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ACT THREE

‘Exactly as at the end of Act Two. ERIC is staywding just inside the

room and the others are staring at him.

ERI
INSPECTOR [as before]: Yes, we know,
[ERIC shuts the door and comes farther in.]
MRS anneq: Eric, I can’t believe {t. There must be
some mistake. You don’t know what we’ve been saying,
SHEILA: It’s a good job for him he doesn’t, isn’t it ?
ERIC: Why?
SHEILA: Because s been busy blaming everything
young man who got this girl into trouble, and saying he shouldn’t
escape and should be made an example of -

BIRLING: That’s enough, Sheila.
ERIC [bizterly]: You haven’t made it any easier for me, have you,

her’s beer

Mother?
MRS BIRLING: But I didn’t know it was youl I never dreamt.
Besides gyoii’re not that type > you don’t get

SHEILA: Of course he does. I told you he did.

ERIC: You told her. Why, you little sneak!

SHEILA: No, that’s not fair, Eric. I could have told her months
ago, but of course I didn’t. I only told her tonight because I
knew everything was coming out — it was simply bound to come
out tonight — so I thought she might as well know in advance.

Don’t forget — I’ve already been | it,
MRS BIRLING: Sheﬂa“
BIRLING: Neither do L
smoothly]: Just a minute, Mrs Birling.
There’ll be plenty of time, when I’ ne, for you all to adj
our family relationships. m
h[&em 10 the three of them] ¢ obliged
£ you et 5 g o BOUEBY SheRiauerprions. -

ing to ER1C] Now then. \

ERIC [miserably]: Could I have a drink first ?

BIRLING [explosively]: No.

< \0“77

G [0 Er1C]: All right. Go on.
[ERIC goes for a whisky. His whole manner of handling the

decanter and then the w with
wheavy-drinking. The others watc narrowly.)

[Bitterly] I understand a lot of things now I didn’t understand
before.

INSPECTOR: Don’t start on that_[To ERIC]
When did you first meet this gir

ERIC: One night last November. — A’-ﬁk/ C-e,ra-(d

INSPECTOR: Where did you meet her ?

Eric: In thcql’d been there an hour or so with two or
- three chaps. I was a bit Ack

INSPECTOR: What happened then ?

ERIC: I began talking to her, and stood her a few drinks. I
.was rather far gone by the time we had to go.

INSPECTOR: Was she drunk too ? a-Qd

ERIC: She told me afterwards that she was a bit,

she'd ot ik et Pt oy
INSPECTOR: Why had she gone there - ?

ERIC: She wasn’t the usual sort. But'- well, I
know what to do.
never qui

erstood about that.

INSPECTOR: You went with her to her lodgings that night ?

ERIC: Yes, I insisted - it seems. I’m not very clear about it, but
afterwards she told me she didn’t want me to go in but that -

st well, I was in that state when a chap @asilyjrusfiSifasty and I

threatened to make a row.
INSPECTOR: So she let you in ?
+ERIC: And that’s when it happened.
- that’s the hellish thing.
MRS BIRLING [with a cry]: c - how could you ?
BIRLING [sharply]: Sheila, take your mother along to the drawing-
room -

‘SHEILA [protesting]: But -
BIRLING [ver% {wr 0 on,
Sybil. ‘

| - ﬂ\‘(hr.\ﬁ VPSRt

Pealisotom

d I didn’t even remember

th‘olh"%
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[He goes to open the door while SHEILA takes her mother out.
Then he closes it and comes in.]

INSPECTOR: When did you meet her again ?

ERIC: About a fortnight afterwards.

INSPECTOR: By appointment ?

ERIC: No. And I couldn’t remember her name or where she lived.
It was all very vague. But I happened to see her again in the
Palace bar.

INSPECTOR: More drinks ?

ERIC: Yes, though that time I wasn’t so bad.

INSPECTOR: But you took her home again ?

ERIC: Yes. And this time we talked a bit. She told me something
about herself and I talked too. Told her my name and what I did.

INSPECTOR: And you made love again'?

ERIC: Yes
she was pretty and a sport —

BIRLING So you had to go to bed with her ?

