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ACT I

SCENE 1

ScENE—The studio, 3a Commercial Chambers. Afternoon, a grey, wan,
wintry light.

The room is large and bleak. Up c is a large deep window. The walls
are drab, although paint of different colours has been daubed on parts of
them. Where there is no paint the colour is a dirty dingy-grey-brown. The
Sleor is of bare grey planks. Up L is a sink, and below it a door. R is a
shallow chimney-breast containing a very small gas fire, with a gas ring
and meter below it. Above the fire 1s a single bed covered in scruffy blankets.
To L of the window is an easel with a fairly large, unfinished self-portrait
of Scrawdyke. There are two nondescript wooden chairs, a battered arm-
chair, a wooden chair with arms and a high back, and a rickety table. There
are a couple of old tea chests, a large solid old radio cabinet and a dustbin. On
the table is a record player. Paintings on pieces of hardboard are stacked
untidily about the room and crockery, records, books, paper and painting
gear are littered about in every direction. The general atmosphere is empty,
squalid, damp and cold.

When the CURTAIN rises, MALCOLM SCRAWDYKE, a man of twenty-five
with long hair and a beard, is sitting up in the bed, leaning back against
the end with the clothes pulled up around him. He looks balefully out at the

scene.

ScrAwDYKE. Eeeeeeeergh! Tah—Faah—Get up. (He does not
move) Come on, get up! (He does not move) Must be around two. Been
lyin’ ’ere an hour. Got t’ get up. A’m starvin’. Look it’s no use just
theorizin’ about getting up. It’s the act ’at counts. Just a matter of
makin’ the decision. Exercise the will. The will! A’ll count down
from five an’ then the single decisive act. Right. Now. Five—four—
three—two—one. (He does not move) Aaaargh! What is it determines
the actual moment when . . . A mean A alwas do get up. Always
manage it some’ow. What is it decides? ’Idden factor. Air currents?
Vibrations? Ah, ’0o the ’ell . . . The thing is t’ creep up on y’self,
tek y’self by surprise. Don’t think. Suddenly. Okay. Now! (He does
not move) Blast! All right. Now! (This time he leaps out of bed. He is
wearing a raggy black swealer, shirt and dark, scruffy jeans. He grabs a
baggy, grubby jacket, and puts it on) Done it. Done it. Done it. Self-
mastery that. Qoo ’t’s cold. Qoooooots! Where’s me . . . (He grabs
a large black overcoat off the bed and scrambles into it) Aah! Get it on yes
what a life. Ugh. What a marvellous life for a man like me. (He goes
to the gas-fire and turns the tap. No gas) Fah! (He searches through his
pockets) No gas! No ’eat! ’Ave t’wait till those bastards get up
’ere. Where are they? (He goes and looks out of the window) Snow!
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January the first, New Year’s Day. What a . . . Put y’ mark on
this one, Malcolm, put y’ mark on this one. (He turns back into the
room) Fag. (He looks at the sink, then finds a buit on the table) Give y’
the runs first one but. . . (Helights it) He could get out of bed at
two o’clock, light up a fag an’ smoke it, just like that. What a man!
(Pacing around) Well, tonight’s the night and she asked me. She asked
me. That’s a salient fact t'’keep y’re sights on. All these months of
scrapin’ up excuses t’ talk to ’er finally paid off. “The’s a film at
the Empire A’d like t’ see, what about . . .”” No, not “What about

