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The Ending of the Play
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BIRLING: And you asked me a question before that, a quite un-
necessary question too.

INsPECTOR: It’s my duty to ask questions.

BIRLING: Well, it’s my duty to keep labour costs down, and if I'd
agreed to this demand for a new rate we’d have added about
twelve per cent to our labour costs. Does that satisfy you ? So I
refused. Said I couldn’t consider it. We were paying the usual
rates and if they didn’t like those rates, they could go and work
somewhere else. It’s a free country, I told them.

grIc: It isn’t if you can’t go and work somewhere else.

INSPECTOR: Quite so.

BIRLING [to ER1C]: Look — just you keep out of this. You hadn’t
even started in the works when this happened. So they went on
strike. That didn’t last long, of course.
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sHEILA: Oh — how horrible! Was it an accident ?

1nsPECTOR: No. She wanted to end her life. She felt she couldn’t
go on any longer.

BIRLING: Well, don’t tell me that’s because I discharged her
from my employment nearly two years ago.

gr1c: That might have started it.

sHEILA: Did you, Dad ?

BIRLING: Yes. The girl had been causing trouble in the works. I
was quite justified.

GERALD: Yes, I think you were. I know we’d have done the same
thing. Don’t look like that, Sheila.

SHEILA [rather distressed): Sorry! It’s just that I can’t help think-
ing about this girl — destroying herself so horribly — and I’ve
been so happy tonight. Oh I wish you hadn’t told me. ‘What was
she like ? Quite young ?




image8.jpeg
ERIC: No. I mean about this girl-Eva Smith. Why shouldp’
try for higher wages ? We try for the highest possible Prices,
And I don’t see why she should have been sacked just because
she’d a bit more spirit than the others. You said yourself she was
a good worker. I'd have let her stay.

BIRLING [rather angrily]: Unless you brighten your ideas, you’||
never be in a position to let anybody stay or to tell anybody to
go. It’s about time you learnt to face a few responsibilities,
That’s something this public-school-and-Varsity life you’ve
had doesn’t seem to teach you.

ERIC [sulkily]: Well, we don’t need to tell the Inspector all about
that, do we ?

BIRLING: I don’t see we need to tell the Inspector anything more.
In fact, there’s nothing I can tell him. I told the girl to clear out,
and she went. That’s the last I heard of her, Have you any idea

what happened to her after that ? Get into trouble ? Go on the
streets ?

tthey
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to help her, few friends, lonely, half-starved, she was feeling
desperate.

sHEILA [warmly]: I should think so. It’s a rotten shame.

inspECTOR: There are a lot of young women living that sort of
existence in every city and big town in this country, Miss Birling.
If there weren’t, the factories and warehouses wouldn’t know
where to look for cheap labour. Ask your father.

sHEILA: But these girls aren’t cheap labour — they’re people.

INSPECTOR [dryly]: I’ve had that notion myself from time to
time. In fact, I’ve thought that it would do us all a bit of good if
sometimes we tried to put ourselves in the place of these young
women counting their pennies in their dingy little back bed-
rooms.

SHEILA: Yes, I expect it would. But what happened to her then?

INSPECTOR: She had what seemed to her a wonderful stroke of
luck. She was taken on in a shop — and a good shop too =
Milwards.

SHEILA: Milwards! We go there - in fact, I was there this after-
noon — [archly to GERALD] for your benefit.

GERALD [smiling]: Good!

SHEILA: Yes, she was lucky to get taken on at Milwards.
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SHEILA [staring at him, agitated]: When was this ?

INSPECTOR [impressively]: At the end of January - last year,

SHEILA: What — what did this girl look like ?

INSPECTOR: If you’ll come over here, I’ll show you.
[He moves nearer a light — perhaps standard lamp — and she
crosses to him. He produces the photograph. She looks at it
closely, recognizes it with a little cry, gives a half-stifled sob, and
then runs out. The INSPECTOR puts the photograph back into
his pocket and stares speculatively after her. The other three
stare in amazement for a moment.]

BIRLING: What’s the matter with her ?