ER1c: Well, I’m old enough to be married, aren’t I, and I’m not
married, and I hate these fat old tarts round the town - the ones
I see some of your respectable friends with —

BIRLING [angrily]: I don’t want any of that talk from you -

INSPECTOR [very don’t want any of it from either of
you. [T0o ErRIC] Did you arrange to see each
othe t alles Cha rge

ERIC: Yes. And the next time — or the time after that - she told me
she thought she was going to have a baby. She wasn’t quite sure.
And then she was.

INSPECTOR: And of course she was very worried about it ?

ERIC: Yes, and so was I.

INSPECTOR: Did she suggest that you ought to marry her ?

gr1c: No. She didn’t want me to marry her. Said I didn’t laye
her — and all that.
I Though I was y as old as she was.

INSPECTOR: So what did you propose to do ?
ERIC: Well, she hadn’t a job — and didn’t feel like trying
one — and she’d no money left -

ﬂowcom(\

until she refused t

more -
INSPECTOR: How much did you give her altogether

) ; d’fa‘h on
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ERIC: I suppose -
BIRLING: Fi = inking and going round the
town |
INSPB!I!R: |l! !I Mesuon too.

ERIC [miser, : I got it from the oﬁicG
BIRLING ffice ? p

ERIC: Yes. ¢

INSPECTOR: You mean - ye money ?

ERIC: Not really.

BIRLING [angrily]: What do you mean - not really ?
[ERIC does not reply because

W omen Befurn.

SHEILA: This isn’t my fault.

MRS BIRLING [to BIRLING]: I’m sorry, Arthur, but I simply
couldn’t stay in there. I had to know what’s happening.

BIRLINGF Well, I can tell you what’s happening. He’s
admitted he wasresponsible for the girl’s condition, and now he’s
telling us he supplied her with money he stole from the office.

MRS BIRLING : Eric! You stole money ?

ERIC: No, not really. I intended to pay it back.

BIRLING: We’ve heard that story before. How could you have paid
it back ?

ERIC: I’d have managed somehow. I had to have some money -

BIRLING: I don’t understand how you could take as much as that
out of the office without somebody knowing.

ERIC: There were some small accounts to collect, and I asked for
cash -

BIRLING: Gavg the firm’s re

ERIC: Yes.

ceipt and t.hcn"‘kcpt the money, e¢h ?

you’ve been spoilt -
INSPECTOR [cutting in]: Mv;n’t much
time. You’ll be able to een you
_ »P alse Sense ofR
[ m porteice .
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when I've gone. [ T0 ER1C] Just one last question, that’s all. The
girl discovered that this money you were giving her was stolen,
didn’t she ?
ERIC [miserably]: Yes. That was the worst of all.
any more, and she didn’t want to see me again. [Sudden startled
tone] Here, but how did you know that ? Did she tell you ?
INSPECTOR: No. She told me nothing. I never spoke to her.
SHEILA: She told Mother. 2 Ylc oloe,an +

MRS BIRLING [alarmed]: Sheilal
SHEILA: Well, he has to know. Inow Mes 8

ERIC [f0 MRS BIRLING]: She told you ? Did sh,enco\fn% &kr% “but _

then she couldn’t have done, she/didn’t even know I lived here.
What happened ? [MRS BIRLING, distressed, shakes her head but
does not reply.)

authority]: I’ll tell you. She went to your

mother’s committee for help, after she’d done with you

ERIC [nearly at breaking point]: She cameto
you to protect meélB¥and you turned her awa s, and you
killed he®™and the child she’d have had t y c;x::!
own grandchild #%6u killed them bothﬁamn you,

MRS BIRLING [very distressed now): No SEric - please”dn’t

know /=T didn’t understan

1C [almost threateni;
you -

S\
,E‘\/H ILA [frightened]: Eric, don’t - don’t - e OYina ‘+7
BIRLING [ furious, intervening]: Why, you hystefical young fool -
FAiE

get ba W rest
INSPECTOR[ Stop ! [They are
quiet, staring at him.] And be quiet for a moment and listen to

irl

de looks from one

i ’t think you ever
will. Remember what you did, Mrs Birling. You turned her
away when she most needed help. You refused her even the

little bit of organized charity you had in your power to
grant her, Remember what you -

diss Masuly (g 550V)
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ERIC [unhappily]: My God - I’m not likely to forget.

