before,
have I?

Laura. So you have no plans.

Tom. Now I didn’t say that. But I do feel very sincerely that
you ought to consider this affair from every angle before you
start something. Lewis agrees with me, don’t you, Lewis?

Laura (turning to Lewis) How much do you know about this
business?

Lewis. Only that a few months ago the College dismissed one
of its younger science Fellows.

Laura. Do you know why they dismissed him?

Lews. I gathered it was something to do with his work.
~ Laura (in a hard voice) My husband was brought before the
Court of Seniors and charged with scientific fraud. Charged, con-
victed, disgraced, dismissed. They ruined him. Did you gather

that?
*
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Lewis. I heard only the barest outline.

Laura (passionately) Did you hear that it’s a piece of unfor-
givable injustice?

Lewss. No.

Laura. Did you hear that it’s the result of sheer, blind political
prejudice? (Ske rises)

(LEw1s and Tow rise)

Tom. My dear Laura, with great respect, you’re misleading
yourself. Of course most of the College doesn’t agree with
Donald’s political views. I don’t myself, as you know very well.
But then I don’t agree with Lewis’s politics, either, and I think
that Lewis would feel pretty safe in his job if I suddenly became
part of the Establishment.

(LAURA resumes her seat. LEWIS resumes his seat)

(He resumes his seat) Speaking with great affection, you’re on the
wrong track.

Laura. I don’t believe it for an instant.

Tom. I give you my word.

Laura. I'll believe you when you’ve done something to prove
it.

Towm. I’ve told you, I can’t.

Laura. You mean you won’t.

Tom. My dear, I simply don’t have the power.

Laura. You don’t have the guts.

Tom. That’s not true.

Laura. Look, I’m not asking you anything difficult. All T
want is to get the case re-opened.

Tom. You don’t seem to understand. You’re dealing with a
society, with a constitution. I’'m just one out of twenty, a very
junior person. I’'m not a majority of the College. You need a
majority of the College before the thing can be so much as raised
again. That’s true, Lewis, isn’t it?

Lewis. Yes, Mrs Howard, I’'m afraid it is.

Laura. We’ll never get a majority of the College unless some-
one,1 somewhere, makes a beginning. I’'m asking you to begin.
Well?

Towm (rising) Do let’s go in and dine, shall we? And then over
some really excellent turtle soup, I’ll explain my position.

LAURA (stubbing out her cigarette) No, I think I’ll go. (Ske rises)

Towm. Laura!

(LEWs rises)

LAura. I understand your position perfectly. There’s nothing
to explain,

Tom. Now look, my dear. Let’s be practlcal I can’t make any
impact on this situation at all. Frankly, it’s just not on.
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(LAURA crosses down L)

(He moves to r of Laura) But wait! Here’s a suggestion. Why not
try to persuade Lewis here to take a hand?

Lewss (stubbing out his cigareite) Now, wait a minute, Tom . . .

Tom (smoothly, unabashed) His brother Martin is Junior Tutor.
Most of the others are former colleagues. As one of the biggest
legal wigs in Whitehall, he’s our nearest approach to an Elder
Statesman, is Lewis. He can talk to the awful old men, as I can’t
possibly and shan’t be able to for another twenty years.

Lewis. I think you’ll manage.

Tom. No, I meant it, very sincerely. It’s the legal mind _you
want. Lewis is the man for you.
4 Laura (crossing to Lewis) Are you in touch with them nowa-

ays?

Lewss. Not really, no.

Laura. What could you do?

LeEwis. Probably nothing.

Tom (moving to L of Laura) Don’t you believe it. Surely, Lewis,
you’ll be up for the Audit feast?

-Lewis. Yes, I shall, but that is a social occasion and I shall be
a guest.

Tom. I know, but couldn’t you put out one or two feelers or
something?

(There is a pause)

Lews. Mrs Howard, I shall be in Cambridge for Christmas.
If it would be of any help, I will put out one or two feelers—
have a word with my brother.

Tom. You see? You see? Action already.

Lewss. Without prejudice, of course.

Tom. Naturally Lewis couldn’t commit himself to an opinion,
one way or the other. Any more than I could commit myself,
could I?

Laura (guietly) No. No, you couldn’t commit yourselves.

(Big Ben is heard striking in the distance)

Toum (comfortably) Then that’s settled. Lewis will put out
feelers. I say, it was a bit of luck bumping into old Lewis like that,
wasn’t it? And now, my dear, shall we go in and dine? (He takes
Laura by the arm and leads her R) They tell me we have grouse on
the menu tonight and the chicken livers really are rather delicious
—it’s a speciality of the Club.

ToMm and LAURA exit R, LEWrs raises his hand to his head in
resignation as—
the LicuTs dim to BLack-Out

The chimes of Big Ben change to the Bells of Cambridge.
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SCENE 2

SCENE—The Combination Room of a Cambridge College. The evening
of Christmas Eve.

A panelled room with large windows up RC and up LC, and french
windows at the upstage end of the wall R. There are doors up L and
down R. A long rosewood table stands up c with upright chairs R, L,
above and below it. Four comjortable, leather-covered easy chairs are
spread out in a broad crescent facing the fire, which is presumed to be in
the “‘fourth wall”. Three small, circular occasional tables stand be-
tween the chairs. There are standard lamps up R and down L and two
candelabra on the table. A portrait in oils hangs on the wall L. The
windows are heavily curtained.