ERIC: She recognized her from the photograph, didn’t she ?

INSPECTOR: Yes.

BIRLING [angrily]: Why the devil do you want to go upsetting the
child like that ?
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INSPECTOR: No, not entirely. A good deal happened to her after

that. But you’re partly to blame. Just as your father is,

ERIC: But what did Sheila do ?

SHEILA [distressed]: I went to the manager at Milwards and I tolq
him that if they didn’t get rid of that girl, I"d never go near the
place again and I’d persuade mother to close our account with
them.

INSPECTOR: And why did you do that ?

SHEILA: Because I was in a furious temper.

INSPECTOR: And what had this girl done to make you lose your
temper ?

SHEILA: When I was looking at myself in the mirror I caught sight
of her smiling at the assistant, and I was furious with her. I'd
been in a bad temper anyhow.

INSPECTOR: And was it the girl’s fault ?

SHEILA: No, not really. It was my own fault. [Suddenly, to
GERALD] All right, Gerald, you needn’t look at me like that. At
least, I’m trying to tell the truth. I expect you’ve done things
you’re ashamed of too.
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m;-x:l-acmn: In fact, in a kind of way, you might be said to have
been jealous of her.

sHEILA: Yes, I suppose so.

INSPECTOR: And so you used the power you had, as a daughter of
a good customer and also of a man well-known in the town, to
punish the girl just because she made you feel like that ?

sHEILA: Yes, but it didn’t seem to be anything very terrible at the
time. Don’t you understand ? And if I could help her now, I
would -

INSPECTOR [harshly]: Yes, but you can’t. It’s too late. She’s dead.

ERIC: My God, it’s a bit thick, when you come to think of it -

SHEILA [stormily] : Oh shut up, Eric. I know, I know. It’s the only
time I’ve ever done anything like that, and I’ll never, never do it
again to anybody. I’ve noticed them giving me a sort of look
sometimes at Milwards - I noticed it even this afternoon -and I
suppose some of them remember. I feel now I can never go there
again. Oh — why had this to happen ?
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...... known her ¢
ALD: Why should I have .
::;1“: Oh don’t be stupid. We haven’t much time. You gaye
yourself away as soon as he mentioned her other name,

GERALD: All right. I knew her. Let’s leave it at that,
sHEILA: We can’t leave it at that.

i’ : listen, darling =
GERALD [approaching her]: Now "
sHEILA: No, that’s no use. You not only knew her but you kney

her very well. Otherwise, you wouldn’t look so guilty about it,
When did you first get to know her ? [He does not reply.] Was
it after she left Milwards ? When she changed her name, as he
said, and began to lead a different sort of life ? Were you secing
her last spring and summer, during that time when you hardly
came near me and said you were so busy? Were you? [He
does not reply but looks at her.] Yes, of course you were,

GERALD: I’m sorry, Sheila. But it was all over and done with, last
summer. I hadn’t set eyes on the girl for at least six months. I
don’t come into this suicide business.

SHEILA: I thought I didn’t, half an hour ago.

GERALD: You don’t. Neither of us does. So - for God’s sake -
don’t say anything to the Inspector.

SHEILA: About you and this girl ?

GERALD: Yes. We can keep it from him.,

SHEILA [laughs rather hysterically]: Why - you fool - he knows. Of
course he knows. And I hate to think how much he knows that
wedon’tknow yet. You'll see. You'll see, [She looks at him almost
n triumph.]
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1 N‘s pECTOR: And then you decided tokeep her —as your mistress ?

MRS BIRLING: What ?

suEILA: Of course, Mother. It was obvious from the start. Go on,
Gerald. Don’t mind Mother.

