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			Preface

			
				First Aid to Critics

				Be­fore deal­ing with the deep­er as­pects of Ma­jor Bar­bara, let me, for the cred­it of Eng­lish lit­er­at­ure, make a protest against an un­pat­ri­ot­ic habit in­to which many of my crit­ics have fallen. Whenev­er my view strikes them as be­ing at all out­side the range of, say, an or­din­ary sub­urb­an church­warden, they con­clude that I am echo­ing Schopen­hauer, Ni­et­z­sche, Ib­sen, Strind­berg, Tol­stoy, or some oth­er her­esi­arch in north­ern or east­ern Europe.

				I con­fess there is some­thing flat­ter­ing in this simple faith in my ac­com­plish­ment as a lin­guist and my eru­di­tion as a philo­soph­er. But I can­not tol­er­ate the as­sump­tion that life and lit­er­at­ure is so poor in these is­lands that we must go abroad for all dra­mat­ic ma­ter­i­al that is not com­mon and all ideas that are not su­per­fi­cial. I there­fore ven­ture to put my crit­ics in pos­ses­sion of cer­tain facts con­cern­ing my con­tact with mod­ern ideas.

				About half a cen­tury ago, an Ir­ish nov­el­ist, Charles Lever, wrote a story en­titled “A Day’s Ride: A Life’s Ro­mance.” It was pub­lished by Charles Dick­ens in House­hold Words, and proved so strange to the pub­lic taste that Dick­ens pressed Lever to make short work of it. I read scraps of this nov­el when I was a child; and it made an en­dur­ing im­pres­sion on me. The hero was a very ro­mantic hero, try­ing to live bravely, chiv­al­rously, and power­fully by dint of mere ro­mance-fed ima­gin­a­tion, without cour­age, without means, without know­ledge, without skill, without any­thing real ex­cept his bod­ily ap­pet­ites. Even in my child­hood I found in this poor dev­il’s un­suc­cess­ful en­coun­ters with the facts of life, a poignant qual­ity that ro­mantic fic­tion lacked. The book, in spite of its first fail­ure, is not dead: I saw its title the oth­er day in the cata­logue of Tauch­nitz.

				Now why is it that when I also deal in the tra­gi­com­ic irony of the con­flict between real life and the ro­mantic ima­gin­a­tion, no crit­ic ever af­fil­i­ates me to my coun­try­man and im­me­di­ate fore­run­ner, Charles Lever, whilst they con­fid­ently de­rive me from a Nor­we­gi­an au­thor of whose lan­guage I do not know three words, and of whom I knew noth­ing un­til years after the Shavi­an An­schauung was already un­equi­voc­ally de­clared in books full of what came, ten years later, to be per­func­tor­ily la­belled Ib­senism. I was not Ib­senist even at second hand; for Lever, though he may have read Henri Beyle, ali­as Stend­hal, cer­tainly nev­er read Ib­sen. Of the books that made Lever pop­u­lar, such as Charles O’Mal­ley and Harry Lor­re­quer, I know noth­ing but the names and some of the il­lus­tra­tions. But the story of the day’s ride and life’s ro­mance of Potts (claim­ing al­li­ance with Pozzo di Borgo) caught me and fas­cin­ated me as some­thing strange and sig­ni­fic­ant, though I already knew all about Al­naschar and Don Quix­ote and Si­mon Tap­per­tit and many an­oth­er ro­mantic hero mocked by real­ity. From the plays of Ar­is­to­phanes to the tales of Steven­son that mock­ery has been made fa­mil­i­ar to all who are prop­erly sat­ur­ated with let­ters.

				Where, then, was the nov­elty in Lever’s tale? Partly, I think, in a new ser­i­ous­ness in deal­ing with Potts’s dis­ease. Formerly, the con­trast between mad­ness and san­ity was deemed com­ic: Hog­ar­th shows us how fash­ion­able people went in parties to Bed­lam to laugh at the lun­at­ics. I my­self have had a vil­lage idi­ot ex­hib­ited to me as some­thing ir­res­ist­ibly funny. On the stage the mad­man was once a reg­u­lar com­ic fig­ure; that was how Ham­let got his op­por­tun­ity be­fore Shakespeare touched him. The ori­gin­al­ity of Shakespeare’s ver­sion lay in his tak­ing the lun­at­ic sym­path­et­ic­ally and ser­i­ously, and thereby mak­ing an ad­vance to­wards the east­ern con­scious­ness of the fact that lun­acy may be in­spir­a­tion in dis­guise, since a man who has more brains than his fel­lows ne­ces­sar­ily ap­pears as mad to them as one who has less. But Shakespeare did not do for Pis­tol and Pa­rolles what he did for Ham­let. The par­tic­u­lar sort of mad­man they rep­res­en­ted, the ro­mantic make­believ­er, lay out­side the pale of sym­pathy in lit­er­at­ure: he was piti­lessly des­pised and ri­diculed here as he was in the east un­der the name of Al­naschar, and was doomed to be, cen­tur­ies later, un­der the name of Si­mon Tap­per­tit. When Cer­vantes re­len­ted over Don Quix­ote, and Dick­ens re­len­ted over Pick­wick, they did not be­come im­par­tial: they simply changed sides, and be­came friends and apo­lo­gists where they had formerly been mock­ers.

				In Lever’s story there is a real change of at­ti­tude. There is no re­lent­ing to­wards Potts: he nev­er gains our af­fec­tions like Don Quix­ote and Pick­wick: he has not even the in­fatu­ate cour­age of Tap­per­tit. But we dare not laugh at him, be­cause, some­how, we re­cog­nize ourselves in Potts. We may, some of us, have enough nerve, enough muscle, enough luck, enough tact or skill or ad­dress or know­ledge to carry things off bet­ter than he did; to im­pose on the people who saw through him; to fas­cin­ate Katinka (who cut Potts so ruth­lessly at the end of the story); but for all that, we know that Potts plays an enorm­ous part in ourselves and in the world, and that the so­cial prob­lem is not a prob­lem of story­book her­oes of the older pat­tern, but a prob­lem of Pott­ses, and of how to make men of them. To fall back on my old phrase, we have the feel­ing—one that Al­naschar, Pis­tol, Pa­rolles, and Tap­per­tit nev­er gave us—that Potts is a piece of really sci­entif­ic nat­ur­al his­tory as dis­tin­guished from com­ic story telling. His au­thor is not throw­ing a stone at a creature of an­oth­er and in­feri­or or­der, but mak­ing a con­fes­sion, with the ef­fect that the stone hits every­body full in the con­science and causes their self-es­teem to smart very sorely. Hence the fail­ure of Lever’s book to please the read­ers of House­hold Words. That pain in the self-es­teem nowadays causes crit­ics to raise a cry of Ib­senism. I there­fore as­sure them that the sen­sa­tion first came to me from Lever and may have come to him from Beyle, or at least out of the Stend­hali­an at­mo­sphere. I ex­clude the hy­po­thes­is of com­plete ori­gin­al­ity on Lever’s part, be­cause a man can no more be com­pletely ori­gin­al in that sense than a tree can grow out of air.