When the LiGHTS come up, the window curtains are closed and the lights
are on. LEWIS is seated in the easy chair RC, his legs stretched out,
smoking a cigar. G. H. WinsLow, M.A., is seated in the easy chair
LC, eating nuis and smoking a cigar. His gown is on his lap. He is aged
eighty. M. H. L. Gay, M.A., F.B.A., Hon.Litt.D., is asleep in the
easy chair R, with his gown round his shoulders like a shawl. He is aged
ninety-four. 'ToM is seated on the chair below the table, peeling an
apple. MARTIN EvrioT, Ph.D., is standing L of the table. He is aged
Just under forty. LESTER INGE, M.A., is standing down L, dispensing
the port. He is aged thirty. Various gowns are strewn around the room.
The bells fade as INCE crosses to R, steps over Lewis’s out-streiched legs
and passes above the easy chair R to R of Lewis and pours a glass of
port for him.

MARTIN (moving down 1) Oh, come, Winslow, wasn’t there a
time when yoz wanted to be Master?

WinsLow (cracking nuts) Never, my dear Tutor, never. As a
former Bursar, I already have my niche in history. I was the
worst since the College was founded four hundred years ago.

(INCE crosses above Lewis to R of Winslow, pours a glass of port
Jor him and puts the decanter on the occasional table between Winslow
and Lewis)

Ah, I believe this bottle is being presented by Mr Eliot, for the
purpose—correct me if I’m wrong, my dear Tutor—of marking
the reappearance here of his brother.
" MAarTIN. Yes, I thought it was a good idea. (He sits in the easy
chair L)
WinsLow. A remarkable display of fraternal good wishes. (He
raises his glass) Gentlemen, the Eliots—Lewis and Martin.

(The toast is drunk. LEwis and MARTIN murmur their thanks)

And how long are you in Cambridge, my dear Eliot?
Lewss. Just for the holiday.
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MaArTIN. Or until our respective children come to blows. At
the moment there’s comparative peace.

Lewis. The afterglow of carols in Chapel. It won’t last.

INGE (who has enjoyed his wine) Chapel? Well, now, isn’t that
nice?

(JuLiAN SKEFFINGTON, M.A., enters up L. He is aged thirty-nine)

(He moves up c) And how about you, Skeffington, old son? How
do you propose to celebrate the Nativity? Midnight Mass with all
the trimmings?

SkEFFINGTON. Certainly.

INcE. Stone the crows!

SkEFFINGTON. It happens to be a religious festival. That’s the
way to do it, you know. (He removes his gown, throws it on a chair
then siis at the left end of the table)

(Tom pours port for Skeffington)

INCE (moving between Lewis and Winslow) It’s not my way, old
darling. I shall do my stuff with wife and kiddies, bless their
demanding little hearts. I shall then retire with said wife, three
bottles of the cheapest vino on the market, and the old jazz-box.
We shall then proceed to get gently sloshed to the strains of
Humphrey Lyttleton and other splendid noises. In view of which
pending debauch, this little piggy is off to bye-byes. (He moves
to R of Lewis) Nighty-night to one and all. (He sees the sleeping Gay
and drops a kiss on the top of his head) Night, night.

(INCE exits down R. There is a pause)

WinsLow. In what does that young man instruct the younger
generation?

MARrTIN. The music of Bach, Beethoven and Brahms.

WinsLow. Remarkable. It cannot too often be said that, with
a modicum of exceptions, Cambridge dons are not distinguished
men. They are just men who confer distinctions upon one another.

Lewss (softly) And occasionally, having conferred them, re-
move them.

(Towm rises, turns to face froﬁt and leans against the downstage edge
of the table at the right end) ‘

WinsLow. I'm not entirely sure that I follow our guest.
Lews. I was thinking of Donald Howard.

(There is a sudden silence)

WinsLow ( presently) Hardly a profitable thought, I fear, even
in the spuriously charitable context of Christmas.

Tom (moving to R of Winslow, leaning over him and smiling) Which
service are you attending tomorrow, Winslow?
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WmnsLow. My dear young man, you should know by now that
I don’t support these primitive survivals.

(Tom smiles at Skeffington and returns to the table)

Since I was elected a Fellow of this College, on the twelfth of
June, thirty-eight years ago, which no doubt is not a date which
my colleagues are prepared to celebrate, I have attended exactly
seven obsequies in the edifice opposite. If I had my time again I
should not put in an appearance at any one of them.

MARrTIN. You’ve been in chapel more than seven times, you
know, Winslow.

WinsLow. My dear boy?

MarTmv, Electing the Master and so on.

WiNnsLow (rising and moving to the table) 1 grant you I've been
inside the building four times for that purpose. (He puts the bowl of
nuts on the table) Three of which showed the College in its collective
wisdom choosing the wrong candidate. Now I come to think of
it, by this time next year I shall have to go inside the building
again for the same purpose. (He moves and stands behind the easy
chair L.c) My dear Tutor, have you worked out when the election
falls due?

MarTiv. December the twentieth.

WinsLow. Yes, well, I suppose I shall have to assist, in the
French sense, at that ceremony. But I’'m happy to say that this
time I can’t see even this College being so imbecile as to make a
wrong choice. (He siis in the easy chair LG and arranges his gown on his
lap) Francis Getliffe will do it very well.

SKEFFINGTON (rising) I seem to remember having heard Arthur

Brown’s name mentioned. .
* WinsLow. My dear Skeffington, Arthur Brown’s name was
mentioned last time. Largely, I fear, by Arthur Brown:

Lewss. Getliffe is generally agreed on, is he?

(SKEFFINGTON, glass in hand, ‘moves to the window up L and looks
out through the curtains.
GAY suddenly wakes up)

WinsLow. I’ve scarcely thought the matter worth conversa-
tion. To anyone with the intelligence of a college servant the
worthy Brown is patently a non-starter by the side of Francis
Getliffe.

Gav. You've forgotten me.

