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N.B.

Tais screen version of Major Barbara is not practi-
cable for stage performance. The greater resources
of the film, both financial and artistic, make it
possible to take the spectators through the great
Undershaft factory and industrial colony instead
of putting them off with a spoken description ;.
and the same is true of half a dozen other scenes
_ for which there is neither time nor money in
theatres as distinct from cinemas.

The verses written to fit Rossini’s once famous
quartet from his Moses in Egypt were reset by Mr
William Walton for Mr Pascal’s film ; but 1 retain
my first suggestion partly to explain the constrained
versification imposed by Rossini’s music ; -partly
because I must not infringe Mr Walton’s copy-
right (Rossini’s is extinct); and perhaps mainly
because I feel sure that Undershaft was as old-
fashioned in his musical taste as he was ultra-
modern in his industrial management.

The passages quoted from Euripides are trans-
lated not by me, but by GILBERT MURRAY, whose
English versions of the ancient Greek dramas had
just come into our lives with all the impulsive
power of original work shortly before Major
Barbara was written. They tower above the best
we were able to produce for ourselves in that
period. My play stands indebted to Gilbert
Murray in more ways than the way from Athens.

G.B.S.






PREFACE TO MAJOR BARBARA

THE GOSPEL OF ST ANDREW UNDERSHAFT

IN the millionaire Undershaft I have represented a man
who has become intellectually and spiritually as well as
 practically conscious of the irresistible natural truth which
we all abhor and repudiate : to wit, that the greatest of
our evils, and the worst of our crimes is poverty, and that
our first duty, to which every other consideration should
be sacrificed, is not to be poor. * Holy poverty,” * poor
but honest,” “ the respectable poor,” and such phrases are
as intolerable and as immoral as ¢ drunken but amiable,”
“ fraudulent but a good after-dinner speaker,” ““ splendidly
criminal,” or the like. Security, the chief pretence of
civilization, cannot exist where the worst of dangers, the
danger of poverty, hangs over everyone’s head, and where
the alleged protection of our persons from violence is only
an accidental result of the existence of a police force whose
real business is to force the poor man to see his children
starve whilst the money that might feed and clothe them
goes to overfeed pet dogs.

‘It is difficult to make people realize that an evil is an
_evil. For instance, we seize a man and deliberately do
him a malicious injury : say, imprison him for years. One
would not suppose that it needed any exceptional clearness
of wit to recognize in this an act of diabolical cruelty. But
in England such a recognition provokes a stare of surprise,
followed by an explanation that the outrage is punishment
or justice or something else that is all right, or perhaps
by a heated attempt to argue that we should all be robbed
and murdered in our beds if such stupid villainies as sen-
tences of imprisonment were not committed daily. It is
useless to argue that even if this were true, which it is not,
the alternative to adding crimes of our own to the crimes
from which we suffer is not helpless submission. ~Chicken-
pox is an evil ; but if I were to declare that we must either
submit to it or else repress it sternly by seizing everyone
who suffers from it and punishing them by inoculation
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MAJOR BARBARA

with smallpox, I should be laughed at ; for though nobody
could deny that the result would be to prevent chickenpox
to some extent by making people avoid it much more care-
fully, and to effect a further apparent prevention by making
them conceal it very anxiously, yet people would have
sense enough to see that the deliberate propagation of
smallpox was a creation of evil, and must therefore be ruled
out in favor of purely humane and hygienic measures. Yet
in the precisely parallel case of a man breaking into my
house and stealing my wife’s diamonds I am expected as a
matter of course to steal ten years of his life, torturing him
all the time. If he tries to defeat that monstrous retaliation
by shooting me, my survivors hang him. The net result
suggested by the police statistics is that we inflict atrocious
injuries on the burglars we catch in order to make the rest
take effectual precautions against detection ; so that instead
of saving our wives’ diamonds from burglary we only greatly
decrease our chances of ever getting them back, and increase
our chances of being shot by the robber if we are unlucky
enough to disturb him at his work.

