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GEORGE BERNARD SHAW

Introduction

George Bernard Shaw, romantic Puritan,
was a unique phenomenon. Damned by some, worshipped
by others, he was ignored by none. During his lifetime he
wrote his name in red caps across the face of the earth. His
pulpit was the theatre: a theatre” of wit and paradox;
comedy and satire. Above all, his theatre was a platform
from which he orated brilliantly and provoc:tively on prac-
tically every form of human activity under the sun. His
subject was Man: his politics, religion, morality, and ethics.
He was particularly intrigued by the male-female relation-
ship. Such sacred cows as love and marriage were analyzed
and anatomized in a few million words. The old greybeard
was revolutionist and court jester to his century. Primarily
a propagandist—not a dirty word; all art is propaganda—
his thunderbolts and shafts of lightning helped demolish a
smug and slumbering world. His intellectual and moral pas-
sion was extraordinary. In another age he might have been
a saint. For Shaw was a religious man essentially. His re-
ligion, however, was anything but orthodox, having its roots
in man’s potential perfectibility and approach to Godhead.
In his own inimitable way he was one with such giants as
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4 Introduction

Marx and Darwin—all seeking, mistakenly or otherwise, to
lead man into the light of a better world. ;

He was born in Dublin on July 26, 1856. His father,
George Carr Shaw, was a drunk and ne’er-do-well; his
mother, Bessie Gurley—whom he revered—was an uncon-
scious Bohemian. What united the family, temporarily at
least, was a gift for laughter and a passionate love of music.
Their existende, at best, was a shabby, genteel one. Very
early, wandering in the Dublin slums, he saw the grinding
effects of poverty at firsthand. He never forgot. Left pretty
much to his own devices, the sensitive boy learned how to
&) without happiness and love. “The fact that nobody cared
for me particularly,” said Shaw, “gave me a frightful self-
sufficiency, or rather a power of starving on imaginary feasts,
that may have delayed my development a good deal and
leaves me to this hour a treacherous brute in matters of
pure affection.” There were compensations: Mr. Vandaleur
Lee, friend, mentor, and musician; and the magical world
of books. Though his schooling was desultory, young Shaw
read voraciously: the Bible, Bunyan, Scott, Dickens,
Cooper, Shakespeare—he immersed himself in Shakespeare
—Spenser, Shelley, and Byron. At the age of nineteen,
after a stint as office boy to a firm of land agants, he arrived
in London determined to make his way as a genius.

He came at the right time. Victorian England was in a
state of tramsition and intellectual turmoil. It was the age
of Marx, Mill, Darwin, Carlyle, Newman, Morris, and
~ Arnold. It was an age of pamphlets and polemics. Shaw
rushed happily into the fray: smiting giants, goblins, poli-
ticians, statesmen, doctors, lawvers, teachers, soldiers, work-
ers, aristocrats, and bourgeoisie. But first came the frugal
years: the unpublished novels—later published—and the
revolutionary music and drama criticism. His infatuation
with Marx was only equaled by his infatuation with Ibsen.
Shaw harangued for a socially oriented art, an art that was
to be a mighty weapon in the liberation of a befuddled, op-
pressed humanity—a humanity that gloried in its bondage
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while seeking succer from sham gods. His pen was an inex-
haustible lava of words, and as a soapboxer he bad few
peers. In all this, he was aided and abetted by the Webbs,
charter members of the Fabian Society—his only alma
mater. In his forty-second year he contracted a marriage
with Charlotte Frances Payne-Townshend, a woman of
means. Their long marriage, cerebral rather than sexual,
was a relatively happy one. The remainder of his life was
spent fighting for assorted causes, espousing revolutionary
ideas at home and abroad, and writing plays that helped
shock an adolescent world into maturity. He died on
November 2, 1950, in the fullness of his ninety-fourth year.