INSPECTOR: the end of
0, you won
orget. [He looks at SHEILA.]

SHEILA [bitterly]: I know. I had her turned out of a job. I started

it.
INSPECTOR: You helped - but didn’t start it. [Rathe-to
illings a week

BIRLIN "She wanted twenty-five
enty-two and sixpence.
. And now she’ll make you a heavier pri

instead o
ily]: Look, Inspector

ribe?
INSPECTOR: You're offering the money at the wrong time, Mr
Birling. [He makes a move as if concluding the session, possibly
shutting up notebook, etc. Then surveys them sardonically.] No, I
don’t think any of you will forget. Nor that young man, Croft,
though he at least had some affection for her and made her
happy for a time. Well, Eva Smith’s gone

And you can’t do good now, 2
can’t even say
HEILA [who is crying quietly]: That’s the worst of it.
ECTOR: But just remember this. One Eva Smith has

BIRLING [uU

ou

N

A

\S

with us, with their
inter-
and say and do. We

don’t live alone.

And I tell you that the time soon

come when, if men wi that lesson, then they will be
taught i night.
[He straight out, leaving them staring, subdued and

wondering. SHEILA 1s still quietly crying. MRS BIRLING has
collapsed into a chair. ERIC is brooding desperately. BIRLING,

the only active one, hears the front door slam, moves hesitatingly
towards the door, stops, looks gloomily at the other three, then
pours himself out a drink, which he hastily swallows.]
BIRLING [angrily to ERIC]: You’re the one I blame for this.

gric: Ill bet T am. . '
BIRLING [angrily]: Yes, and you don’t realize yet all you’ve done.
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Most of this is bound to come out, Mm
ERIC: Well, I don’t care now. -
BIRLING: You! You-don’t seém fo cife about anything, But I

care. Iﬁn-nlmoct oet;gmjor a knighthood in the next Honors

List -

[ERIC laughs rather hysterically, pointing at him.)
ERIC [laughing]: Oh - for God’s sake! What does it matter now
whether they give you a knighthood or not ?
BIRLING [stormily]: It doesn’t matter to you. Apparently nothing
matters to you. But it may interest you to know that until every
penny of that money you stole is repaid, you’ll work for nothing.
And there’s going to be no more of this drinking round the
town - and picking up women in the Palace bar -

*—-
-\al’—dﬁ
KeS

gxt don’t forget I’m ashamed of

‘._.n,a-q(l e -
ed oul &\;..( th _j__-‘ ‘.'.‘.‘ 0

BIRLING [angrdy] Drop that. There s every 'excuse for what

both your mother and I did 4

1T turn

SEA [scornfully]: That’s all.
BIRLING: Well, what have you to say ?
“sHEILA: I don’t know where to begin.
BIRLING: Then don’t begm Nobody wants you to.
sHEILAST behaved badly too. I know I did. F’fi ask

T

‘E/ISI (") Butnow you’re beginning all over again to pretcnd that nothmg v

much has happened -

BIRLING: Nothing much has happened! Haven’t I already said
there’ll be a public scandal = unlessiye’reluckys and who here
will suffer from that more Iwﬂl? ‘

SHEILA: But:that s not what I’m talkmg about I don
that. ) - is. vou don’ g e ]e :

BIRLING: Don t I ? Well, you’re qmte wrong aherc. I’ve leamt
plenty tonight. And you don’t want me to tell you what I've
learnt, I hope. When I look back on tonight -~ when I think of
what I was feeling when the five of us sat down to dinner at that
table -

EBRIC [cutting in]: Yes, and do you remember what you said to
Gerald and me after dinner, when you were feeling so pleased

Shailo vs B v //fig

’t care aboux

EL(\A‘OG"IO/’\

: I should think not. Eric, Tm’

G

N,

aqqresswe h\/ POer e

ACT THREB

ith yourself M mm..
ook after hithself and mind his own business, and that we
weren’t to take any notice of these cranks who tell us that every-
body has to look after everybody clse, as if we were all mixed up
together. Do you remember ? Yes —and then one of those cranks
walked in - the Inspector. [Laughs bitterly.] I didn’t notice you
im that it’s every man for himself.

