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THE MASTERS

Produced by John Clements and Martin Landau at the Savoy
Theatre, London, on the 2gth May 1963, with the following cast of
characters:

(in the order of their appearance)

ArTHUR BrOWN, the Tutor David Bird
Paur Jaco, the Senior Tutor Fohn Clements
G. H. WinsLow, the Bursar Gerald Cross
WALTER LUKE Michael Graham Cox
Francis GETLIFFE Geoffrey Lumsden
CHARLES CHRYSTAL, the Dean Peter Copley
Lewis Evior ' David Dodimead
EustaceE PiLBrow David Horne
M. H. L. Gay, the Senior Fellow Harold Seott
Rov CALVERT " Gary Watison
THE REVEREND ALBERT DESPARD-SMITH, the Allan Feayes
Deputy Master
Dr TrOMAS CRAWFORD John Barron
Newsy, the head porter Robert Hartley
R. E. A. NIGHTINGALE Bernard Horsfall
Mgs Murier Rovce, the Master’s wife Cicely Paget-Bowman
Joan Rovee, her daughter Fulie Webb
ALICE JaGo, Jago’s wife Valerie Taylor
Sir HoracE TIMBERLAKE Robert Cawdron
VErNON Rovce, the Master Richard Hurndall
BmweLL, a college servant Morgan Shepherd
STRAKER, a college servant Anthony Watkins

Directed by JouN CLEMENTS
Designed by HuTcuinsoN_ScoTT



SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

ACT I

ScenE 1 The Combination-Room of a Cambridge college. An
evening in spring

ScenNE 2 The same., A week later. Evening

ACT II

SceNe 1 The garden of the Master’s Lodge. Three weeks later.
Night

ScenNE 2 The same. Ten minutes later

ACT III

ScenE 1 The Combination-Room. A month later. Late afternoon
ScenNe 2 The same. A fortnight later. Morning

Time—the present






ACT I

SCENE 1

SceENE—The Combination Room of a Cambridge college. An evening in
spring.

It 15 a rich, spacious room with four tall windows at the back overlooking
a courtyard and a view of the fellows’ building opposite. There are doors
R and L. A long mahogany table up c, in front of the windows has three
upright chairs above it, three below it and a chair at each end. A small,
circular table for newspapers is in the corner up R, In the corner down R is a
small table used for chess with upright chairs above and below it, and a
leather tub chair L of it. Three large, comfortable armchairs are rc, C
and v, with small occasional tables L of the armchair ¢ and R of the table
RC. Another leather tub chair is down L. A writing desk, with an upright
chair above it is set at right angles to the wall 1, below the door. There are
built-in bookshelves in the wall v of the desk and a notice-board hangs on
the wall above the shelves, At night the room is lit by three pairs of electric-
candle wall-brackets between the windows, a table-lamp on the table up R,
a standard lamp down r and a table-lamp on the desk L.

When the CURTAIN rises, it is a fine evening. The lights are lit but the
window curtains are not yet closed. The after-dinner wine and glasses are
laid out on the table. ARTHUR BROWN, the Tutor, is pacing up and down R,
smoking a cigarette. He is aged fifty and is a plump, shrewd, kindly man.
At the moment, he is greatly disturbed. He looks out of the window up R,

lances at his watch then moves down Rc. PAUL JaGo, the Senior Tutor,
us seen crossing outside the windows from ® to L. He is in his fifties, a man
of deep feeling, exuberant and impulsive. He wears a light coat and hat.
After a moment he enters the room by the door L.

Jaco (moving above the armchair ¢) Arthur!

BrownN (moving to R of Fago) Ah, Paul. The very man I wanted to
see. You've just got back?

Jaco. Ten minutes ago. London’s all right for a couple of days,
but we wouldn’t have wanted more. (He removes his hat and coat) You
know, Liverpool Street to Cambridge Station is hardly designed to
raise the spirits, but the minute you walk through the College gates,
the heart lifts.

(Jaco exits 1, disposes of his hat and coat and re-enters immediately)

It’s almost a physical thing. Big Ben is supposed to be the most
reassuring sight in the world, but give me the porter’s lodge and
Newby’s topper . . . (He suddenly becomes aware of Brown’s manner)
What is it, Arthur?
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Brown. I’ve just come from the hospital.

Jaco. The Master?

Brown. Yes,

Jaco. Bad news?

Brown. I’'m not sure. I'm dreadfully afraid so. The doctors are
with him now. Pelham-Slade came out while I was there and we
spoke for a moment. He didn’t say much, but I know him well. I’'ve
arranged to telephone at half past. He said they should be through
by then. I hope I'm wrong.