				An­oth­er mis­take as to my lit­er­ary an­ces­try is made whenev­er I vi­ol­ate the ro­mantic con­ven­tion that all wo­men are an­gels when they are not dev­ils; that they are bet­ter look­ing than men; that their part in court­ship is en­tirely pass­ive; and that the hu­man fe­male form is the most beau­ti­ful ob­ject in nature. Schopen­hauer wrote a splen­et­ic es­say which, as it is neither po­lite nor pro­found, was prob­ably in­ten­ded to knock this non­sense vi­ol­ently on the head. A sen­tence de­noun­cing the id­ol­ized form as ugly has been largely quoted. The Eng­lish crit­ics have read that sen­tence; and I must here af­firm, with as much gen­tle­ness as the im­plic­a­tion will bear, that it has yet to be proved that they have dipped any deep­er. At all events, whenev­er an Eng­lish play­wright rep­res­ents a young and mar­riage­able wo­man as be­ing any­thing but a ro­mantic heroine, he is dis­posed of without fur­ther thought as an echo of Schopen­hauer. My own case is a spe­cially hard one, be­cause, when I im­plore the crit­ics who are ob­sessed with the Schopen­hauri­an for­mula to re­mem­ber that play­wrights, like sculptors, study their fig­ures from life, and not from philo­soph­ic es­says, they reply pas­sion­ately that I am not a play­wright and that my stage fig­ures do not live. But even so, I may and do ask them why, if they must give the cred­it of my plays to a philo­soph­er, they do not give it to an Eng­lish philo­soph­er? Long be­fore I ever read a word by Schopen­hauer, or even knew wheth­er he was a philo­soph­er or a chem­ist, the So­cial­ist re­viv­al of the eight­een-eighties brought me in­to con­tact, both lit­er­ary and per­son­al, with Mr. Ern­est Belfort Bax, an Eng­lish So­cial­ist and philo­soph­ic es­say­ist, whose hand­ling of mod­ern fem­in­ism would pro­voke ro­mantic protests from Schopen­hauer him­self, or even Strind­berg. As a mat­ter of fact I hardly no­ticed Schopen­hauer’s dis­par­age­ments of wo­men when they came un­der my no­tice later on, so thor­oughly had Mr. Bax fa­mil­i­ar­ized me with the homoist at­ti­tude, and forced me to re­cog­nize the ex­tent to which pub­lic opin­ion, and con­sequently le­gis­la­tion and jur­is­pru­dence, is cor­rup­ted by fem­in­ist sen­ti­ment.

				But Mr. Bax’s es­says were not con­fined to the Fem­in­ist ques­tion. He was a ruth­less crit­ic of cur­rent mor­al­ity. Oth­er writers have gained sym­pathy for dra­mat­ic crim­in­als by eli­cit­ing the al­leged “soul of good­ness in things evil”; but Mr. Bax would pro­pound some quite un­dra­mat­ic and ap­par­ently shabby vi­ol­a­tion of our com­mer­cial law and mor­al­ity, and not merely de­fend it with the most dis­con­cert­ing in­genu­ity, but ac­tu­ally prove it to be a pos­it­ive duty that noth­ing but the cer­tainty of po­lice per­se­cu­tion should pre­vent every right-minded man from at once do­ing on prin­ciple. The So­cial­ists were nat­ur­ally shocked, be­ing for the most part mor­bidly mor­al people; but at all events they were saved later on from the de­lu­sion that nobody but Ni­et­z­sche had ever chal­lenged our mer­canto-Chris­ti­an mor­al­ity. I first heard the name of Ni­et­z­sche from a Ger­man math­em­atician, Miss Borch­ardt, who had read my Quint­essence of Ib­senism, and told me that she saw what I had been read­ing: namely, Ni­et­z­sche’s Jen­seits von Gut and Bose. Which I protest I had nev­er seen, and could not have read with any com­fort, for want of the ne­ces­sary Ger­man, if I had seen it.

				Ni­et­z­sche, like Schopen­hauer, is the vic­tim in Eng­land of a single much quoted sen­tence con­tain­ing the phrase “big blonde beast.” On the strength of this al­lit­er­a­tion it is as­sumed that Ni­et­z­sche gained his European repu­ta­tion by a sense­less glor­i­fic­a­tion of selfish bul­ly­ing as the rule of life, just as it is as­sumed, on the strength of the single word Su­per­man (Uber­mensch) bor­rowed by me from Ni­et­z­sche, that I look for the sal­va­tion of so­ci­ety to the des­pot­ism of a single Na­po­leon­ic Su­per­man, in spite of my care­ful demon­stra­tion of the folly of that out­worn in­fatu­ation. But even the less reck­lessly su­per­fi­cial crit­ics seem to be­lieve that the mod­ern ob­jec­tion to Chris­tian­ity as a per­ni­cious slave-mor­al­ity was first put for­ward by Ni­et­z­sche. It was fa­mil­i­ar to me be­fore I ever heard of Ni­et­z­sche. The late Cap­tain Wilson, au­thor of sev­er­al queer pamph­lets, pro­pa­gand­ist of a meta­phys­ic­al sys­tem called Com­pre­hen­sion­ism, and in­vent­or of the term “Cross­tian­ity” to dis­tin­guish the ret­ro­grade ele­ment in Christen­dom, was wont thirty years ago, in the dis­cus­sions of the Dia­lect­ic­al So­ci­ety, to protest earn­estly against the beatitudes of the Ser­mon on the Mount as ex­cuses for cow­ardice and servil­ity, as de­struct­ive of our will, and con­sequently of our hon­or and man­hood. Now it is true that Cap­tain Wilson’s mor­al cri­ti­cism of Chris­tian­ity was not a his­tor­ic­al the­ory of it, like Ni­et­z­sche’s; but this ob­jec­tion can­not be made to Mr. Stu­art-Glen­nie, the suc­cessor of Buckle as a philo­soph­ic his­tor­i­an, who has de­voted his life to the elab­or­a­tion and propaga­tion of his the­ory that Chris­tian­ity is part of an epoch (or rather an ab­er­ra­tion, since it began as re­cently as 6000 BC and is already col­lapsing) pro­duced by the ne­ces­sity in which the nu­mer­ic­ally in­feri­or white races found them­selves to im­pose their dom­in­a­tion on the colored races by priest­craft, mak­ing a vir­tue and a pop­u­lar re­li­gion of drudgery and sub­missive­ness in this world not only as a means of achiev­ing saint­li­ness of char­ac­ter but of se­cur­ing a re­ward in heav­en. Here you have the slave-mor­al­ity view for­mu­lated by a Scotch philo­soph­er long be­fore Eng­lish writers began chat­ter­ing about Ni­et­z­sche.