SHEILA yiattentive]: Is that when the Inspector came, just
after Fathér had said that ?

ERIC: Yes. What of it ?

MRS BIRLING: Now what’s the matter, Sheila ?

SHEILA [slowly]: It’s ﬂ%— very queer — [she looks at them
reflectively.]

MRS BIRLING [with some excitement]: I know what you’re going to
say. Because I’ve been wondering myself.

SHEILA: It docsn’t much matter now, of course -BlililasheEealiFy:

BIRLING Well, 1fhe v&asn ’t, it matters a devil of a lot. Makes all
the difference.

SHEILA: No, it doesn’t.

BIRLING: Don’t talk rubbish. Of course it does.

SHEILA: Well, it doesn’t to me. And it oughtn’t to you, either.

MRS BIRLING: Don t be childish Shei

BI RLING 1 won’ Lhave that sort of talk. Any more of that and you
leave this room. -

ERIC: That’ll be terrible for her, won’t it ?

SHBI A I’ m going anyhow ina mmute or two But don t you see,

You tumed thc gn‘l out of one job, and I had her turned out of
another. Gerald kept her —at a time when he was supposed to be
too busy to see me. Eric — well, we know what Eric did. And
Mother hardened her heart and gave her the final push that

SHEILA: That’s what I mean, Eric. But if it’s any comfort to you -

Share guilt + ﬁe:,oonS/)a,/g
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BIRLING [rather excited]: You're right. I felt it too. [To MRS

BIRLING] Didn’t you?

MRS BIRLING: Well, I must say his manner was quite extra-
ordinary; so = so rude - and assertive —

BIRLING: Then look at the way he talked to me.

/ and so on. He must have known I was an ex-Lord

Mayor and a magistrate and so forth. Besides — the way he

talked - you remember. I mean, they don’t zalk like that. I’'ve

had dealings with dozens of them.

SHEILA: All right. Butit doesn’t make any real difference, y’know.

MRS BIRLING: Of course it does.

ERIC: No, Sheila’s right. It doesn’t.

RLING(@ngrily)e T hat’s comic, that is, coming from you. You’re
the one it makes =difference to. You’ve confessed to theft,
and now he knows all about it, and he can bring it out at the in-
quest, and then if necessary carry it to court. He can’t do any-
thing to your mother and Sheila and me - except perhaps make

us look a bipm as for you, he
can ruin you. You know.

SHEILA [slowly]: We hardly ever told him anything he didn’t
know. Did you notice that ?
~ BIRLING: That’s nothing. He hadabxt of information, left by the

girl, and made a few smart guesses — if
g Wl’q A Looks

And really, when I come to think of it, why you

all had togo letting everything come out like that, beats me.

smax LA: It’s all right talking like that now. But he made us con-
fess.

MRS BIRLING: He certainly didn’t make me confess - as you call

it. I told him quite plainly that I thought I had done no more

than =
SHEILA
.BIRLING: The fact is, you allowed yourselves to be bluffed. Yes -
bluffed.

MRS BIRLING [protesting]: Now really — Arthur.
BIRLIN t these /two. That fellow ob-

Kiols
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viously didn’t like us. He was the start.
Probably SIBOIalSESr some sort of crank — he talked like one.
And then, instead of standing up to him, you let him bluff you
into talking about your private affairs. You ought to have stood
up to him.

ERIC [sulkily]: Well, 1 d1dn’t notice you standing up to him.

BIRLING: No, because by that time you’d admitted you’d been
taking money. What chance had I after that ? I was a fool not to
have insisted upon seeing him alone.

gr1c: That wouldn’t have worked.

SHEILA: Of course it wouldn’t.

MRS BIRLING: Really, from the Ry gONCRIGISHIAlE you might

be wanting to help him instead of us. Now just be quiet so that
ﬂgwﬁsw
at BIRLING.] N0 d.Lc\’

BIRLING [dubiously]: Y‘veﬂ. We’llhavetodosomethmg
get to work quickly too. [As he hesitates there is aring at the front
door. They look at each other in alarm.] Now who’s this ? Had I
better go?