Shaw, in the truest sense, was a man of the theatre—like
Moliere or Shakespeare. He did everything, including the
counting of box receipts. He forged a new dramatic theory,
revolutionized the style of acting in his day, and left an
indelible imprint on all theatre to come. He was first and
foremost a professional craftsman. He knew his job. He
understood a play to be a series of interrelated progressions,
rather than a mere statement of facts. His characters may,
at times, seem fleshless, but they are never dull. They more
‘than compensate for their occasional anemia by their iri-
. descence of spirit and buoyancy of heart. An artist must
be judged by his intentions. No other vardstick will do. His
was not the way of an O’Neill or a Lorca. He was no
Dostoevskian plumber of souls. But he was a serious artist
—deadly serious in holding up a mirror to man, revealing
all his foibles, lunacies, and social superstitions. And he
had the answers. Not in a neat, little tight-box. He was
hardly the systemic philosopher. His “message” must be
garnered from a veritable avalanche of plays, books, tracts,
and pamphlets. Possibly, his philosophy is best embodied
in Man and Superman (1901-1903)—his indubitable mas-
terpiece. '

Man and Superman is a hybrid. It is a conventional play
characterized by a coruscating wit and high comedy whose
third act is a distinct entity unto itself. This Don Juan in
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Hell sequence is a compendium of Shaw's strictures and
exhortations on such divers subjects as history—both an-
cient and modern—politics, literature, music, religion, war,
ethics, morality, sex biology, and Life Force metaphysics.
Add to this Niagara the Epistle Dedicatory to Walkley,
Jobn Tanner’s The Revolutionist’s Handbook and Pocket
Companion, plus Maxims for Revolutionists, and you arrive
at a Shavian encyclopaedia of staggering weight.

The comedy per se brings two very unequal adversaries
into the ring: John Tanner, male; and Ann Whitefield,
female. John Tanner—who may or may not be Shaw him-
self—is hopelessly outclassed from the opening bell. He is
the wealthy, parlor socialist whose sole offense and defense
is a steady rain of words: words that jig and somersault,
but are woefully inadequate in parrying the rabbit punches
of winsome, helpless Annie. But the fight was fixed—by
Nature. For Ann is the activist, the predatory female on
the prowl for a mate, while poor Jack merely preaches
vitalism, and never knows what hit him until it’s too late.
Ann’s aim is simple. She intends to marry her unsuspecting
quarry, and in the process of the chase breaks every rule
in the Good Book. She is beautifully devious, and artfully
subtle. Tears fall on cue; she faints with exquisite grace. She
is Everywoman, the epitome of the female instinct against
which even Samson struggled in vain.

In physical appearance, Tanner resembles Hyndman—
Shaw’s old antagonist. But unquestionably, poor Jack is
very often a self-portrait of the old master. Shaw had the
blessed capacity of laughing at himself, ridiculing his own
ideas, and setting up a sea of bewildering contradictions.
Tanner may be ineffectual, but he goes down protesting to
the very last. Like Don Quixote, he may be a comic figure,
but he is never ludicrous. His high earnestness saves him.
Ultimately, the trade union movement will make his Revo-
lutionist’s Handbook a concrete reality. Violet Robinson
is an honest, more direct Ann Whitefield. A straight line is
the shortest distance between two points. She walks it with-



INTRODUCTION 7

out any fuss or fanfare, collecting what is her due by
divine right. Octavius Robinson, the semi-artist type, is
pathetic in his whimpering and credulity. As a dabbler in
the arts, he is the butt of Shaw’s most savage ridicule.
Nevertheless, the final scene between Tavy and Ann is in-
vested with a tender pathos. Ann’s ruthlessness underlines
Tavy’s inherent decency. (Shaw couldn’t help being a first-
rate dramatist.) Henry Straker, the Cockney chauffeur,
presages the triumph of working-class socialism. Realistic
and bard-bitten, a product of London Polytechnics, he
sends Jack into a tizzy by his matter-of-fact announcement
of Ann’s less than honorable intentions. The brigand,
Mendoza, is trapped eternally in a world of illusion. The
rest of the cast are stock figures who help swell the action.’
Bu* there is very little action. As always in Shaw, though
the play is beautifully structured, action is completely sub-
servient to the whirligig of ideas.

Don Juan in Hell is probably one of the most brilliantly
sustained flights of rhetoric in the English ianguage. For
sheer energy, felicity of phrase, and moral and social pas-
sion, it has few equals. Into it, Shaw poured his many-
faceted self. Tanner is Don Juan, Ramsder. Don Gonzalo,
Ann the Dofha Anna of Mozart’s opera, ard the Brigand
the Devil. The dialogue proceeds with no holds barred. It
astonishes, exacerbates, instructs, and amuses. Amidst the
welter of ideas thrown hot off his anvil, two favorite Shavian
concepts stand out: the theory of the Life Force and the
dream of the Superman.

