
HISTORY BOYS

The History Boys is a British comedy-drama film adapted by Alan Bennett from his play of the same name, which won
the Olivier Award for Best New .

But I think it's a better class of prejudice than Bennett's, and my bitterness and wrongness are, I believe,
honourably shared ones. On its way to the screen Hector's role has been somewhat diminished and Irwin has
become less sinister, his future as a revisionist historian and a political spin doctor toned down. They agree to
get together that very Sunday. The final shot shows the boys and teachers standing at the field trip lawn, with
Hector's voice encouraging them to "pass it on". They are streamed off as an elite set, to stay on an extra term
and sit Oxbridge entrance exams. Hector reveals, with a sigh, that he didn't make Oxbridge and had to make
do with Sheffield lucky man, I thought, he must have been taught by William Empson, although his gross
misreading of Thomas Hardy's Drummer Hodge suggests he may have been distractedly groping at the time.
Think Billy Elliot, think Full Monty. The General Studies teacher, known by staff and boys alike by his
nickname "Hector" Richard Griffiths , is much beloved, and works alongside their deputy head and regular
History teacher, Mrs. Lockwood, a junior army officer, was killed by friendly fire at 28 years old. What's
funny about that? There were anticipatory titters as the credits rolled round. The department was headed by the
distinguished Arthur Humphreys. Dakin, who characterises himself as an aspiring lecher, is currently pursuing
an affair with the headmaster's secretary, Fiona Georgia Taylor. The play's sexual politics, mostly concerned
with frustration and discontent, are now more prominent. But add a Brideshead from me. That the headmaster
remains two-dimensional is not Clive Merrison's fault. Duran Duran perhaps. Many more Guardian readers,
for example, will have attended non-Oxbridge than Oxbridge institutions. Akthar is a headmaster, Crowther a
magistrate, Timms a drug-taking dry-cleaning manager, and Dakin a tax lawyer. I went into the army rather
than accept the insulting offer. To say the audience was friendly to their Parkway Laureate would be an
understatement. Since graduating from Leicester I have three degrees from the place, which makes me, in
Bennett's terms, a triple-died loser I have taught at Edinburgh, London, and Caltech, in Los Angeles. This too
hasn't happened. The performances are nicely toned down. As readers of Bennett's diaries will know, it's home
ground - opposite Fresh and Wild, where the playwright likes to shop. I am clearly prejudiced. It was pizzas,
not High Table - and fast-food scholarship to match, presumably. A second Britain wide tour began on 31
August at the Birmingham Repertory Theatre , touring to eight further venues. I would have run away to sea if
the army had turned me down. Conflicts ensue. At the conclusion of each class, Hector offers a lift to one of
the students on his motorbike and it is generally known and dismissed as a joke that he touches them
inappropriately on the ride. Irwin, it is revealed, is not, after all, an Oxford man or, at least, only in the sense
that Jeffrey Archer is: he got a DipEd there.