Jaco (moving below the armchair Lc) We all knew it was serious, of
course, but . . . Poor man. Poor dear man. Does the College know ?

Brown. Only Crawford and Despard-Smith. They’re waiting at
the hospital. We agreed to say nothing to the others until it was
certain.

Jaco. I’'m glad you told me.

Brown. I did that for a reason. (He moves down R of the armchair c)
Paul, if it happens, you know what it will mean. In a few weeks, a
few months at most, the College will have to elect a new Master.

Jaco. We can’t think of that, now.

Brown. I believe we must.

Jaco. It may not happen. There are so many things they can do
these days.

Brown. I wish I thought that in this case. I may be wrong, but
if I’'m not we could be faced with a rush election. (He moves fo R
of Fago) The College is bound to be divided. It’s vital to be ready for
it

Jaco. I don’t see why we’re so bound to be divided.

Brown. If fourteen men are divided about most things they’re
not specially likely to agree about choosing a new Master.

Jaco (moving to R of the desk) The fourteen will have become
thirteen.

Brown. Yes. Paul, I think you know what I’m trying to say. If
that happens, will you let your name go forward?

Jaco (moving to L of the table up c) For God’s sake, Arthur. ..

BrowN (moving up R of the armchair ¢) One of us will have to
succeed Royce. I believe it should be you.

Jaco (moving to L of Brown) I'm sorry. We must leave it.

Brown. I'm trying to tell you why we can’t.

Jaco. It’s hard to take in. You {now, Arthur—it’s not always
been easy between Royce and me. Yet last term he went out of his
way to help me. You remember Alice was ill, and I was utterly dis-
tracted, a burden to everyone, including myself. Then one afternoon
the Master asked me if I would take a walk with him. He wanted
to tell me how anxious he was about Alice and how much he thought
of her. It touched me deeply. One’s dreadfully vulnerable through
those one loves. (He moves up R)

(A church clock strikes the half-hour)
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BrowN (moving c) I must go and telephone. They’ll be out from
hall in a minute.

(G. H. WinsLow, the College Bursar, is seen crossing outside the
windows from R to L. He is aged sixty and wears his gown and mortar-
board)

Here’s Winslow, now. I thought up a pretext to order a bottle—
it’s best to keep things cheerful as long as possible—break it with
him, will you? I shan’t be long. (He goes to the door 1. and turns) Oh,
and Paul, think over what I asked you. It’s damned important.

(BrROWN exits L, leaving the door open)

(off) Ah—Godfrey!
WinsLow (off) Deserting us, Tutor?
Brown (gff) Ishan’t be a minute.

(WINSLOW enters L)

Jaco. Evening, Winslow. First out?

WinsLow (crossing fo the armehair ¢) My dear Jago, when Gay is in
reminiscent mood, my digestive powers are strictly limited. (fe
sits in his favourite chair, the armchair c)

Jaco (moving above the left end of the table up c) A glass of port,
Bursar? (He pours two glasses of port)

WinsLow. If you please, Senior Tutor, if you please. I gather one
of us is prescntmg a bottle. Who is it, do you know? :

Jaco. Yes, it’s Arthur Brown.

WinsLow. Indeed. And what remarkable event is our worthy

Tutor celebrating tonight? Wat Tyler’s rebellion or the anniversary
of Trafalgar?

(Jaco puts a glass of port for Winslow on the table L of the armchair c)

Jaco. I’m afraid I've spilt some of it.

WinsLow. It’s so good of you to bring it.

Jaco. You got my note on the closed exhibitions?

WinsLow. Thank you, yes.

Jaco. I hope it had everything you wanted.

WinsLow. It may very well have done. It may very well have
done. I should be so grateful if you would explain it to me sometime,

Jaco. I struggled extremely hard to make it clear.

WinsLow. I have a feeling that clarity usually comes when one
struggles a little less and reflects a little more.

Jaco (moving o L of the table up c; with good humour) Really, Wins-
low, there are times when you would strain the patience of a saint.

.WinsLow. That, no doubt, is a pleasure to come.

(WALTER LUKE bursts in L. He is a young “‘Redbrick” scientist of
twenty-four)

Luke. Anyone seen Crawford about? Hello, Jago.
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Jaco. Luke, my dear boy, how are you?

Luke. Going mad. (He moves down L of Jago) Did Crawford dine
in hall tonight, Bursar?

WinsLow. I think not.

_Luxe. Damn! I wanted a word with him on this blasted diffrac-

tion experiment. '

Jaco. Having trouble?

Luke. I'm stuck to hell. Oh, well, I can’t wait now. (He moves to
the door L)

_l]iAttl}o (pouring a glass of port for Luke) Don’t leave us, Luke. Relax
a little.