.. “Would you?”’ Yes. “Would you?”’ P’raps it’s only the picture
she’s in’rested in. Oh, don’t be . . . Remember that tone. Yes, this’s
my chance. Just take it easy. Where the ’ell are they? (He sits on the
bed and puts his shoes on. He rises to the window) Wonder what’s goin’ on
down there? Chucked me out, the bastard. Just for ’avin’ a drag.
No, it wasn’t. Culmination of five years arsin’ around. Surprised ’e
let me go on so long. Spent ’alf me bloody time down there sittin’ in
’is room bein’ given a last chance. If our positions ’ad been reversed
I wouldn’t *ave tolerated ’im so long. “I’'m kicking you out, Scraw-
dyke. That comes as a shock to you, doesn’t it?”” Well, ’e was right. I
never thought’d do it. Still I don’t care. I wasn’t goin’ anywhere
down there. I wouldn’t ’ave passed Finals. (He returns to the bed and
sits) Wah! Allard thinks ’e’s finished me. But ’€’s not ’eard the last.
You may ’ave the first word, the second word, the third word an’
the *undred an’ fifteenth word, but I will ’ave the last word. I’ll
make more trouble away from that place ’an I ever did inside it.
Manipulatin’ power from exile. Yeh, I like that. Rule from afar, the
gaunt, ’aggard, ghost-like exile, supposedly finished, forgotten. But
all the time an unseen presence hauntin’ from afar, pullin’ ’idden
strings. Ha! This’s my Elba. Allard thinks ’e’s got rid of me, but I
live. Where the ’ell are they? (He rises and returns to the window and
looks out, striking a slight pose) From out the snows he loomed, dark,
wraith-like. A Lollow menacing voice from the past.

(There are sounds of footsteps coming up the stairs. SCRAWDYXE furns.
INGHAM, wearing a donkey jacket and baggy jeans, out of breath, bursts
through the door)

IncHAM. T’m sorry, Mal. (He moves to L of the table)

SCRAWDYKE (moving to R of the table) Where the hell *ave y’ been?

IncHAM. A’m sorry. Oh—uh, uh. A’m sorry, but well—uh uh—
A’ve just run up ’ere.

ScrRAWDYKE. It ’asn’t tekken y’ two solid hours t’ run up ’ere.

IncaAM. No, no, y’re right. But y’see well like, y’see uh . . .

ScrRAWDYKE. What?

IncHAM. Yes. Well, y’see—er, something ’appened.

ScrRAWDYKE. What?

INGHAM (moving to the bed and tidying) Well, y’see like, this morning
about ’alf eleven, Allard called all t'members 0’t’ committee to ’is
room like. Me an’ Wick an’ Boocock an’. . .

ScRAWDYKE (moving below the bed) 1 know ’oot’ members o’t’
committee are. I’m its chairman.
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IncHAM. Aye. Well, anyway, ’e gets us all in there like an’ ’e
explains like, well, ow ’e’s ’ad t’ ask you t’leave. . .

ScrAWDYKE. Ask!

IncrAM. Well, y’know, ’e sez you’ve been a disruptive influence.
A mean that’s ’is phrase—an’ ’ow ’e’s given y’ chance after chance—
A’m just tellin’ y’ what ’e said.

ScrRAWDYKE Go on. (He moves down L)

INGHAM (moving R of the table and sitting) Yes, well, ’e goes on t’ say
’at if any student in future, ’as anything t’ do with y’, meets y’, talks
t’ y’, an’ ’e finds out like that they ’ave, ’e’ll expel ’em immediately
an’ tell the education authorities t’ stop their grants an’ ’¢’ll make
sure they don’t get in t’ any other art school. ’E sez if your influence
isn’t stopped—well, the *ole school might ’ave t’ close down.

SCRAWDYKE ( perching L on the table) 1 could ’ave told y’ this would
’appen. I could ’ave told y this would ’appen. I could ’ave predicted
it. ’E’s shown ’imself in ’is true colours. Totalitarian power mad!

IncHAM. Aye, well, that’s why A couldn’t get up crc on time.

ScrawpYKE. It didn’t tek ’im three hours t’ tell y’

InguAM. No, no. Well, afterwards like, we all, like, ad a bit of
a.

SCRAWDYKE (rising to above the table) What did Wick say?

IncrAM. Ah well Wick. Well, John—’e said something more or
less like you’ve just said.

ScrRAWDYKE. Boockock? (He moves above Ingham to the bed and sits
on it

IN)GHAM Well, ’e seemed t’ think like, ’at Allard might just, well

’ave gone just that little bit too far this t1me, e..

SCRAWDYKE Very radical of ’im. An’ what about Elain Akroyde
an’ that other emancipated beauty?

INGHAM (rising to the jfoot of the bed) Ah well, the two girls,
yes . ..

ScraAwDYKE. What does that mean? “Ah well the two girls, yes.”
What sort of a position is that?

