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PRODUCTION NOTES
The play is easily adaptable in a couple of ways:

ScenelTwo is self-containedand can be omitted. The jokeswithin it are so visual
and, therefore,dependenbn the physicalcharacteristicand abilities of the
actors - and possiblyin-jokes amongthe expected audience that the
detailsof the mime mustbe left to the discretionof the director. Try things
out and seehow they work, and, keepit going as long as you dare...The
temptationto introduce candidate-generatepbkes should be RESISTED,
however - all the gagsshouldariseout of badinvigilating andbein contrast
to the evident desire of the candidates simply to get on with their exam.

SceneFour: The additional housemasterand housemistressesho appearhere
can easily be written out or, alternatively, some more could be added.

Where pubs (The Gorilla's Arms) or other teachers(Old Crusty, Slapper) are
referredto, namescan, of course,be changedto provide a more intimate
atmospheref in-jokes, thoughthis should not be allowed to take over the

play, as it may tend to do.

Omitting everythingthatis easyto omit, andaddingno in-jokesor improvisational
discoveries, the play will run to about55 minuteswith four actorsandtwo
simple scene-changes on a minimal set.
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CAST

Housemaster: (Roger):

Perfectly intelligent man, but numbedby too long playing a
stereotypedole andtoo oftenrelying on stockresponsesso that his mindis
now frequently not properly on it, and he has becomeever so slightly
blimpishin unwitting self-parody. He is a sharp listener,and missesvery
little, but is often less subtle or penetrating with his responses.

Peter:

Bright Oxford University candidate, self-assuredand clever.
Someof his lines could be seenas bitter, but shouldnot be deliveredso: it's

all a tremendougyameto him, and his mannerremainscheerful,evenjovial
throughout.

Second Master: (Andrew):

Below a rather bumbling and broken exterior lies a passionate
and committed (but still defeated) man.

Hack:

A rather standardhard-bittenhackjournalist with trenchcoatand
hat, but has an edgeto him which unnervingly suggeststhat he may be
serious after all.

Scene Four features some more housemasters and housemistresses:-

Hm 2: Brusque, no-nonsense sort.
Hm 3: (James) Smooth, irresponsible.

Hm 4. Team games man.

HMSS 1. Nice old spinster.

HMSS 2: Progressive feminist.

HMSS 3: A new initiative fan; energetic.

The self-containedscene Two features exclusively:-

Teacher 1. A clever layabout.
Teacher 2: Sporty, young (but old-school) colonial style
blockhead.

Examinees: As many as desired but at least two.



CULTURED REBELS

by Stephen Hirst

PROLOGUE:

PETERSsitting at a deskfacing the AUDIENCE, catchesthe attentionof someone
apparently at the back of the Auditorium.

Peter: Solet me getthis straight.... You're sayingthatthe brightestandbesthave
tendedto refuseto acceptthe obvious,andthatthat'show progresss made.
Someawkward bloke respondsto an obviousfact - the world is flat for
instance - by demandingproof. And the nextthing you know is that the
world's a sphereinstead. Someoneelse refusesto acceptEuclid's fifth
postulate,tries to prove it and ends up with a different geometry that
anticipates Einstein.

And from all this you wantusto concludethatno matterhow obviouslyright
somethingseemsno matterhow self-evidentits truths and basicprinciples,
there'salwaysthe chancethatit's just an attractive-lookindiction, or the best
working guessSO FAR. Testit, try somethingelseinstead,andyou either
prove it, or you discover something better than it.

Nothing is sacred.

Nothing goes without saying.

Nothing is too silly to be worth a try.

Wow.

BLACKOUT.

SCENE 1

HOUSEMASTER'Study. HOUSEMASTERvorkingat his desk. He is writing ona
slip of paper, which he eventually places triumphantly in an OUT tray.
Nothing remainsin his IN tray. He chucklessillily, inordinately proud of
himself, looksagainat all of hisdesk, sitsback, chucklesagain, producesa
camera and prepares to photograph his desk-top. Knock on door.

Housemaster: Come in! (Enter PETER).
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Peter: Sir? (PETER stops uncertainly, regards HOUSEMASTER).

Housemaster: Ah, Peter - comein, comein. | expectyou'rewonderingwhat!'m
doingwith this - (Wavesamera. PETERshrugs). Notice anythingunusual
about my desk?(PETER glances at desk - no big deal).

Peter: Well - not especially, sir....

Housemaster: (disappointed).Oh.

Peter: It's very tidy, of course....

Housemaster: Exactly!

Peter: ....butfar beit from me to suggesthat thatwerein any way unusual. As
you always say, sir, a tidy deskindicatesa tidy mind, in commandof his
work and his life....

Housemaster: Yes, yes, yes, - all right.

Peter: So I'm sureyour deskis alwaystidy and, indeed,cannotrecall seeingit
otherwise - except, perhaps -

Housemaster: Yes, ALL RIGHT, Peter: I'm beginningto wish | hadn'tasked.
(Takes his wretched picture and puts camera awday)ere.

Peter: So what is it, then, may | ask?

Housemaster: What?

Peter: The desk -

Housemaster: What? Oh! Well - it's the WAY in which it's tidy....

Peter: Really?

Housemaster: Well can't you see?

Peter: No, sir. Some kind of new filing system, perhaps?

Housemaster: No, no -it's the IN tray - look at the IN tray!

Peter: Right, sir - the IN tray.

Housemaster: Well?

Peter: It's empty.

Housemaster: Exactly!

Peter: Everything seems to be in the other one.

Housemaster: Correct! In the OUT tray, in two distinctpiles - onefor filing and
one for immediate posting into pigeon- holes. All dealt with.

Peter: Jolly good, sir.

Housemaster: (Aware of PETER'S gentle ironyHmm - yes.

Peter: And the photograph?

Housemaster: (Defensively). Certainly! It's araresight,anemptyIN tray on a
housemaster's desk mid-term. Needs to be preserved for posterity.

Peter: Ahyes. A housemaster's lot is indeed a busy diffause).

Housemaster: Quite. | really do wish I'd never brought the subject up, somehow.

Peter: I'm sorry, sir. (Pause).It's good to see you healthy once more.

Housemaster: Yes! Thank you. Thank God! Can't stand being ill.
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Peter: No, sir. But then | suppose it does have its advantagé@dods at IN tray).

Housemaster: Eh? Oh, the emptyIN tray - quite. The onething you cando
whenyou're- well, ILL for threeweeks,is catchup with the paperwork..
Nasty little illness. | don't know if, uh... um.... you know?

Peter: There was a rumour that you couldn't afford to go very far from the loo, si

Housemaster: Ah. You do. Well, quite! Very tactfully put, Peter. Exactlyright.
Pretty tedious place to be confined to for three weeks, | can tell you!

Peter: But you had your IN tray with you, sir.

Housemaster: Yes.

Peter: | imagine it must have beentempting to put some of its contentsto
alternative use, sir.

Housemaster: What? Oh, - yes. Quite. Very droll, Peter,very amusingindeed.
Some of it did indeed seem good for little else.

Peter: But that's all behind you now(Pause).