MRS BIRLING: No. Edna’ll go. I asked her to wait up to make us
some tea.

SHEILA: It might be Gerald coming back.

BIRLING [relieved]: Yes, of course. I’d forgotten about him.

[EDNA appears.]

_EDNA: It’s Mr Croft. _— ’fOV}C l‘/“‘aﬂgﬁ'

and EDN A withdraws.]

GERALD: I hope you don’t mind my coming back ?

MRS BIRLING: No, of course not, Gerald.

GERALD: I had a special reason for coming. When did that
Inspector go ?

SHEILA: Only a few minutes ago. He put us all through it -

MRS BIRLING [warningly]: Sheilal

SHEILA: Gerald might as well know.

BIRLING [hastily]: Now — now — we needn’t bother him with all
that stuff.

SHEILA: All right. [To GERALD] But we’re all in it - up to the
neck. It got worse after you left.

GERALD: How did he behave ?

SHBILA: He was -
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BIRLING: If ﬁu ask me, he behaved in a yeryIBEGUITARARG:

MRS BIRLING: The rude way he spoke to Mr Birling and me - it
was quite extraordinary|
GERALD: Hm - hm!
[They all look inquiringly at GERALD.]

BIRLING [excitedly]: You know something, What is it ? /-
h 0/

BIRLING [astounded]: What ? T e
MRS BIRLING: Are you certain ?
GERALD: I’m almost certain. That’s what I came back to tell you.
BIRLING [excitedly]: Good lad! You asked about him, e¢h ?
GERALD: Yes I know down the road. I
asked him about this Inspector Goole and descnbed the chap
carefully to him. F 4 e
anybody like him on
BIRLING: You didn’t t

he force here .
aboot Ha In
GERALD [cutting in]: No, no. I passed it off by saying I'd been
having an argument with somebody. But the point is — this

Lic

sergeant was they hadn’t any inspector at all like
the chap who came here.

BIRLING [excitedly]: By Jingo! A fake!

MRS BIRLING [triumphantly]: Didn’t I tell you? Didn’t I say I

couldn’t imagine a real police i mspector talkmg hke that tous ?
GERALD: Well, you were right. T uch inspector

Wese GeeaiaTy | » -
BIRLING [beginning to move]: I’m going to make certain of this.

MRS BIRLING: What are you going to do ?

BIRLING: Ring up thc Chief Constable Colonel Roberts.

MRS BIRLING: @ar vhat you say, dear

BIRLING [now at ulephone] Of course. [At telephone] Brumley
eight seven five two. [0 others as he waits] I was going to do this
anyhow. I’vehad m [At telephone] Colonel
Roberts, please, Mr Arthur Birling here. ... Oh, Roberts -

..E\ . Birling here. Sorry to ring you up so late, but can you tell me if
5wn

an Inspector Goole has joined your staff lately ... Goole.
G-0-O-L-E...anewman. . .tall, clean-shaven, [Here he can
describe the appearance of the actor playing the INSPECTOR.] I
see, . .yes. ..well, thatsettles it. , , . No, just a little argument

L) ON e phcr\;» g

‘ot Colonel Voile

‘V(‘Qrmns BIRLING

we were having here. . ..
phone and looks at the others.

MRS BIRLING: I lelt lt| !l !e time. He never talked like one. He

never even looked like one.
BIRLING: This makes a difference, y’know. In fact, —

night. [He puts doun the tele-

GERALD: Of course! SarcasSm
SHEILA [bitterly]: I suppose we’re all nice peopﬁnow.
BIRLING: If you’ve nothing more sensible than that to say,

eila
ERIC:She’s right, though.
/7 ING [angrily]: And you’d better keep quiet anyhow. If that

had been a police inspector and he’d heard you confess -
Arthur - careful!
BIRLING [hastily]: Yes, yes.
HEILA: You see, Gerald, you haven’t to know the rest of our
crimes and idiocies.
GERALD: That’s all right, I don’t want to. [ 70 BIRLING] What do
you make of this business now ? Was it a hoax ?
BIRLING: Of course. Somebody put that fellow up to co:mng here

ﬁrst In the ordmary way, I beheve I would have done. But
coming like that, bang on top of our little celebration, just when
we were all feeling so pleased with ourselves, naturally it took
me by surprise.