INGHAM (sitting on the bed) No, A didn’t mean that as their . . .

ScrawpykE. Well, what did they say?

IncaAM. Well, Mal, y’ know ’ow they sort of feel . . .

ScrawpvykE. That’s all they can do, feel. An’ what uncompromis-
in’ position did you stoutly defend?

IncaaM. Well, I er—y’know I er—I could—er—like, I er—
well . ..

ScraAwDYKE. What did y’ say?

IncuAM. Well, A mean um—A can’t exactly . . . (He rises)

Scrawpyke. What did y’ decide t’ do?

IncHAM (moving down R to the fire) Ah well, Wick, ’e’s got a plan.

ScrawpykE. What?

INGHAM (crouching in front of the fire) Oh well, A think it’s better if
"e like, tells y’ ’imself when ’e gets ’ere.

ScrRAWDYKE. You tell me.

IngHAM. No, no, it’ll be better if he . . .

ScraAwDYKE. You don’t agree with it?
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IncHAM. Yes, yes, ’course A do. A mean A’m on your side, y
know that.

SCRAWDYKE (rismg) Huh!

InguAM. ’E’ll tell y’ when ’e gets ’ere.

SCRAWDYKE (taking Ingham’s arm and looking at his watch) Well, why
isn’t ’e ’ere now?

Incuam. Ah well, y’ see, that’s all part of it.

SCRAWDYKE (wandering up Lc) Keepin’ me ’angin’ around up ’ere,
freezin’, starvin’.

INGHAM. Avn’t y’ ’ad owt t’ eat?

ScrAWDYKE. *Ow could A? (Moving to Ingham) You were supposed
to be bringin’ me ten bob.

Incuam. Oh aye, yes. (He takes a ten-shilling note from his pocket)

SCRAWDYKE (taking the note) Ta.Y’ avn’t got a shillin’?

IncuAaM. Oh, it’s out. No.

Scrawpyke. Well, give us a fag.

IncuaM. Yeh (He offers him a packet of cigarettes)

SCRAWDYKE (faking one) Tipped.

IncaAM. Oh yeh.

Scrawpyke. What the ’ell y’ smokin’ tipped for?

IncHAM. Well, y’see, A pulled t’ wrong thing on a machine.

ScrawpykEe. Contraceptives. I hate tipped. (He lights his cigarette)
’Ow’s y’ throat?

IncHAM. *T’s all right now.

(Footsteps are heard rapidly coming upstairs. WICK, dressed in a lumber
Jacket and narrow jeans, jumps in grinning)

Wick. Aha there ’e is. Public Enemy Number One. (He moves
below the table) Man y’ve done it this time. ’As Irwin told y’?

ScrawpykE. ’E mentioned something. (He sits on the bed and puts
his feet up)

Wick (sitting on the table, down stage) Mustn’t see y’, mustn’t meet
y’, mustn’t even mention your subversive name in those ’allowed
attics. Couldn’t believe me ears. I thought for a minute ’e was goin’
t’ order us all up t’ t’Infirmary for blood tests and compulsory
castration. It’s the gas chambers for anybody 0o even accidentally
catches sight of a poor photograph of you, mate.

ScrAWDYKE. Y’d better start ’oldin’ y’ breath then.

Wick. Aar! Y’ don’t think we’re goin’ t’ tek any notice do y’?
A’ve never been so incensed. That little runt tellin’ us 00 we can
see. An’ afterwards those two chastity belts on legs, Ackroyde an’
Firth, started on about it all bein’ y’re own fault. That little Ack-
royde’s really vicious when she gets goin’. She nearly clawed me eyes
out when A said we should back you. (Rising to c) Didn’t she, Irwin?

INGHAM. Ayc she nearly touched ’im.

Wick. A’d ave touched ’er. Anyway, I realized it was no good
so Irwin an’ me, we’ve worked out a little plan. (He sits on the bed,
Le

Sng;)lAWDYKE.. Expatiate.