But the thoughtless wickedness with which we scatter
sentences of imprisonment, torture in the solitary cell and
on the plank bed, privation of human intercourse and daily
news, and flogging, on moral invalids and energetic rebels,
is as nothing compared to the silly levity with which we
tolerate poverty as if it were either a wholesome tonic for
lazy people or else a virtue to be embraced as St Francis
embraced it. If a man is indolent, let him be poor. If he
is drunken, let him be poor. If he is not a gentleman, let
him be poor. If he is addicted to the fine arts or to pure
science instead of to trade and finance, let him be poor.
If he chooses to spend his wages on his beer and his family
instead of saving it up for his old age, let him be poor.
Let nothing be done for “ the undeserving » : let him be
poor. Serve him right ! Also—somewhat inconsistently—
blessed are the poor !

Now what does this Let Him Be Poor mean ? - It means
let him be weak. Let him be ignorant. Let him become
a nucleus of disease. Let him be a standing exhibition and
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MAJOR BARBARA

example of ugliness and dirt. Let him have rickety children.
Let him be cheap, and drag his fellows down to his own
price by selling himself to do their work. Let his habita-
tions turn our cities into poisonous congeries of slums.
Let his daughters infect our young men with the diseases
" of the streets, and his sons revenge him by turning the
natien’s manhood into scrofula, cowardice, cruelty, hypo-
crisy, political imbecility, and all the other fruits of oppres-
sion and malnutrition. Let the undeserving become still
less deserving ; and let the deserving lay up for himself,
not treasures in heaven, but horrors in hell upon earth.
This being so, is it really wise to let him be poor ? Would
he not do ten times less harm as a prosperous burglar,
incendiary, ravisher or murderer, to the utmost limits
of humanity’s comparatively negligible impulses in these
directions ? Suppose we were to abolish all penalties for
such activities, and decide that poverty is the one thing
we will not tolerate—that every adult with less than a
thousand a year shall be painlessly but inexorably killed,
and every hungry half naked child forcibly fattened and
clothed, would not that be an enormous improvement on
our existing system, which has already destroyed so many
civilizations, and is visibly destroying ours? Surely the
sensible course would be to give every man enough to live
well on, so as to guarantee the community against the
possibility of a case of the malignant disease of poverty,
and then (necessarily) to see that he earned it.

Undershaft, the hero of Major Barbara, is a man who,
having grasped the fact that poverty is a crime, knows
that when society offered him the alternative of poverty
or a lucrative trade in death and destruction, it offered
him, not a choice between opulent villainy and humble
virtue, but between energetic enterprise and cowardly
infamy. His conduct stands the Kantian test, which Peter
Shirley’s does not. Peter Shirley is what we call the honest
poor man. Undershaft is what we call the wicked rich
one: Shirley is Lazarus, Undershaft Dives. Well, the
misery of the world is due to the fact that the great mass
of men act and believe as Peter Shirley acts and believes.
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MAJOR BARBARA

If they acted and believed as Undershaft acts and believes,
the immediate result would be a revolution of incalculable
beneficence. To have money, says Undershaft, is with me a
point of honor for which I am prepared to kill to make my
own life worth living. This preparedness is, as he says, the
final test of sincerity. Like Froissart’s medieval hero, who
saw that “ to rob and pill was a good life ” he is not the
dupe of that public sentiment against killing which is
propagated and endowed by people who but for it would |
be killed themselves, or of the mouth-honor paid to poverty
and obedience by rich and insubordinate parasites who want
to rob the poor without courage and command them with-
out superiority. Froissart’s knight, in placing the achieve-
ment of a good life before all the other duties—which indeed
are not duties at all when they conflict with it, but plain
wickednesses—behaved bravely, admirably, and, in the final
analysis, public-spiritedly. Medieval society, on the other
hand, behaved very badly indeed in organizing itself so
stupidly that a good life could be achieved by robbing and
pilling. If the knight’s contemporaries had been all as
resolute as he, robbing and pilling would have been the
shortest way to the gallows, just as, if we were all as resolute
and clearsighted as Undershaft, an attempt to live by means
of what is called * an independent income ” would be the
shortest way to the lethal chamber. But as, thanks to our
political ignorance and personal cowardice (fruits of poverty,
~ both), the best imitation of a good life now procurable is
life on an independent income, all sensible people aim at
securing such an income, and are, of course, careful to
legalize and moralize both it and all the actions and senti-
ments which lead to it and support it as an institution.
What else can they do? They know, of course, that they
are rich because others are poor. But they cannot help
that : it is for the poor to repudiate poverty when they
have had enough of it. The thing can be done easily
enough : the demonstrations to the contrary made by the
economists, jurists, moralists and sentimentalists hired by
the rich to defend them, or even doing the work gratuitously
out of sheer folly and abjectness, impose only on those
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MAJOR BARBARA