Woman is the guardian of the Life Force—the bearer of
children. Man is the instrument to her purpose. Instinc-
tively, she seeks a father and provider for her children. She
.obeys an inexorable law older than time. Man desires free-
dom, and is loath to bend under the yoke of matrimony.
Therefore, he flees, and it is the bounden duty of woman
to pursue. Between the male-genius and the mother-woman,
the conflict is even more ruthless. (When Shaw speaks about
male-genius, be is referring to himself.) Shaw’s definition of
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genius is a man ‘“‘selected by Nature to carry on the work
of building up an intellectual consciousness of her own
instinctive purpose.” Each sex is parasitic. The woman feeds
upon the man to insure the fulfillment of her basic crea-
tivity; and ultimately, the male-genius ensnares the woman
to gain the experience so vital to his art. In the Shavian
lexicon, marriage is something more than a mere personal
affair. Its social implications are imperative and primary.
Marriage has as its essential purpose the creation of the
Superman. His birth will be no mere accident, but rather,
the result of carefully planned eugenic breeding. For only
in the ever-reaching, ever-thrusting hands of the Superman
will man’s quest for a more just and equitable world become
a practical reality.
' N. R. Terrer
Lecturer
New York University



TO ARTHUR BINGHAM WALKLEY

My dear Walkley

You once asked me why I did not write a Don Juan play.
The levity with which you assumed this frightful responsibility
has probably by this time enabled you to forget it; but the day
of reckoning has arrived: here is your play! I say your play,
because qui facit per alium facit per se. Its profits, like its labor,
belong to me: its morals, its manners, its philosophy, its influ-
ence on the young, are for you to justify. You were of mature
age when you made the suggestion; and you knew your man. It
is hardly fifteen years since, as twin pioneers of the New
Journalism of that time, we two, cradled in the same new sheets,
made an epoch in the criticism of the theatre and the opera house
by making it a pretext for a propaganda of our own views of life.
So you cannot plead ignorance of the character of the force you
set in motion. You meant me to épater le bourgeois; and if he
protests, I hereby refer him to you as the accountable party.

I warn you that if you attempt to repudiate your responsi-
bility, I shall suspect you of finding the play too decorous for
your taste. The fifteen years have made me older and graver. In
you I can detect no such becoming change. Your levities and
audacities are like the loves and comforts prayed for by Des-
demona: they increase, even as your days do grow. No mere
pioneering journal dares meddle with them now: the stately
Times itself is alone sufficiently above suspicion to act as your
chaperone; and even the Times must sometimes thank its stars
that new plays are not produced every day, since after each
such event its gravity is compromised, its platitude turned to
epigram, its portentousness to wit, its propriety to elegance, and
even its decorum into naughtiness by criticisms which the tradi-
tions of the paper do not allow you to sign at the end, but which
you take care to sign with the most extravagant flourishes be-
tween the lines. I am not sure that this is not a pertent of Revo-
lution. In eighteenth-century France the end was at hand when
men bought the Encyclopedia and found Diderot there. When I
buy the Times and find you there, my prophetic ear catches a
rattle of twentieth-century tumbrils,

However, that is not my present anxiety. The question is, will
you not be disappointed with a Don Juan play in which not one
of that hero’s mille e tre adventures is brought upon the stage?
To propitiate you, let me explain myself. You will retort that I
never do anything else: it is your favorite jibe at me that what
I call drama is nothing but explanation. But you must not expect
me to adopt your inexplicable, fantastic, petulant, fastidious
ways: you must take me as I am, a reasonable, patient, consist-
ent, apologetic, laborious person, with the temperament of a
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10 G. Bernard Shaw

schoolmaster and the pursuits of a vestryman. No doubt that
literary knack of mine which happens to amuse the British public
distracts attention from my character; but the character is there
none the less, solid as bricks. I have a conscience; and conscience
is always anxiously explanatory. You, on the contrary, feel that
a man who discusses his conscience is much like a woman who
. discusses her modesty. The only moral force you condescend to
parade is the force of your wit: the only demand you make in
public is the demand of your artistic temperament for sym-
metry, elegance, style, grace, refinement, and the cleanliness
which comes next to godliness if not before it. But my conscience
is the genuine pulpit article: it annoys me to see people com-
fortable when they ought to be uncomfortable; and I insist on
making them think in order to bring them to conviction of sin.
If you don't like my preaching you must lump it. I really cannot
help it.