Wick. Yeh. Look, Allard thinks ’e’s scared us off seeing you.
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But even Allard can’t imagine we’ll keep away from y’ for ever.
So all we’ve got t’do is wait for a while an’ play it cunnin’. What
we’ll do is this. Me and Irwin ’ll ’ave an arrangement with y’.
We’ll meet y’ on certain nights, at certain pubs on the outskirts o’
town. Places where Allard can’t possibly ’ave any spies. Say t’ New
Inn past Fartown, t° Clough ’Ouse up Fixby, some pub down
Lockwood, out at Waterloo. We’ll all go there separately an’ we’ll
leave separately. Me an’ Irwin ’ave already started, that’s why we
arrived ’ere separately. I ate in t* Tech canteen an’ ’e ate at Wrig-
leys ...

IncHAM (rising and moving to the table) Yeh. (He moves down L and
sits on the tea-chest)

Wick. ... an’ we both came up ’ere by different routes an’
we staggered our arrival. Anyway, in future, if we pass y’ on t’
street, we’ll cut each other dead. At least, that’s what’ll seem to
’appen. But actually we’ll ’ave a secret little sign ’at’ll be missed
by even Allard’s most observant ’enchlings. An infinitesimal twitch
of the cheek which’ll mean, we’re all t’gether; united, solid. (He rises
to c) It’ll be so bloody subtle an’ we’ll be doin’ it right under Allard’s
nose. "E’ll think ’e’s won when all t’ time the’ll be this underground
resistance. It’ll be great. It'll be a conspiracy, man. (Pause) Well,
what d’ye think?

(SCRAWDYKE glowers at them, moves, then looks at Wick)

ScrawDYKE. Phht!

Wick. What’s the matter with...?

ScrRAWDYKE. Gimme a fag.

INGHAM (rising) Yeh, yeh.

ScrawpYKE. Not another o’ those.

Wick (rising and moving above the bed) Ere A’ve got some Woodies.
(He takes out a packet and sits on the bed)

IncHAM. S all A’ve got. (He siis L again)

SCRAWDYKE (lighting the cigareite) You say that Allard’ll think ’e’s
won. (He rises and moves c) Well, if we adopt your bold, darin’ pro-
position, trudgin’ miles an’ miles through snow an’ sleet t’ remote,
freezin’ pubs for five minutes’ furtive mumblin, sneakin’ round
town twitchin’ our cheeks, of course Allard’ll think that ’e’s won.
’E’ll *ave ev’ry right t’ think so. Because ’e will ’ave. It’s exactly
what ’e wants. I’ve never ’eard such complete an’ supine capitula-
tion masquerading as defiance. Allard did castrate you this mornin’.
(He moves L. of the table)

Wick. Look we’ve got t’ play it cunnin’. Meet ’is blunt, naked
force with subtlety. It’s the only way.

IncuAM. Yeh.

ScrawDYKE. What a’ you sayin’ “Yeh” for?

IncaAM. Well, Amean...

Scrawpyke. Y’ don’t mean anything. Y’ don’t think anything
an’ y’ never say anything. Y’ never do. ’E’s just t’ same only ’e
expresses it more fluently.

Wick. Aw...
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ScrawDYKE. What a pair you are. Allard insolently treats y’ like
mentally deficient hens and you boldly strike back by twitchin’
y’re cheeks.

Wick. I suppose you’ve got a better idea.

ScrawpykE. I have. I always ’ave a better idea. Listen, this ’s a
magnificent opportunity t’ do all the things we’ve always talked
about. Yesterday evening at eight-twenty-five ’e threw me out.
With reference to this I ’ave only one regret. That I didn’t walk out
myself a year ago. Today ’e attempts to stifle your last vestiges of
dignity. ’E threatens to expel you if you disobey ’im. Laugh in ’is
face like free men an’ leave.

Wick. Leave?

(The light starts to fade slowly)

INncHAM. But...