who have leisure to read, and want to be imposed on.

The reason why the independent income-tax payers are
not solid in defence of their position is that the poverty of
those we rob prevents our having the good life for which
we sacrifice them. Rich'men or aristocrats with a developed
sense of life—men like Ruskin and William Morris and
Kropotkin—have enormous social appetites and very fastidi-
ous personal ones. They are not content with handsome
houses : they want handsome cities. They are not content
with bediamonded wives and blooming daughters : they
complain because the charwoman is badly dressed, because
the laundress smells of gin, because the sempstress is anemic,
because every man they meet is not a friend and every
woman not a romance. They turn up their noses at their
neighbor’s drains, and are made ill by the architecture of
their neighbor’s house. Trade patterns made to suit vulgar
people do not please them ; and they can get nothing else.
The very air is not good enough for them : there is too
much factory smoke in it. They even demand abstract
conditions : justice, honor, a healthy moral atmosphere,
an honest nexus to replace the cash nexus. Finally they
declare that though to rob and pill with your own hand
on horseback and in steel coat may have been a good life,
to rob and pill by the hands of the policeman, the bailiff,
and the soldier, and to underpay them meanly for doing it,
is not a good life, but rather fatal to all possibility of even
a tolerable one. They call on the poor to revolt, and,
finding the poor shocked at their ungentlemanliness, despair-
ingly revile them for their “ damned wantlessness ” (ver-
dammte Bediirfnislosigkeit). ;

So far, however, their attack on society has lacked
simplicity. The poor do not share their tastes, nor under-
stand their art-criticisms, nor want the simple life, the
aesthetic life, the literate life : on the contrary, they want
very much to wallow in all the costly vulgarities from which
the elect souls among the rich turn away with loathing.
It is by surfeit and not by abstinence that they will be
cured of their hankering after unwholesome sweets. What
they do dislike and are ashamed of is their poverty. To
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ask them to fight for the difference between the Picture
Post and the Kelmscott Chaucer is silly : they prefer the
Post. “ Cease to be slaves, in order that you may become
cranks > is not a very inspiring call to arms ; nor is it
really improved by substituting saints for cranks. Both
terms denote men of genius ; and the common man does
not want to live the life of a saint or a man of genius. But
he does want more money. Whatever else he may be
vague about, he is clear about that. He may or may not
prefer Major Barbara to the Drury Lane pantomime ; but
he always prefers a pound to five shillings.

