Refund
THE SERVANT: A man, sir. Outside. He wants to see you. He has a beard. 
THE PRINICIPAL: (much disquieted) What does he look like? Stupid? Intelligent?
 THE SERVANT: Fairly intelligent, I’d say, sir. 
THE PRINCIPAL: (reassured) Good! Then he’s not a school inspector. Show him in. 
THE SERVANT: Yes, sir. (He goes off. An instant later the door reopens to admit a bearded man, carelessly dressed, somewhat under forty. He is energetic and decided) 
THE PRINCIPAL: (rising) What can I do for you?
 WASSERKOPF: I’m Wasserkopf. (He pauses) Don’t you remember me? 
WASSERKOPF: It’s possible I’ve changed. 
WASSERKOPF: Mr. Principal, if you please, I’m Wasserkopf. 
THE PRINCIPAL: Doubtless, doubtless – but what has that to do with it? 
[bookmark: _GoBack]WASSERKOPF: You mean to say Well, Mr. Principal, I was a student in this school eighteen years ago.
 THE PRINCIPAL: (without enthusiasm) Oh, were you? Well, what do you want now? A certificate? 
WASSERKOPF: (clearing his throat firmly) As a former pupil of this school I want you to refund the tuition fees, which were paid you for my education eighteen years ago. 
THE PRINCIPAL: (incredulously) You want me to refund your tuition fees? 
WASSERKOPF: Exactly; the tuition fees. If I were a rich man I’d tell you to keep them, so far as I’m concerned. What the hell…! But I’m not a rich man, and I need the money. 
THE PRINCIPAL: I’m not sure I understand. 
WASSERKOPF: Dammit, I want my tuition fees back! Is that plain enough?
 THE PRINCIPAL: Why do you want it back?
 WASSERKOPF: Because I didn’t get my money’s worth, that’s why! This certificate here says I got an education. Well, I didn’t. I didn’t learn anything and I want my money back. 
My old classmate Leaderer gave me the idea not half an hour ago. 
WASSERKOPF: (nodding violently) Like that. Here I was walking along the street, fired from my last job, and wondering how I could get hold of some cash, because I was quite broke. I met Leaderer. I said, ‘How goes it, Leaderer?’ ‘Fine!’ he says. ‘I’ve got to hurry to the broker’s to collect the money I made speculating in foreign exchange.’ ‘What’s foreign exchange?’ I said. He says ‘I haven’t got the time to tell you now, but, according to the paper, Hungarian money is down seventy points, and I’ve made the difference. I said, ‘How do you make money if money goes down?’ and he says, ‘Wasserkopf, if you don’t know that, you don’t know a damn thing. Go to the school and get your tuition fees back.’ Then he hurried away and left me standing there, 
THE PRINCIPAL: (at a loss for words) Really… But now… See here, we’ve never had a request like yours before. Leaderer told you – 
WASSERKOPF: He’s a good friend, Leaderer. He told me, and when I get my money back I’m going to buy him a present. THE PRINCIPAL: (rising) You – you are not really serious, are you? 
WASSERKOPF: I was never more serious in my life. Treat me wrong here and I’ll go straight to the Ministry of Education and complain about you! You took my money and you taught me nothing. Now I’m no good for anything, and I can’t do the things that I should have learned in school. 
THE PRINICIPAL: (trying to gain time) What makes you think you can’t do anything? 
WASSERKOPF: Everybody thinks so. If I get a job I can’t keep it. Give me an examination and tell me what I ought to do. THE PRINICIPAL: What a distressing business! How unfortunate! You really want to take another examination? WASSERKOPF: Yes. I’ve a right to take one.
 THE PRINICIPAL: I shall have to consult the staff. I shall have to call a conference… Er – will you wait in the waiting room and give me a few minutes? 
WASSERKOPF: (rising) Yes, be quick. I’ve got no time to waste (he saunters out in a leisurely fashion.)
 THE PRINCIPAL: (trying out his speech) Gentlemen, I have asked you to come here on account of a most unusual state of affairs. It is unprecedented. In the thirty years that I have been a schoolmaster I have never heard of anything like it. Gentlemen, I have asked you to come here on account of a most unusual state of affairs. Sit down, gentlemen. I shall open the conference. It is unprecedented, incredible and fantastic. A former pupil has come to see me – er – an individual named Wasserkopf. He brought up a question, which I’ve never encountered in my many years of experience. (He explodes) I have never heard of anything like it. 
THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: Tell us about it. THE PRINICIPAL: He wants – he wants his tuition fees back. 
THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: Why? 
THE PRINCIPAL: Because he’s lost his job. Because he’s broke. Because he’s an ass. I should be glad to have you express your views on this unparalleled case.
 THE PHYSICS MASTER: The case is natural. 
THE GEOGRAPHY MASTER: Where is the fellow, anyhow? 
THE PRINCIPAL: He’s waiting outside. He wants to be re-examined. He says he learned nothing. He says a re-examination will prove it. I’d like to know what you gentlemen think about it. 
THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: (chuckling) A re-examination? Gentlemen, it is my conviction that we will lose nothing by re-examining Wasserkopf. If he fails, he will place us in an awkward position; therefore he must not fail. We will not make our questions too difficult – agreed, gentlemen? We are dealing with a sly, crafty individual, who will try to get the better of us – and his money back – by hook or crook. We must checkmate him. 
THE PHYSICS MASTER: How?
 THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: By sticking together. The object is to prevent him from failing, because if he fails he succeeds. That we must stop. If he fails, tomorrow there will be two more former pupils, and the next day a dozen. We must back each other up, gentlemen, so that this painful affair does not become a pedagogical scandal. We will ask him questions. Whatever his answers, we agree beforehand that they are correct. 
THE PRINCIPAL: (to the servant who has reappeared) Show in Herr Wasserkopf. (He enters, without waiting to be shown in. He is most truculent. His hat is over one ear; he keeps his hands thrust into his pockets and stares insolently)
 THE STAFF: (bowing, heartily) How do you do? WASSERKOPF: Who the hell are you? Sit down, you loafers! (He grins, waiting to be thrown out)
THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: (interrupting) Please! (He turns to the others.) Sit down, you loafers! (They sit, greatly astonished. He turns to Wasserkopf.) My dear sir, the greeting you have just given us shows that you understand the patriarchal manners, which we impress upon everybody in this institution
WASSERKOPF: Ask me questions, professors – I mean, long-eared asses! I’d like to see you get a single correct answer out of me. 
THE PRINCIPAL: The examination will begin.
THE HISTORY MASTER (the idea arrives; triumphantly): Candidate, answer this question: How long did the Thirty Years’ War last? 
WASSERKOPF: Thirt – (He interrupts himself.) I mean to say, I don’t know. 
The Physics Master tiptoes to him and whispers loudly, ‘Thirty years.’ WASSERKOPF: Mr. Principal, this is no way to run an examination. (He indicates the Physics Master) That fellow is trying to make me cheat. 
THE PRINCIPAL: I shall deal with this decisively. (To the Physics Master) Go away! (The Physics Master slinks back to his place) 
WASSERKOPF (after much thought): How long did the Thirty Years’ War last? Was that the question? WASSERKOPF: (grinning) I know! Exactly seven meters  .Seven meters! Ha, ha! Seven meters long! Seven meters! Please give me back my tuition fees
THE HISTORY MASTER: (swallowing manfully and watching the Principal out of the corner of his eye) The answer is correct, as a matter of fact. The candidate has shown us that his thought processes are not merely superficial, and that he has investigated the subject in accordance with moderns researches based on – based on – based on – THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: Relativity, of course. The quantum theory.  Einstein. It’s all very simple. (To the THE HISTORY MASTER) Don’t say another word. We understand perfectly. Einstein has taught us that time is as real as space and matter. It consists of atoms, and may be synthesized into a unified whole, and may be measured like anything else. Reduce the mass-system to a unit and a year may be represented by a meter, or seven years by seven meters. We may even assert that the Thirty Years’ War lasted seven years only because – because – because – 
THE HISTORY MASTER: Because the actual warfare took place only during half of each day 
THE STAFF: Bravo! Excellent! He has passed! (They congratulate Wasserkopf) 
WASSERKOPF: (objecting) But I don’t see –
THE PHYSICS MASTER (energetically): Come, come! tell me, Herr Wasserkopf, do clocks in church steeples really become smaller as you walk away from them, or do they merely appear to become smaller because of an optical illusion? WASSERKOPF: What an absolute rot? How should I know? Whenever I walk away from clocks they get larger! Invariably! If I want them to get smaller I turn round and walk straight up to them, and they’re not small at all.
WASSERKOPF: In a word, therefore, you give me a pain in the neck. You’re an ass! That’s my answer. 
THE PHYSICS MASTER: (furiously) Is that your answer? (He controls himself) Good! It is correct. (Turning to the staff) A difficult answer but a most brilliant one. I’ll explain that his look is sad. Therefore – (He thinks. Suddenly triumphant) I’ve got it! 
WASSERKOPF: (worried) What have you got, you whiskered baboon? 
THE PHYSICS MASTER: I’ve got it, and the answer is right. Why is the look of the ass so sad? Because we are all the victims of illusion. But what illusions can affect the extremely primitive apperceptive powers of an ass? Obviously, the illusions of the senses, for the ass lacks imagination; and these must be none other than optical illusions, since the ass, like us, observes that objects appear to become smaller as he moves away from them. The candidate has given us a most excellent answer in calling our attention to an animal whose whole expressions is melancholy because its senses are deceptive; or, to put it in another way, because the apparent decrease in size of an object, in this case a clock, is to be ascribed to optical illusion. The answer was correct. I certify, therefore, that the candidate may be given ‘Very Good’ in Physics. 
WASSERKOPF: I protest! 
THE PRINCIPAL: (silencing him with a gesture) The examination in Geography. 
WASSERKOPF: Just look at him! The old hypocrite! How are you, anyhow, nitwit?