ScrawDYKE. Yes, leave. Look the issue’s simple. (He moves L to
Ingham) Freedom or serfdom. That’s the choice. That’s what it is.
Surrenderto ’im nowand your integrity’s gone,gone forall time. What-
ever y’ do in future y’ll be utterin’ empty noises, standin’ on rotten
boards. Y’ll have betrayed y’selves, sold out, y’ll be nothing but self-
hatin’ eunuchs. (He moves above the bed) You’ll know that when the
critical moment rose up, you opted for nonentitihood. The choice you
must make, an’ it can’t be shirked, is not just for today or tomorrow
but for the rest of your lives. And what ’ave y’t’ lose by leavin’ now?
A one line question with a one word answer. (He moves above the table
to L) Nothing! Finals, N.D.D., what’s that? Nothing! Nothing Doing
Diploma which’ll earn you the glorious privilege of designin’ dog-
food wrappers or keepin’ a roomful of delinquents in order. Where’s
art in that? Where’s life? Where’s any form of tangible satisfaction?
(He moves above the bed and kneels on it) John. You’re the most talented
painter ’oo ever walked through those dirty corridors an’ attics
down in that so-called school of Art. A man with your potential
comes once in five generations, if that. They should be down on their
knees begging, begging to help you. (He moves below the bed and sits)
They should be overwhelmed with gratitude that they’ve been fortu-
nate enough to earn footnotes in art history by ’elping *Udders-
field’s one chance of puttin’ a painter up there in the top rank
alongside Cézanne, Matisse, Picasso. You are *Uddersfield’s Greatest
Son and Allard treats you like a silly child. I know painting. I know
your work. I say it is an outrage against the cultural aspirations of
Mankind. You know I don’t say things like this lightly. I don’t often
turn my tongue to praise. I don’t go around sprinkling confetti. (He
rises and moves L) An’ Irwin, you’re a sensitive man, a man 0o needs
bringin’ out, nurturin’. A magnificent draughtsman. The next
Diirer. A man of profound depth. And what do they do down there?
They crush y’, whistle you around like a little dog. And what about
women? Because you ’aven’t got the small talk mentality, because
you can’t cavort, make with the easy flippant talk, they spurn you,
snigger behind your back, don’t even see you. They hand us
nothing but contempt, insults. Insults! (Moving c) Insults! Are we
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goin’ t’ go on takin’ for ever? Flat on our backs, with their farts in
our faces! Is this the future y’see for y’selves? If it is then y’re not
the men I took y’ for!

Wick. No! When I think of all the guff I’ve taken from medio-
crities, Man, I'd like t’ get back at ’em.

ScraAwDYKE. Get your own back with a vengeance! (He sits R of
the table)

Wick. Yeh.

IncuaM. But like, (rising fo L of the table) if we did, like, leave. A
mean, there’s questions such as, well, like money, A mean . ..

ScrawbpykE. You're revellin’ in theory, Irwin. Let’s consider
now the present concrete situation. Allard ’as issued a challenge. I
issue a retort. (Rising to the window) Don’t go back to the Art School.
Give it the two fingers. Let’s form ourselves into a political party.
(Moving above the table) We’ll never ’ave a better opportunity and
Jjust think of the date. January the first. Man, it’s designed for such
destinal action. (/e moves down R)

Wick. Haha, yeh. Ey yeh, January the first.

INgHAM. But. ..

SCRAWDYKE (moving R of the table) Our first goal will be to smash
Allard. Our ultimate goal’ll be t’ realize all our dreams, take our
proper place in the scheme of things, an’ achieve absolute power.

Wick. Well, it’s an idea. Yeh! If we . . .

Scrawpvyke. “If we”. What d’you mean “if we”’? What ’ave we
got t’ lose? You agree there’s no future bein’ a cog in Allard’s wheel.

Wick. No.

ScRAWDYKE. So what do we lose?

Wick. Nothing.

Scrawpyke. Walk out. Think of the look on ’is face.

Wick. Haha. Yeh.

SCRAWDYKE (moving c above the table) We've got the imagination
and the will.

Wick (rising to R of Scrawdyke) Yeh. Come on, let’s do it. Let’s
make something ’appen. I’m sick of toein’ the line, day in day out,
in this provincial ghetto. What d’ye say, Irwin?

IngHAM. Oh, but A mean—a party.

ScrawpykE. Well?

INcHAM. But A mean, a party. The’s only three of us.

ScrawpYKE. ’Itler started with seven.

Wick. An’ Marx started with one, ’imself.

ScrawpykE. Exactly.

IncHAM. But A mean, what could we do? A mean in Udders-
field?