In the preface to my Plays for Puritans I explained the pre-
dicament of our contemporary English drama, forced to deal
almost exclusively with cases of sexual attraction, and yet for-
bidden to exhibit the incidents of that attraction or even to dis-

" cuss its nature. Your suggestion that I should write a Don Juan
play was virtually a challenge to me to treat this subject myself
dramatically. The challenge was difficult enough to be worth
accepting, because, when you come to think of it, though we
have plenty of dramas with heroes and heroines who are in love
and must accordingly marry or perish at the end of the play, or
about people whose relations with one another have been compli-
cated by the marriage laws, not to mention the looser sort of
plays which trade on the tradition that illicit lcve affairs are at
once vicious and delightful, we have no modern English plays in
which the natural attraction of the sexes for one another is made
the mainspring of the action. That is why we insist on beauty in
our performers, differing berein from the countries our friend
William Archer holds up as examples of seriousness to our child-
ish theatres. There the Juliets and Isoldes, the Romeos and Tris-
tans, might be our mothers and fathers. Not so the English
actress. The heroine she impersonates is not allowed to discuss
the elemental relations of men and women: all her romantic
twaddle about novelct-made love, all her purely legal dilemmas
as to whether she was married or “betrayed,” quite miss our
hearts and worry our minds. To console ourselves we must just
look at her. We do so; and her beauty feeds our starving emo-
tions. Sometimes we grumble ungallantly at the lady because
she does not act as well as she looks. But in a drama which,
with all its preoccupation with sex, is really void of sexual in-
terest, good looks are more desired than histrionic skill.

Let me press this point on you, since you are too clever to
raise the fool's cry of paradox whenever I take hold of a stick
by the right instead of the wrong end. Why are our occasional
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attempts to deal with the sex problem on the stage so repulsive
and dreary that even those who are most determined that sex
questions shall be held open and their discussion kept free, can-
not pretend to relish these joyless attempts at social sanitation?
Is it not because at bottom they are utterly sexless? What is the
usual formula for such plays? A woman has, on some past occa-
sion, been brought into conflict with the law which regulates the
relations of the sexes. A man, by falling in love with her, or mar-
rying her, is brought into conflict with the social convention
which discountenances the woman. Now the conflicts of indi-
viduals with law and convention can be dramatized like all other
human conflicts; but they are purely judicial; and the fact that
we are much more curious about the suppressed relations be-
tween the man and the woman than about the relations between
both and our courts of law and private juries of matrons, pro-
duces that semsation of evasion, of dissatisfaction, of fundamen-
tal irrelevance, of shallowness, of useless disagreeableness, of
total failure to edify and partial failure to interest, which is as
familiar to you in the theatres as it was to me when I, too, fre-
quented those uncomfortable buildings, and found our popular
playwrights in the mind to (as they thought) emulate Ibsen.

I take it that when you asked me for a Don Juan play you did
not want that sort of thing. Nobody does: the successes such
plays sometimes obtain are due to the incidental conventional
melodrama with which the experienced popular author instinc-
tively saves himself from failure. But what did you want? Owing

. to your unfortunate habit—you now, I hope, feel its incon-
venience—of not explaining yourself, I have had to discover this
for myself. First, then, I have had to ask myself, what is a Don
Juan? Vulgarly, a libertine. But your dislike of vulgarity is
pushed to the length of a defect (universality of character is
impossible without a share of vulgarity); and even if you could
acquire the taste, you weuld find yourself overfed from ordinary
sources without troubling me. So I took it that you demanded
a Don Juan in the philosophic sense.

Philosophically, Don Juan is a man who, though gifted enough
to be exceptionally capable of distinguishing between good and
evil, follows his own instincts without regard to the common,
statute, or canon law; and therefore, whilst gaining the ardent
sympathy of our rebellious instincts (which are flattered by the
brilhancies with which Don Juan associates them), finds him-
self in mortal conflict with existing institutions, and defends
himself by fraud and force as unscrupulously as a farmer de-
fends his crops by the same means against vermin. The proto-
typic Don Juan, invented early in the sixteenth century by a
Spanish monk, was presented, according to the ideas of that time,
as the enemy of God, the approach of whose vengeance is felt
throughout the drama, growing in menace from minute to min-
ute. No anxiety is caused on Don Juan’s account by any minor
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antagonist: he easily eludes the police, temporal and spiritual;
and when an indignant father seeks private redress with the
sword, Don Juan kills him without an effort. Not until the slain
father returns from heaven as the agent of God, in the form of
his own statue, does he prevail against his slayer and cast him
into hell. The moral is a monkish one: repent and reform now;
for tomorrow it may be too late. This is really the only point
on which Don Juan is sceptical; for he is a devout believer in
an ultimate hell, and risks damnation only because, as he is
young, it seems so far off that repentance can be postponed until
he has amused himself to his heart’s content.