 THE GEOGRAPHY MASTER: (imperturbably) Please tell me what city of the same name is the capital of the German province of Brunswick? 
WASSERKOPF: ‘Same’ of course. That’s the answer. If the name of the city is same, then the name of the city is ‘Same.’ Right? If it isn’t I fail, and you refund my tuition fees. 
THE GEOGRAPHY MASTER: The answer is correct. The name of the city is ‘Same.’ Gentlemen, the candidate shows exceptional knowledge of the history of the city Brunswick. There is a legend that once, as the Emperor Barbarossa was riding in to the city, he met a young peasant girl who was munching a bun, and whose mouth was full. He called out to her, ‘God bless you. What’s the name of this city?’ and the peasant girl answered ‘Same to you, sir.’ Then she stopped because her mouth was full, and the Emperor laughed and said, ‘Ho, ho! So the name of the city is “Same.”?’ 
THE PRINCIPAL: (writing) ‘Geography: Excellent.’ Thus far the candidate has come through with flying colours. Only the examination in mathematics is left. Should he pass that he will have passed the entire examination. 
WASSERKOPF: (nervously) I’m going to be more careful now. 
THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: I’m going to ask you two questions. One of them is easy; the other is hard. 
THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: The easy question: If we represent the speed of light by x, and the distance of the star Sirius from the sun by y, what is the circumference of a one-hundred-and-nine-sided regular polyhedron whose surface coincides with that of the hip-pocket of a State railway employee whose wife has been deceiving him for two years and eleven months with a regimental sergeant-major of hussars?
 WASSERKOPF: Of course I know it! Naturally I know it! I’ll tell you: two thousand six hundred and twenty nine litres. Exact. No fractions. And did I give you the correct answer? (He chuckles) I’ve given you an answer which is too good! 
THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: No. The answer is wrong. The correct answer is two thousand six hundred and twenty-eight litres, and not twenty nine. (He turns to The Principal) I refuse to pass the candidate. Mark him ‘Failure.’ WASSERKOPF: (bounding) I told you so! I told you so! 
THE PRINCIPAL: (thunderstruck) Professor! Professor! THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: I’m sorry. It is true that his error amounted to less than a tenth of a percent, in the total, but it was an error. He fails. 
WASSERKOPF: My tuition fees! My tuition fees! 
THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: In my opinion the candidate’s request is reasonable. Now that I have satisfied myself he cannot pass our examination it is his right to recover the money which was paid us. 
PRINCIPAL: (furiously, to the Mathematics Master) Is that what you think? 
THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: Absolutely. This is a good school. It is our duty to see that nothing ever injures its reputation. How much do we owe you, Herr Wasserkopf? 
WASSERKOPF: (greedily, forgetting everything else) I’ll tell you exactly. I attended this school for six years in all. During the first three years the fee was 150 crowns quarterly. Total for three years 1, 800. During the second three years the fee was 400 crowns semi-annually. Total: 2, 400 and 1, 800 is 4, 200. Examination fees, 250 crowns 95 heller. Certificates, documents, books, stamp taxes, 1, 241 crowns 43 heller. Total: 5, 682 crowns 38 heller. Incidentals, stationery, notebooks, 786 crowns 12 heller. Grand total: 6, 450 crowns 50 heller. Knock of the heller and call it crowns. THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: (checking with his paper and pencil as Wasserkopf calls out the amount) Exactly! WASSERKOPF: Exactly! You can rely on it. 
THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: It’s right. There’s no question of it. It’s right to the smallest detail. (He offers Wasserkopf his hand) I congratulate you! That was my difficult question! 
WASSERKOPF: (not understanding) What?
 THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: (to the Principal) I certify that the candidate passes in Mathematics. His answer to the easy question was a very little out of the way; but his answer to the difficult question – how much the refund should be – was exactly correct. Herr Wasserkopf is a mathematical genius.
 WASSERKOPF: (striking his forehead) So you did put one over me!
 THE PRINCIPAL: (rising) I present the results of the examination. Herr Wasserkopf has passed with distinction in every subject, and has again shown that he is entitled to the certificate we awarded him on his graduation. And now that we have verified your knowledge and your abilities – (he makes an eloquent gesture) get out before I have you thrown out! (He rings for the servant.)
 THE HISTORY MASTER: So I’m a numskull, am I? Say it again and I’ll show you what is what! 
THE PHYSICS MASTER: I’m a cannibal? What? And you were the one who tied a string across the aisle –
 THE GEOGRAPHY MASTER: Hypocrite? Nitwit? Ass? Me? 
THE MATHEMATICS MASTER: Old stick-in-the-mud? 
THE SERVANT: (entering) Yes, sir? 
THE PRINCIPAL: (indicating Wasserkopf) Remove that object! (The servant seizes Wasserkopf by the collar and the seat of his trousers and rushes him off. The Principal turns to the staff and beams.) Thank you, gentlemen, for your magnificent co-operation. In the future it will be our proudest boast that in this school a pupil simply cannot fail!