WinsLow. My dear Gay, I had no idea you were planmng to
stand for the mastership.

. Gay. Mastership? No, no. The port. You've missed me out.
Where is the port?

(Lewss hands qu the decanter from the table between hzmself and
Winslow)
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Thank you, thank you. (He fills his glass) Ah. Port. There’s a
drink and a half, if ever there was one. (He drinks) Capital. (To
Lewis) Excuse me. Do you mind telling me your name?

Lewss. I’'m Lewis Eliot.

Gay. Indeed. Have you any connection with the College?

Lewss. I’m a former Fellow.

Gav. I congratulate you. Let me persuade you, sir, to have a
glass of this excellent wine. (He hands the decanter to Lewis)

(Lewis refills his glass. SKEFFINGTON crosses above the table to R
and lights a cigarette for himself)

(To the room at large) I don’t know whether you realize it but this
is positively my last appearance before my annual hibernation.
Yes, each year I hibernate for the worst of the winter. Indeed I
do. You won’t see me in College again till the spring. I am no
longer as young as I used to be. So I retire to my own ingle-
nook for the winter, and listen to the great gales roaring over the
Fens and I say to myself, “That’s a gale and a half., I'd rather be
where I am than out at sea.”
Tom. It’s damned nearly as bad in the summer these days.

(SKEFFINGTON sits on the chair at the right end of the table)

Gay. What’s that? What does he say?

MAaRrTIN. It’s been a bad summer this year.

Gav. Nonsense, my dear chap. You young men don’t know
what a bad summer is. Now ’ninety-eight, that was a bad summer.
That was a summer and a half, I can tell you. I was in Iceland
that summer. I was just getting into the swim of what some
critics have been kind enough to call my great work on the Sagas.
Great work—ah, indeed. Mind you, I've always disclaimed the
word great” I've always said, call the work distinguished if you
like, but it’s not for me to approve of the higher appellation.
However, they insisted. (He pauses) Where was I?

WinsLow. In Iceland.

Gay. Precisely. That’s where I was, that bitter summer of
*ninety-eight. And do you know what I found when I got there?
Why, it was fifteen degrees warmer in Reykjavik than in our
unfortunate Cambridge. (7o Lewis) Do you mind telhng me your
name?

Lewis. I’m Lewis Eliot. ‘

Gay. Have you any connection with the College'-’

Lewss. I'm a former Fellow. .

Gav. I congratulate you. Well, I must be on my way. (He
struggles to his feet) I wonder if one of you young men would be
kmd enough to escort me to a taxi. -

(SKEFFINGTON rises, moues down ® ana' assists GAY. MARTIN
. rises, crosses and opens the door down R) - . .
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Ah, thank you. Thank you indeed. (To Lewis) Don’t tell me.
(Triumphantly) Eliot. Lewis Eliot. Ha! You see. I've got you
taped. Well, good night, my dear chap. And good-bye to you all
—good-bye till the spring. Good-bye till the spring. Good-bye,
good-bye. ;

(GAY, assisted by MARTIN and SKEFFINGTON, fotters out down R)

WinsLow (rising, gown in hand) Let us hope that spring will be
a little late this year.

(WiNsLOW crosses and exits down R)

Towm (moving to R of Lewis) Lewis, I've been wanting to say this
all evening. I really do most humbly apologize for . . .

(ARTHUR BrROWN, M.A., enters hurriedly up L. He is sixty-three,
plump and a bit of a buffer, but shrewd and obstinate. He carries his
gown)

BROWN (moving to L of Lewis; warmly) Lewis! My dear old
friend. '
Lewss (rising) Arthur!

(They shake hands warmly)

Brown. Getliffe told me you were here, but the Master had
the Vice-Chancellor to dinner, and I was co-opted for coffee. Ah,
but it’s good to see you in this room again. Sit you down.

Lewis (resuming his seat) Thank you, Arthur.

Brown (sitting in the easy chair Lc) How’s Margaret and the
boy? (He looks round jfor a port glass)

Lews. Both well. Both staying with Martin in the Queen’s
Road.

(Towm sits on the left arm of the easy chair R)

Brown. Splendid. And the work—how are things in White-
hall?

Lewss. Keeping me busy. Margaret says too busy.

Brown (affectionately) You never could say “no” to anyone,
could you? (He rises, moves to the table and collects a glass)

Tom. No, and, Lewis, that’s what I wanted to say. You were
most frightfully good about Laura Howard. It was monstrous of
me to inflict her on you like that.

Brown (still genial, but suddenly alert) What’s that? How did
Lewis come to be meeting Mrs Howard? (He moves to L of Lewis)

Tom. My fault, Arthur. She was wanting me to raise Cain in
the College about her husband, so I shuffled her off on to Lewis.
Mind you, Arthur, if I thought there was the slightest bit of sense
in her case, I'd have come and told you straight out that I was
going to bring it up. I do mean that. (He rises) I think it’s very
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important that people of my age should be ready to throw their
weight about. I know you agree, Arthur, don’t you?

Brown. Yes, dear boy. Bless you—( firmly) and good night to
you, dear boy.

Towm. Eh?

Brown. Good night.

Toum. Oh. Well, good night, Lewis.

Lewis. Good night, Tom.

ToM. Good night, Arthur.

Brown. Bless you, dear boy. Sleep you well.

(Tom exits down R)

(He crosses above Lewis to R of him, puls his gown on the easy chair R,
then pours a glass of port from the decanter on the table R of Lewis.
Easily) So our young friend has been involving you with the
Howards, has he? (He sits on the left arm of the easy chair r, facing
Lewis

Lewss. I’m not involved.

Brown. Good. Good. Keep it that way, there’s a good chap.