But the lesson intended by an author is hardly ever the lesson
the world chooses to learn from his book, What attracts and
impresses us in E! Burlador de Sevilla is not the immediate ur-
gency of repentance, but the heroism of daring to be the enemy
of God. From Prometheus to my own Deuvil’s Disciple, such
enemies have always been popular. Don Juan became such a pet .
that the world could not bear his damnation. It reconciled him
sentimentally to God in a second version, and clamored for his’
canonization for a whole century, thus treating him as English
journalism has treated that comic foe of the gods, Punch.
Moliére’s Don Juan casts back to the original in point of im-
penitence; but in piety he falls off greatly. True, he also proposes
to repent; but in what terms! “Oui, ma foil il faut s’amender.
Encore vingt ou trente ans de cetie vie-ci, et puis nous songerons
d nous.” After Moliére comes the artist-enchanter, the master of
masters, Mozart, who reveals the hero’s spirit in magical har-
monies, elfin tones, and elate darting rhythms as of summer
lightning made audible. Here you have freedom in love and in
morality mocking exquisitely at slavery to them, and interesting
you, attracting you, tempting you, inexplicably forcing you to
range the hero with his enemy the statue on a transcendent

-plane, leaving the prudish daughter and her priggish lover on a
crockery shelf below to live piously ever after.

 After these completed works Byron’s fragment does not count
for much philosophically. Our vagabond libertines are no more
interesting from that point of view than the sailor who has a
wife in every port; and Byron’s hero is, after all, only a vaga-
bor.d libertine. And he is dumb: he does not discuss himself with
a Sganarelle-Leporello or with the fathers or brothers of his
mistresses: he does not even, like Casanova, tell his own story.
In fact he is not a true Don Juan at all; for he is no more an
enemy of God than any romantic and adventurous young
sower of wild oats. Had you and I been in his place at his age,
who knows whether we might not have done as he did, unless
indeed your fastidiousness had saved you from the Empress
Catherine. Byron was as little of a philosopher as Peter the
Great: both were instances of that rare and useful, but unedify-
ing variation, an energetic genius born without the prejudices or
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superstitions of his contemporaries. The resultant unscrupulous
freedom of thought made Byron a greater poet than Wordsworth
just as it made Peter a greater king than George III; but as it
was, after all, only a negative qualification, it did not prevent
Peter from being an appalling blackguard and an arrant poltroon,
nor did it enable Byron to become a religious force like Shelley.
Let us, then, leave Byron’s Don Juan out of account. Mozart’s
is the last of the true Don Juans; for by the time he was of age,
his cousin Faust had, in the bands of Goethe, taken his place
and carried both his warfare and his reconciliation with the gods
far beyond mere lovemaking into politics, high art, schemes for
reclaiming new continents from the ocean, and recognition of
an eternal womanly principle in the universe. Goethe’s Faust
and Mozart’s Don Juan were the last words of the eighteenth
century on the subject; and by the time the polite critics of the
nineteenth century, ignoring William Blake as superficially as
the eighteenth had ignored Hogarth or the seventeenth Bunyan,
had got past the Dickens-Macaulay Dumas-Guizot stage and the
Stendhal-Meredith-Turgenieff stage, and were confronted with
philosophic fiction by such pens as Ibsen’s and Tolstoy’s, Don
Juan had changed his sex and become Dofia Juana, breaking
out of the Doll’'s House and asserting herself as an individual
instead of a mere item in a moral pageant.