MRS BIRLING: I wish I’d been here when that man first arrived.
I’d have asked {24 few questions before I allowed him toask us
any.

SHEILA: It’s all right sayi
MRS BIRLING:
#iim: And now I say we must discuss this business quietly and

sensibly and decide if there’s anything to be done about it.
BIRLING [wuh hearty approval]: You’re absolutely right, my dear.
Already we’'ve dlscove ed one impo;
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GERALD: I’'m sure it isn’t.

BIRLING [keenly interested]: You are, eh ? Good | [To BR1C, who is
restless] Eric, sit down.

ERIC [sulkily]: I'm all right.

BIRLING: All right? You’re anything but all right. And you

needn’t stand there - as if — as if =
ERIC: As if — what ? d\\/\dﬂ-

BIRLING: As if you’d nothing to do with us. Just remember your
own position, young man. If anybody’s up to the neck in this
busmess, you are, S0 you’d better take some interest m it.

RIC: St in 00 1
SHEILA: It’s mine too. '&AP‘MS’ M‘ff
BIRLING: Now listen, you two. If you’re still feeling on edge, then
the least you can do is to keep quiet. Leave this to us. I’ll admit
that fellow’s antics rattled us a bit. But we’ve found him out -
and all we have to do is to keep our heads. Now it’s our turn.
T sHEILA: Our turn to do — what ?
/ﬁ\ MRS BIRLING [sharply]: To behavel§el
more than you’re doing.
ERIC
sensnbly ?You re by

s1bly, Sheila — which is

fuents :

o VS isn’t sh ? Nobody s brought her to life, have they ?
Q\‘\MHBILA [eagerly]: That’s just
don’t seem to understand.
ERIC Whoever that chap was| the fact remains that I did what I
ﬁ. And Mother d the rest of you hat
you difto her. It’s sull the same rotten story whether it’s been
told to a police inspector or to somebody else. According to you,

I ought to feel a lot better - [To GERALD] I stole some money, .

Gerald, you might as wel] know — [4s BIRLING fries to inter«
rupt] 1 don’t care, let him know. The money’s not the important
thing. It’s what happened to the girl and what we all did to her
that matters. And I still feel the same about it, and that’s why I
don’t feel like sitting d and having a nice cosy talk.

SHEILA: And Eric’s abso. tely nght. And 1t’s the best thmg any
one of us has said tonight.2 : : -

talkmg about behavmg

TETRRT T g

o only concernt

ACT THREE

BIRLING: k—for-sake!
MRS BIRLINY [protesting]: Arthur!
BIRLING: We\l, my dear, they’re so

2 215

))(QH

Aamned exasperating. They
‘ r to see the difference

I know w: uld have klckcd you out of the house anyhow by this

time. hold 1 tongu ;

ERIC [quie ly, bmerly] I don’t give a damn now whether I stay
here or pot.

BIR 'ga.l_l...s stay here long enough to give me an account of

hag y-yonu stole - yes, and to pay it back too.

SHEILA that won’t bring Eva Smith back to life, will it ?

ERIC: And it doesn’t alter the fact that we all helped to kill her.

GERALD: But is it a fact ?

ERIC: Of course it is. You don’t know the whole story yet.

SHEILA: I suppose you’re going to prove now you didn’t spend
last summer keeping this girl instead of seeing me, eh ?

GERALD: I did keep a girl last summer. I’ve admitted it. And I’m
sorry, Sheila.

SHEILA: Well, I must admit you came out of it better than the rest
of us. The Inspector said that.

BIRLING [angrily]: He wasn’t an Inspector.

SHEILA [flaring up): i
let’s start dodging an
that girl to commit sui

GBRALD Dld we ? Who says

And don’t
now. Between us we drove

SHEILA: Of course there is.

GERALD: No, there isn’t. Look atit. A man comes here pretending
to be a police officer. It’s a hoax of some kind. Now what does he
do ? Very artfully, working on bits of information he’s picked
up here and there, he bluffs us into confessing that we’ve all
been mixed up in this girl’s life in one way or another.