Luke. No. I must get back to the lab.

JAGO (handing the glass to Luke) The lab will still be there in five
minutes. Work not going too well?

Luke. One second I think I’m all set, the next it seems as useless
as the great pyramid.

(Francis GETLIFFE and CHARLEs CHRYSTAL are seen crossing oul-
side the windows from R to L. GETLIFFE is a distinguished scientifie
Fellow. CHRYSTAL is the powerful Dean of the college)

I’'m beginning to wonder if I'll ever get the bastard right.

Jaco. Can a scientist explain it to a very ignorant layman? Some-
times talking out a problem helps.

Luke. I’'m not much at talking. I could draw it for you. (He moves
to the desk v, sits, puls down his glass, takes out a pencil and sketches rapidly
on a piece of paper)

Jaco. Please. (He moves to Luke)

Luke. Well—imagine that’s a beam of Alphas,

Jaco (encouragingly) A beam of Alphas. Yes?

(GeTLIFFE and CHRYSTAL enter L)

GETLIFFE (as he enters; to Chrystal) Well, that’s always the way—
but I wish someone would put Nightingale out of his misery.

CurysTAL. He’s not up for the Royal again?

GeTLIFFE. Every year, regular as clockwork. He’ll never get in
but he goes on hoping. (He moves to L of the table up c and pours a glass
of port for himself)

(CHRYSTAL moves LC)

WinsLow. I am, of course, very ignorant in matters of science but
T’'ve always understood that Nightingale was one of our brighter
sparks,

Luxke (looking up) Nightingale! Stone the crows!

GeTLIFFE. Oh, yes, Luke, he was once. But the spark burnt out.
That’s probably why he sets such store on being a Fellow of the
Royal.

CHRYSTAL (crossing and sitting in the armchair rc) I wish to God
they’d take him, he might be less hell to live with.
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GETLIFFE (crossing and sitting on the chair below the table down R)
Well, we shan’t have to cope with him tonight, he’s down with flu.
(He studies the chess-board)

CurystaL. That’s a relief.

GeTLIFFE. What?

Curystar. I mean—poor fellow.

GeTLIFFE. Now then——

(Lewts ELiOT enters L. He is in his late thirties and the third year of
his fellowship)

I’ve got young Lewis in a tight corner. Let’s see him get out of this
one,

Lewis (crossing down R) What’s all this? Francis getting above
himself?

Gerrirre, All right, Lewis, my friend, come and show us what
you’re made of. (He indicates the chess game) Now—extricate yourself
from that.

(LEewns sits above the table down R and studies the board)

Lewis. Well, let’s see. Ah, yes. Anderson—“The Immortal
Partie”,

(Eustace PiLBROW is seen crossing oulside the windows from R to L.
He is in his seventies, a Left-wing political don, known and respected
internationally. He carries his gown over his arm)

CurysTaL. Getliffe, before Lewis ties you in knots, you did fix
our next feast for May the sixth?

GerLirre. That’s right. The Commemoration of Benefactors.

Curystar. I hope you’ll make it a good one. I have an important
guest coming.

GetLIFFE. Good work. Who is he?

CrrysTaL, Sir Horace Timberlake. I expect you’ve heard of him.

GeTLIFFE. Oh, yes. I know Timberlake.

WinsLow. I am, of course, totally ignorant of these matters, but
I’ve seen the name occasionally in the financial journals.

CurystaL. He'’s one of the most successful men of the day.

(PILBROW enters L)

He controls an industry with a turnover of fifty million.

WinsLow. Indeed.

PiLrow. Who controls a turnover of fifty million? (He moves to
L of the table up c and pours a glass of port for himself)

Lewis. Sir Horace Timberlake. Chrystal’s hooked him for our
next feast, Pilbrow.

PiLBrow. Has he, indeed? Well done the Dean.

WinsLow. Ishould hardly have thought you would have approved
of him, Eustace.
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PiLBrOW (moving to R of Winslow) Wouldn’t you, Godfrey? And
why not, pray?

WinsLow. A millionaire with a title?

PiBrow. He's none the worse for that. If our ancestors had made
enough money, we should have found ourselves wearing coronets.

WinsLow. God forbid!

PiLBrow. Oh, I don’t know. I should rather have liked to be a

er.

GETLIFFE. A red peer, Pilbrow?

PrLBrOW (moving above the tub chair R) Well, of course. Then when
Timberlake became a baron we could have had fun in the Lords.
But bring your capitalist up to the feast and show him the sights.
I’'m only sorry I shan’t be one of them.

CrryYsTAL. Why's that?