Now it is all very well for you at the beginning of the.
twentieth century to ask me for a Don Juan play; but you will
see from the foregoing survey that Don Juan is a full century
out of date for you and for me; and if there are millions of less
literate people who are still in the eighteenth century, have they
not Moliére and Mozart, upon whose art no human hand can
improve? You would laugh at me if at this time of day I dealt
in duels and ghosts and “womanly” women. As to mere libertin-
ism, you would be the first to remind me that the Festin de
Pierre of Moliére is not a play for amorists, and that one bar of
the voluptuous sentimentality of Gounod or Bizet would appear
as a licentious stain on the score of Don Giovanni. Even the
more abstract parts of the Don Juan play are dilapidated past
use: for instance, Don Juan’s supernatural antagonist hurled
those who refuse to repent into lakes of burning brimstone,
there to be tormented by devils with horns and tails. Of that
antagonist, and of that conception of repentance, how much is
left that could be used in a play by me dedicated to you? On
the other hand, those forces of middle class public opinion which
hardly existed for a Spanish nobleman in the days of the first
Don Juan, are now triumphant everywhere. Civilized society is
one huge bourgeoisie: no nobleman dares now shock his green-
grocer. The women, “marchesane, principesse, cameriere, cit-
tadine”’ and all, are become equally dangerous: the sex is ag-
gressive, powerful: when women are wronged they do not group
themselves pathetically to sing “Protegga # giusto cielo”: they



14 G. Bernard Shaw

grasp formidable legal and social weapons, and retaliate. Po-
litical parties are wrecked and public careers undone by a single
indiscretion. A man had better have all the statues in London to
supper with him, ugly as they are, than be brought to the bar
of the Nonconformist Conscience by Donna Elvira. Excom-
munication has become almost as serious a business as it was in
the tenth century.

As a result, Man is no longer, like Don Juan, victor in the duel
of sex. Whether he has ever really been may be doubted: at all
events the enormous superiority of Woman’s nataral position
in this matter is telling with greater and greater force. As to
pulling the Nonconformist Conscience by the beard as Don
Juan plucked the beard of the Commandant’s ctatue in the
convent of San Francisco, that is out of the question nowadays:
prudence and good manners alike forbid it to a hero with any
mind. Besides, it is Don Juan’s own beard that is in danger of
plucking. Far from relapsing into hypocrisy, as Sganarelle
feared, he has unexpectedly discovered a moral in his immorality.-
The growing recognition of his new point of view is heaping
responsibility on him. His former jests he has had to take as
seriously as I have had to take some of the jests of Mr. W. S.
Gilbert. His scepticism, once his least tolerated quality, has now
triumphed so completely that he can no longer assert himself by
witty negations, and must, to save himself from cipherdom, find
an affirmative position. His thousand and three affairs of gal-
lantry, after becoming, at most, two immature intrigues leading
to sordid and prolonged complications and humiliations, have
been discarded altogether as unworthy of his philosophic dignity
and compromising to his newly acknowledged position as the
founder of a school. Instead of pretending to read Ovid he does
actually read Schopenhauer and Nietzsche, studies Westermarck,
and is concerned for the future of the race instead of for the
freedom of his own instincts. Thus his profligacy and his dare-
devil airs have gone the way of his sword and mandoline into
the rag shop of anachronisms and superstitions. In fact, he is
now more Hamlet than Don Juan; for though the lines put into
the actor’'s mouth to indicate to the pit that Hamlet is a
philosopher are for the most part mere harmonious platitude
which, with a little debasement of the word-music, would be
properer to Pecksniff, yet if you separate the real hero, inarticu-
late and unintelligible to himself except in flashes of inspiration,
from the performer who has to talk at any cost through five
acts; and if you also do what you must always do in Shake-
speare’s tragedies: that is, dissect out the absurd sensational
incidents and physical violences of the borrowed story from the
genuine Shakespearian tissue, you will get a true Promethean
foe of the gods, whose instinctive attitude towards women much
resembles that to which Don Juan is now driven. From this
point of view Hamlet was a developed Don Juan whom Shake-
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speare palmed off as a reputable man just as he palmed poor
Macbeth off as a murderer. Today the palming off is no longer
necessary (at least on your plane and mine) because Don
Juanism iz no longer misunderstood as mere Casanovism. Don
Juan himself is almost ascetic in his desire to avoid that mis-
understanding; and so my attempt to bring him up to date by
launching him as a modern Englishman into a modern English
environment has produced a figure superficially quite unlike the
hero of Mozart.