Housemaster: Quite. Hmm. And your work? How's it been going?

Peter: Yes, sir, very well, thank you.

Housemaster: Going to get into Oxford for us?

Peter: | hope so. For me, anyway.

Housemaster: Of course. So it's going well? You're on top of things?

Peter: Yes,thankyou, sir. Perhapsiot quite aswell asyou are,what with that
empty IN tray....

Housemaster: No. No, | amratherontop of things. I've missedclassedor three
weeks,and hardly spokento a single boy in the house,and young Fryatt's
beendoing all the day-to-daystuff for me of course but nevertheless amon
top of the paperwork - up to threeweeksagoanyway - for practicallythe
first time in my life. Yes,| am. That'show I've cometo notice a rather
curious thing.

Peter: Oh?

Housemaster: Wherewereyou on Tuesdayafternoon the seventhof November,
four weeks ago?

Peter: In bed, sir.

Housemaster: Oh. (Thiswastheinformationhe hadexpectedo haveto forceout
of PETER). Well, wherewereyou a coupleof Tuesdayseforethat, mid-
October, just before half term?

Peter: In bed, sir.

Housemaster: Ah. Why?

Peter: Well | neededhesleep,sir. As you alwayssay,sleepis the mostimportant
thing to do at school,becauséf you don'tdo thatright thenyou don'tdo any
of the other....

Housemaster: Yes,yes!l know, | know....becauseasyou say,| alwayssay so.
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If | always say so, | obviously know so, so no need to say so to me!

Peter: No, sir. (Pause).

Housemaster: So you've been missing archery.

Peter: No, sir.

Housemaster: "No, sir"? What do you mean, "No, sir"?

Peter: | mean that | haven't been missing archery, sir.

Housemaster: You haven't? But haven'twe just decidedthatyou'vebeensleeping
on Tuesdayafternoons? Presumablyyou sleep every Tuesdayafternoon,
becaus@therwiseyou'dhaveneededime to think whatyou weredoingon a
particularTuesdayafternoonandyou didn't. | justaskedyou whatyou were
doing on a particular Tuesdayafternoon, and without a pauseyou said
"sleeping".

Peter: "In bed", sir.

Housemaster: What?

Peter: | said "in bed", sir.

Housemaster: Right. But theimportantpointis thatyou'vebeensleeping,n bed
or whatever, not just one or two Tuesday afternoons,but every ruddy
Tuesday afternoon recently, haven't you?

Peter: Yes, sir.

Housemaster: And so you've been missing archery.

Peter: No, sir. (Pause).

Housemaster: (After an introductory, patronisingsigh). Look, Peter. | have
notesfrom matronto the effectthatshe haseenyouin bedin the afternoon,
eachdateda Tuesday] haveyour own confessiorthatyou sleep - in bed -
on Tuesdayafternoonsand! havenotesfrom a Mr. R. Hood or whateverhis
nameis to say that you've beenmissingarchery - | know all this, Peter,
because I've actually been through my IN tray....

Peter: No, sir, the notes didn't say that I've been missing archery....

Housemaster: Oh, now you know what's in my IN tray better than | do?

Peter: There's nothing in your IN tray.

Housemaster: | know that! But you don't know what my notes say!

Peter: No, sir - but | know what they should say.

Housemaster: Which is?

Peter: That | haven't been doing archeryPause).

Housemaster: So, for the third time, you have been missing archery.

Peter: No, sir.

Housemaster: But you have just said that you haven't been doing archery.

Peter: Exactly, sir - | don't do archery.

Housemaster: That much is becoming obvious.

Peter: That'swhy | haven'tbeenmissingarcheryeventhoughl haven'tbeendoing
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archery - because | don't even do archery, so clearly | can't migzaitise).

Housemaster: | feel you could havemadethat much clearera good deal earlier,
Peter. Bewarethetendencyof manyof thosedoingtoo manypracticeOxford
General Papers to become too smart for their own good....

Peter: Yes, sir. (Pause).

Housemaster: So it seems that the whole thing is a clerical error, is it?

Peter: Sorry?

Housemaster: Oh, of course,you've probably never heardof one of those -
clericalerror, thing madeby aclerk, aratherold-fashionedsystemwhereby
an actual person with a pen wrote things....

Peter: Wrongly.

Housemaster: Well, in the caseof the phrase"clerical error”, yes, but | fancy it
happenedatherlessthanis the casewith the "monumentalcomputercock-
up" that'sreplacedit - butdon'ttry to side-trackme, we werejust getting
somewherewith the archeryissue, namely that you were claiming that
you've never done archery, but simply appeared on the wrong list.

Peter: Oh, no, sir - that's not true.

Housemaster: What?

Peter: That I've never done archery and appeared on the wrong list.

Housemaster: So you have done archery?

Peter: Yes.

Housemaster: But not on Tuesday afternoons -

Peter: Oh, yes.

Housemaster: What?

Peter: | have done archery on Tuesday afternoons.

Housemaster: What? Well when haven't you done archery?

Peter: 0Ooo0, that'srathera hard question,sir.... Well, maybeit isn't: | always
haven'tdonearchery,excepton the first two Tuesdayf this term. There,
that's right. (Buse).

Housemaster: A-ha! Right! Enoughof the smart-alecstuff, that was actually a
straightanswerand now we're gettingsomewhere! You are supposedo do
archeryeveryTuesdayafternoonwhich you actuallydid twice, but sincethe
third week of term you've been going to bed and sleeping instead....

Peter: Yes, sir - but not when | should have been doing archery....

Housemaster: Yes,sir! Whenyou shouldhave beerdoing archery! Sleepingis
NOT your Tuesdayafternoonactivity. Archery IS.... (Rustlesan unwieldy
pieceof paper).... it's hereon the splendid,state-of-the-artfully-centralised,
all-purpose, computer-generated list - Archery.

Peter: Not archery - anarchy.

Housemaster: Anarchy?



Peter: Anarchy.

Housemaster: Well don't be silly, it says archery.

Peter: Yes,sir. That'swhy | wentfor the first two weeks,despitesomesurprise.
But the updated, corrected list that you posted on the board says "anarchy".

Housemaster: Really?

Peter: Yes, sir.

Housemaster: Honestly?

Peter: Yes, sir - shall | get it?

Housemaster: No, no - if you say so, thenI'm sureyou're right.... and I'm
beginningto get the picture now: becauseof some glitch or misprint or
mischiefor something,"archery” cameout "anarchy"on the secondlist, so
you decidedto be anarchicandgo backto bedinsteadof attendingarchery-
right?

Peter: Oh, no, sir - | went to anarchy instead.

Housemaster: But you were in bed.

Peter: That was after. At the first meetingit was decidedthat anarchysociety
meetingsvould beat2 A.M. ratherthan2 P.M., soit would bea goodideato
getsomesleepin the afternoons.Thatwaswhen| startedgoingto bedin the
afternoons.

Housemaster: That was a good, obedient little anarchist.

Peter: Yes, sir.

Housemaster: (Cautiously). And haveyou actuallybeenattendingmeetingsat 2
A.M.?