1$ Gevald trying 1O Made op &
Stony So he 1Snt held respansible?
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ERIC: And so we have,
GERALD
BIRLING [eagerly]: Now wait a minute! Let’s see how that would
work. Now - [hesitates] no, it wouldn’t.
ERI
GERALD: All right, you all admitted something to do witt-
But how do you know it’s the
[He looks round triumphantly at them. As they puzzle this out,
he turns to BIRLING, after a pause.)
Look here, Mr Birling. You sack a girl called Eva Smith. You’ve
forgotten, but he shows you a photograph of her and then you
remember. Right ?
BIRLING: Yes, that part’s straightforward enough. But what
then ?
GERALD: Well, then he happens to know that Sheila once had a
i Milwards sEop./He tells us that it’s this same
: ith. And he shows hcr a photograph that she recognizes.
SHEILA: ch The same photograph

see the one your {2
SHEILA: No, I didn’t.
GERALD: And did your fathcr see the one he showed you ?
i dIsccwhatyoumcannow

er. He caught me out by suddenly an-
nouncing that this girl changed her name to Daisy Renton. I
gave myself away at once because I’d known a Daisy Renton.
BIRLING [eagerly]: And there wasn’t the slightest proof that this
We’ve only his word for it,
and we s word for it that he was a police inspector, and we

know now he was lyim _
GERALD: Of course he could. Pro . Now what happen

after I left?

MRS BIRLING: I was upset because Eric had left the house, and
this man said that if Eric didn’t come back, he’d have to go and
find him. Well, that made me feel worse still. And his manner
was so severe and he seemed so confident. Then quite suddenly
he said I’d seen Eva Smith only two weeks ago.
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BIRLING: Those were his exact words.

MRS BIRLING: And like a fool I said Yes I had.

BIRLING: I don’t see now why you did that. She didn’t call her- |
self Eva Smith when she came to see you at the committee, did '
she ?

MRS BIRLING: No, of course she didn’t. But, feeling so worried, i
when he suddenly turned on me with those questions, il i

|

mswered more of less as e wanted me to mswer. 1\ 1 rho|
SHEILA: But, Mother, don’t forget that he showed you a photo-

graph of the girl before that, and you obviously recognized it.
GERALD: Did anybody else see it ?

MRS BIRLING: No, he showed it only to me. :
GERALD: Then, don’t you see, there’sillOIDTOOMEINasEeally, |
irl. He might have showed you the photograph of any
gn'l-who apphed to the commxttee

photograph each time ne and wc’d be none the wiser. We mayall Y=€ ~
have been recognizing different girls. ‘
GERALD: Exactly. Did he ask you to identify a photograph, Eric ? f
gERIC: No. He didn’tneed a photograph by the time he’d got round
to me. But obviously it must have been the girl I knew who went
round to see Mother.
GERALD: Why must it ?
BRIC: She said she had to have help because she wouldn’t take any
more stolen money. And the girl I knew had told me that
already.
GERALD: Even then

: , wait 4 munute! Don’t be in
such a hurry to put yourself into court. That interview with
your mother could have been just as much a put-up job, like all
this police inspector business. The whole damned thing can

have been a pi
BRIC [angrily]
GBRALD: What gir were probably four or five different

girls.




218 AN INSPECTOR CALLS
ERIC: That doesn’t matter to me. The one I knew is dead.

— e 4
GERALD: t's right. You've got it. How do we know any girl

killed herself today ?

BIRLING [looking at them all, triumphantly]: Now answer that

one. Let’s look at it from this fellow’s point of view. We’re
having a little celebration here and feeling rather pleased with
ourselves. Now he has to @lislsmmeipioon us, Well, the first thing
he has to do is to give us such a shock that after that he can bluff

Bcf‘ us all the time. So he starts right off. AN RASjIsTie
r ¢ drank some strong disinfectant. Died in agony —
ERIC: All right, don’t pile it on.

1 the

=and then start questioning pse-ultifive didn’t know.whe
were, Oh - let’s admit tha{ He had the laugh ¢
‘e could laugh his head off

W& ot Conwvinwed

BIRLING: I’m convinced it is. No police inquiry. No one girl that
all this happens to. No scandal -

SHEILA: And no suicide ?

