“Inspector Calls” Extract 3 – Mr. Birling is questioned by the Inspector

Inspector: I think that you remember Eva Smith now, don’t you, Mr. Birling?

Birling: Yes, I do. She was one of my employees and then I discharged her.

…………………………………

Birling: (somewhat impatiently) look there’s nothing mysterious – or scandalous – about this business –at least not as far as I’m concerned. It’s a perfectly straightforward case, and as it happened more than eighteen months ago – nearly two years ago – obviously it has nothing whatever to do with the wretched girl’s suicide. Eh, Inspector?

Inspector: No, sir. I can’t agree with you there.

Birling: Why not?

Inspector: Because what happened to her then may have determined what happened to her afterwards, and what happened to her afterwards may have driven her to suicide. A chain of events.

………………………………………………………

Birling: ……………….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 to 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

………………………………………………………..

.

Birling: ………… So they went on strike. That didn’t last long, of course.

Gerald: Not if it was just after the holidays. They’d be all broke – if I know them. 

Birling: Right, Gerald. They mostly were. And so was the strike, after a week or two. Pitiful affair. Well, we let them all come back – at the old rates – except for the four or five ringleaders, who’d started the trouble. I went down myself and told them to clear out. And this girl, Eva Smith, was one of them. She’d had a lot to say – far too much – so she had to go. 