				As Mr. Stu­art-Glen­nie traced the evol­u­tion of so­ci­ety to the con­flict of races, his the­ory made some sen­sa­tion among So­cial­ists—that is, among the only people who were ser­i­ously think­ing about his­tor­ic­al evol­u­tion at all—by its col­li­sion with the class-con­flict the­ory of Karl Marx. Ni­et­z­sche, as I gath­er, re­garded the slave-mor­al­ity as hav­ing been in­ven­ted and im­posed on the world by slaves mak­ing a vir­tue of ne­ces­sity and a re­li­gion of their ser­vitude. Mr. Stu­art-Glen­nie re­gards the slave-mor­al­ity as an in­ven­tion of the su­per­i­or white race to sub­jug­ate the minds of the in­feri­or races whom they wished to ex­ploit, and who would have des­troyed them by force of num­bers if their minds had not been sub­jug­ated. As this pro­cess is in op­er­a­tion still, and can be stud­ied at first hand not only in our Church schools and in the struggle between our mod­ern pro­pri­et­ary classes and the pro­let­ari­at, but in the part played by Chris­ti­an mis­sion­ar­ies in re­con­cil­ing the black races of Africa to their sub­jug­a­tion by European Cap­it­al­ism, we can judge for ourselves wheth­er the ini­ti­at­ive came from above or be­low. My ob­ject here is not to ar­gue the his­tor­ic­al point, but simply to make our theatre crit­ics ashamed of their habit of treat­ing Bri­tain as an in­tel­lec­tu­al void, and as­sum­ing that every philo­soph­ic­al idea, every his­tor­ic the­ory, every cri­ti­cism of our mor­al, re­li­gious and jur­idic­al in­sti­tu­tions, must ne­ces­sar­ily be either im­por­ted from abroad, or else a fant­ast­ic sally (in rather ques­tion­able taste) totally un­re­lated to the ex­ist­ing body of thought. I urge them to re­mem­ber that this body of thought is the slow­est of growths and the rarest of blos­som­ings, and that if there is such a thing on the philo­soph­ic plane as a mat­ter of course, it is that no in­di­vidu­al can make more than a minute con­tri­bu­tion to it. In fact, their con­cep­tion of clev­er per­sons partheno­gen­et­ic­ally bring­ing forth com­plete ori­gin­al cos­mogon­ies by dint of sheer “bril­liancy” is part of that ig­nor­ant credu­lity which is the des­pair of the hon­est philo­soph­er, and the op­por­tun­ity of the re­li­gious im­post­or.

			
			
				The Gospel of St. Andrew Undershaft

				It is this credu­lity that drives me to help my crit­ics out with Ma­jor Bar­bara by telling them what to say about it. 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 evils and the worst of crimes is poverty, and that our first duty—a duty to which every oth­er con­sid­er­a­tion should be sac­ri­ficed—is not to be poor. “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 idle people over­feed pet dogs with the money that might feed and clothe them.

				It is ex­ceed­ingly 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 sense­less vil­lain­ies as sen­tences 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. Chick­en­pox 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 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 care­fully, 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, and flog­ging, on mor­al in­val­ids and en­er­get­ic rebels, is as noth­ing com­pared to the stu­pid 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 urb­an eight­een shil­lings a week or his ag­ri­cul­tur­al thir­teen shil­lings a week 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 ex­ample of ugli­ness and dirt. Let him have rick­ety chil­dren. Let him be cheap and let him drag his fel­lows down to his price by selling him­self to do their work. Let his hab­it­a­tions 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 na­tion’s man­hood in­to scrofula, cow­ardice, cruelty, hy­po­crisy, polit­ic­al im­be­cil­ity, and all the oth­er fruits of op­pres­sion 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, say, 365 pounds 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 in the same way?

				Is there any rad­icle of such le­gis­la­tion in our par­lia­ment­ary sys­tem? Well, there are two meas­ures just sprout­ing in the polit­ic­al soil, which may con­ceiv­ably grow to some­thing valu­able. One is the in­sti­tu­tion of a Leg­al Min­im­um Wage. The oth­er, Old Age Pen­sions. But there is a bet­ter plan than either of these. Some time ago I men­tioned the sub­ject of Uni­ver­sal Old Age Pen­sions to my fel­low So­cial­ist Mr. Cob­den-Sander­son, fam­ous as an artist-crafts­man in book­bind­ing and print­ing. “Why not Uni­ver­sal Pen­sions for Life?” said Cob­den-Sander­son. In say­ing this, he solved the in­dus­tri­al prob­lem at a stroke. At present we say cal­lously to each cit­izen: “If you want money, earn it,” as if his hav­ing or not hav­ing it were a mat­ter that con­cerned him­self alone. We do not even se­cure for him the op­por­tun­ity of earn­ing it: on the con­trary, we al­low our in­dustry to be or­gan­ized in open de­pend­ence on the main­ten­ance of “a re­serve army of un­em­ployed” for the sake of “elasti­city.” The sens­ible course would be Cob­den-Sander­son’s: that is, 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 simply 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. If they ac­ted and be­lieved as Un­der­shaft acts and be­lieves, the im­me­di­ate res­ult would be a re­volu­tion of in­cal­cul­able be­ne­fi­cence. To be wealthy, says Un­der­shaft, is with me a point of hon­or for which I am pre­pared to kill at the risk of my own life. 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 would oth­er­wise be killed them­selves, or of the mouth-hon­or paid to poverty and obed­i­ence by rich and in­sub­or­din­ate do-noth­ings who want to rob the poor without cour­age and com­mand them without su­peri­or­ity. Frois­sart’s knight, in pla­cing the achieve­ment 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 im­be­cil­ity 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 sen­ti­ments 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 the hirers.

				The reas­on why the in­de­pend­ent in­come-tax pay­ers are not sol­id in de­fence of their po­s­i­tion is that since we are not me­di­ev­al rovers through a sparsely pop­u­lated coun­try, 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 fas­ti­di­ous 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 neigh­bors’ drains, and are made ill by the ar­chi­tec­ture of their neigh­bors’ houses. Trade pat­terns made to suit vul­gar people do not please them (and they can get noth­ing else): they can­not sleep nor sit at ease upon “slaughtered” cab­in­et makers’ fur­niture. 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 noble mor­al at­mo­sphere, a mys­tic 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, des­pair­ingly re­vile the pro­let­ari­at for its “damned want­less­ness” (ver­dam­mte Bedür­fn­islosigkeit).

				So far, how­ever, their at­tack on so­ci­ety has lacked sim­pli­city. The poor do not share their tastes nor un­der­stand their art-cri­ti­cisms. They do not want the simple life, nor the es­thet­ic 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 des­pise and are ashamed of is poverty. To ask them to fight for the dif­fer­ence between the Christ­mas num­ber of the Il­lus­trated Lon­don News and the Kelmscott Chau­cer is silly: they prefer the News. The dif­fer­ence between a stock­broker’s cheap and dirty starched white shirt and col­lar and the com­par­at­ively costly and care­fully dyed blue shirt of Wil­li­am Mor­ris is a dif­fer­ence so dis­grace­ful to Mor­ris in their eyes that if they fought on the sub­ject at all, they would fight in de­fence of the starch. “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 man of geni­us: he would much rather live the life of a pet col­lie if that were the only al­tern­at­ive. 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 five hun­dred pounds to five hun­dred shil­lings.

				Now to de­plore this pref­er­ence as sor­did, and teach chil­dren that it is sin­ful to de­sire money, is to strain to­wards the ex­treme pos­sible 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 be­comes 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 en­ables life to be dis­trib­uted so­cially: it is life as truly as sov­er­eigns 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 three 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, drink, war, pes­ti­lence, nor any oth­er of the scape­goats which re­formers sac­ri­fice, but simply poverty.