GERALD [steadily]: I discovered, not that night but two nights
later, when we met again — not accidentally this time of course =
that in fact she hadn’t a penny and was going to be turned out of
the miserable back room she had. It happened that a friend of
mine, Charlie Brunswick, had gone off to Canada for six
months and had let me have the key of a nice little set of rooms
he had - in Morgan Terrace — and had asked me to keep an eye
on them for him and use them if I wanted to. So I insisted on
Daisy moving into those rooms and I made her take some
money to keep her going there. [Carefully, to the INSPECTOR] I
want you to understand that I didn’t install her there so that I
could make love to her. I made her go to Morgan Terrace be-
cause I was sorry for her, and didn’t like the idea of her going
back to the Palace bar. I didn’t ask for anything in return.

INSPECTOR: I see.
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GERALD [hesitantly]: It’s hard to say. I didn’t feel about her as she
felt about me.

SHEILA [with sharp sarcasm): Of course not. You were the wonder-
ful Fairy Prince. You must have adored it, Gerald.

GERALD: All right — I did for a time. Nearly any man would have
done.

SHEILA: That’s probably about the best thing you’ve said tonight.
At least it’s honest. Did you go and see her every night ?

GERALD: No. I wasn’t telling you a complete lie when I said I’d
been very busy at the works all that time. We were very busy.
But of course I did see a good deal of her.

MRS BIRLING: I don’t think we want any further details of this
disgusting affair -

SHEILA [cutting in]: 1 do. And, anyhow, we haven’t had any details
yet.

GERALD: And you’re not going to have any. [7To MRS BIRLING]
You know, it wasn’t disgusting.

MRS BIRLING: It’s disgusting to me.

A
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sHEILA: I don’t dislike you as I did half an hour ago, Gerald. In
fact, in some odd way, I rather respect you more than I’ve ever
done before. I knew anyhow you were lying about those months
last year when you hardly came near me. I knew there was some-
thing fishy about that time. And now at least you’ve been honest.
And I believe what you told us about the way you helped her at
first. Just out of pity. And it was my fault really that she was so
desperate when you first met her. But this has made a difference.
You and I aren’t the same people who sat down to dinner here,
We’d have to start all over again, getting to know each other —

BIRLING: Now, Sheila, I'm not defending him. But you must
understand that a lot of young men -

SHEILA: Don’t interfere, please, Father. Gerald knows what I
mean, and you apparently don’t.

GERALD: Yes, I know what you mean. But I’'m coming back —if I
may.
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INSPECTOR: Was it owing to your influence, as the most promi-
nent member of the committee, that help was refused the girl ?

MRS BIRLING: Possibly.

INSPECTOR: Was it or was it not your influence ?

MRS BIRLING [stung]: Yes, it was. I didn’t like her manner, She’d
impertinently made use of our name, though she pretended
afterwards it just happened to be the first she thought of. She
had to admit, after I began questioning her, that she had no
claim to the name, that she wasn’t married, and that the story
she told at first — about a husband who’d deserted her - was
quite false. It didn’t take me long to get the truth - or some of
the truth - out of her.

INSPECTOR: Why did she want help ?

MRS BIRLING: You know very well why she wanted help.

INSPECTOR: No, I don’t. I know why she needed help. But as I
wasn’t there, I don’t know what she asked from your committee.

MRS BIRLING: I don’t think we need discuss it.
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INSPECTOR [fo MRS BIRLING]: And you've nothing further to
tell me, eh ?

MRS BIRLING: I’ll tell you what I told her. Go and look for the
father of the child. It’s his responsibility.

INSPECTOR: That doesn’t make it any the less yours. She came to
you for help, at a time when no woman could have needed it
more. And you not only refused it yourself but saw to it that the
others refused it too. She was here alone, friendless, almost
‘penniless, desperate. She needed not only money, but advice,

- sympathy, friendliness. You’ve had children. You must have
..tz"n'hlt she was feeling. And you slammed the door in her
;

I think it was cruel and vile.
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MRS BIRLING: Possibly. But it sounded ridiculous to me, So1
was perfectly justified in advising my committee not to allow her
claim for assistance.

INSPECTOR: You’re not even sorry now, when you know what
happened to the girl ?