Peter: (Cheerfully). Oh, yes, sir.

Housemaster: But that's strictly against the rules.

Peter: It's an anarchy society, sir.

Housemaster: And if you're caught?

Peter: Well, it's an official school activity - it's on the list - it's official policy.

Housemaster: How do you think suchan interestingbit of official policy could
have eluded me until now?

Peter: (Ignoring the sarcasm)l'm sure | don't know, sir - it's on the list.

Housemaster: Oh, but come on - it's an obvious mistake....

Peter: It's not - | went - it was there: the list was quite right.

Housemaster: Peter,t's obviouslynot official policy. Justbecausét's onalist.... |
mean no-one READS lists - especially not updates....

Peter: No-onereadshalf the documentghat constituteofficial policy: insurance
small print, the educationact, eventhe schoolrules statethat ignoranceof
them is no excuse....

Housemaster: Yes,well, nevermind the legal niceties. The fact remainsthatthis
IS an obvious error or prank, and you've gone along with it, even taken
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advantageof it.... What on earthdoesthis anarchysociety DO at 2 a.m.,
anyway?

Peter: We discuss things. And then, sometimes, we go and live them.

Housemaster: Live them?

Peter: The things that we have discussed...We experiment with various
manifestations of anarchic phenomena - test laws, try out lawlessnesses.

Housemaster: Ah. For instance?

Peter: Well, somearescientific - we testedafew of thelawsof physicswith large
samples of plaster and stone in water....

Housemaster: Sounds fascinating.

Peter: ....andsomearemoralor linguistic or semiotic - we tumbledsomeof the
icons of our day, and examinedthe implications of refusingto acceptthe
force of symbolism.

Housemaster: What on earth is that supposed to mean?

Peter: Well, arockis arock anda personis a personputthe personcanbecomea
symbolof certainvaluesandtherock canbe sculptedinto a representationf
a person,so arock canbecomea symbolandrevered. Thereforebehaviour
that is natural towards a rock can become inappropriate towards this
particularrock, if you acceptsociety'smoreson the subject,which one may
well do even though the flaws in them are visib{@ause).

Housemaster: And you experimentedvith rejectingsuchmores,and,specifically,
refusingto acceptthat a rock isn't just a rock when shapednto a symbolic
representation?

Peter: (Levelly, understanding where the question is leadigs, sir.

Housemaster: Peter,areyou telling methatit wasyou thatthrewthe statueof our
founder into the lake?

Peter: The anarchysociety,yes. We tried to getit out during a Bacchanabrgy,
but it wastoo muchfor us, especiallywhendrunk,of course. We did leave
plenty of cluesso that the schoolcould find it. It wasour ideato try and
elevateand enlightenOld Crusty'slessonsput no-oneseemedo appreciate
the joke.

Housemaster: So it was you who set up an entire classroom'ssontentson the
chapel roof? And | suppose you blew up the politics room?

Peter: Political anarchydiscussiormadgoneparticularlywell thatweek. Not had
guite such a good one on ecclesiasticalanarchyyet - better warn the
chaplain when we do....

Housemaster: It hardly seemsa subjectfor flippancy - or areyou serious? It
hardlyseemgossible. All thesethingsyou mentionhave,of coursepeenthe
subjectof massivanvestigationsall term - evenl knowthat,andl've hardly
beenout of the loo for threeweeks - andnow you'rejust calmly telling me
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that it was all you?

Peter: Another experimentwith political anarchy:say the truth insteadof the
expedient - this week's project.

Housemaster: My God, it really was you.

Peter: Among others, yes.

Housemaster: But haveyou forgottenwho you'retalking to? Aren't you worried
about being thrown out?

Peter: Oh, come on, sir....

Housemaster: Comeon, what? This is seriousstuff: therehave beerthreats,
communal punishments....

Peter: Oh, I'm sure we'll get punished, but hardly thrown out -

Housemaster: Why not?

Peter: Well, no record of lawbreaking for a start.

Housemaster: You've owned up to a whole long-playing record all at once!

Peter: But no warnings -

Housemaster: The whole school has been issued with them.

Peter: My honesty in confessing.

Housemaster: That's a little naive of you, isn't it?

Peter: Oh,comeon,sir, you'rejusttrying to frightenmebecausét's whatonedoes
aspartof the stockresponseo revealedaw-breaking...Eitherthator it's you
beingnaive - I'm notgoingto be expelled! Thisis a boardingschool,posh
place,recession-hinineteen-ninetiesyery expensive unfashionablymixed-
ability. My parentspay full whack, no scholarshipnhumbersare down and
I'm going to getfour goodgradesat A level anda placeat Oxford with any
luck. I'm notevil andyou aren'tgoingto passup onwhatl'm offeringto your
League Table ratings....

Housemaster: League tables are always wrong, misleading or both.

Peter: But unlike some lists, they're read, and you want my results on them.

Housemaster: Do you imagine that you can hold this school to ransom?

Peter: Goodheavensno, but I'm all right aren'tl? You wouldn'tREALLY want
rid of me, would you? Especiallynow thatyou canill afford it.... (Pause
HOUSEMASTER uncomfortably shifts his position on his chair).

Housemaster: Who else is in this society?

Peter: Do you wantjust their names? Or their IQ ratings,A level prospectsand
sporting prowess assessmentas well? It would be quite impressive,
actually....

Housemaster: Don't be smart,it's beginningto sicken me. Justtheir names,
please.

Peter: Secret Society, I'm afraid.

Housemaster: You've donewrong, Peter,are you too ruddy cleverto be ableto
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understand that?

Peter: Not sure | accept your parameters -

Housemaster: Oh, aren't you? Well, you've cost money, causeddamage,
undermined necessary authority, created unnecessary work, hurt people...

Peter: We didn't hurt anyone -

Housemaster: How doyou know? You've caused lot of worry andunhappiness,
how do you estimatethe extentof the hurt createdby the knock-oneffect of
all that?

Peter: Oh, come on, dealing with this sort of thing's all part of the job, isn't it?

Housemaster: By thesametokenl supposeshootingpeopleis morally fine aslong
as they're paid soldiersPPause).

Peter: Point taken - I'm sorry for the distress | have caused.

Housemaster: Honestly, Peter, | hardly know what to say; the Headmaster will....

Peter: Who?

Housemaster: The Headmaster -

Peter: Oh, you meanthe executivei/c PR - whereis he this week? Siberia? |
expecta bit of recruitmentthere would be a good thing: must be lots of
wealthy salt-minerswho may benefit from a public-school educationin
Britain. We've more than we want of it here, so let's export the superfluity.

Housemaster: Don't be flippant, Peter,this is seriousandwe'vegot a problem. |
don't know what the Headmaster will do, but....

Peter: Well, he'shardlylikely to do anythingyou don'twanthim to do, he'snever
even here!

Housemaster: Don't be funny, Peter, let alone with 4th Year jokes -

Peter: Not at all, | mean it. He hasn't been at school since the beginning of termr

Housemaster: Oh, Peter, how can you say that in seriousness?