And yet I have not the heart to disappoint you wholly of
-another glimpse of the Mozartian dissolutc pumito and his an-
tagonist the statue. I feel sure you would like to know more of
the statue—to draw him out when he is off duty, so to speak.
To gratify you, 1 have resorted to the trick of the strolling
theatrical manager who advertises the pantomime of Sinbad the
Sailor with a stock of second-hand picture posters designed for
Ali Baba. He simply thrusts a few oil jars into the valley of
diamonds, and so fulfils the promise held out by the hoardings to
the public eye. I have adapted this simple device te our occasion
by thrusting into my perfectly modern three-act play a totally
extraneous act in which my hero, enchanted by the air of the
Sierra, has a dream in which his Mozartian ancestor appears
and philosophizes at great length in a Shavio-Socratic dialogue
with the lady, the statute, and the devil.

But this pleasantry is not the essence of the play. Over this
essence I have no control. You propound a certain social sub-
stance, sexual attraction to wit, for dramatic distillation; and I
distil it for you. I do not adulterate the product with aphrodisiacs
nor dilute it with romance and water; for I am merely executing
your commission, not producing a popular play for the market.
You must therefore (unless, like most wise men, vou read the
play first and the preface afterwards) prepare yourself to face
a trumpery story of modern London life, a life in which, as
you know, the ordinary man’s main business is to get means to
keep up the position and habits of a gentleman, and the ordinary
woman'’s business is to get married. In 9,999 cases out of 10,000,
you can count on their doing nothing, whether noble or base,
that conflicts with these ends; and that assurance is what you
rely on as their religion, their morality, their principles, their
patriotism, their reputation, their honor and so forth. .

On the whole, this is a sensible and satisfactory foundation for
society. Money means nourishment and marriage means chil-
dren; and that men should put nourishment first and women
children first is, broadly speaking, the law of Nature and not the
dictate of personal ambition. The secret of the prosaic man’s
success, such as it is. is the simplicity with which he pursues these
ends: the secret of the artistic man’s failure, such as that is, is
the versatility with which he strays in all directions after sec-
ondary ideals. The artist is either a poet or a scallawag: as poet,
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he cannot see, as the prosaic man does, that chivalry is at bot-
tom only romantic suicide: as scallawag, he cannot see that it
does not pay to sponge and beg and lie and brag and neglect his
person. Therefore do not misunderstand my plain statement of
the fundamental constitution of London society as an Irishman’s
reproach to your nation. From the day I first set foot on this
foreign soil I knew the value of the prosaic qualities of which
Irishmen teach Englishmen to be ashamed as well as I knew the
vanity of the poetic qualities of which Englishmen teach Irish-
men to be proud. For the Irishman instinctively disparages the
quality which makes the Englishman dangerous to him; and the
Englishman instinctively flatters the fault that makes the Irish-
man harmless and amusing to him. What is wrong with the
prosaic Englishman is what is wrong with the prosaic men of all
countries: stupidity. The vitality which places nourishment and
children first, heaven and hell a somewhat remote second, and
the health of society as an organic whole nowhere, may muddle
successfully through the comparatively tribal stages of gregarious-
ness; but in ninetzenth-century nations and twentieth-century
empires the determination of every man to be rich at all costs,
and of every woman to be married at all costs, must, without a
highly scientific social organization, produce a ruinous develop-
ment of poverty, celibacy, prostitution, infant mortality, adult
degeneracy, and everything that wise men most dread. In short,
there is no future for men, however brimming with crude
vitality, who are neither intelligent nor politically educated
enough to be socialists. So do not misunderstand me in the other
direction either: if I appreciate the vital qualities of the Eng-
lishman as I appreciate the vital qualities of the bee, I do not
guarantee the Englishman against being, like the bee (or the
Canaanite) smoked out and unloaded of his honey by beings
inferior to himself in simple acquisitiveness, combativeness, and
fecundity, but superior to him in imagination and cunning.

The Don Juan play, however, is to deal with sexual attraction,
and not with nutrition, and to deal with it in a society in which
the serious business of sex is left by men to women, as
serious business of nutrition is left by women to men. That the
men, to protect themselves against a too aggressive prosecution
of the women’s business, have set up a feeble romantic conven-
tion that the initiative in sex business must always come from
the man, is true; but the pretence is so shallow that even in the
theatre, that last sanctuary of unreality, it imposes only on the
inexperienced. In Shakespeare’s plays the woman always takes
the initiative. In his problem plays and his popular plays alike
the love interest is the interest of seeing the woman hunt the
man down. She may do it by blandishment, like Rosalind, or by
stratagem, ilke Mariana; but in every case the relation between
the woman and the man is the same: she is the pursueir and
contriver, he the pursued and disposed of. When she is