PrBrow. I shall be in Belgrade on the sixth for the Peace Inter-
national. But I’'ve no doubt the college will do him proud. Better
than the poor old Achaeans would have done. (He chuckles)

(BrOWN enters L)

BrowN (moving up L of the armchair Lc) Where do the poor old
Archaeans come in?

PiLBrOW (cr0ssing to R of Brown) The Iliad. Book eleven. I’'ve been
reading it again in bed, Arthur.

Jaco (moving to L. of Brown; aside) Well?

BrowN (aside) Nothing yet. (He moves to the table up G and pours @
glass of port)

(JAaGo moves to L of the table up c)

PiBrow. Do you know those chaps’ idea of a beanfeast? Pram-
nian wine sprinkled with grated goats’ cheese. Oh, can you imagine
how horrible that must have been! (He mouves, stands behind Lewis and
watches the chess game)

WimnsLow. I’'m bound to say I prefer Brown’s bottle.

Luxke (suddenly jumping up) My God, I think I’ve got it!

(There is general reaction)
Yes, that’s it. Blind ass. Thanks, Jago. (He moves to the door L) Thanks
like hell.

Jaco. My dear boy, what did I do?
Luke. You listened.

(Luke dashes out L)

Pierow (fo Getliffe) He’s got you there, Francis.
Lewis (fo Getliffe) Mate, in three.
GeTLIFFE. Well, I’'m damned!

(PiLBROW moves to the table up R, selects a newspaper, sits R of the
table up c, takes out a pencil and does the crossword. LEWIS rises and
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moves C, below the table. BROWN picks up the decanter, moves to L of
Winslow, refills Winslow’s glass then hands the decanter to Lewis)

BrowN (indicating the port) 1 believe it’s your favourite year,
Godfrey.

WinsLow. Indeed it is. But what remarkable event are you cele-
brating tonight, my dear Tutor?

(LEWIs pours a glass of port for himself)

BrowN. Why, the remarkable event I am celebrating is the
appearance of young Mr R. S. Winslow in the Seniors’ match. I
know we should all feel that when the bursar has a son at the college
and the young man distinguishes himself, we want the pleasure of
marking the occasion.

WinsLow (taken aback) I must say this is handsome of you, Brown.

Brown. It’s a privilege. (He raises his glass) Gentlemen, the Bursar
and his son.

Omnes. The Bursar and his son!

(They drink)

WinsLow (fouched) Thank you, Tutor. Thank you all. Of course, .
he’ll never get into the team. He’s thought to be lucky to have got
this far. Poor boy, it’s the only notoriety he’s ever likely to have.
He’s rather a stupid child.

(Jaco moves to the window up LC)

BRrOWN (sitting in the tub chair down L) I’m not prepared to agree.
One might say that he doesn’t find examinations altogether con-
genial.

WinsLow. One might say rather more than that. However, he’s
thought to stand a chance of the Colonial Service, if he can scrape
a third.

CurystaL, He’ll make it all right,

WinsLow. Of course, I’'m terribly ignorant in these matters, but
I never have been able to comprehend why the remnant of our
Colonial Empire should need third-class men with a talent for
organized sports.

(M. H. L. Gavy, the Senior Fellow, s seen to cross outside the windows
Jfrom R to L. He is nudging eighty, sturdy, white-bearded and indomitable)

However, it’s important for the boy’s sake that he shouldn’t disgrace
himself in June. )
CHrysTAL. Don’t worry. Brown will get him through. -
WinsLow. I’'m sorry that my family should be such a preposterous
nuisance.

(GAY enters 1)

GAY (moving to the table) Do 1 see nuts and wine? Indeed I do,
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indeed I do. Capital! Nuts and wine. I must congratulate the
Steward. Where is the Steward ? (He moves above the armchair Lc) Ah,
there you are, Winslow. I congratulate you.

WinsLow. My dear Gay, I was a most uninspired Steward and I
gave up being so five-and-twenty years ago.

 (Rov CALVERT is seen lo cross outside the windows from R to L. He
is aged twenty-nine)

GAy (quite unabashed) Then congratulate the new Steward for me.
Tell him from me he’s doing splendid work.

Lewrs. A glass of port, Professor?

Gay (moving to L of Lewis) Thank you. And some of those little
munching nuts.

(CALVERT enters L and stands L of Gay)

(He looks at Calvert) Now, what’s your name, young man? Don’t
tell me. “Calvert.”” Young Roy Calvert.

(Lewits pours two glasses of port)

CarLverT. Good evening, Professor.

Gay. DI’ve got you taped, I've got you taped. Let’s see, now,
haven’t you been deserting us? Where was it you went? Don’t tell
me. Istanbul. You’ve been reconnoitring the Turkish museums.

