An Inspector Calls

You are advised to spend about 45 minutes on this ques on.
You should use the extract below and your knowledge of the whole play to answer this ques on.
Write about the theme of responsibility in An Inspector Calls and how it is presented at diﬀerent
points in the play.
In your response you should:
• refer to the extract and the play as a whole
• show your understanding of characters and events in the play [40]
5 of this ques on’s marks are allocated for accuracy in spelling, punctua on and the use of
vocabulary and sentence structures.

Inspector (taking charge, masterfully) Stop!
They are suddenly quiet, staring at him.
And be quiet for a moment and listen to me. I don’t need to know any more. Neither do you. This girl
killed herself – and died a horrible death. But each of you helped to kill her. Remember that. Never
forget it. (He looks from one to the other of them carefully.) But then I don’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 pi able li le bit of organized charity you had in your power to grant her.
Remember what you did—
Eric (unhappily) My God – I’m not likely to forget.
Inspector Just used her for the end of a stupid drunken evening, as if she was an animal, a thing, not
a person. No, you won’t forget. (He looks at Sheila.)
Sheila (bi erly) I know. I had her turned out of a job. I started it.
Inspector You helped – but didn’t start it (Rather savagely, to Birling.) You
started it. She wanted twenty-ﬁve shillings a week instead of twenty-two and sixpence. You made her
pay a heavy price for that. And now she’ll make you pay a heavier price s ll.
Birling (unhappily) Look, Inspector – I’d give thousands – yes, thousands—
Inspector You’re oﬀering the money at the wrong me, Mr Birling. (He makes a move as if concluding
the session, possibly shu ng up notebook, etc. Then surveys them sardonically.) No, I don’t think any
of you will forget. Nor that young man, Cro , though he at least had some aﬀec on for her and
made her happy for a me. Well, Eva Smith’s gone. You can’t do her any more harm. And you can’t
do her any good now, either. You can’t even say ‘I’m sorry, Eva Smith.’
Sheila (who is crying quietly) That’s the worst of it.

Inspector But just remember this. One Eva Smith has gone – but there are millions and millions and
millions of Eva Smiths and John Smiths s ll le with us, with their lives, their hopes and fears, their
suﬀering and chance of happiness, all intertwined with our lives, and what we think and say and do.
We don’t live alone. We are members of one body. We are responsible for each other. And I tell you
that the me 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.