MRS BIRLING: I’'m sorry she should have come to such a horrible
end. But I accept no blame for it at all.
INSPECTOR: Who is to blame then ?
MRS BIRLING: First, the girl herself.
ILA [bitterly]: For letting Father and me have her chucked
her jobs!
'G: Secondly, I blame the young man who was the
e child she was going to have. If, as she said, he didn’t
her class, and was some drunken young idler, then
[ the more reason why he shouldn’t escape. He should
in example of. If the girl’s death is due to anybody,
lue to him.
: And if her story is true - that he was stealing money -
[rather agitated now): There’s no point in assuming
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MRS BIRLING [severely]: You’re behaving like an hysterical child
tonight. [SHETLA begins crying quietly. MRS BIRLING turns to
INSPECTOR.] And if you’d take some steps to find this young
man and then make sure that he’s compelled to confess in public
his responsibility — instead of staying here asking quite un-
necessary questions — then you really would be doing your duty.

INSPECTOR [grimly]: Don’t worry, Mrs Birling. I shall do my
duty. [He looks at his watch.]

MRS BIRLING [triumphantly]: I'm glad to hear it.

1NSPECTOR: No hushing up, eh ? Make an example of the young
man, eh ? Public confession of responsibility — um ?

un: IRLING: Certainly. I consider it your duty. And now no
you’d like to say good night.
R: Not yet. I’m waiting.

[understanding now]: But surely . . . I mean. . .it’s
+ . . [She stops, and exchanges a frightened glance with

‘now] : Look, Inspector, you’re not trying to tell
‘my boy - is mixed up in this - ?

]: If he is, then we know what to do, don’t we ?
s just told us.
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INSPECTOR: Where did you meet her ?

grIC: In the Palace bar. I'd been there an hour or so with two or
three chaps. I was a bit squiffy.

INSPECTOR: What happened then ?

gric: 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 ?

gRIC: She told me afterwards that she was a bit, chiefly because
she’d not had much to eat that day.

INSPECTOR: Why had she gone there - ?

ERIC: She wasn’t the usual sort. But — well, I suppose she didn’t
know what to do. There was some woman who wanted her to go
there. I never quite understood 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 -
well, I was in that state when a chap easily turns nasty - and I
threatened to make a row.

INSPECTOR: So she let you in ?

ERIC: And that’s when it happened. And I didn’t even remember
— that’s the hellish thing. Oh - my God! - how stupid it all is!

MRS BIRLING [with a cry]: Oh - Eric - how could you ?
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INSPECTOR: When did you meet her again ?

ERIC: About a fortnight afterwards.

INSPECTOR: By appointment ?

er1C: 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 herselfand I talked too. Told her my name and what I did,

INSPECTOR: And you made love again ?

ERIC: Yes. I wasn’t in love with her or anything - but I liked her -
she was pretty and a good sport -

BIRLING [harshly]: So you had to go to bed with her ?

ERIC: 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 sharply]: I don’t want any of it from either of
you. Settle it afterwards. [To ER1C] Did you arrange to see each
other after that ?

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

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

grIcC: 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: Gave the firm’s receipt and then kept the money, eh?

ERIC: Yes.

BIRLING: You must give me a list of those accounts. I’ve got to
cover this up as soon as I can. You damned fool - why didn’t
you come to me when you found yourself in this mess?

ERIC: Because you’re not the kind of father a chap could go to
when he’s in trouble - that’s why. 3

BIRLING [angrily]: Don’t talk to me like that. Your trouble is =

ou’ ilt -
you’ve been spoilt s U
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SHEILA: She told Mother.

MRS BIRLING [alarmed]: Sheila!

SHEILA: Well, he has to know.

ERIC [t0 MRS BIRLING]: She told you ? Did she come here - 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.] Come on, don’t just look like that. Tell me -
tell me — what happened ?

INSPECTOR [with calm authority]: I’ll tell you. She went to your
mother’s committee for help, after she’d done with you. Your
mother refused that help.