CALVERT. That’s right—and the Turkish dancing girls.

Gay. I congratulate you. (He moves to the armchair LG and sils)

(LEWIS hands a glass of port to Calvert)

I was once given an honorary degree of the University of Istanbul.
I remember it to this day. I was met at the station by one of their
scholars, and his first words were: “Professor M. H. L. Gay, I think?
The great authority on the Sagas.”

(Lewsts puts a bowl of nuts and a glass of port for Gay on the occasional
table ®r of Gay, then collects his own glass)

Those were absolutely the first words I heard when I arrived at the
station,

WinsLow. Remarkable. (He rises, crosses to the bookshelves L and
selects a book)

Gavy. Yes, indeed. Mind you, I had to demur to the word “great”.
I said, ““Call me the authority on the Sagas, if you like. But without
the great.”” About honorary degrees.

(LEwis moves to the chair above the table down R, sits and plays chess
with GETLIFFE)

Do you know that I've absolutely collected fourteen of them?
(CALVERT crosses, stands up L of Lewis and waiches the game)
Not a bad bag, eh? From every civilized country except France.



SCENE 1 THE MASTERS 9

The French have never been able to recognize merit outside their
own country. Still, fourteen isn’t so bad. And there’s still time for one
or two more. -

Jaco (moving up v of Gay; warmly) I should think there is. And I
shall want to present a bottle for every one of them, Gay.

Gav. Make it champagne, will you?

(WinNsLow crosses with his book to the armchair c and sits)

I love champagne. Which reminds me. Are any of us publishing
a book this year?

CaLverT, I may be.

Gay. I congratulate you.

Jaco (crossing to L of Calvert) What’s it about, Calvert?

CALVERT. “‘An introductory analysis of certain texts in Middle
Soghdian.” Catchy title, don’t you think?

Jaco. I shall look forward to that. Of course, my knowledge of
the Orientals is not what it should be, but you have the gift, that’s
what counts.

Gay, I have a little work of my own coming out. I should not
absolutely rank it among my major productions but I'm quite
pleased with it as a tour de_force.

(CALVERT sits on the arm of the tub chair Rc. JAGO stands above
Lewis. They watch the chess)

I shall be interested to see the reception it obtains. I sometimes think
one doesn’t receive such a fair hearing when one is getting on in
years.

CHRrYSTAL. I shouldn’t have thought you need worry.

Gay. A fair hearing. That’s all I’'ve asked for all along, ever
since my first book. Ah, my first book. That was a great occasion.
When the press told me the book was out, I went round to the
bookshops to see for myself. Then I walked out to Grantchester
to visit my brother-in-law, Dr Fazackerley—my wife was his youngest
sister, you know. And when I told him the great news, do you know
that cat of his—ah, that was a cat and a half—he put up his two
paws, that cat did, for all the world as though he were applauding
me.

(THE REVEREND ALBERT DESPARD-SMITH, the deputy master,
enters L.
Dr TroMas CrawFORD jfollows kim on.
DESPARD-SMITH, in his sixties, is a morose cleric with a slight
stammer. CRAWFORD, smooth, impersonal, is in his fifties)

DEespARD-SMITH (moving fo L of Gay) G-gentlemen, may I have
your attention, please.

(CRAWFORD closes the door. CALVERT rises and stands up L of the
tub chair)
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Gay. Clap-clap-clap he went—just like that.

Desparp-SmitH. Dr Crawford has just come from the Master’s
m-medical advisers.

Gay. Three thousand pounds I made out of that book. It went
like smoke.
‘ Desparp-SmiTH, Please, Gay! We have tragic news. Dr Craw-
ord . . .

CRAWFORD (crossing up R of Gay; quietly) Speaking not as a fellow
but as one who was trained as a medical man, I must warn the
society that there is no chance at all of a happy issue.

(There is a silence)

CALVERT (presently) How long?
CrawrorD. The college must be prepared to have lost its Master
by the end of the summer term. (He moves to the table up c)

(There are murmurs from the others)

Gay. What’s this? What’s happened?

Brown. The Master is dying.

Gay. Ah. Indeed. Very sad.

DesparD-SmrtH. It’s catastrophic. When Royce asked me to act
as his deputy less than two months ago, I fully expected that before
the new term began he would be back in the saddle again.

CHrysTAL. I’m afraid you were the only one who did, Despard.
I think we all knew, really, didn’t we?

(There are murmurs of assent. CALVERT moves lo R of Crawford)

GeTLIFFE. Just the same, it’s a shock to hear it so soon.