LeEwss. You’ve been having rather more trouble than I
thought, haven’t you?

Brown. It’s a wretched business. There’s only one good thing
to be said. The whole College was absolutely solid about it. I
don’t need to tell you, that’s not exactly common form.

Lewrs. What’s this man Howard like, Arthur?

BrowN (with sudden passion) He’s an unmitigated swine. (He
controls himself) No, I don’t think I feel inclined to withdraw what
I’ve just said. (He takes out a snuff-box and takes a pinch of snuff) He’s
a twister, but there are plenty of twisters that have some redeem-
ing qualities. I can’t recall this chap showing a single one. He’s
graceless, he’s never been able to get on with anyone, and 1
shouldn’t be surprised if that’s why he wants to pull the world
down round our ears, I might have been able even to put up with
that, if he hadn’t behaved so vilely to the people he owed every-
thing to. When he started biting the hand that fed him I decided
I wasn’t going to look for any more excuses or listen to anyone
else making them. He’s no good, Lewis. (He blows his nose loudly)
I don’t mind telling you that I considered at the time, and I still
do, we ought to have gone the whole hog and struck his name
off the books.

(Sir Francss Getiwrre, C.B.E,, Sc.D., F.R.S. and ArEc
NIGHTINGALE, Sc.D., the Bursar of the College, enter up L. GETLIFFE
is a fine-featured man of fifty. NIGHTINGALE s a well-preserved fifty-
nine. Both carry gowns. GETLIFFE moves above the easy chair LC and
puts his gown on it. NIGHTINGALE stays by the door, folder in hand)

GETLIFFE. Whose name ought we to have struck off the books?
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. Brown. Ah, there you are, Francis. (He offers the decanter) A
glass?

GeTLIFFE. If I’'m not intruding. (He collects the decanter from
Brown, moves to the table up c and pours a glass of port for himself )

Lewss. We were discussing the Howard affair, Francis. Tom
Orbell introduced me to his wife the other day.

GeTLIFFE. Did he now? She’s a pretty girl, isn’t she?

Lewrs. She was crying out loud that there’d been a mis-
carriage of justice. I suppose that’s all nonsense?

NIGHTINGALE (moving above the easy chair L; firmly) Quite non-
sense. Good evening, Eliot.

Lewis. Bursar.

GETLIFFE. There’s nothing in that.

Lewrs. She seemed to think that he’d been turned out because
of some sort of prejudice, which T never got quite clear.

GETLIFFE (moving and sitting in the easy chair Lc) That’s simple.
Howard was, and I suppose still is, a moderately well-known
fellow-traveller.

Brown (sitting in the easy chair ) I need hardly tell you, that
that had nothing to do with our decision.

GeTLIFFE. No, if I'd thought that was deciding anything I
should have made a noise. (7o Lewis) I don’t have to tell you
that, do I?

NIGHTINGALE. One moment. Ought we to be discussing this
while Eliot is with us?

Lewis, I’m not quite a stranger, Nightingale.

NIGHTINGALE (¢rossing fo L of Lewis) I'm sorry. I believe no-one
outside the College should have heard a word.

- Lewrms. I heard more than a word from Howard’s wife. I can’t
for the life of me see how you’re going to keep her quiet.

NiGHTINGALE (deliberately) 1 trust we shall all of us keep quiet
enough for our purposes.

(NIGHTINGALE crosses and exits down R)

Lewss. Bad mark from the Bursar. Careless talk.

Brown. Alec doesn’t mean you, old chap. But he’s right to be
cautious. I don’t want to exaggerate, but we could very easily
have walked into trouble outside over this. It’s just the sort of
thing that could get into the Press, and if that happened, it could
do the College more harm than I care to contemplate.

Lewrs, But keeping it a secret as you have done, if the story
did leak, wouldn’t you be in a worse mess than ever?

- Brown. We took the risk into account.

(MARTIN and SKEFFINGTON enter down R)

SKEFFINGTON (crossing to the lqﬂ end cy‘ the table) We ﬁnally got
old Gay.into a taxi. .
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MAaRTIN. Whether he’ll ever get out is, of course, another
matter.

(MARTIN joins SKEFFINGTON and they replenish their wine glasses)

BrownN (rising; to Lewis) I have some papers to finish. Drop in
for a nightcap on your way to bed?

Lews. Not tonight, Arthur. I have to be up at six to fill
stockings.

BrowN (affectionately and with a hint of envy) Lucky, lucky Lewis.
Sleep you well.

(BrOWN exits down R)

Lewis (looking thoughtfully after Brown) Brown’s one of the
kindest men I know, but Howard wouldn’t be his favourite
character, would he?

SKEFFINGTON (sharply) Howard?

MARTIN (moving fo the easy chair down R and sitting) Donald
Howard wasn’t anyone’s favourite character. He was disliked
inside the College, and with most of them his politics made them
dislike him even more. But that wasn’t the reason he was thrown
out.

GerLirre. No. It was a reason, if you like, why we scientists
found it difficult to get him elected in the first place. We had to
be pretty rough with them, and tell them that politics or no
politics, they mustn’t shut their eyes to an Alpha man.

MarTiN. In which we don’t seem to have done superlatively
well.

SKEFFINGTON (moving to L of Lewis) No, it was an ugly business.
Only the worst sort of Red would have done a thing like that.

Lewss. Does that come in?

SkerFiNeTON. What I mean is, if the man had had anything to
keep him straight—if he’d had a faith—he might have done lots
of bad things. He would never have done the thing he did.

Lewis (quietly) Exactly what did he do?

(GETLIFFE and SKEFFINGTON exchange glances)

q Gl(?iTLIFFE. He went in for a piece of simple, unadulterated
rau

Marriv. He faked the thesis which got him his Fellowship.