				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 to 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. That, 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 at­tained per saltum. Nor has it been bor­rowed from Ni­et­z­sche or 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 when one sees so ex­traordin­ary a study of Eng­lish life as But­ler’s posthum­ous Way of All Flesh mak­ing so little im­pres­sion that when, some years later, I pro­duce plays in which But­ler’s ex­traordin­ar­ily fresh, free and fu­ture-pier­cing sug­ges­tions have an ob­vi­ous share, I am met with noth­ing but vague cack­lings about Ib­sen and Ni­et­z­sche, and am only too thank­ful that they are not about Al­fred de Mus­set and Georges Sand. Really, the Eng­lish do not de­serve to have great men. They al­lowed But­ler to die prac­tic­ally un­known, whilst I, a com­par­at­ively in­sig­ni­fic­ant Ir­ish journ­al­ist, was lead­ing them by the nose in­to an ad­vert­ise­ment of me which has made my own life a bur­den. In Si­cily there is a Via Samuele But­ler. When an Eng­lish tour­ist sees it, he either asks “Who the dev­il was Samuele But­ler?” or won­ders why the Si­cili­ans should per­petu­ate the memory of the au­thor of Hud­ibras.

				Well, it can­not be denied that the Eng­lish are only too anxious to re­cog­nize a man of geni­us if some­body will kindly point him out to them. Hav­ing poin­ted my­self out in this man­ner with some suc­cess, I now point out Samuel But­ler, and trust that in con­sequence I shall hear a little less in fu­ture of the nov­elty and for­eign ori­gin of the ideas which are now mak­ing their way in­to the Eng­lish theatre through plays writ­ten by So­cial­ists. There are liv­ing men whose ori­gin­al­ity and power are as ob­vi­ous as But­ler’s; and when they die that fact will be dis­covered. Mean­while I re­com­mend them to in­sist on their own mer­its as an im­port­ant part of their own busi­ness.

			
			
				The Salvation Army

				When Ma­jor Bar­bara was pro­duced in Lon­don, the second act was re­por­ted in an im­port­ant north­ern news­pa­per 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 like Sir Oliv­er Lodge and Dr. Stan­ton Co­it, and strenu­ous Non­con­form­ist journ­al­ists like Mr. Wil­li­am Stead, 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 seems to lie not only out­side the sym­pathy of many of our theatre crit­ics, but ac­tu­ally out­side their know­ledge of so­ci­ety. In­deed noth­ing could be more iron­ic­ally curi­ous than the con­front­a­tion Ma­jor Bar­bara ef­fected of the theatre en­thu­si­asts with the re­li­gious en­thu­si­asts. On the one hand was the play­go­er, al­ways seek­ing pleas­ure, pay­ing ex­or­bit­antly for it, suf­fer­ing un­bear­able dis­com­forts for it, and hardly ever get­ting it. On the oth­er hand was the Sal­va­tion­ist, re­pu­di­at­ing gaiety and 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 out­rageously 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 to­geth­er, takes from that di­vine pres­ence an in­ali­en­able sanc­tity of which the grossest and pro­fan­est farce can no more de­prive it than a hy­po­crit­ic­al ser­mon by a snob­bish bish­op can de­sec­rate West­min­ster Ab­bey. But in our pro­fes­sion­al play­go­ers this in­dis­pens­able pre­lim­in­ary con­cep­tion of sanc­tity seems want­ing. They talk of act­ors as mimes and mum­mers, and, I fear, think of dra­mat­ic au­thors as li­ars and pandars, whose main busi­ness is the vo­lup­tu­ous sooth­ing of the tired city spec­u­lat­or 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 “im­pas­sioned 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. Con­sequently they come to think of re­li­gious people as people who are not in­ter­est­ing and not amus­ing. And so, when Bar­bara cuts the reg­u­lar 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 ac­know­ledged 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 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 an un­prac­tic­al in­di­vidu­al­ist su­per­sti­tion. 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 en­thu­si­ast­ic 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 as un­scru­pu­lously as a hotel keep­er trades in waiters’ labor cheapened by tips, or com­mis­sion­aire’s labor cheapened by pen­sions; 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 the pois­on­ous canned meat 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 that she is her fath­er’s ac­com­plice; that the Sal­va­tion Army is the ac­com­plice of the dis­til­ler and the dy­nam­ite maker; that they can no more es­cape one an­oth­er than they can es­cape the air they breathe; 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: this dis­cov­ery has been made by every­one ex­cept the Phar­isees and (ap­par­ently) the pro­fes­sion­al play­go­ers, who still wear their Tom Hood shirts and un­der­pay their wash­er­wo­men without the slight­est mis­giv­ing as to the el­ev­a­tion of their private char­ac­ters, the pur­ity of their private at­mo­spheres, and their right to re­pu­di­ate as for­eign to them­selves the coarse de­prav­ity of the gar­ret and the slum. Not that they mean any harm: they only de­sire to be, in their little private way, what they call gen­tle­men. They do not un­der­stand Bar­bara’s les­son be­cause they have not, like her, learnt it by tak­ing their part in the lar­ger life of the na­tion.

			
			
				Barbara’s Return to the Colors

				Bar­bara’s re­turn to the col­ors may yet provide a sub­ject for the dra­mat­ic his­tor­i­an of the fu­ture. To go back to the Sal­va­tion Army with the know­ledge that even the Sal­va­tion­ists them­selves are not saved yet; that poverty is not blessed, but a most dam­nable sin; and that when Gen­er­al Booth chose Blood and Fire for the em­blem of Sal­va­tion in­stead of the Cross, he was per­haps bet­ter in­spired than he knew: such know­ledge, for the daugh­ter of An­drew Un­der­shaft, will clearly lead to some­thing hope­fuller than dis­trib­ut­ing bread and treacle at the ex­pense of Bodger.

				It is a very sig­ni­fic­ant thing, this in­stinct­ive choice of the mil­it­ary form of or­gan­iz­a­tion, this sub­sti­tu­tion of the drum for the or­gan, by the Sal­va­tion Army. Does it not sug­gest that the Sal­va­tion­ists di­vine that they must ac­tu­ally fight the dev­il in­stead of merely pray­ing at him? At present, it is true, they have not quite as­cer­tained his cor­rect ad­dress. When they do, they may give a very rude shock to that sense of se­cur­ity which he has gained from his ex­per­i­ence of the fact that hard words, even when uttered by elo­quent es­say­ists and lec­tur­ers, or car­ried un­an­im­ously at en­thu­si­ast­ic pub­lic meet­ings on the mo­tion of em­in­ent re­formers, break no bones. It has been said that the French Re­volu­tion was the work of Voltaire, Rousseau and the En­cyc­lo­ped­ists. It seems to me to have been the work of men who had ob­served that vir­tu­ous in­dig­na­tion, caustic cri­ti­cism, con­clus­ive ar­gu­ment and in­struct­ive pamph­let­eer­ing, even when done by the most earn­est and witty lit­er­ary geni­uses, were as use­less as pray­ing, things go­ing stead­ily from bad to worse whilst the So­cial Con­tract and the pamph­lets of Voltaire were at the height of their vogue. Even­tu­ally, as we know, per­fectly re­spect­able cit­izens and earn­est phil­an­throp­ists con­nived at the Septem­ber mas­sacres be­cause hard ex­per­i­ence had con­vinced them that if they con­ten­ted them­selves with ap­peals to hu­man­ity and pat­ri­ot­ism, the ar­is­to­cracy, though it would read their ap­peals with the greatest en­joy­ment and ap­pre­ci­ation, flat­ter­ing and ad­mir­ing the writers, would none the less con­tin­ue to con­spire with for­eign mon­arch­ists to undo the re­volu­tion and re­store the old sys­tem with every cir­cum­stance of sav­age ven­geance and ruth­less re­pres­sion of pop­u­lar liber­ties.