Peter: Becausd've beenin his office - there'sacomputerwith atelephondink-
up which hasproducedall the noticeswe've hadthis term. His secretaryis
the machine'sminion, like Dracula'shumanservant. She'shelpingit build a
hologram almost of the Head but better designedand packagedthan the
original, a kind of market-researckallup poll educatothatcanbe whatever
its buying public wants it to be, like the Labour party but more subtle....

Housemaster: Peter, he's real and he's my boss.

Peter: Tell me you've seen him face-to-face this term.

Housemaster: Peter,he'sreal, and what happendo you is his decision - your
anarchistsociety has done wrong. If its as cerebralas you say, it will
understandhatsooneror laterit musttakeresponsibilityfor whatit hasdone.
So will you. Give me some namesand it will demonstratethat you
understand that what you have done is wrong.

Peter: Secret society - absolutely fundamental.

9



Housemaster: Evil society, then.

Peter: GeorgeBushbelongedo one. Therewasarumourthatyou yourselfwerea
freemason.

Housemaster: Oh, don't be ridiculous: go backto your study until you're out of
this fatuously elated mood, and consider what I've said.

Peter: Yes, sir. As you say, sir(Goes. Opens door).

Peter: Oh, sir?

Housemaster: Yes?

Peter: About the names, sir.

Housemaster: Yes?

Peter: Why don't you consult the official lists? (Door closes. Pause.
HOUSEMASTERXxhalesscornfully, mutters"No" incredulouslyto himself.
Pause. Shiftson his chair, looksthroughthe unwieldycomputerlist again,
then pause).

Housemaster: (Quietly). Good God.... (Rustleslist a little more, then slapsit
gentlydown on desktop. Trying to decide,he standsand prowls restlessly
around the room, then usesthe telephone. Tapsin three numbersonly -
internal line).

Housemaster: Hello, SecondMaster? Rogerhere...Much better,thankyou....oh,
yes,definitely backnow....yes....yedAboutall this pranks-at-nighbusiness
thoughtl might havea crackatit now I'm back,andl think | mayhavecome
up with a rather good lead....

BLACKOUT

SCENE 2

A numberof schoolchildrensitting at classroomdeskstaking examinationsin a
sports-hallstylesetting [Rack of basketballsand sportsequipment]. Thetwo
TEACHERS invigilating are a disgrace to their profession.

The sceneshould begin with a long almostsilent mime, a suggestionfor which
follows:-

(TEACHERONE is bored. He fidgets restlessly,exhales,walks up and down
pointlessly and looks as if he'd rather be somewhereelse [he would].
TEACHERTWOIooksserene. He simply standsthere,taking little notice of
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anything. TEACHERONE checkshis watch,rocksbackwardsand forwards
on his heels,movesabout. Eventuallyhis interestis caughtby a script being
written by a CANDIDATE. He reads over his/her shoulder. The
CANDIDATE is clearly unnervedbut works on. TEACHERONE tut-tuts
quietly and shakeshis headfrom sideto sideas hereads. The CANDIDATE
allows himself/herselfone anxious glance towards him then continues.
TEACHERONE sniggersgently. CANDIDATE ONE stopswriting, sighs,
continuesand reachesthe bottom of the page and makesto turn over.
TEACHERONE preventshim/her, wanting to read the bottom of the page
before the CANDIDATE turns over. Finally, sufficiently outraged, the
CANDIDATEturns in his/her chair and staresinto TEACHERONE'Sface.
TEACHERONE is not unduly concerned,pulls an expressiondesignedto
facethe CANDIDATEdown,who turns the pageand continues. TEACHER
ONE movesoff, brushingpasta deskso that papersfall to the floor. The
CANDIDATEwhoseworkis onthefloor looksup but TEACHERONE'Sback
IS now on him - heis makingno attemptto stop, apologisenor pick the
papersup. TheCANDIDATEcannotcontinue;heis aboutto getup and pick
themup himselfbut thinksbetterof it andraiseshis handinstead. TEACHER
ONE doesnot turn. The CANDIDATEturnsto seeTEACHERTWO, but he
isn't looking either. CANDIDATE waveshis hand a little, then coughs.
TEACHER TWO eventually notices and raises his eyebrowsenquiringly.
CANDIDATE pointsto paperson the floor. TEACHERTWO indicateshe
doesn'tunderstand. CANDIDATEpointsagain. TEACHERTWO shakegis
head,shrugs,but continuesto give enquiringlook. CANDIDATEGgetsto his
feet. TEACHER TWO scowls. CANDIDATE sits again and reverts to
pointing at papers. TEACHER TWO baffled again.)

Candidate: Can | pick up my papers?

(All working turn and look, disturbedand interrupted, then return to their work.
TEACHERTWO shakeshis headbut now understands.He comesand picks
up the papers, but gets them in the wrong order, missesone that the
CANDIDATE has to point out to him, snatchesthem up when suspecting
other CANDIDATESOof trying to read them, standson one and generally
makessuchan elaboratemessof clearing themup as to disturb everyone.
Everyonethat is exceptTEACHERONE, who ignoresthe situation he has
createdand percheson the edgeof an emptydesk,swinging his foot. As
TEACHERTWOfinishesoff and returnsto his "post" attentionis divertedto
TEACHERONE, who by now is swinging the desk/chairon which he is
perchedon two legs, so that it becomes sourceof interestfor everyoneo
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know whetheror not he is going to tip too far and fall off. Ultimately he
becomeswareof thedistractionheis causing - ALL are nowwatchinghim
- and spreadshis armsas if havingjust finisheda complicatedcircus act.
He thenstands. TEACHERTWO meanwhileextractsa handkerchiefrom his
pocket and starts interfering with his nose, fiddling and poking and
examining. Eventuallyhe replacesthe handkerchiefn his pocket,but seems
confusedby somethingelse in there. He goesthrough his pockets,then
beginsto empty them onto a spare desk nearby. Pens, pencils diaries,
keys....Stillnot satisfied,he beginschasingsomethingthrough the lining of
his jacket. ThroughoutnearbyCANDIDATESstrugglemanfullyto work on
andignore him. MeanwhileTEACHERONE hastakenup positionjust too
closebehinda CANDIDATEwherehe movesa stepat a time and swaysback
and forth boredly. He is just behindone shoulderof the CANDIDATE,then
just behindthe other. He readsthe CANDIDATE'Spaperat onepoint, butis
mainly completelyunawareof him. The CANDIDATE, however,is acutely
awareof HIM, andis constantlyglancingroundto seeif heis just behindhis
left, or right, shoulder. He becomesncreasinglynervous.... Eventuallythe
two TEACHERSNndup standingtogether,wheretheycontinueto distractby
talking in ineffective, too loud stage whispers).

Teach 1. Don't you just HATE exam invigilation?

Teach 2: Oh, | don't know; I think it's rather restful.

Teach 1. It's so boring and frustrating. At least if you could get some work done....

Teach 2: | ratherenjoytherule thattells me |l may not work: you cando nothing
without feeling guilty -

Teach 1. Let meget theabsolutelyessentialvork donenow and| canhandlethe
guilt of leaving the rest and go to the pub....