Lewss. Faked? In what way?

MaRrTIN. One of the diffraction photographs in his paper—the
decisive photograph in his experimental evidence—was a forgery

Lewis. There’s no doubt?

MAarTIN. None. . . -

Lewrs. What put you on to it?

GETLIFFE. Some Americans working in | the same field. When
Howard’s paper was published it was attacked by them on the
grounds that the experimental results.couldn’t be repeated.
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SKEFFINGTON (moving to the easy chair down L and sitting) Nightin-
gale and I were asked by the College to look into it and report.
There was no question. His key diffraction photograph was a
fake.

Lewss. Could the fraud have been accidental?

GeTLIFFE. No. It was only too straightforward. The photo-
graph had been blown up—enlarged to look like the result of a
totally different experiment.

Lewis. How was it detected?

SKEFFINGTON. When they examined the enlargement made
from the original negative, the hole left by a drawing-pin, which
had held the negative up to dry, was blown up, too.

GeTLIFFE. The Americans asked why the white blob at the top
of the photograph was so singularly large.

MarTN., It was a clear case. The Court of Seniors had no
option but to kick him out.

Lewss. Who sat on the Court?

MarTIN. The Master, of course, Brown, old Winslow, and
Nightingale, in his capacity as Bursar.

GETLIFFE. Of course, they had to go on what we scientists told
them. Nightingale’s the only one of them who’d have any idea
what a diffraction photograph was. But they went into it all very
thoroughly.

Lewss. How thoroughly?

MarTIN. They interviewed Howard.

GeTLIFFE. Twice.

LeEwis. What was his explanation?

MarTIN. He simply denied that there was any fraud.

GETLIFFE. So the Master and Brown wrote formally, telling
him to put his case on paper.

Martiv. He still produced no explanation. Then he suddenly
asked to appear before the Court again and announced that he
had now decided that there kad been a fraud, but the fraud
wasn’t his, it was old Palairet’s.

SKEFFINGTON. Which must have taken some cooking up. (He
rises, moves to L of the table and puts down his glass)

Lews. Old Palairet?

MarTiN. His professor.

(SKEFFINGTON crosses above tlw table to R of it, and takes out a
cigarette)

GetLirFE. Howard’s paper was published in collaboratlon
with Palairet. They worked on it together.

Lewss. Palairet. Palairet. I know the name.

GeTLIFFE. You should. He was one of the top men of his day.

Lewis. Wasn’t he once a Fellow here?

GeTLIFFE. In his early days, yes. Then he went off to Aberdeen
and had a long and brilliant career there. Skeffington knew him.
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SKEFFINGTON (moving to L of Lewis) We’re related by marriage.
My wife is his niece. »

Lewis. And Howard accused Palairet of fraud?

SkEFFINGTON. He did.

Lewis. What did Palairet say?

SKEFFINGTON. Nothing. He couldn’t. You see, he’d just died.
(He lights his cigarette)

MarTIN. Leaving a nice little bequest to the College. His entire
estate. Thirty-five thousand.

SKEFFINGTON. Yes, it was a smack in the eye for the family.
(He m;sses above Getliffe and sits on the right arm of the easy chair
down L

Lewss. I see. Accusing Palairet after that could hardly have
‘endeared Howard to the Seniors.

GeTLFre. It didn’t.

MarTIN. All the same, although his story was the most improb-
able anyone could have invented, they insisted they must act as
though it might be true.

SkEFFINGTON. If it were, there would almost certainly be signs
of faked evidence in the old boy’s notebooks. Howard himself
claimed that Palairet had shown him identical photographs to his
published print. So Palairet’s executors were asked to turn over
to the College all his scientific papers.

GETLIFFE. As he’d left us his estate, that was quite in order.

SkEFFINGTON. They arrived in batches. It was about as likely
we should find anything wrong as that one of us would be nabbed
in the buttery pinching a case of Scotch, but Nightingale and I
went through the lot.

GETLIFFE. So did Martin, and so did I.

MarTIN. We studied every one of the old man’s diffraction
photographs, millimetre by millimetre.

Lewss. And found nothing?

MarTIN. And found nothing.

SKEFFINGTON. So that was that. Fair enough?

Lews (leaning forward) No court of law could have been fairer.

GETLIFFE (rising, moving to the left end of the table and putting down
his glass) You know, considering the chances and the temptation,
there’ve been astonishingly few scientific frauds. There was Rupp,
of course, the G-phenomenon—but that was probably an honest
mistake.

SkEFFINGTON. What staggers me is how a man of science could
do such a thing. I mean, it’s a denial of everything he lives for—
or ought to live for.

GEeTLIFFE. There’s no mystery why Howard did it. He just
warted to make his marble good.

Lewss. You’re all absolutely sure, beyond any possible shadow
of doubt, that he did it? Skeffington?

SKEFFINGTON. As sure as I am there’s a God in heaven.
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LEws. Martin?

MARrTIN. Yes.

Lewss. Francis?

GETLIFFE (moving to the easy chair Lc) Oh, yes. (He sits) Yes, he
did it all right.

The Licuts dim to BLack-Our

ScENE 3

ScENE—Sir Lewis Eliot’s flat in London. A Sunday afternoon.

A small, handsome room with the door L, a large window R and
built-in bookshelves LC of the back wall. A writing-desk and chair stand
down R. On the desk there is a house telephone, and an external tele-
phone. An occasional table in the corner up R has a table-lamp on it.
A comfortable easy chair is ¢ with a small occasional table L. of it. Up
C there is a table with a bowl of flowers on it. An armchair stands
down 1.