				The nine­teenth cen­tury saw the same les­son re­peated in Eng­land. It had its Util­it­ari­ans, its Chris­ti­an So­cial­ists, its Fa­bi­ans (still ex­tant): it had Bentham, Mill, Dick­ens, Ruskin, Carlyle, But­ler, Henry George, and Mor­ris. And the end of all their ef­forts is the Chica­go de­scribed by Mr. Up­ton Sin­clair, and the Lon­don in which the people who pay to be amused by my dra­mat­ic rep­res­ent­a­tion of Peter Shir­ley turned out to starve at forty be­cause there are young­er slaves to be had for his wages, do not take, and have not the slight­est in­ten­tion of tak­ing, any ef­fect­ive step to or­gan­ize so­ci­ety in such a way as to make that every­day in­famy im­possible. I, who have preached and pamph­let­eered like any En­cyc­lo­ped­ist, have to con­fess that my meth­ods are no use, and would be no use if I were Voltaire, Rousseau, Bentham, Mill, Dick­ens, Carlyle, Ruskin, George, But­ler, and Mor­ris all rolled in­to one, with Eur­ip­ides, More, Molière, Shakespeare, Beau­marcha­is, Swift, Goethe, Ib­sen, Tol­stoy, Moses and the proph­ets all thrown in (as in­deed in some sort I ac­tu­ally am, stand­ing as I do on all their shoulders). The prob­lem be­ing to make her­oes out of cow­ards, we pa­per apostles and artist-ma­gi­cians have suc­ceeded only in giv­ing cow­ards all the sen­sa­tions of her­oes whilst they tol­er­ate every ab­om­in­a­tion, ac­cept every plun­der, and sub­mit to every op­pres­sion. Chris­tian­ity, in mak­ing a mer­it of such sub­mis­sion, has marked only that depth in the abyss at which the very sense of shame is lost. The Chris­ti­an has been like Dick­ens’ doc­tor in the debt­or’s pris­on, who tells the new­comer of its in­ef­fable peace and se­cur­ity: no duns; no tyr­an­nic­al col­lect­ors of rates, taxes, and rent; no im­por­tunate hopes nor ex­act­ing du­ties; noth­ing but the rest and safety of hav­ing no fur­ther to fall.

				Yet in the poorest corner of this soul-des­troy­ing Christen­dom vi­tal­ity sud­denly be­gins to ger­min­ate again. Joy­ous­ness, a sac­red gift long de­throned by the hellish laughter of de­ri­sion and ob­scen­ity, rises like a flood mi­ra­cu­lously out of the fet­id dust and mud of the slums; rous­ing marches and im­petu­ous di­thy­rambs rise to the heav­ens from people among whom the de­press­ing noise called “sac­red mu­sic” is a stand­ing joke; a flag with Blood and Fire on it is un­furled, not in mur­der­ous ran­cor, but be­cause fire is beau­ti­ful and blood a vi­tal and splen­did red; Fear, which we flat­ter by call­ing Self, van­ishes; and trans­figured men and wo­men carry their gos­pel through a trans­figured world, call­ing their lead­er Gen­er­al, them­selves cap­tains and bri­gadiers, and their whole body an Army: pray­ing, but pray­ing only for re­fresh­ment, for strength to fight, and for need­ful money (a not­able sign, that); preach­ing, but not preach­ing sub­mis­sion; dar­ing ill-us­age and ab­use, but not put­ting up with more of it than is in­ev­it­able; and prac­tising what the world will let them prac­tise, in­clud­ing soap and wa­ter, col­or and mu­sic. There is danger in such Activ­ity; and where there is danger there is hope. Our present se­cur­ity is noth­ing, and can be noth­ing, but evil made ir­res­ist­ible.

			
			
				Weaknesses of the Salvation Army

				For the present, how­ever, it is not my busi­ness to flat­ter the Sal­va­tion Army. Rather must I point out to it that it has al­most as many weak­nesses as the Church of Eng­land it­self. It is build­ing up a busi­ness or­gan­iz­a­tion which will com­pel it even­tu­ally to see that its present staff of en­thu­si­ast-com­mand­ers shall be suc­ceeded by a bur­eau­cracy of men of busi­ness who will be no bet­ter than bish­ops, and per­haps a good deal more un­scru­pu­lous. That has al­ways happened soon­er or later to great or­ders foun­ded by saints; and the or­der foun­ded by St. Wil­li­am Booth is not ex­empt from the same danger. It is even more de­pend­ent than the Church on rich people who would cut off sup­plies at once if it began to preach that in­dis­pens­able re­volt against poverty which must also be a re­volt against riches. It is hampered by a heavy con­tin­gent of pi­ous eld­ers who are not really Sal­va­tion­ists at all, but Evan­gel­ic­als of the old school. It still, as Com­mis­sion­er Howard af­firms, “sticks to Moses,” which is flat non­sense at this time of day if the Com­mis­sion­er means, as I am afraid he does, that the Book of Gen­es­is con­tains a trust­worthy sci­entif­ic ac­count of the ori­gin of spe­cies, and that the god to whom Jeph­thah sac­ri­ficed his daugh­ter is any less ob­vi­ously a tri­bal idol than Dagon or Chemosh.

				Fur­ther, there is still too much oth­er­world­li­ness about the Army. Like Fre­d­er­ick’s gren­adier, the Sal­va­tion­ist wants to live forever (the most mon­strous way of cry­ing for the moon); and though it is evid­ent to any­one who has ever heard Gen­er­al Booth and his best of­ficers that they would work as hard for hu­man sal­va­tion as they do at present if they be­lieved that death would be the end of them in­di­vidu­ally, they and their fol­low­ers have a bad habit of talk­ing as if the Sal­va­tion­ists were hero­ic­ally en­dur­ing a very bad time on earth as an in­vest­ment which will bring them in di­vidends later on in the form, not of a bet­ter life to come for the whole world, but of an etern­ity spent by them­selves per­son­ally in a sort of bliss which would bore any act­ive per­son to a second death. Surely the truth is that the Sal­va­tion­ists are un­usu­ally happy people. And is it not the very dia­gnost­ic of true sal­va­tion that it shall over­come the fear of death? Now the man who has come to be­lieve that there is no such thing as death, the change so called be­ing merely the trans­ition to an ex­quis­itely happy and ut­terly care­less life, has not over­come the fear of death at all: on the con­trary, it has over­come him so com­pletely that he re­fuses to die on any terms whatever. I do not call a Sal­va­tion­ist really saved un­til he is ready to lie down cheer­fully on the scrap heap, hav­ing paid scot and lot and some­thing over, and let his etern­al life pass on to re­new its youth in the bat­talions of the fu­ture.