Now to deplore this preference as sordid, and teach
children that it is sinful to desire moneys, is to strain towards
the extreme limit of impudence in lying and corruption in
hypocrisy. The universal regard for money is the one
hopeful fact in our civilization, the one sound spot in our
social conscience. Money is the most important thing in
the world. It represents health, strength, honor, generosity
and beauty as conspicuously and undeniably as the want
of it represents illness, weakness, disgrace, meanness and
ugliness. Not the least of its virtues is that it destroys
base people as certainly as it fortifies and dignifies noble
people. It is only when it is cheapened to worthlessness
for some and made impossibly dear to others, that it be-
comes a curse. In short, it is a curse only in such foolish
social conditions that life itself is a curse. For the two
things are inseparable : money is the counter that en-
ables life to be distributed socially : it is life as truly as
gold coins and bank notes are money. The first duty of
every citizen is to insist on having money on reasonable
terms ; and this demand is not complied-with by giving
four men a few shillings each for ten or twelve hours’
drudgery and one man a thousand pounds for nothing.
The crying need of the nation is not for better morals,
cheaper bread, temperance, liberty, culture, redemption of
fallen sisters and erring brothers, nor the grace, love and
fellowship of the Trinity, but simply for enough money.
And the evil to be attacked is not sin, suffering, greed,
priestcraft, kingcraft, demagogy, monopoly, ignorance,
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drink, war, pestilence, nor any of the other consequences
of poverty, but just poverty itself.

Once take your eyes from the ends of the earth and fix
them on this truth just under your nose; and Andrew
Undershaft’s views will not perplex you in the least. Unless.
indeed his constant sense that he is only the instrument
of a Will or Life Force which uses him for purposes wider
than his own, may puzzle you. If so, that is because you
are walking either in artificial Darwinian darkness, or in
mere stupidity. All genuinely religious people have that
consciousness. To them Undershaft the Mystic will be
quite intelligible, and his perfect comprehension of his
daughter the Salvationist and her lover the Euripidean
Republican natural and inevitable. This, however, is not
new, even on the stage. What is new, as far as I know,
is that article in Undershaft’s religion which recognizes in
Money the first need, and in poverty the vilest sin of man
and society.

This dramatic conception has not, of course, been
reached in one step. Nor has it been borrowed from
Nietzsche nor from any man born beyond the Channel.
The late Samuel Butler, in his own department the greatest
English writer of the latter half of the XIX century, steadily
inculcated the necessity and morality of a conscientious
Laodiceanism in religion and of an earnest and constant
sense of the importance of money. It drives one almost
to despair of English literature that when I produced plays
in which Butler’s extraordinarily fresh, free and future-
piercing suggestions had an obvious share, I was reproached
for echoing Schopenhauer, Ibsen, and Nietzsche. Really,
the English do not deserve to have great men. They allowed
Butler to die practically unknown whilst in Sicily there was
already a Via Samuele Butler. When English tourists came
upon it they asked either “ Who the devil was Samuele
Butler ? ”” or wondered why the Sicilians should perpetuate
the memory of the author of Hudibras.
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MAJOR BARBARA

THE SALVATION ARMY

When Major Barbara was produced in London, the
second act was reported in an important northern news-
paper as a withering attack on the Salvation Army, and
the despairing ejaculation of Barbara deplored by a London
daily as a tasteless blasphemy. And they were set right,
not by the professed critics of the theatre, but by religious
and philosophical publicists who not only understood the
act as well as the Salvationists themselves, but also saw it
in its relation to the religious life of the nation : a life
which then lay not only outside the sympathy of many
theatre critics, but outside their knowledge of society.
Indeed nothing could be more ironically curious than the
confrontation Major Barbara effected of the theatre enthusi-
asts with the religious enthusiasts. On the one hand was
the playgoer, always seeking pleasure, paying exorbitantly
for it, suffering unbearable discomforts for it, and not
always getting it. On the other hand was the Salvationist,
repudiating gaiety, courting effort and sacrifice, yet always
in the wildest spirits, laughing, joking, singing, rejoicing,
drumming, and tambourining : his life flying by in a flash
of excitement, and his death arriving as a climax of
triumph. And, if you please, the playgoer despising the
Salvationist as a joyless person, shut out from the heaven
of the theatre, self-condemned to a life of hideous gloom ;
and the Salvationist mourning over the playgoer as over
a prodigal with vine leaves in his hair, careering outrage-
‘ously to hell amid the popping of champagne corks and
the ribald laughter of sirens ! Could misunderstanding be
more complete, or sympathy worse misplaced ?