GERALD [decisively]: We can settle that at once.

-\ SHEILA: How ?
. GERALD: ither there’s a dead girl
there or there isn’t,

BIRLING [uneasily]: It will look a bit queer, won’t it - ringing up
at this time of night -

MRS BIRLING [emphatically]: And if there isn’t -

GERALD: Anyway we’ll see. [He goes to telephone and looks up
The others watch tensely.] Brumley eight nine eight six,
s that the Infirmary ? This is Mr Gerald Croft - of Crofts
imi

ted.nes. e’re rather worried about one of our
ployees. Have you had a girl brought in this afternoon who
committed suicide by drinking disinfectant - or any like
suicide ? Yes, I’ll wait. ‘
he others show their nervy
wipes his brow, SHEILA shivers, ERIC ¢
hands, etc.)

Lie

. BIRLING
unclasps his

BIRLING [triumphantly]: There you g ou see, Just repeating it
“ﬁ And that’s what to do./Shakeus at once/
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Yes ? ... You're certain of that. .
much 301 h

intheretodny.Nobody’s been broug
sinfe [hey haven’t had a suicide fo

months, -
mt.me [triumphantly]: There you are! Proof positive. The

4 whole story’s just a lot of moonshine. Nothing but an elaborate

elll [Ele produces a huge sigh of relief.] Nobody likes to be sold as
:)adliasﬁmt—but-forallthat- [hems_t"?laatthandl] Gerald,
have adrink. (22 Joratl g
GERALD [smiling]: 'I’hanks,dI] tt;nkwlmd .
BIRLING [going to sideboard]: So :
MRS Bml.[lil:g[smiling]: And I must say, Gerald, you’ve argued
this very cleverly, and I’'m most
GERALD [going for his drink]: Well, you see, while I was out of
the house I’d time to cool off and think things out a little.
BIRLING [giving him a drink]: Yes, he didn’t keep you on the run
as he did the rest of us.
atthe time. ButI'da s reason for not wanting any public
scandal just now. [Has his drink now, and raises his glass.)

mme on, Sheila, don’t look like thnt.—
SHEILA: worst part is. But you’re forgetting one I s

can’t forget. ha

just do with one now.

't end tragically, then that’s lucky for us.
But it might have done, — Car
BIRLING [jovially]: But the whole thing’s different now. Come,
come, you can see that, can’t you ? [Imitating INSPECTOR in his
final speech) Pointing at SHEILA and
ERIC, and laughing] And I wish you could have seen the look on

your faces when he said that. [SHBILA moves towards door.
Going to bed, young woman ?

SHEILA Immlir]: I want to get out of this
BIRLING [heartily]: Nonsense! You’ll have a good laugh over it

yet. Look, you’d better ask Gerald for that ring you gave back to

) him, hadn’t you ? Then you’ll feel hart
 SHEILA [passionately]: You’re rerything’s just as it
~ was before.

ERIC: I’'m not!
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SHEILA: No, but these others are.
BIRLING: Well, un tit? We’ ve been had thnt’u all )
SHEILA: § al ; 's notk

MRS BIRLING: Well, why shouldn’t we ?
SHEILA: I tell you - whoever that Inspector was, it was anything
but a joke. You knew it then. You began to learn something.

ERIC: And I agree with Sheila.

BIRLING: Well, go to bed then, and don’t stand thqﬁe being
hysterical. C pack b asemad ¢

MRS BIRLING: They’re over-tired. In the morning they’ll be as
amused as we are.

GERALD: Evcrythmg’s all right now, Sheila. [Holds up the ring.]

ere is a moment’s complete
.nlmce BIRLING gOes-$0.-a¥

- TenSion
Yes? ... Mr Birling speakin hat?-Herc-
[But obviously the other person

as rung off. He puts the tele-
phone down slowly and looks in a panic-stricken fashion at
the others.]

BIRLING: That was the police. A girl has just died - on her way to
the Infirmary - after swallowing some disinfectant. And a police
inspector is on his way here - to ask some — questions -

[As they stare guiltily

END OF PLAY

The Linden Tree
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