				Then there is the nasty ly­ing habit called con­fes­sion, which the Army en­cour­ages be­cause it lends it­self to dra­mat­ic oratory, with plenty of thrill­ing in­cid­ent. For my part, when I hear a con­vert re­lat­ing the vi­ol­ences and oaths and blas­phemies he was guilty of be­fore he was saved, mak­ing out that he was a very ter­rible fel­low then and is the most con­trite and chastened of Chris­ti­ans now, I be­lieve him no more than I be­lieve the mil­lion­aire who says he came up to Lon­don or Chica­go as a boy with only three half­pence in his pock­et. Sal­va­tion­ists have said to me that Bar­bara in my play would nev­er have been taken in by so trans­par­ent a hum­bug as Snobby Price; and cer­tainly I do not think Snobby could have taken in any ex­per­i­enced Sal­va­tion­ist on a point on which the Sal­va­tion­ist did not wish to be taken in. But on the point of con­ver­sion all Sal­va­tion­ists wish to be taken in; for the more ob­vi­ous the sin­ner the more ob­vi­ous the mir­acle of his con­ver­sion. When you ad­vert­ize a con­ver­ted burg­lar or re­claimed drunk­ard as one of the at­trac­tions at an ex­per­i­ence meet­ing, your burg­lar can hardly have been too burg­lari­ous or your drunk­ard too drunk­en. As long as such at­trac­tions are re­lied on, you will have your Snob­bies claim­ing to have beaten their moth­ers when they were as a mat­ter of pro­sa­ic fact ha­bitu­ally beaten by them, and your Rum­mies of the tamest re­spect­ab­il­ity pre­tend­ing to a past of reck­less and dazzling vice. Even when con­fes­sions are sin­cerely auto­bi­o­graph­ic there is no reas­on to as­sume at once that the im­pulse to make them is pi­ous or the in­terest of the hear­ers whole­some. It might as well be as­sumed that the poor people who in­sist on show­ing ap­palling ul­cers to dis­trict vis­it­ors are con­vinced hy­gien­ists, or that the curi­os­ity which some­times wel­comes such ex­hib­i­tions is a pleas­ant and cred­it­able one. One is of­ten temp­ted to sug­gest that those who pester our po­lice su­per­in­tend­ents with con­fes­sions of murder might very wisely be taken at their word and ex­ecuted, ex­cept in the few cases in which a real mur­der­er is seek­ing to be re­lieved of his guilt by con­fes­sion and ex­pi­ation. For though I am not, I hope, an un­mer­ci­ful per­son, I do not think that the in­ex­or­ab­il­ity of the deed once done should be dis­guised by any ritu­al, wheth­er in the con­fes­sion­al or on the scaf­fold.

				And here my dis­agree­ment with the Sal­va­tion Army, and with all pro­pa­gand­ists of the Cross (to which I ob­ject as I ob­ject to all gib­bets) be­comes deep in­deed. For­give­ness, ab­so­lu­tion, atone­ment, are fig­ments: pun­ish­ment is only a pre­tence of can­cel­ling one crime by an­oth­er; and you can no more have for­give­ness without vin­dict­ive­ness than you can have a cure without a dis­ease. You will nev­er get a high mor­al­ity from people who con­ceive that their mis­deeds are re­voc­able and par­don­able, or in a so­ci­ety where ab­so­lu­tion and ex­pi­ation are of­fi­cially provided for us all. The de­mand may be very real; but the sup­ply is spuri­ous. Thus Bill Walk­er, in my play, hav­ing as­saul­ted the Sal­va­tion Lass, presently finds him­self over­whelmed with an in­tol­er­able con­vic­tion of sin un­der the skilled treat­ment of Bar­bara. Straight­way he be­gins to try to un­as­sault the lass and deruf­fi­an­ize his deed, first by get­ting pun­ished for it in kind, and, when that re­lief is denied him, by fin­ing him­self a pound to com­pensate the girl. He is foiled both ways. He finds the Sal­va­tion Army as in­ex­or­able as fact it­self. It will not pun­ish him: it will not take his money. It will not tol­er­ate a re­deemed ruf­fi­an: it leaves him no means of sal­va­tion ex­cept ceas­ing to be a ruf­fi­an. In do­ing this, the Sal­va­tion Army in­stinct­ively grasps the cent­ral truth of Chris­tian­ity and dis­cards its cent­ral su­per­sti­tion: that cent­ral truth be­ing the van­ity of re­venge and pun­ish­ment, and that cent­ral su­per­sti­tion the sal­va­tion of the world by the gib­bet.

				For, be it noted, Bill has as­saul­ted an old and starving wo­man also; and for this worse of­fence he feels no re­morse whatever, be­cause she makes it clear that her malice is as great as his own. “Let her have the law of me, as she said she would,” says Bill: “what I done to her is no more on what you might call my con­science than stick­ing a pig.” This shows a per­fectly nat­ur­al and whole­some state of mind on his part. The old wo­man, like the law she threatens him with, is per­fectly ready to play the game of re­tali­ation with him: to rob him if he steals, to flog him if he strikes, to murder him if he kills. By ex­ample and pre­cept the law and pub­lic opin­ion teach him to im­pose his will on oth­ers by an­ger, vi­ol­ence, and cruelty, and to wipe off the mor­al score by pun­ish­ment. That is sound Cross­tian­ity. But this Cross­tian­ity has got en­tangled with some­thing which Bar­bara calls Chris­tian­ity, and which un­ex­pec­tedly causes her to re­fuse to play the hang­man’s game of Satan cast­ing out Satan. She re­fuses to pro­sec­ute a drunk­en ruf­fi­an; she con­verses on equal terms with a black­guard whom no lady could be seen speak­ing to in the pub­lic street: in short, she be­haves as il­leg­ally and un­be­com­ingly as pos­sible un­der the cir­cum­stances. Bill’s con­science re­acts to this just as nat­ur­ally as it does to the old wo­man’s threats. He is placed in a po­s­i­tion of un­bear­able mor­al in­feri­or­ity, and strives by every means in his power to es­cape from it, whilst he is still quite ready to meet the ab­use of the old wo­man by at­tempt­ing to smash a mug on her face. And that is the tri­umphant jus­ti­fic­a­tion of Bar­bara’s Chris­tian­ity as against our sys­tem of ju­di­cial pun­ish­ment and the vin­dict­ive vil­lain-thrash­ings and “po­et­ic justice” of the ro­mantic stage.

				For the cred­it of lit­er­at­ure it must be poin­ted out that the situ­ation is only partly nov­el. Vic­tor Hugo long ago gave us the epic of the con­vict and the bish­op’s can­dle­sticks, of the Cross­ti­an po­lice­man an­ni­hil­ated by his en­counter with the Chris­ti­an Valjean. But Bill Walk­er is not, like Valjean, ro­mantic­ally changed from a de­mon in­to an an­gel. There are mil­lions of Bill Walk­ers in all classes of so­ci­ety today; and the point which I, as a pro­fess­or of nat­ur­al psy­cho­logy, de­sire to demon­strate, is that Bill, without any change in his char­ac­ter what­so­ever, will re­act one way to one sort of treat­ment and an­oth­er way to an­oth­er.