Gay (munching a nut; comfortably) Yes, indeed. But I have some
recollection the Master had to live on one floor some little time ago.

Lewis. That wasn’t the present Master.

CarverT. He means Royce.

Gay. Indeed. Royce. (To Despard-Smith) You didn’t make that
clear.

(DESPARD-SMITH furns away L and sits on the edge of the desk)

But surely Royce is a very young man? We only elected him recently.

WinsLow. Fourteen years ago last December.

Gay. Ah, well, it will be a sad break with the past.

CHrysTAL. We've had this in the back of our minds for weeks.
Now we know and we’ve got to face it.

Lewis (rising and crossing to R of Calvert) Does the Master know the
truth himself?

CrawrorD (with a step down) No. Mrs Royce won’t have it.
They’re bringing him back to the lodge tomorrow. He’s not to be
told. '

Jaco (with a step in; instantly) But that’s the most appalling thing.

GEeTLIFFE. You would tell him?
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Jaco. Without the shadow of a doubt.

Crawrorp. I'm surprised that you’re so certain about that, Jago.
I should have thought, “This will mean peace of mind for him for
a few more weeks.” Let him have it.

Jaco. No. That’s presuming where no-one has a right to presume.
There are not many serious things in a man’s life—but one of them
is how he shall meet his death. You can’t be tactful about death.
All you can do is to leave a man alone. (He turns away R)

Brown (rising and moving up L.c) Yes,

WinsLow (briskly) Yes, well, be that as it may, the sad news we
have heard tonight confirms what, as the dean has said, most of us
anticipated for some time. Hitherto we have avoided the implica-
tions, from a sense of delicacy which I for one have thought mis-
placed. I suggest that we can no longer do so. Indeed, may I bring it
to a point?

CrawrorD. We should be grateful.

WinsLow. I propose, Mr Deputy, that the college hold a meeting
forthwith to discuss the vacancy with which we shall soon be faced,

CHRYSTAL (sharply) 1 don’t understand.

(JAGoO turns away to the window up R)

WimnsLow. I thought I made myself fairly clear. I observe we're
all here except Luke and Nightingale. Shall we consider ourselves a
quorum?

CHRYSTAL (rising and crossing down L) One moment. Mr Deputy,
I should like us to be reminded of the statute governing the election
of a Master.

WimnsLow. We know the statute. Why waste time?

GETLIFFE (rising and moving below the tub chair R) What’s all this,
Dean?

(LEWTIs moves down RG)

CurystaL (firmly) I should like to hear the statute, please. (He
goes to the bookshelves and takes out a book)

(DESPARD-SMITH rises)

WinsLow. Why are we wasting time?

CHRYSTAL (handing the book to Despard-Smith) Mr Deputy. (He sits
in the tub chair down 1)

Desparp-SmitH. Thank you.

(LEwrs sits on the right arm of the armchair Rc, GALVERT furns the
centre chair below the table and sits)

(He steps forward, opens the book and reads, or rather, half-intones in a
nasal voice) “When a vacancy in the office of M-Master shall become
known to that fellow first in order of precedence——"

Gay. That’s me. That’s me.

DesparD-SmiTH. “—he shall summon within forty-eight hours a



12 THE MASTERS Acr I

meeting of the Fellows. If the Fellow first in order of precedence be

not resident in Cambridge, or be otherwise incapable of presiding—

(he shoots a glance at Gay) the duty shall pass to the next senior, and

so on.”

4 Gavy. I am, of course, absolutely capable of discharging my
uties. -

Brown, We don’t want to tire you unduly.

Gay. Tire me, my dear chap? I’m not tired. But our old friend
Deslgard looks a bit groggy. (To Despard-Smith) Would you like my
seat:

DesparD-Smrte, No, I thank you.

Gay. You don’t want to overdo it, you know. You're getting
on. (Te Winslow) He’s getting on.

WmsLow. Unhappily he’s not, but with your permission . . .

DesparD-SmiTH (reading) ‘““When the Fellows are duly assembled,
the Fellow first in order of precedence shall announce to them the
vacancy, and shall cause a notice to this effect to be placed in full
sight on the notice-board in the Combination Room.”’

Gay. Cause to be placed! Cause to be placed! I shall fix it
myself,

WinsLow. Quite unnecessary.

) Gavy. When the time comes, I shall certainly fix it. I shall also
sign it.

Brown. That’s not in the statute.

Gay. Nevertheless, I shall sign it. When people see the signature
“M. H. L. Gay”, they’ll know there’s been no hanky-panky.

WinsLow. Hanky-panky?

Gay. Yes, and no jiggery-pokery, either. (To Despard-Smith)
Carry on, my dear chap, if you’re not too exhausted.