Teach 2. - And thenyou canstareat all the little kiddies sweatingit over their
exams and think, "I don't have to do that any more".

Teach 1. You enjoyit somuchyou cando someof mine- I'll drink your healthin
The Gorilla's Arms.

Teach 2: The Gorilla's Arms? Where on earth is that?

Teach 1. Youwouldn'tknowit - notthesortof pubfrequentedoy decentpublic
school teachers.

Teach 2. Just public school teachers like you?

Teach 1. Exactly. (Full voiceto an examineewvho hasturnedto look at him).
Whatdo you think you'relooking at? Turn roundandgeton with your exam
for Chrissake! (Pause. Stagewhisperagain). With your decencyand
fondness of invigilation rules you didn't mind my talking to you, do you?

Teach 2. Certainly not.
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Teach 1. Only somepeopleget quite funny aboutit. | was invigilating with
Slapperonce,and chattingaway, he kept noddingtowardsthe kids, couldn't
think what he was on aboutat first. Then| realisedhe thoughtwe were
disturbing them and should stop, but couldn't bear the confrontation of
actually sayingsoto a colleague! He walked away in the end, on a dutiful
prowl round the hall, so | followed him. Turnedinto a real old chase,
desperately funny - kids were transfixed.

Teach 2. Typical - nopowersof concentration.Theyshouldhavelearnedhowto
ignore the occasional distraction by nofPause).

Teach 1. Alwaysin the SportsHall, examsare. Hey! (Hehasfounda basketball
and bouncest a coupleof times. ALL turn round and look. He is slightly
cowed. Work resumes. Ratherthan bouncethe ball, he decidesto passit).
Here! (Hard throw is caught).

Teach 2. Ouf!

(Thebasketball'game" continuesintermittentlyfor the rest of the scenein a fairly
restrained fashion).

Teach 1. Shouldhaveagame. Claimwe'recelebratinghejoys of the physicallife
over the intellectual. Kind of thing the anarchy society would do.

Teach 2. The what?

Teach 1. Theanarchysociety. They'rethe bunchof jokerswho areup andabout
in the middle of the night shifting classroomsand statues,smoking and
drinking everything they can lay their hands on in the name of
experimentation and intellectual recklessness. Put me down for some of tt

Teach 2. How do you know these things?

Teach 1. Usuallylack of professionalisnof onekind or another. In this instance,
Detective InspectorRoger Housemasteteft someof his casenotesby the
photocopier: synchronisednterviews, all that sort of thing - greatfun.
There'san absolutecampaignof interrogationsgoing on behindthe scenes.
Can't see the point, personally.

Teach 2. Gotto trackthelittle swinedown,find theleader;play thegame.. That's
what we're here for.

Teach 1. May be what YOU'RE herefor. Passthe ball. (Handto handanda
bounce or two - perhaps the ball knocks one of the desks).

Teach 2. Whichraisesthe questionwhat ARE you herefor? Besidesbeinga bad
influence on me, tempting me into playing basketball during exam
invigilations?

Teach 1. Good God (derisive giggle).

Teach 2. What?
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Teach 1. Thiskid in front of us - he'strying to solve a quadraticequationby
integrating....

Teach 2: Is that wrong?

Teach 1. It's notjustwrong,in thefield of ineptitudeit's absolutelyinspired. (Full
voice). Facethefront! Whatdo you think you'redoing, listeningin on other
people'sprivate conversationsAVhy don'tyou do somework? This is your
examfor goodnessake - nowonderthe school'sgoingto thedogsandcan't
produce a decent set of exam results for the league tables....

BLACKOUT

SCENE 3

SECONDMASTER'Sstudy  SECONDMASTERmMutteringto himselfas he sifts
through piles of paperwork.

2nd Master: Whataweek... silly job....can'timaginewhatevermademetakeit....
| thoughtSecondmasterwasjust a kind of long serviceawardandfillip for
pensionpurposes.Neverrealisedhe Headmastewould be awayall thetime.
What was next again? (Consultsdiary). Headmaster'got a secretaryof
course,but notme. At leastl'd be in the samecontinentas mine. Still, |
supposehe hasto have a secretaryso there'ssomeonehere, running the
school. No - I'M runningthe school....silly me. (Staresat diary). Oh no.
It's Hack. I'm notgoodatthis. (A nip of gin fromthefiling cabinetandpicks
up phone). Hello, reception?Oh hello. How areyou this morning?... Have
you?....0Oh dear,| AM sorry....yes....yexpf course....IAM sorry....Doyou
have a bloke from the pressthereto seeme? Could you sendhim along?
Thank you so much....getwell soon - hope he doesn'tput THAT in the
paper! No....no....well of course he wouldn't...well, yes, it would be
embarrassingput | really don'tthink.... quite....yes....bye-bye. Thankyou.
(Phonedown. Nervous). Neversaytheright thingto journalists. Reallynot
goodatit. Thisis whatwe needa Headmastefor - smoothtalk andbigger
scalepolitics. Ohdear. (Quicklygrabsa mintbutis caughtby the entrance
of HACK).

Hack: Good evening, Secondmaster. (Notices mints. Raiseseyebrowsand
makes a note).
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2nd Master: Hello, Mr. Hack. Uh - would you like a mint? Um, drink? Umm?

Hack: No, thank you, sir. Not while I'm on duty.

2nd Master: (Attempting easy joviality)As the police always say....

Hack: Really? See much of them, do yoTakes note).

2nd Master: Well, no - notreally....thatis, of coursenot. Justin films, you
know.

Hack: (Grimly). "Toffs' school denies police involvement".

2nd Master: What?

Hack: Just a little joke, Second Master.

2nd Master: Ah.

Hack: It's good of you to see me so late.

2nd Master: Well, yes. | meannot at all. Busy during the day, of course....
classes, that sort of thing.... Uh, how can | help?

Hack: | wondered if you'd like to comment on the anarchist society?

2nd Master: Good gracious, what?

Hack: The anarchistsociety. Apparently its an unofficial school society -
breaking laws, sex, drugs, orgies, destruction. That sort of thing.

2nd Master: Drugs?

Hack: Cocaine, heroine, hashish, crack, ecstasy - you know.

2nd Master: Ah, well, no schoolcaneverafford to be complacentpf course,and
we remainevervigilant, buttherehave beemo signsof any suchsubstances,
or their effects, here.

Hack: Very good prepared statement, Second Master.

2nd Master: Thank you.

Hack: Top schooldeniesuseof drugsin destructionsex,drink andorgy meetings
of official anarchist society - good copy.

2nd Master: What? Oh no, you don't. There is NO official anarchist society.

Hack: UNofficial anarchist society....

2nd Master: Or one of those - you've been watching too many films.

Jack: | have a copy of the activities list -

2nd Master: Misprint for "archery". Or possiblya prankplayedby a computer -
what do you call them? - peoplewho breakinto the systemand change
things.... bank accounts, Pentagon war programmes....

Hack: I"VE been watching too many films?

2nd Master: Hacks, that's it.

Hack: Sorry?

