“An Inspector Calls” - Extract 6 – Mrs. Birling’s Story

Inspector: Mrs Birling, you’re a member – a prominent member – of the Brumley Women’s Charity Organisation, aren’t you?……… She appealed to your organisation for help? 

Mrs B: Yes.

Inspector: Not as Eva Smith?

Mrs B: No. Nor as Daisy Renton. 

Inspector: As what then? 

Mrs B: First, she called herself Mrs Birling - ……… I think it was simply a piece of gross impertinence – quiet deliberate – and naturally that was one of the things that prejudiced me against her case.

,………………..

Inspector: You admit being prejudiced against her case? 

Mrs B: Yes………..I’m very sorry. But I think she had only herself to blame.

Inspector: Was it owing to your influence, as the most prominent member of the committee, that help was refused to the girl?

Mrs B: Possibly.

Inspector: Was it or was it not your influence?

Mrs B: (stung) Yes, It was. I did not like her manner. She’d impertinently made use of our name, though she pretended 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 was not married, and that the story she told at first – about a husband who 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 B: 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 B: I don’t think we need discuss it.

Inspector: You have no hope of NOT discussing it, Mrs Birling.

Mrs B: If you think you can bring any pressure to bear on me, Inspector, you’re quite mistaken. Unlike the other three, I did nothing I’m ashamed of or that won’t bear investigation. The girl asked for assistance. We were asked to look carefully into the claims made upon us. I wasn’t satisfied with the girls claim – she seemed to me to be not a good case – and so I used my influence to have it refused. And in spite of what’s happened to the girl since, I consider I did my duty. So if I prefer not to discuss it further, you have no power to make me change my mind.

Inspector: Yes I have.

Mrs B: No you haven’t. Simply because I’ve done nothing wrong – and you know it.

Inspector: (very deliberately) I think you did something terribly wrong – and that you are going to spend the rest of your life regretting it. I wish you’d been with me tonight in the infirmary. You’d have seen – 

Sheila: (bursting in) No, no, please! Not that again. I’ve imagined it enough already.

Inspector: (very deliberately) Then the next time you imagine it, just remember that this girl was going to have a child.

Sheila: (horrified) No! Oh – horrible – horrible! How could she have wanted to kill herself? 

Inspector: Because she had been turned out and turned down too many times. This was the end.

Sheila: Mother, you must have known. 

Inspector: It was because she was going to have a child that she went for assistance to your mother’s committee. 

Birling: Look here, this wasn’t Gerald Croft – 

Inspector: (cutting in, sharply) No, no. Nothing to do with him.

Sheila: Thanks goodness for that! Though I don’t know why I should care now

Inspector: (to Mrs Birling) And you’ve nothing further to tell me eh?

Mrs B: I’ll tell you what I told her. Go and look for the father of the child. It’s his responsibility………….. In the circumstances I think I was justified. The girl had begun by telling a pack of lies. Afterwards, when I got at the truth, I discovered that she knew who the father was, she was quiet certain about that, and so I told her that it was her business to make him responsible. If he refused to marry her – and in my opinion he ought to be compelled to – then he must at least support her.

Inspector: And what did she reply to that?

………………

Mrs B: (rather cowed) She said that the father was only a youngster – silly and wild and drinking too much. There couldn’t be any question of marrying him – it would be wrong for them both. He had given her money but she did not want to take any more money from him.

Inspector: Why didn‘t she want to take any more money from him?

…………..

Mrs B: Her story was – that he’d said something one night, when he was drunk, that gave her the idea that it wasn’t his money.

Inspector: Where had he got it from then?

Mrs B: He’d stolen it.

Inspector: So she’d come to you for assistance because she didn’t want to take stolen money? 

Mrs B: That’s the story she finally told, after I’d refused to believe her original story – that she was a married woman who had been deserted by her husband. I didn’t see any reason to believe that one story should be any truer than the other. Therefore, you’re quiet wrong to suppose I shall regret what I did.  