				In proof I might point to the sen­sa­tion­al ob­ject les­son provided by our com­mer­cial mil­lion­aires today. They be­gin as brig­ands: mer­ci­less, un­scru­pu­lous, deal­ing out ru­in and death and slavery to their com­pet­it­ors and em­ploy­ees, and fa­cing des­per­ately the worst that their com­pet­it­ors can do to them. The his­tory of the Eng­lish factor­ies, the Amer­ic­an trusts, the ex­ploit­a­tion of Afric­an gold, dia­monds, ivory and rub­ber, out­does in vil­lainy the worst that has ever been ima­gined of the buc­can­eers of the Span­ish Main. Cap­tain Kidd would have ma­rooned a mod­ern Trust mag­nate for con­duct un­worthy of a gen­tle­man of for­tune. The law every day seizes on un­suc­cess­ful scoun­drels of this type and pun­ishes them with a cruelty worse than their own, with the res­ult that they come out of the tor­ture house more dan­ger­ous than they went in, and re­new their evil do­ing (nobody will em­ploy them at any­thing else) un­til they are again seized, again tor­men­ted, and again let loose, with the same res­ult.

				But the suc­cess­ful scoun­drel is dealt with very dif­fer­ently, and very Chris­ti­anly. He is not only for­giv­en: he is id­ol­ized, re­spec­ted, made much of, all but wor­shipped. So­ci­ety re­turns him good for evil in the most ex­tra­vag­ant over­meas­ure. And with what res­ult? He be­gins to id­ol­ize him­self, to re­spect him­self, to live up to the treat­ment he re­ceives. He preaches ser­mons; he writes books of the most edi­fy­ing ad­vice to young men, and ac­tu­ally per­suades him­self that he got on by tak­ing his own ad­vice; he en­dows edu­ca­tion­al in­sti­tu­tions; he sup­ports char­it­ies; he dies fi­nally in the odor of sanc­tity, leav­ing a will which is a monu­ment of pub­lic spir­it and bounty. And all this without any change in his char­ac­ter. The spots of the leo­pard and the stripes of the ti­ger are as bril­liant as ever; but the con­duct of the world to­wards him has changed; and his con­duct has changed ac­cord­ingly. You have only to re­verse your at­ti­tude to­wards him—to lay hands on his prop­erty, re­vile him, as­sault him, and he will be a brig­and again in a mo­ment, as ready to crush you as you are to crush him, and quite as full of pre­ten­tious mor­al reas­ons for do­ing it.

				In short, when Ma­jor Bar­bara says that there are no scoun­drels, she is right: there are no ab­so­lute scoun­drels, though there are im­prac­tic­able people of whom I shall treat presently. Every prac­tic­able man (and wo­man) is a po­ten­tial scoun­drel and a po­ten­tial good cit­izen. What a man is de­pends on his char­ac­ter; but what he does, and what we think of what he does, de­pends on his cir­cum­stances. The char­ac­ter­ist­ics that ru­in a man in one class make him em­in­ent in an­oth­er. The char­ac­ters that be­have dif­fer­ently in dif­fer­ent cir­cum­stances be­have alike in sim­il­ar cir­cum­stances. Take a com­mon Eng­lish char­ac­ter like that of Bill Walk­er. We meet Bill every­where: on the ju­di­cial bench, on the epis­copal bench, in the Privy Coun­cil, at the War Of­fice and Ad­mir­alty, as well as in the Old Bailey dock or in the ranks of cas­u­al un­skilled labor. And the mor­al­ity of Bill’s char­ac­ter­ist­ics var­ies with these vari­ous cir­cum­stances. The faults of the burg­lar are the qual­it­ies of the fin­an­ci­er: the man­ners and habits of a duke would cost a city clerk his situ­ation. In short, though char­ac­ter is in­de­pend­ent of cir­cum­stances, con­duct is not; and our mor­al judg­ments of char­ac­ter are not: both are cir­cum­stan­tial. Take any con­di­tion of life in which the cir­cum­stances are for a mass of men prac­tic­ally alike: felony, the House of Lords, the fact­ory, the stables, the gypsy en­camp­ment or where you please! In spite of di­versity of char­ac­ter and tem­pera­ment, the con­duct and mor­als of the in­di­vidu­als in each group are as pre­dic­able and as alike in the main as if they were a flock of sheep, mor­als be­ing mostly only so­cial habits and cir­cum­stan­tial ne­ces­sit­ies. Strong people know this and count upon it. In noth­ing have the mas­ter­minds of the world been dis­tin­guished from the or­din­ary sub­urb­an sea­son-tick­et hold­er more than in their straight­for­ward per­cep­tion of the fact that man­kind is prac­tic­ally a single spe­cies, and not a me­na­ger­ie of gen­tle­men and bounders, vil­lains and her­oes, cow­ards and dare­dev­ils, peers and peas­ants, gro­cers and ar­is­to­crats, ar­tis­ans and laborers, wash­er­wo­men and duch­esses, in which all the grades of in­come and caste rep­res­ent dis­tinct an­im­als who must not be in­tro­duced to one an­oth­er or in­ter­marry. Na­po­leon con­struct­ing a galaxy of gen­er­als and courtiers, and even of mon­archs, out of his col­lec­tion of so­cial nobod­ies; Ju­li­us Caesar ap­point­ing as gov­ernor of Egypt the son of a freed­man—one who but a short time be­fore would have been leg­ally dis­qual­i­fied for the post even of a private sol­dier in the Ro­man army; Louis XI mak­ing his barber his privy coun­cil­lor: all these had in their dif­fer­ent ways a firm hold of the sci­entif­ic fact of hu­man equal­ity, ex­pressed by Bar­bara in the Chris­ti­an for­mula that all men are chil­dren of one fath­er. A man who be­lieves that men are nat­ur­ally di­vided in­to up­per and lower and middle classes mor­ally is mak­ing ex­actly the same mis­take as the man who be­lieves that they are nat­ur­ally di­vided in the same way so­cially. And just as our per­sist­ent at­tempts to found polit­ic­al in­sti­tu­tions on a basis of so­cial in­equal­ity have al­ways pro­duced long peri­ods of de­struct­ive fric­tion re­lieved from time to time by vi­ol­ent ex­plo­sions of re­volu­tion; so the at­tempt—will Amer­ic­ans please note—to found mor­al in­sti­tu­tions on a basis of mor­al in­equal­ity can lead to noth­ing but un­nat­ur­al Reigns of the Saints re­lieved by li­centious Res­tor­a­tions; to Amer­ic­ans who have made di­vorce a pub­lic in­sti­tu­tion turn­ing the face of Europe in­to one huge sar­don­ic smile by re­fus­ing to stay in the same hotel with a Rus­si­an man of geni­us who has changed wives without the sanc­tion of South Dakota; to grot­esque hy­po­crisy, cruel per­se­cu­tion, and fi­nal ut­ter con­fu­sion of con­ven­tions and com­pli­ances with be­ne­vol­ence and re­spect­ab­il­ity. It is quite use­less to de­clare that all men are born free if you deny that they are born good. Guar­an­tee a man’s good­ness and his liberty will take care of it­self. To guar­an­tee his free­dom on con­di­tion that you ap­prove of his mor­al char­ac­ter is form­ally to ab­ol­ish all free­dom what­so­ever, as every man’s liberty is at the mercy of a mor­al in­dict­ment, which any fool can trump up against every­one who vi­ol­ates cus­tom, wheth­er as a proph­et or as a ras­cal. This is the les­son Demo­cracy has to learn be­fore it can be­come any­thing but the most op­press­ive of all the priest­hoods.