2nd Master: Ah. Hacks - no offenceto your name,of course - ComputerHacks:
peoplewho find theirway into....well, you know. Someof our boysarevery
good with computers and, well, boys will be boys. Hardly national news.

Hack: Lawlessness?0rgies? At an expensivepublic school? The public hasa
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right to know.

2nd Master: Oh PLEASE don't get sanctimonious...we've had oneor two
schoolboypranksin the middle of the night - furniture movedandsoon -
just youthful high spirits.

Hack: Spirits. Kids high.

2nd Master: "Youthful high spirits”, for heavenssake. Honestly, can'tone say
anything to you people?

Hack: Absolutely. Free speech. Fire away.

2nd Master: Nothing out of the ordinary hasoccurredhere. Justnormal school
life, unworthy of wider interest. No story.

Hack: School describes nocturnal anarchy as norm@ause).

2nd Master: I'm not sureif thereis any point in this interview continuing, Mr.
Hack. What you don't deliberatelypervertyou'll probably get wrong by
accident, just make it up as you usually do.

Hack: | resent that.

2nd Master: What? I've madethreeseparateaccusations- which one offends
your delicate sensibilities?

Hack: The one about my being too stupid to get the story straight.

2nd Master: Not quitehow | putit. | noticethechargesf pervertingthetruth and
pure fabrication pass without comment.

Hack: Name one.

2nd Master: What?

Hack: A mistake | made unintentionally.

2nd Master: You publishedthe government'deaguetables....all right, we'll let
that go.... even if it does amount to the deliberate promulgation of
misinformation - let's stick to you, reporterHack. You were, | think,
responsiblefor your paper'srecentanalysisof sex differencesin GCSE?
(Rummaging in desk, around it etc.).

Hack: Yes.

2nd Master: In which you quotedme as sayingthatall boysin the schoolfailed
English? - Good, God, I've found it..(Holds up newspaper cutting).

Hack: You said that.

2nd Master: In a mannerof speaking...whatl actuallysaidwas (Readingfrom
accompanyingiotes). "The Englishresultswere pleasingwith 98% gaining
comfortablepassesincluding 34% at gradeA. The Departmenhadhoped
for a 100% passrate, but unfortunately, all the three boys who had come
straight into the fifth year from overseaswhose first languagewas not
English, failed.

Hack: Not quite pithy enough for a headline. Needs abbreviating.

2nd Master: "All the boys failed English" was hardly a faithful abbreviation.
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Hack: The full quotation was in the article.

2nd Master: FullER, perhaps.If you will allow me: ALL THE BOYS WHOSE
FIRST LANGUAGE WAS NOT ENGLISH FAILED.

Hack: There, you see.

2nd Master: But you left in a comma that belonged to the phrase that you took o

Hack: Oh well, if you're going to get pernickety

2nd Master: Pernickerty? Pernickety? It was rather important.

Hack: Blimey, keepyour hair on....Only a teachercould get soworkedup overa
comma.

2nd Master: You just don'tunderstanddo you? Let me spell out your quotation
"ALL THE BOYS COMMA WHOSE FIRST LANGUAGE WAS NOT
ENGLISH COMMA FAILED".

Hack: A comma here, a comma there....

2nd Master: Your commasHack,announcedo the entirecountrythatthis school
hasno native Englishspeakersn the whole of thefifth year,nor a singleboy
whose English is good enough to gain a GCSE pass -

Hack: Upper class school ashamed of its ethnic minority students....

2nd Master: | don't get it, Hack, malicious or just thick, which is it?

Hack: | didn't think you teachersusedwordslike "thick" - "differently gifted",
"late developer”, "less able" more your bag aren't they?

2nd Master: Oh - | see...now we'rea memberof the tough-talking-anti-trendy-
lefty-educationist,let's-call-a-spade-a-bloodshovel right-wing bring-back-
proper education brigade.

Hack: Maybe. Teach them how to use commas, three Rs.

2nd Master: Aren't you supposed to like public schools?

Hack: Only if they'revaluefor money. Your resultswereno betterthanthe FREE
Grammar School down the road.

2nd Master: If our resultswereevenremotelysimilar it is a featherin our cap -
we recruita muchwider rangeof ability: half our pupilswould nothavebeen
acceptedby a Grammar School. But | don't supposethe results were
similar....

Hack: Yes they were.

2nd Master: ....in YOUR LEAGUE TABLE, which meansnothing. You hadhalf
our lower sixth down asachievingno GCSEs- theydon't TAKE GCSEsin
their lower sixth year! | imaginethe GrammarSchool'sstatisticsare equally
meaninglesscompiled by someonein complete ignoranceof what they
actually mean or represent.

Hack: Ohyeah,we hearalot from schoolsandteachersaboutthe shortcomingof
tables they've done badly in.

2nd Master: You never publish it, though.

17



Hack: Boring whining.

2nd Master: Oh piss off.

Hack: Can | quote you on that?

2nd Master: Haveyou any idea of the damageyou do? Your sort of dishonest,
ignorant,carping,sensationalisingournalism? Your simplistic, misleading,
pig-ignorant view of education? Your kind of scare-mongering
misinformationwhich is also governmentpolicy now? Do you know, this
afternoon| had to rebuke two junior teachersfor the most outrageous
behaviourduring an examinvigilation. One was a bigoted blockheadwho
presumablygot a job here solely on his ability to coachand play CCF
exercisesand teamgamesof mind-numbingsimplicity with quite terrifying
tenacity, the other was a hardenedcase of such very profound fatalistic
cynicismthat he honestlydoesn'tbelievethat anythingany of us doescould
possibly makeany difference. What are thesepeopleDOING in teaching?
Who gave them the idea that teachingwould supply a sanctuaryfor such
defeated patheticcreatures? You did, Hack. You and your unspeakably
arrogantgovernment - when you beganlecturing teacherslike naughty
schoolchildrenand denigratingwhat they do and swaggeringlysuggesting
that it is all perfectly simple what teachers should do.

Hack: Yes, you can'tbearthat, canyou? You're just like the teacherd hadat
school - alwaysthe smugcontemptfor any simple solution. You wouldn't
understandit, it's too complicated....but what's wrong with my answer,
article, league-tablesir? Everything,boy, it's just not that simple,you can't
doit thatway, it's morecomplicatedhanthat, you'vemissedthe whole point
in presentingit this way.... (Continuing mimic). No | can'tgive a model
answer if you'retoo stupidto understandl'm afraid| can'thelpyou....And
now it's the same:the public is too dim to compareschools,produceor
understandstatistics;well if we'reall too stupidto understandheseniceties,
whose fault is it? Bloody teachers!

2nd Master: Oh,fine, that'sit then. | meanit's all right if you destroysocietyand
theworld, becausgou canalwaysblameyour teacherdgor not havingtaught
you better....

Hack: You're right, SIR, there's no point in continuing thi&oing).