ScrawpvykE. Just the place. The most unexpected quarter is the
place to launch a surprise offensive. Ev’ry strategist knows that.

IncHAM. An offensive? On what?

ScrawpYKE. The minds. The minds of the nation.

Wick. We’ll make this our ’eadquarters.

SCRAWDYKE. Members’ll come rollin’ in.

IncHAM. Oh, but A mean—we ’aven’t even got enough chairs.
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ScrawDYKE. You're deceived by appearances, Irwin. You think
because all you can see is three blokes in a drab room that’s all there
is. I see the reality. We are the germ. The revolution isn’t in this
room. It’s up ’ere. Will-power. The first and last necessity. With it
y’ can do anythin’, without it nothin’. An’ we’ve got it.

Wick. Because we’re small now means nothing. A virus can kill
—what?—an elephant.

IncuAM. But A mean ’00’s goin’ t*—’00’s goin’ t’ tek any—’00’s
goin’ to join?

ScrawpyKE. Ultimately ev’rybody, whether they like it or not.

Wick. Haha.

ScrawpykE. T’ begin with kindred spirits. All over the country,
on ev’ry street corner, the young an’ frustrated are waitin’. They feel
a deep resentment, a pent-up force. They don’t know what to do
with it. They wait for leaders. We are those leaders. We’re here.
They’ll soon find out.

Wick. Aye. And we shall show ’em.

ScrawpYKE. Of course we’ve got to start off with a concrete plan.
We’ve got t'nobble Allard and do it in such a way that it’s a sym-
bolic gesture.

Wick (crossing below to v of Ingham) Yeh, what could we do?

ScrRAWDYKE. One decisive act. Well, are you with us?

Wick. Are you goin’ t’ ’elp us get Allard?

IncaAM. Well. ..

ScRAWDYKE. Arey’ goin’ to join us on the road to power?

IncHAM. Weller. ..

ScrawDYKE. D’ye want it?

IncHAM. What?

ScrAwDYKE. Power?

IncaAM. Er—er—er—uh—well—A wouldn’t mind.

Wick. Great! Three 0o made a revolution.

(SCRAWDYKE brings the chair from up L to above the table and sits.
WICK sits R of the table)

ScRAWDYKE. Two an’ a third. Now we’ve got t’ get Allard an’ at
the same time—a symbol. We've got t’ astonish the world.
Wick. Switch on a spotlight that’ll illuminate . . .

(INGHAM switches on the light)

ScrawpYKE. Of course the best thing’d be——

Wick. What?

ScRAWDYKE. —to kill him.

Wick. Assassination.

INcuAM (bringing the chair from down L and sitting L of the table) Oh,
Mal, A mean . ..

ScrawpykE. It’s beautiful, it’s simple, it’s direct, an’ above all
it’s violent.

Wick. Clean an’ decisive.

ScrRAWDYKE. But it could create sympathy for ’im.

Wick. We've got to avoid that.
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IncHAM. Aye, and we’d get sentenced to . . .

ScrawpYkE. There’s something t’ be said for the short jail
sentence.

Wick. Yeh—well A suppose it could make an impact.

ScrAWDYKE. Yeh, quick martyrdom, couple o’ weeks inside, then
y’re out t’ pick up the sympathy.

Wick. An’ we needn’t go in.

ScrAwDYKE. ’Course not. We could let a comparatively in-
essential member take a’ the rap. Whilst we, the real brains, exploit
it outside. Irwin could go in.

INngHAM. Oh, come off it, Mal.

ScrawDYKE. What’s the matter? Y’d be a martyr, man. All the
glamour. All the sympathetic birds comin’ t’ see y’ on visitin’ days.

IngrAM. Oh. ..

ScrawpYKE. ’Course y’ wouldn’t actually be able t’ touch ’em.

Wick. But think of all t* voluptuous dreams y’ could ’ave in y’
cell. The party in its munificence’d provide y’ with a jockstrap free
of charge. What an offer! The Movement’s First Martyr. Y’d rank
wi’ Joan of Arc, man!

IncHAM. Not in a jockstrap A wouldn’t.

(They all laugh)

Wick. Congratulations, Irwin. Sometimes . . .
ScRAWDYKE. Yeh.