ERIC [nearly at breaking point]: Then - you killed her. She came to
you to protect me — and you turned her away - yes, and you
killed her — and the child she’d have had too — my child - your
own grandchild - you killed them both — damn you, damn you -

MRS BIRLING [very distressed now): No — Eric — please — I didn’t
know - I didn’t understand —

ERIC [almost threatening her]: You don’t understand anything.
You never did. You never even tried — you —

SHEILA [ frightened]: Eric, don’t - don’t —

BIRLING [ furious, intervening]: Why, you hysterical young fool -
get back - or I’ll -




image25.png
- S S S St S O
INSPECTOR: But just remember this. One Eva Smith has gone —
but there are millions and millions and millions of Eva Smiths
and John Smiths still left with us, with their lives, their hopes
and fears, their suffering, and chance of happiness, all inter-
twined with our lives, with what we think and say and do. We
don’t live alone. We are members of one body. We are re-
sponsible for each other. And I tell you that the time will soon
come when, if men will not learn that lesson, then they will be
taught it in fire and blood and anguish. Good night.
[He walks straight out, leaving them staring, subdued and
wondering. SHEILA is still quietly crying. MRS BIRLING has
collapsed into a chair. ER1C 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.]
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Bz;u. 1NG: Of course. Somebody put that fellow up to coming here
and hoaxing us. There are people in this town who dislike me
enough to do that. We ought to have seen through it from the
first. In the ordinary way, I believe 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 him a few questions before I allowed him to askus
any.

SHEILA: It’s all right saying that now.

MRS BIRLING: I was the only one of you who didn’t give in to
him. And now I say we must discuss this business quietly and
sensibly and decide if there’s anything to be done about it.

BIRLING [with hearty approval]: You’re absolutely right, my dear.
Already we’ve discovered one important fact ~ that that fellow
was a fraud and we’ve been hoaxed — and that may not be the
end of it by any means.
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MRS BIRLING [smiling]: And I must sa; ,
this very cleverly, and I’m most grnte’;':le.cmd’ e
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. I’ll admit now he gave me a bit of a scare
at the time. But I'd a special reason for not wanting any public
scandal just now. [Has his drink now, and raises his glass.] Well,
here’s to us. Come on, Sheila, don’t look like that. All over now.
SHEILA: The worst part is. But you’re forgetting one thing I still
can’t forget. Everything we said had happened really had
happened. If it didn’t end tragically, then that’s lucky for us.
But it might have done.
BIRLING [jovially]: But the whole thing’s different now. Come,
come, you can see that, can’t you ? [Imitating INSPECTOR in his
final speech) You all helped to kill her. [Pointing at SHEILA and
ERIC, and laughing] And I wish you could have seen the look on
your faces when he said that. [SHEILA moves towards door.)
Going to bed, young woman ? it
SHETLA [tensely): I want to get out of this. It frightens me the way

you talk. :
BIRLING [heartily]: Nonsense! You’ll have a good laugh over it
Look, you’d better ask Gerald for that ring you gave back to
i you ? Then you’ll feel better. ;
i ly]: You’re pretending everything’s just as it
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MRS BIRLING: They’re over-tired. In the morning they’ll be as
amused as we are.
GERALD: Everything’s all right now, Sheila. [Holds up the ring.)
‘What about this ring ?
SHEILA: No, not yet. It’s too soon. I must think.
BIRLING [pointing to ERIC and SHEILA]: Now look at the pair
of them - the famous younger generation who know it all. And
they can’t even take a joke —
[The telephone rings sharply. There is a moment’s complete
silence. BIRLING goes to answer it.]

Yes?...Mr Birling speaking. . . . What ? - Here -
[But obviously the other person has 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
Fhe Infirmary - after swallowing some disinfectant. And a police
inspector is on his way here - to ask some — questions —

s they stare guiltily and dumbfounded, the curtain falls.)
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ACT ONE