When the Licuts come up, MARGARET ELIOT is seated at the desk,
writing a letter. She is a quiet, pretty, intelligent woman. After a
moment the house telephone buzzes. MARGARET lifts the receiver.

MARGARET (info the telephone) Hello ... Yes, it is. Who is
that? . . . Oh. Good afternoon . . .

(LEwss enters L)

Lews. If that’s for me, I’m out.

MARGARET (into the telephone) No, I’m sorry, he’s out . . . Yes,
quite sure ., . . Oh ... Oh, I see. Well then, yes, he is, but he’s
very tired . . . Yes, I can get him if it’s really necessary, but are
you certain it can’t wait? .

Lewss (in an undertone) Who is it?

MARGARET (into the telephone) Will you hold on? . . . (She covers
the mouthpiece and turns to Lewis) It’s Mrs Howard. She’s downstairs.

Lews. I’'m away.

MARGARET. She saw you come in. They’ve been waiting in the
doorway opposite.

Lewis. They?

MARGARET. She’s got her husband with her. She wants to
know if they can come up.

Lewss. No.

MARGARET. What shall I say?

Lewis. I’m sick. It’s highly infectious. Measles or something.
(He turns to go)

MARGARET (rising, crossing to Lewis and detaining him) Lewis,
they’ve come up to London specially, darling. I think you’ll have
to see them.

Lewss. I’m under no obligation to spend five minutes with
either of them.
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MARGARET (coaxing) I know, but they’re here. (She pauses) Yes?
Lewss (exasperated) Oh—I suppose so.

(MARGARET crosses to the desk and picks up the receiver)

MARGARET (into the telephone) All right. We’re on the first floor
e Oh. (Ske replaces the receiver and turns to Lewis) She says she

Ows.

Lewis, This is intolerable. (He moves Lc) What the hell does she
mean, hanging around doorways, spying on me?

MARGARET (¢rossing to R of Lewis) See them just this once and
get it over. Then you’ve done everything anyone can possibly
expect.

Lews. 1 wrote and told her I can’t help. What more am I
_ supposed to do?

MARGARET. Meet her man and change your mind.

Lewss. It won’t.

MARGARET. Five minutes. Then out.

Lewss. This affair is nothing to do with me. Why am I
pestered?

MARGARET ( putting her hands on Lewzss shoulders and smiling)
You have a kind face.

Lewss. I do not have a kind face.

MARGARET. I think so.

Lewss. In future I shall wear a permanent scowl.

MARGARET. You wouldn’t know how, my darling. (Ske lightly
kisses him)

(The door bell rings off L)
There they are. Be pleasant now.

(MARGARET exits L. LEWIS crosses to the desk, turns and faces the
door)

(Off) Hello. Will you come in?
Laura (off) Thanks.
MARGARET (¢ff) My husband’s in here.

(MARGARET enlers L.

Laura and DoNarp Howarb jollow her on. HOWARD is un-
prepossessing, with a long nose, not much chin and a coarse pale skin.
He seems especially unattractive by the side of his wife. His manner is
sullen and farouche)

Lewrs. Well. This is a surprise.

Laura (crossing to Lewis) A deliberate one. If you’d had warn-
ing, would you have seen us? This is Donald.

Lewss (fo Howard) Good afternoon.

(HowaARrb, standing in the doorway, just nods)
MARGARET (closing the door) Won’t you sit down?
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(Laura sits in the easy chair c. HOWARD sits on the armchair
down L. LEWIs and MARGARET remain standing)

LAura. I’m sorry if we’ve come at an awkward time. Sunday
is Donald’s only free day.
Lewss. It’s mine, too.

(MARGARET crosses, picks up the cigarette box from the table c and
offers it to Laura)

LAurA (refusing a cigaretie) You’re more or less your own boss,
aren’t you? Donald has to clock in.

Lewis. Where?

Howarp. Romsey Grammar School.

(MARGARET offers the cigarettes to HOWARD, who refuses)

Laura. He’s got a job there. Physics master.
Lews. I’'m glad.

Howarp. It’s temporary.

Laura. Their man’s away ill.

(There is a pause. MARGARET replaces the cigarette box on the
table c)

MarGareT. Can I get you some tea?

Laura. We had it at the station. When we got here the porter
said you were out.

Lewss. I was.

Laura. So we waited.

Lewss. Yes. (He pauses. To Laura) A drink?

Laura. No, thanks.

Lewss. Howard?

Howarp. I believe you know that chap Luke.

Lews. Walter Luke? Yes, he’s an old friend of mine.

Howarp. Is he? You must be an extraordinary man,

LEwis. Oh? Why?

Howarp. He had a finger in this bomb nonsense, didn’t he? I
don’t understand how a scientist could bring himself to do it.

Lewis. He happened to think it was his duty.

Howarp. Huh!

(There is a pause. MARGARET turns away to the bookshelves)

LAura (o Lewis) I got your letter.

Lewss. Yes?

Laura. You didn’t say much.

Lewss. I’'m afraid there wasn’t much to say.

Laura. You talked to them?

Lewss. At some length. (He turns to the desk and takes a czgarette
Jrom his case)
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Laura (turning to Margaret) How much have you heard about
this difficulty of ours?

MARGARET. Roughly what Lewis has.

Laura. Then you can understand why we’re utterly sickened
by the whole crowd of them.

MARGARET (carefully) 1 think I can understand how you feel.

Howarp. Can you?

MARGARET. Yes. I’ll leave you with Lewis.

(MARGARET exits quickly L. LEWIS lights his cigarette)

Laura. So they’re still shilly-shallying, are they?

Lewis. What about?

Laura. Reopening the case.

Lewss. No.

Laura. What do you mean?