(Wick gets out his cigarettes and hands them round)

ScrRAWDYKE. So we rule out assassination.

Wick. What about kidnappin’ im?

ScrawDYKE. No, we’ve got t’ show ’im up. Make ’im reveal
’imself for what e is. ’Ow? ’Ow could we . . .

Wick. Make him resign.

ScRAWDYKE. —got to—first of all we've got t’ get ’im. I know.
We’ll kidnap *im.

Wick. Great! Then do what?

ScraAwDYKE. Er—got it!

}’iﬁgAM}(together) What?

ScraAwDYKE. Blackmail.

Wick. Blackmail?

IneHAM. What wi’?

ScrawpyYkE. What with! What with! Y’ve bin down in that art
school four years an’ y’ don’t know what with?

IncuAM. Well A mean like—’e might be a bit unfair like but . . .

ScRAWDYKE. Y’re blind, Irwin. I saw it immediately. Margaret
Thwaite.

Wick. Oh, Margaret Thwaite.

ScrAwWDYKE. Margaret Thwaite.

Wick. Margaret Thwaite!

IneHAM. Margaret Thwaite?

Scrawpvke. Allard knocked ’er off!
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IncuaM. Oh well A mean, ’e might ’ave necked with ’er a bit like
at Chris’'mas parties but . . .

Scrawpyke. ’E did more than that.

IncHAM. What?

Scrawpyke. ’E ’ad ’er in ’is car.

IncuaM. We've only ’er word for it.

Scrawpyke. We’ve more than that. I've seen ’er with me own
eyesil.

YWI(:K. I’ve seen ’er in that bloody car with ’im.

IncuaM. Well, I’'veseen’erin’is. ..

Wick. Then ’ow can y’ say we’ve only ’er word then?

IncuaM. Well, in ’is car. A mean what’s that? Just a lift like, A
mean we didn’t actually see ’im—well, y’ know . . .

ScrawpyKE. She told me about it. I know the inside story. I
make it my bizness t’ ferret out these things. I’'m not seduced by
surface appearances. I never ignore the slightest scrap of seemingly
irrelevant data. I keep my eyes skinned. I gather, I co-relate, I wait,
an’ then when I’'m ready, I pounce. Allard knows that I know what
there is t’ be known. But ’¢’s ’ad t’ move cannily—bide ’is time an’
wait. To ’ave slung me out years ago would ’ave been too dangerous,
I might ’ave spewed out the lot. So ’&’s waited an’ waited till the
’ole thing’s receded into the past. I’ve been a marked man in that
school for two years. Allard wears the mask of the artist, the guardian
of sensibility, the up’older of good taste. ’E’s considered fit t’ guard
an’ guide young minds. But we all know that this mask is nothing
but—a mask. Be’ind it cringes the real Allard, *00’s int’rested in one
thing an’ one thing only . . .

Wick. ’Is career.

Scrawpyke. Power! We must strip the mask from the face of
depravity. We must tear it away. Rip it! Smash it. Obliterate it. So
that the world may stamp with both its feet on the insect beneath.

Wick. What are we goin’ t’ blackmail *im in t’ doing?

ScrawpvykE. First things first. We’ve got t* let Allard know y’ve
walked out.

Wick. Yeh. Well, what’s the best way?

ScrawpYKE. Go and tell *im.

Incuam. Oh—can’t we just like—send ’im a little note?

Wick. Yeh. Maybe Irwin’s got summat there.

ScrawDyKE. That’s not leavin’, it’s sneakin’ out. I didn’t send
any notes.

IngcuaM. Oh, no, but like—’e threw you out.

Scrawpyke. That’s what I let *im think. I’d been waitin’ for the
right opportunity. If I’d just walked out any old time I'd ’ave put
’im on ’is guard.

Wick. Ey,y’ mean y’ planned for’imt’...?

ScrawDYKE. I’'m not sayin’ I planned for it t’ appen yesterday.
That wouldn’t be honest and A don’t want to mislead y’. But y’
know all the little things I’ve kept doin’ t’ niggle ’im. Well they
weren’t accidents. They seemed like accidents becos that’s the way
I wanted it. I knew ’at one time or another ’e’d catch me in some
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