The dining-room of a fairly large suburban house, belonging to a pros-

perous manufacturer. It has good solid furniture of the period. The
general effect is substantial and heavily comfortable, but not cosy and
homelike. (If a realistic set is used, then it should be swung back, as it
was in the Old Vic production at the New Theatre. By doing this,
you can have the dining-table centre downstage during Act One, when
it is needed there, and then, swinging back, can reveal the fireplace for
Act Two, and then for Act Three can show a small table with tele-
phone on it, downstage of fireplace; and by this time the dining-table
and its chairs have moved well upstage. Producers who wish to avoid
this tricky business, which involves two re-settings of the scene and
some very accurate adjustments of the extra flats necessary, would be
well advised to dispense with an ordinary realistic set, if only because
the dining-table becomes a nuisance. The lighting should be pink and
intimate until the INSPECT OR arrives, and then it should be brighter
and harder.)
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BIRLING: I’m delighted about this engagement and I hope it
won’t be too long before you’re married. And I want to say this.
There’s a good deal of silly talk about these days — but — and I
speak as a hard-headed business man, who has to take risks and
know what he’s about - I say, you can ignore all this silly pes-
simistic talk. When you marry, you’ll be marrying at a very
good time. Yes, a very good time-and soon it’ll be an even better
time. Last month, just because the miners came out on strike,
there’s a lot of wild talk about possible labour trouble in the near
future. Don’t worry. We’ve passed the worst of it. We em-
ployers at last are coming together to see that our interests — and
the interests of Capital — are properly protected. And we’re in
for a time of steadily increasing prosperity.
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BIRLING: Just let me finish, Eric. You’ve a lot to learn yet. And
I’m talking as a hard-headed, practical man of business. And I
say there isn’t a chance of war. The world’s developing so fast
that it’ll make war impossible. Look at the progress we’re
making. In a year or two we’ll have aeroplanes that will be able
to go anywhere. And look at the way the automobile’s making
headway - bigger and faster all the time. And then ships. Why, a
friend of mine went over this new liner last week — the Titanic -
she sails next week — forty-six thousand eight hundred tons -
forty-six thousand eight hundred tons — New York in five days
—and every luxury - and unsinkable, absolutely unsinkable.
That’s what you’ve got to keep your eye on, facts like that, pro-
gress like that — and not a few German officers talking nonsense
and a few scaremongers here making a fuss about nothing. Now
you three young people, just listen to this — and remember what
I’'m telling you now. In twenty or thirty years’ time —let’s say, in
1940 — you may be giving a little party like this — your son or
daughter might be getting engaged —and I tell you by that time
you’ll be living in a world that’ll have forgotten all these Capital
versus Labour agitations and all these silly little war scares.
There’ll be peace and prosperity and rapid progress everywhere

— except of course in Russia, which will always be behindhand,
naturally.
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BIRLING [solemnly]: But this is the point. I don’t want to lecture
you two young fellows again. But what so many of you don’t
seem to understand now, when things are so much easier, is that
a man has to make his own way - has to look after himself — and
his family too, of course, when he has one - and so long as he
does that he won’t come to much harm. But the way some of
these cranks talk and write now, you’d think everybody has to
look after everybody else, as if we were all mixed up together
like bees in a hive ~ community and all that nonsense. But take
my word for it, you youngsters - and I’ve learnt in the good
hard school of experience - that a man has to mind his own
business and look after himself and his own — and -

[We hear the sharp ring of a front door bell. BIRLING stops to
listen.]
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BIRLING: Oh - just before you came - I’d been giving these
young men a little good advice. Now - about this girl, Eva
Smith. I remember her quite well now. She was a lively good-
looking girl - country-bred, I fancy — and she’d been working in
one of our machine shops for over a year. A good worker too. In
fact, the foreman there told me he was ready to promote her into
what we call a leading operator — head of a small group of girls.
But after they came back from their holidays that August, they
were all rather restless, and they suddenly decided to ask for
more money. They were averaging about twenty-two and six,
which was neither more nor less than is paid generally in our
industry. They wanted the rates raised so that they could
average about twenty-five shillings a week. I refused, of course.

INSPECTOR: Why ?

BIRLING [surprised]: Did you say ‘Why ?’?

INSPECTOR: Yes. Why did you refuse ?

BIRLING: Well, Inspector, I don’t see that it’s any concern of
yours how I choose to run my business. Is it now?