Lewss. I mean that, so far as I heard, no-one has the slightest
intention of reopening the case.

Laura (to Howard; angrily) Do you believe that?

HowaRrD (rising and moving to the bookshelves) 1 shouldn’t be
surprised.

Laura (o Lewis) Would you be content with that, if you were
there?

Lewss. I’m afraid I haven’t heard anything that would make
me take any steps.

Laura. What right have you got to say that?

Lewis. I can’t take any other view, in the light of what the
scientists report about the evidence.

LAura. And you accept what the scientists say?

Lewss. I must. I’'m quite unqualified to analyse it myself, and
so are most of the people in the College. If I were there, I should
have to believe what Francis Getliffe and the others told me.

Laura. Oh, we know all about Getliffe . . .

Lewis. No, I can’t listen to that. Francis Getliffe has been a
friend of mine for twenty-five years.

Laura. Well?

Lewss. I trust him completely. So would anyone who knew
him. (He stubs out his cigaretic in the ashiray on the desk)

HowaRrD (in a sneering tone) Getliffe is a good example of a man
who used to be a progressive and has thought better of it.

Lews (sitting on the desk chair) I shouldn’t have thought that
was true. If it were, it would make no difference to his judgement.

Howarp. I'd like to know what would.

Lewss. You must know what would. And that is what he
thought, as a scientist, of the evidence under his eyes.

Howarp. I suppose they weren’t prejudiced when I gave them
the explanation.

Lewss. I’ve heard exactly what they did about that.

Howarp. Who from?
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Lewss. Getliffe—Skeffington . . .

Laura. Skeffington! Do you think e wasn’t prejudiced?

Lewss. I don’t know Skeffington as I know Getliffe, but he
strikes me as an honest man.

Howarp (moving up R) He’s a Catholic, a religious maniac, the
worst snob in the College.

Lews. I also talked to my brother.

Laura. Martin! Do you think Martin would lift a finger
against the hierarchy? All he wants is to step into old Brown’s
shoes, if Brown gets the Mastership next year.

Lewss. Even if that were true, my brother had nothing to do
with the Court’s decision.

Laura. He also did nothing to change it.

Howarp. He let them believe what they wanted to believe.

LEwis. Are you saymg now that you weren’t given a fair
hearing?

Howarp. What do you think?

(There is a pause. LEWIS, controlling himself with an effort, turns
away)

Lewrs. Since you’re here, I’d like to clear up one or two points,
simply for my own satisfaction. (He turns to Howard) May I?

HowaRrp (turning to Lewis) Go on.

Lews. According to my information, you appeared before the
Court of Seniors three times. Is that right?

Howarp. I suppose it was three.

Lewss. The first time you were told that the scientists had
decided that one of the photographs in your paper was a fraud.
Were you told that?

Howarbp. I suppose that’s what it amounted to.

Lewss (rising and moving to Howard) It must have been clear one
way or the other, mustn’t it? Were you told in so many words
the photograph was a fraud?

Howarp. Yes, I suppose I was.

LEws. Was it a fraud? -

Howarp. I don’t know what you mean.

Lewis. What I say. Was that photograph a fraud? That is, was
it faked to prove something in your paper?

Howarp. I suppose you could say that.

Lewis. Is there any shadow of doubt?

HowaRrp (after a pause) No.

Lewss (leaning on the back of the desk chair) Did you agree with
the Court of Seniors when they told you it was a fraud?

Howarbp. Yes.

Lewis. My information is that you denied it totally the first
couple of times that you appeared before them.

Howarb. I told them eventually.

Lewis. On your third appearance.
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Howarp. Yes.

Lews (turning to Howard) Why did you deny it before?

Howarp. Because I didn’t believe it was true.

LeEwrs. Yet every other scientist who saw the evidence didn’t
take long to be certain it was true?

HowaRrDp (crossing down L) They were glad of the chance to find
something against me.

Lewis. Why did you take so long to be certain? Here was this
photograph. You must have known it very well. But even when
you’d been told about it you still didn’t admit that it was a fraud.
Why not?

(HowARD furns to Lewis, then turns away without answering)

All right. Finally you decided it was a fraud.

Howarp. I’ve said so.

LeEwrs (moving down R) And then you produced an explanation.

Howarp. Yes.

Lewss. What was it?

Howarp. You must have picked up that with all the other
information they’ve given you. (He sits in the armchair)

Lewss. In fact, you blamed the fraud on your collaborator? A
man who’d just died, at the age of, what was it, seventy-five?

Howarp. What’s his age got to do with anything?

Lewss. Your explanation was that ke had faked the photo-
graph in your paper?

Howarp. Yes.

Lewss. Did that seem to you likely?

Laura. Of course it didn’t. (To Howard) You had a great
respect for him, of course you had.

Lewss (crossing to Howard) Did you have a great respect for him?

Howarp. Not specially.

Lewss. What reason did you think he could have, at that age,
and in his position, for such a fraud?

Howarp. Your guess is as good as mine.

LEwis (moving up c) What did you think of him as a person?
(He turns)

Howarp. I didn’t have anything to do with him apart from
the work. He was always decent to me.

LEwis (moving to Howard) What did other people think of him?

Howarp. I don’t give a damn what other people think about
other people. (He rises) 1 take them as I find them and by how
they are to me.

Lewss (drply) And you’re satisfied with the result?

Howarp. Look, I’'m not a lawyer. It’s no use asking me to
cook up a pretty story.

LeEwss (sharply) That isn’t especially valuable, even in Law.
You told the Court that Palairet gave you the print with the pin-
marks—the one you used in your thesis.
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Howarp. Yes.

Lewis. Why should he do that?