2nd Master: Hack, if you ever worry that there aren't many people like you
becauseyou're so much lower, meaner-mindedand morally bankruptthan
average - forgetit. After what you andyour kind have doneto schools
therewill soonbe thousandsnorelike you - (HACK s gone. SECOND
MASTER jafter his uncharacteristicoutburst, is exhausted. Slumpsin his
chair. Picks up dictaphone). Urgent messagdo HeadmasterOkhotsk.
Sorry to botheryou, Headmasterbut it isn't anythingto do with the school
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itself - I'm doing my bestwith all that. | fear we mustexpecta less-than-
sympathetiarticle in the presssoon. (Putsheaddownon deskand goesto
sleep).

BLACKOUT

SCENE 4

Lights straight back up to revealthe SECONDMASTERstill asleep. A knockon
the door startles him awake.

2nd Master: Ah, comein, boys: | musthavesleptfor hours - is it already....
(Consultswatch, faint surprise, enter ROGER,3 more HOUSEMASTERS
and 3 HOUSEMISTRESSES).

HM 4. "Comein, BOYS?": Unusualform of addressSecondMaster - areyou
trying to foster a happy atmosphere of comrades at war?

2nd Master: Ha! Yes....um....DO sit down. Graba chairwhereyou can....come
in, comein.... (Shufflingand placing of chairs, pilesof notesetc.). Good,
good - here,hereyou are - good. Now as| understandt, the purposeof
this meetingis to pool everythingwe've discovered cross-referand so on.
Roger, perhaps you'd like to bring us all up to date?

HM 1. Yes,of course SecondMaster. Most of usnow haveinterviewnoteswhich
we'vebroughtwith us: we'veinterviewedall the boysandgirls who appeared
on the list asdoing '‘Anarchy'....mostof the cleverestin the schooll should
say - andall thosepotentially good enoughto havegot into the computer
and tinkered with the lists in the first place.

2nd Master: It obviously represents a LOT of work.

Housemaster: But not, | don'tthink, fruitless. They clearly had a single leader
who setit all up - ratheragoodone,too, | think; seemdo havebaledthem
out of afew crisesandalwayskept his headbesidesanstigatingthe mischief.
Goodjudgment - if heisn'ttheHeadof Schoolperhapse shouldhavebeen!
No-one has identified him, and most try to rearrangetheir storiesto play
down the idea of a leader, but he's clearly there, and | think he's here
(Indicates notes). | really think that if we go through these carefully,
matchingandcross-referringthenwe'll be ableto sortout which oneis being
shielded.
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2nd Master: (Hesitates, then takes a pad and pe@kay. I'm with you.
Housemaster: Good. Well let's startchronologically;so that'sthe story according
to young Peter in my house....

BLACKOUT

Lightsup. - HOUSEMASTERSand HOUSEMISTRESSESiotesbeginningto
getspreadout overthefloor. HOUSEMASTERDNe is on handsand knees
pointing to one sheet. SECOND MASTER is very obviously asleep.

HM 1. Thenwhowasit said....Ah! | know....it wasJamesinterviewthatthrewup
the business about the tractor -

HM 3. Me? Oh I don't think so. Surely....

HM 1. Notyou? (Looksbackat notesandtracesoutwith finger). thenit must
have been....

BLACKOUT

Lightsup. HOUSEMASTER still crawling over noteson the floor, SECOND
MASTER in a different, elaborately obviously asleep posture.

HM 4: Well | think it's downrightsubversivanissingchapel. Goingto chapel'sall
part of the team spirit and to ARRANGE to skip it like thatis irreligious
and....

HM 2: WHO arranged it? That's what we need to know.

HM 4: Well you canobviouslyeliminateany membersf theteam - | meanthose
who'vebeenconfirmedinto the Churchof England - they'dhardly organise
a boycott.

HMSS 1. Strictly speaking,of coursetheseweren'tChurchof Englandservices;
these were compulsory all-school, non-denominational prayers.

HM 4. Well, Church is church, isn't it?

HMSS 1. Admittedlyit IS hardto tell thedifference butthe ChaplainlS supposed
to make compulsorymorning prayersless specifically Christian-basedhan
the Sunday services....

HMSS 2: Ratherironic really, that their transcendentaimeditation sessionsor
whateverthey were doing insteadof going to chapelwas probablya rather
better and more appropriate morning prayer sessionthan the chaplain
provides.

HM 2: What do you mean?

HMSS 3: Well they WERE indulging in a non-exclusivereligious ceremony -
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which is what the school advertises - when we weren't, you see...
HM 2: They were skipping chapel, for Christ's sake....

BLACKOUT

Lights up. Noteshavespreada little further. HM 1 is still on them. SECOND
MASTER is in another, elaborately asleep posture.....

HM 1. No, that line won't go any further....

HM 2. Well, let's get on to this unauthorisedrip to London. | mean,that took
some organising, and we can't just sit back and allow boys to absent
themselves.

HMSS 2: Nor girls for that matter -

HM 2: No, quite - sorry dear - nor girls.

HM 3: They only went to the opera.

HM 2. Well sotheysay,sotheysay. I'm not tooinclined to believeall they tell
me on that one -

HM 3: Not muchoption with mine: he was chattingwith a manat the barin the
interval who turnsout to be reviewingthe performancdor TheIndependent.
The review guotes one of his remarks and actually refers to him by name

HMSS 3: Was it a good remark?

HM 3: Very intelligent, quoted with full approval.

HMSS 3: But why didn't anyonesay? There are some really very exciting
possibilities for good publicity there....

HM 1: | think we may be straying.

HM 4: Butwhatsortof publicity? Making usoutasa schoolof opera-loverssn't
goingto do us any goodattractingthe supply of decentrugby prop forwards
we need at the moment.

HM 1. If we could get back to....

Hm3: | can think of one or two opera singers built like good 1st XV props...

HMSS 2: Always the boys' games of course.

HM 3: Actually the singer | was thinking of is a woman....

BLACKOUT

Lights up onnotesspreadfurther, HM 1 still on them, SECOND MASTERistill
asleep in another abandoned posture.

HM 3. ....| actuallythoughtthat their prospectusvas probablyratherbetterthan
the proper one.... and then the appointmentsthey announcedon the
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Headmaster'soardweremoreimaginativethanthe onesthatwereeventually

confirmed - I'd have liked to see the Drama department run by old Dodger....

BLACKOUT

Lights up ona further tableau - HOUSEMASTERotesevenmore spreadout,
SECONDMASTERIn a yet more elaboratelyasleepposture,from which he
slips and almost falls, waking with a start.....

2nd Master: Hmm? What? Oh gracious,| musthave....(Looksat his watch).
Heavens! It's nearly two a.m.! | think we must postpone....

Housemaster: Not now, SecondMaster, we're nearly there. | don't think we
should stop until we've worked out a precisestrategyto nail this leader
they've obviously got.

2nd Master: Leader? Oh | don't think boys work quite so like that any more.

Housemaster: But we've just said.... we KNOW that....

2nd Master: You maybut | don't: I've beenasleep. | really think that to do
likewise must be on the top of all our priority lists now.

Housemaster: But | really think anotherhalf hour is going to be the thing which
makesus crackit in the end,andthenl’ll sleepeasierandbetterwith all this
sorted out....

Housemaster: Yes, come on, let's stick at it.