Fortunately, the Salvationists are more accessible to the
religious character of the drama than the playgoers to the
gay energy and artistic fertility of religion. They can see,
when it is pointed out to them, that a theatre, as a place
where two or three are gathered togther, takes from that
divine presence an inalienable sanctity of which the grossest
and profanest farce can no more deprive it than a hypo-
critical sermon by a snobbish bishop can desecrate West-
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minster Abbey. But in our professional playgoers this
indispensable preliminary conception of sanctity seems
wanting. They talk of actors as mimes and mummers, and,
1 fear, think of playwrights as liars and pandars whose main
business is the voluptuous soothing of the tired city specu-
lator when what he calls the serious business of the day
is over. Passion, the life of drama, means nothing to them
~ but primitive sexual excitement : such phrases as “ im-
passioned poetry ” or “ passionate love of truth” have
fallen quite out of their vocabulary and been replaced by
“ passional crime ” and the like.. They assume, as far as
I can gather, that people in whom passion has a larger
scope are passionless and therefore uninteresting. Conse-
quently they come to think of religious people either as
figures of fun or as hypocrites, bores, and spoilsports.
And so, when Barbara cracks Salvation Army jokes, and
snatches a kiss from her lover across his drum, the devotees
of the theatre think they ought to appear shocked, and
conclude that the whole play is an elaborate mockery of
the Army. And then either hypocritically rebuke me for
mocking, or foolishly take part in the supposed mockery !

Even the handful of mentally competent critics got into
difficulties over my demonstration of the economic deadlock
in which the Salvation Army finds itself. Some of them
thought that the Army would not have taken money from
a distiller and a cannon founder : others thought it should
not have taken it : all assumed more or less definitely that
it reduced itself to absurdity or hypocrisy by taking it. On
the first point the reply of the Army itself was prompt
and conclusive. As one of its officers said, they would take
money from the devil himself and be only too glad to get
it out of his hands and into God’s. They gratefully acknow-
ledged that publicans not only give them money but allow
them to collect it in the bar, sometimes even when there
is a Salvation meeting outside preaching teetotalism. In
fact, they questioned the verisimilitude of the play, not
because Mrs Baines took the money, but because Barbara
refused it.

On the point that the Army ought not to- take such
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money, its justification is obvious. It must take the money
because it cannot exist without money, and there is no other
money to be had. Practically all the spare money in the
country consists of a mass of rent, interest, and profit,
every penny of which is bound up with crime, drink,
prostitution, disease, and all the evil fruits of poverty, as
inextricably as with enterprise, wealth, commercial probity,
and national prosperity. The notion that you can earmark
certain coins as tainted is childish. None the less the fact
that all our money is tainted gives a very severe shock to
earnest young souls when some dramatic instance of the
taint first makes them conscious of it. When an enthusi-
. astic young' clergyman of the Established Church first
realizes that the Ecclesiastical Commissioners receive the
rents of sporting public houses, brothels, and sweating
dens ; or that the most generous contributor at his last
charity sermon was an employer trading in female labor
cheapened by prostitution ; or that the only patron who
can afford to rebuild his church or his schools or give his
boys’ brigade a gymnasium or a library is the son-in-law
of a Chicago meat King, that young clergyman has, like
Barbara, a very bad quarter hour. But he cannot help
himself by refusing to accept money from anybody except
sweet old ladies with independent incomes and gentle and
lovely ways of life. He has only to follow up the income
of the sweet ladies to its industrial source, and there he
will find Mrs Warren’s profession and all the rest of it.
His own stipend has the same root. He must either share
the world’s guilt or go to another planet. He must save
the world’s honor if he is to save his own. This is what
all the Churches find just as the Salvation Army and
Barbara find it in the play. Her discovery is that she is her
father’s accomplice ; that the Salvation Army is the accom-
plice of the distiller and the dynamite maker ; that they
can no more escape one another than they can escape the
air they breathe ; and that there is no salvation for them
through personal righteousness, but only through the
redemption of the whole nation from its vicious, lazy,
competitive anarchy. Nevertheless we proceed without the
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