Howarp. Hesaid it would help out the experimental evidence.

Lewss. And you never wondered for an instant whether it was
genuine?

Howagrp. I took it for granted.

Lewss. Why?

Howarp. He was a big noise. It never occurred to me there
might be something wrong.

Lewis. It never occurred to you?

Howarp. That’s what I said.

Lewrs. And you’re a scientist?

Howarb. I was.

(There is a pause)

LeEwis (moving above the easy chair c) Howard, when you finally
admitted that the photograph in your paper was a fraud—(ke
turns to Howard) you also claimed that Palairet had shown you
identical prints of the same photograph before. Did you say that?

Howarp. Yes.

Lewis. Who had made those prints?

Howarp. The old man, of course.

Lews. How many had you seen?

Howarp. I can’t remember.

Lewss. Many?

Howarp. No.

Lewis (moving to Howard) Only one?

Howarbp. I don’t know. (He sits on the armchair)

Lewss. You’re sure you saw one? At least one more, besides
yours? ‘

Howarp. I’ve told you I did.

Lewss. Did you know there were no signs of any such photo-
graphs in the whole of Palairet’s scientific notebooks?

Howarp. I suppose they told me that.

Lewis. They must have told you.

Howarp. All right, they told me. What I want to know is,
who looked?

(There is a pause during which LEWIS crosses to the desk)

Lewss. Thank you. That’s all. (He turns away to the desk as if
dismissing the conversation) ‘

Laura. You mean, you’re satisfied now?

Lewss. I mean, I don’t think it’s any use going further.

Laura. Then you’ll go back and talk to them again? Getliffe
and the others?

Lewss (turning to Laura) What do you think I could possibly
say?
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LAurA (rising and moving to L of Lewis) Tell them they ve got to
reopen the case.

Lewss. They wouldn’t listen.

Laura. How do you know unless you try?

Lewss. There’s nothing I could say to make them. They’ve
gone into it all with the utmost care.

Laura. Care!

Lewis. No body of men could have been more punctilious.

Laura. No body of men could have been more bigoted. (She
crosses to Howard)

Howarp. They’d made up their minds to do me down. This
gave them an opportunity and they jumped at it.

Lews. Now, look here, Howard, that’s just not true.

Laura (putting her arm around Howard) There must be a way to

_ force their hand. What makes a Court of Law reopen a case?

Lewis. Fresh evidence, if it’s strong enough.

Laura. Ifit were strong enough, and the College came across
it, they’d suppress it in the name of pax academica. I know them.

Lewss (furning away down R) 1 really think you’d better go now.

(HowaARD rises and turns abrupily to go. LAURA resirains him, then
crosses to Lewis. HOWARD remains impassive in the doorway)

Laura. Look, his Fellowship has nine months to run. He’s lost
nine already. Do you know what a year and a half| at a time like
this, means to a man like Donald? It’s not the money, though God
knows we could do with it. It’s everything a Fellowship stands
for. It’s reputation, it’s opportunity, it’s all the facilities for re-
search that a university has to offer a scientist. It’s the whole
foundation of his career. That’s what they’ve taken away from
him.

Lews. I’'m sorry.

Laura. It’s not enough to be sorry. There must be something
you can do to help.

HowaRrD (roughly) Why the hell should he help? Can’t you see?
He doesn’t believe me any more than the others.

Laura. Of course he does. He must. (7o Lewis) You do believe
him, don’t you? Tell him you believe him.

(There is a pause)
Howarp. Come on.

(HowARD exiis L.
LAuRrA follows him off. The front door is heard to slam. LEwis
takes a cigarette from his case.
MARGARET enters L)

Lewis. Well—no-one could call that a particularly agreeable
party.
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MARGARET (closing the door.and crossing to Lewis) Were you
rough with him, darling?

Lewis. I had to be.

MARGARET (with a smile) That’s not quite all, is it?

Lewss (smiling at her) He’s not exactly my cup of tea.

MARGARET. Whereas, if he hadn’t done what he unfortun-
ately has done, you wouldn’t be surprised if I thought he had a
sort of integrity, would you?

Lewss. Yes, I would.

MAaRrGARET. Whatever else he is, I don’t think he’s two-faced.

Lewis. What good’s that, when the one face he has got is so
peculiarly unpleasant?

(MARGARET furns away c. LEwis lights his cigaretle)

MARGARET. I’m still not clear why what he did was wrong,
(She sits in the easy chair c) 1 mean, why can’t a scientist enlarge
a photograph the same as the next man?

Lewis. No reason at all—provided he acknowledges the en-
largement. Let me put it to you in the simplest terms.

MARGARET (with a smile) Thank you, darling.

Lewss (sitting on the right arm of Margaret’s chair) 1f you enlarge
a sardine to look like a salmon, you don’t call it a salmon. You
call_l it a sardine—enlarged—unless you want the world to call you
a liar.

q MARGARET. And that’s what Howard’s supposed to have
one?

Lewss. No. That’s what he did.

MarcareT. He says he didn’t.

"~ Lewss. He’s lying.
MARGARET. What makes you so sure?
Lewss. I’m a lawyer, Meg. I know a lie when I hear one.

(The telephone rings)

(He rises, moves to the desk and lifts the receiver. Into the telephone) Yes?
. . . Oh, Martin . . . All right, a bit tired . . . (He stiffens suddenly.
There is a long pause) Skeffington? . . . (There is another long pause)
All right. (He abruptly replaces the receiver and stands quite still) I've
got to go to Cambridge.

MARGARET (after a pause) 1t’s Howard, isn’t it?

Lewss. Yes. Skeffington says he’s been telling the truth.

LEWIS crosses to the door L. as—
the CURTAIN falls
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