(Jaco moves down R)

Desparp-SmiTH (reading) “The time regulated for the election
shall be t-ten o’clock on the morning of the fourteenth day from
the date of the notice if the vacancy occur in term, or on the thirtieth
day if it occur out of term.” (He closes the book) That is the s-statute.
(He replaces the book in the bookshelves then stands below the desk)

Gav. Fine piece of draughtsmanship, that statute.

CHRYSTAL. Yes, and it makes my point. The college can’t take
any formal action until the Mastership is vacant.

WinsLow. Rubbish!

CurysTAL. What did you say?

WinsLow. I said, ‘rubbish’. This is formalism carried to extreme
limits. I’ve never known the Dean be so scrupulous on a matter of
etiquette before.

(LEWTS rises)

GetLIFFe. It’s completely obvious the matter must be discussed.
BrownN (moving to L of Gay; smoothly) I'm sure the Dean never
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intended to suggest anything else. The little difference of opinion
between us amounts to nothing more than whether our discussion
should take place at a formal college meeting or elsewhere.

WmsLow. Or, to those who haven’t the gift for softening differ-
ences possessed by the Tutor, whether we shall dissolve immediately
into cabals or talk it out in the open.

GETLIFFE (silting in the armchair Rc) Term starts next week. We
can’t leave things till then.

WmsLow. No. Not that the appearance of the men should
obstruct the more serious purposes of our society, such as rolling
a log in the right direction? .

BrownN. Before rolling a log in any direction, may I suggest we
sleep on it? :

WinsLow. Brown’s universal panacea.

GetLiFre. The problem will still be there in the morning,
Arthur.

CrawFORD. Speaking now as a Fellow and not as a former medical
man, I consider the College would be grossly imprudent not to use
the next few weeks to resolve on the dispositions it must make.

Lewrs (moving a little up rc) But that’s agreed by everyone,
Crawford. The only question is, whether a formal college meeting
is the most suitable place.

Brown (moving a little up Lc) I think the Dean and I believe that,
with a little private discussion, the College may be able to reach a
very substantial measure of agreement,

Carvert. That is a rare and beautiful prospect.

Lewis (moving to R of Calvert; with a grin) Shut up, Roy.

GeTLiFFE. How do you regard the situation, Mr Deputy?

DesparDp-SmrtH. It’s nothing short of c-catastrophic.

CuRrySTAL (stubbornly) I submit we can’t elect while the Master
is still alive. (He rises and moves to L of Gay)

WinsLow. And I submit there are certain questions that must
be resolved immediately.

CHrysTAL., Such as?

WinsLow. Are we going outside for a Master, or are we going
to choose one of ourselves? I think the society will agree there are
good reasons for going outside this time.

(There is a general outburst)

Brown (My first impression is that I should be
rather against that.
GETLIFFE Hold your horses! I think we should be
(together) 4 - careful.
CHRYSTAL [ \8 I don’tsee this college doing that. It always

likes to keep jobs in the family.
Lewis Surely we can find one from among our-
L selves.
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(CGRAWFORD moves to L of the table up c and pours himself a drink)

WinsLow. But if the family lacks a natural leader . . . What is
your view, Senior Tutor?

Jaco. I confess I’vescarcely given the matter a moment’s thought.

WinsLow. I confess you surprise me.

CHRYSTAL (He crosses to L of Winslow) Winslow, this
is neither the time nor the place . .

WinsLow (together) Here we are faced . . .

GETLIFFE 8 Surely the essential point . .

Brown May I suggest .

Lewiss I should say we had a natural leader .

(CALVERT rises)

PiLBrOW (rising and moving to R of Lewis; suddenly incoherently, but
with force) No! No, please! Stop! You must! Look here, the College
can’t possibly have a meeting about a new Master when the man
who ought to be presiding is—I mean, for God’s sake—I've never
known such extraordinary lack of feeling.

(CALVERT moves behind Winslow’s chair)

CHRYSTAL (He crosses below Gay to L of Brawn) T've
(together) said from the beginning . .
WinsLow The college must face the situation .

Jaco (cutting in; with sudden authority) Gentlemen! The Master of
this college is dying. We know that in the coming weeks we must
settle on someone to succeed him, however difficult that may be.
But surely—surely we can do it in our own way, without utterly
offending the taste of some of us by insisting on doing it formally,
at a meeting of which the dying man is still the head.

(PiLBROW mM0DES to Fago and pats his arm)

CALVERT (mouving to the table up ¢) That settles it.

Gay. Well said, Jago. I congratulate you.

CHRYSTAL (moving above the desk) I have no doubt that we have
just listened to the decisive word.