2nd Master: Oh God. I'm sorry, I'm sorry.(Pause of shock).

Housemaster: No need for that, Andrew - look, if you're tired, we'll stop.

2nd Master: No, no, you misunderstand: I've been wasting your time.

Housemaster: Ohno, | think we'vemadereal progresshere...(Suddenlyhopeful).
or do you mean....?... No.... (Light dawnson him) ..... or is it that you
always knew - it's that, isn't it, Andrew?

2nd Master: Yes,yes - that'sright. I'm afraid| alreadyknow everythingworth
knowing aboutthe anarchysociety and I've beenkeepingit from you and
letting you waste your time...

Housemaster: Because you've been running it from the start?

2nd Master: Yes. (Pause. Vagueembarrassegackingup of papers. A little
irritation, but overwhelmingly sympathetic).

Housemaster: Why?

2nd Master: Becausel'd had enough. | usedto like - no, love andlive -
teaching,but sincel've beenpromotedincreasinglyout of the classroomand
buried alive under the ever-escalatingpaperworkand immersedmore and
more in the businessPR that | originally choseNOT to do, eventhoughit
would havepaid so muchbetter...I've just beenlost. Eventhelittle teaching
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| do - well you can't pursuethe variationsthat catch their interestand
educatepecausdhe syllabusis so narrowandliteral, andthereareall these
boxesto be ticked and assessment® be executedand teststo reachfor....
everything'sbeencaught,defined,set down without possibility of variation,
and the whole soul and purposeof it all is lost: we don't teach,we train.
Children are not empty flower potsto be filled but plantsto be nurtured,
aren'tthey? Childrenareall different so a schoolhasto be flexible - but
flexibility costs money and makesyou show up all wrong on standard
statisticsandleaguetables. And the paperwork,andlists, andforms.... And
the kids.... they don't have the imagination any more.... even their law-
breakingis uninspired mereself-indulgence...well it's inevitable,the whole
climate is changed - robots can only produce more robo{fause).

Housemaster: And the anarchistsociety? Somesort of breakdown? You just
flipped and needed to do something outrageous?

2nd Master: Tell the paperswhateverstory you need- "Toffs Masterin chargeof
disciplinegoesmad"- whatever- butdon'tyou darebelieveit. Theanarchist
societyis the only bit of realteachingl've donefor years,andif | hadto doit
at 2 a.m.to generatahatsortof excitemenin this day andage,thensobeit..
those boys were fired by pure ideas - ethics, moral philosophy - they
CHALLENGED assumptionsheganto think for themselvestelt liberatedby
the knowledgethat - well, that Euclidian geometryhasflaws in it, that
physicsdoesn'texplain the universe. Do you rememberwhat that's like?
Whenyou takethe certaintiesfrom undertheir feetandthey loveit? Not that
pinched, painedlook you get in classbecausethey're thinking that this is
goingto makegettinga gradeA moredifficult, thatFRUSTRATIONbecause
theywanteverythingexplainedsothey canbe sureof gettingtheright results
evenif it meanstheir becomingplodding, literal-mindedautomatons...not
that but the sheerelation of mystery,of the undiscoveredpf the openingup
of new worlds and possibilities....

Housemaster: But the drunkenness, the vandalism, the -

2nd Master: Educationis aboutexperienceaswell astheoryisn'tit? It's not all
intellectual: you'vegotto go andtry it! Onceyou'vedecidedtherecanbeno
suchthing as personalresponsibilityyou go and live your idealsand then,
AND THEN, you haveto explainhow you feel aboutit havingactuallydone
it.... | don'tbelievein the conceptof propertysowhy do | feel so badabout
having stolen this case of wine?

Housemaster: Good God - my claret!

2nd Master: Challengingassumptiongandmoralitiesin a classrooms onething,
but for it to MEAN anything it needsits perspective:if | can make a
watertightargumentit still isn't right unlessits implications FEEL right as
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well. Children needto learnto think, to feel, to grow, and my anarchists,
albeit only part time, were doing that....

Housemaster: But the list? Why put it on the activity list?

2nd Master: A twinge of old-fashionedemorse? A cowardlytoeingof the line?
A desireto be caughtbeforethings went too far? | thoughtthe volume of
paperworkwas suchthat no-onecould readit anyway. Of coursel never
reckonedon a housemastegettingill for threeweeks....(Thereis a knockon
the door)

Housemaster: Who on earth could that be at this time?

2nd Master: Two a.m. on a Tuesday? Who else? (Enter PETER,at first
surprised to see the wrong group of people, but quickly recovers).

Peter: Good morning, sir, time for the Anar.... new recruits, sir?

BLACKOUT

THE END
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PRODUCTION NOTES
The play is easily adaptable in a couple of ways:

ScenelTwo is self-containedand can be omitted. The jokeswithin it are so visual
and, therefore,dependenbn the physicalcharacteristicand abilities of the
actors - and possiblyin-jokes amongthe expected audience that the
detailsof the mime mustbe left to the discretionof the director. Try things
out and seehow they work, and, keepit going as long as you dare...The
temptationto introduce candidate-generatepbkes should be RESISTED,
however - all the gagsshouldariseout of badinvigilating andbein contrast
to the evident desire of the candidates simply to get on with their exam.

SceneFour: The additional housemasterand housemistressesho appearhere
can easily be written out or, alternatively, some more could be added.

Where pubs (The Gorilla's Arms) or other teachers(Old Crusty, Slapper) are
referredto, namescan, of course,be changedto provide a more intimate
atmospheref in-jokes, thoughthis should not be allowed to take over the

play, as it may tend to do.

Omitting everythingthatis easyto omit, andaddingno in-jokesor improvisational
discoveries, the play will run to about55 minuteswith four actorsandtwo
simple scene-changes on a minimal set.
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CAST

Housemaster: (Roger):

Perfectly intelligent man, but numbedby too long playing a
stereotypedole andtoo oftenrelying on stockresponsesso that his mindis
now frequently not properly on it, and he has becomeever so slightly
blimpishin unwitting self-parody. He is a sharp listener,and missesvery
little, but is often less subtle or penetrating with his responses.

Peter:

Bright Oxford University candidate, self-assuredand clever.
Someof his lines could be seenas bitter, but shouldnot be deliveredso: it's

all a tremendougyameto him, and his mannerremainscheerful,evenjovial
throughout.

Second Master: (Andrew):

Below a rather bumbling and broken exterior lies a passionate
and committed (but still defeated) man.

Hack:

A rather standardhard-bittenhackjournalist with trenchcoatand
hat, but has an edgeto him which unnervingly suggeststhat he may be
serious after all.

Scene Four features some more housemasters and housemistresses:-

Hm 2: Brusque, no-nonsense sort.
Hm 3: (James) Smooth, irresponsible.

Hm 4. Team games man.

HMSS 1. Nice old spinster.

HMSS 2: Progressive feminist.

HMSS 3: A new initiative fan; energetic.

The self-containedscene Two features exclusively:-

Teacher 1. A clever layabout.
Teacher 2: Sporty, young (but old-school) colonial style
blockhead.

Examinees: As many as desired but at least two.






