(DEsPARD-SMITH sifs in the tub chair down L. LEwis moves io R of
the table up c)

Jaco. May I add a personal plea? (He moves rc) Forgive me—I
make it in the light of past experience. Last time, many of us, myself
included, said things that shouldn’t have been said. We divided the
College. The unity of this place matters more than any one of us.
We should do all we can to preserve it.

WmsLow. A pious, if impractical hope.

CHRYSTAL It’s been made perfectly clear . . .

Brown (together) < Really, Winslow . . .

PiLBROW Godfrey, for Heaven’s sake .
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WinsLow. Permit me to remind you that in every election within
living memory, once the knives are out . . .
Prsrow. Godfrey! Please!

(There is a knock on the door L. The room is suddenly silent.
NEWBY, the head porter, enters L. He carries his top hat)

NEwsY (to Brown; formally) A message from the hospital, sir,
(There is reaction from the others)

(He crosses to R of Brown) Mrs Royce’s compliments. She thanks you
for your kind enquiry and thought the college would like to know
that the Master is comfortable and sleeping peacefully.

Brown. Thank you, Newby.

(There are murmurs of thanks from the others)

Newsy (after a pause) Will I draw the curtains, gentlemen?
Brown, Please.

There are murmurs of assent from the others. The church clock strikes
ten. NEWBY puts his hat on the left end of the table, then closes the window
curtains working from L to R. The others settle down to read, to sleep, to
play chess. DESPARD-SMITH reaches out to the table behind kim for a
newspaper, and reads. BROWN sits at the desk and commences to write.
CHRYSTAL mouves to the table up ¢ and pours a glass of port. GETLIFFE
rises. CALVERT goes lo the table up R and selects a paper. PILBROW moves
and sits on the chair below the right end of the table up c and works at his
crossword. JaGo moves to the door R. CRAWFORD moves to the window
up LG and looks out through the curtains. NEWBY closes the curtains and
crosses above the table up c to L of it. GETLIFFE moves and sits below
the chess-table dowwn R. CALVERT moves, sits in the tub chair down rRG
and reads his paper. CHRYSTAL takes his drink and sits in the armchair RC.
Lewrs sits above the chess-table. He and GETLIFFE play chess.

NEwBY collects his hat and exits L. GAY sleeps. WINSLOW is seated
in the armchair c. Everyone but JAGO and CRAWFORD remain quite still.
JAco moves to the window up Ra, turns, looks around the room, then looks
at Crawford. CRAWFORD turns and looks at Fago. He and JAGO remain
looking at each other in the silent Combination Room as—

the CURTAIN falls



16 THE MASTERS Acr I

ScenNE 2

ScENE—The same. A week later. Evening.

When the CURTAIN rises, the window curtains are closed and the lights are
on. LEwis is seated above the chess-table down R with a newspaper,
working out a chess problem. BROWN is seated in the armchair c. CHRY-
STAL s seated in the armchair Lc. They are both smoking and are deep in
earnest conversation like a pair of conspirators.

Carystar. Of course, if the worst happens before the feast we
shall have to cancel, but if not, Mrs Royce insists we carry on as
usual.

Brown. In any case, he may put us off at the last minute. He
must look on us as very small beer.

CHRYSTAL. I don’t think so. He struck me as a man who means
what he says.

Brown, Naturally he'll be staying the night.

CarystaL, Of course. We’ll give him the finest room in the
College.

Brown (sitting up) 1 wonder if that’s wise.

CHRYSTAL (sitting up) You don’t think so?

Brown. I wonder. It could be a mistake to surround him with
luxury. A man like Sir Horace might get the wrong idea.

CurysTAL (with a grin) You mean, he might think we weren’t
sufficiently poverty-stricken?

Brown. Timberlake’s shrewd. One’s got to be careful. Of course,
there’s no harm in seeing that the room’s reasonably decent.

CurysTAL. It might be a nice touch to turn off the central heat-
ing,

Brown. And give him pneumonia?

CHrystaL, There’s always his will,

(BrowN and CHRYSTAL laugh)

Lewis (lowering his paper; amused) What s all this about Timber-
lake?

CuryYSTAL (fo Brown) Shall we tell him?

Brown. Tell him.

CurysTaL. There’s a chance of a benefaction, Eliot.

Brown. Ifit comes off, it will be the largest the College has ever
had.

Lewis. So that’s what you’re after. How much?

CurystaL. Sir Horace hinted at a quarter of a million.

Lews. Phew!

CHRYSTAL (rising and moving to L of the table up c) He can probably
sign a cheque for double and not miss it. (He pours a glass of port for.
hamself)
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