				Let us now re­turn to Bill Walk­er and his case of con­science against the Sal­va­tion Army. Ma­jor Bar­bara, not be­ing a mod­ern Tet­zel, or the treas­urer of a hos­pit­al, re­fuses to sell Bill ab­so­lu­tion for a sov­er­eign. Un­for­tu­nately, what the Army can af­ford to re­fuse in the case of Bill Walk­er, it can­not re­fuse in the case of Bodger. Bodger is mas­ter of the situ­ation be­cause he holds the purse strings. “Strive as you will,” says Bodger, in ef­fect: “me you can­not do without. You can­not save Bill Walk­er without my money.” And the Army an­swers, quite rightly un­der the cir­cum­stances, “We will take money from the dev­il him­self soon­er than aban­don the work of Sal­va­tion.” So Bodger pays his con­science-money and gets the ab­so­lu­tion that is re­fused to Bill. In real life Bill would per­haps nev­er know this. But I, the dram­at­ist, whose busi­ness it is to show the con­nec­tion between things that seem apart and un­re­lated in the haphaz­ard or­der of events in real life, have con­trived to make it known to Bill, with the res­ult that the Sal­va­tion Army loses its hold of him at once.

				But Bill may not be lost, for all that. He is still in the grip of the facts and of his own con­science, and may find his taste for black­guard­ism per­man­ently spoiled. Still, I can­not guar­an­tee that happy end­ing. Let any­one walk through the poorer quar­ters of our cit­ies when the men are not work­ing, but rest­ing and chew­ing the cud of their re­flec­tions; and he will find that there is one ex­pres­sion on every ma­ture face: the ex­pres­sion of cyn­icism. The dis­cov­ery made by Bill Walk­er about the Sal­va­tion Army has been made by every one of them. They have found that every man has his price; and they have been fool­ishly or cor­ruptly taught to mis­trust and des­pise him for that ne­ces­sary and salut­ary con­di­tion of so­cial ex­ist­ence. When they learn that Gen­er­al Booth, too, has his price, they do not ad­mire him be­cause it is a high one, and ad­mit the need of or­gan­iz­ing so­ci­ety so that he shall get it in an hon­or­able way: they con­clude that his char­ac­ter is un­sound and that all re­li­gious men are hy­po­crites and al­lies of their sweat­ers and op­press­ors. They know that the large sub­scrip­tions which help to sup­port the Army are en­dow­ments, not of re­li­gion, but of the wicked doc­trine of do­cil­ity in poverty and hu­mil­ity un­der op­pres­sion; and they are rent by the most ag­on­iz­ing of all the doubts of the soul, the doubt wheth­er their true sal­va­tion must not come from their most ab­hor­rent pas­sions, from murder, envy, greed, stub­born­ness, rage, and ter­ror­ism, rather than from pub­lic spir­it, reas­on­able­ness, hu­man­ity, gen­er­os­ity, ten­der­ness, del­ic­acy, pity and kind­ness. The con­firm­a­tion of that doubt, at which our news­pa­pers have been work­ing so hard for years past, is the mor­al­ity of mil­it­ar­ism; and the jus­ti­fic­a­tion of mil­it­ar­ism is that cir­cum­stances may at any time make it the true mor­al­ity of the mo­ment. It is by pro­du­cing such mo­ments that we pro­duce vi­ol­ent and san­guin­ary re­volu­tions, such as the one now in pro­gress in Rus­sia and the one which Cap­it­al­ism in Eng­land and Amer­ica is daily and di­li­gently pro­vok­ing.

				At such mo­ments it be­comes the duty of the Churches to evoke all the powers of de­struc­tion against the ex­ist­ing or­der. But if they do this, the ex­ist­ing or­der must for­cibly sup­press them. Churches are suffered to ex­ist only on con­di­tion that they preach sub­mis­sion to the State as at present cap­it­al­ist­ic­ally or­gan­ized. The Church of Eng­land it­self is com­pelled to add to the thirty-six art­icles in which it for­mu­lates its re­li­gious ten­ets, three more in which it apo­lo­get­ic­ally protests that the mo­ment any of these art­icles comes in con­flict with the State it is to be en­tirely re­nounced, ab­jured, vi­ol­ated, ab­rog­ated and ab­horred, the po­lice­man be­ing a much more im­port­ant per­son than any of the Per­sons of the Trin­ity. And this is why no tol­er­ated Church nor Sal­va­tion Army can ever win the en­tire con­fid­ence of the poor. It must be on the side of the po­lice and the mil­it­ary, no mat­ter what it be­lieves or dis­be­lieves; and as the po­lice and the mil­it­ary are the in­stru­ments by which the rich rob and op­press the poor (on leg­al and mor­al prin­ciples made for the pur­pose), it is not pos­sible to be on the side of the poor and of the po­lice at the same time. In­deed the re­li­gious bod­ies, as the al­mon­ers of the rich, be­come a sort of aux­il­i­ary po­lice, tak­ing off the in­sur­rec­tion­ary edge of poverty with coals and blankets, bread and treacle, and sooth­ing and cheer­ing the vic­tims with hopes of im­mense and in­ex­pens­ive hap­pi­ness in an­oth­er world when the pro­cess of work­ing them to pre­ma­ture death in the ser­vice of the rich is com­plete in this.

			
			
				Christianity and Anarchism

				Such is the false po­s­i­tion from which neither the Sal­va­tion Army nor the Church of Eng­land nor any oth­er re­li­gious or­gan­iz­a­tion whatever can es­cape ex­cept through a re­con­sti­t­u­tion of so­ci­ety. Nor can they merely en­dure the State pass­ively, wash­ing their hands of its sins. The State is con­stantly for­cing the con­sciences of men by vi­ol­ence and cruelty. Not con­tent with ex­act­ing money from us for the main­ten­ance of its sol­diers and po­lice­men, its gaol­ers and ex­e­cu­tion­ers, it forces us to take an act­ive per­son­al part in its pro­ceed­ings on pain of be­com­ing ourselves the vic­tims of its vi­ol­ence. As I write these lines, a sen­sa­tion­al ex­ample is giv­en to the world. A roy­al mar­riage has been cel­eb­rated, first by sac­ra­ment in a cathed­ral, and then by a bull­fight hav­ing for its main amuse­ment the spec­tacle of horses gored and dis­em­bowelled by the bull, after which, when the bull is so ex­hausted as to be no longer dan­ger­ous, he is killed by a cau­tious mata­dor. But the iron­ic con­trast between the bull­fight and the sac­ra­ment of mar­riage does not move any­one. An­oth­er con­trast—that between the splendor, the hap­pi­ness, the at­mo­sphere of kindly ad­mir­a­tion sur­round­ing the young couple, and the price paid for it un­der our ab­om­in­able so­cial ar­range­ments in the misery, squal­or and de­grad­a­tion of mil­lions of oth­er young couples—is drawn at the same mo­ment by a nov­el­ist, Mr. Up­ton Sin­clair, who chips a corner of the ven­eer­ing from the huge meat pack­ing in­dus­tries of Chica­go, and shows it to us as a sample of what is go­ing on all over the world un­der­neath the top lay­er of pros­per­ous plu­to­cracy. One man is suf­fi­ciently moved by that con­trast to pay his own life as the price of one ter­rible blow at the re­spons­ible parties. Un­hap­pily his poverty leaves him also ig­nor­ant enough to be duped by the pre­tence that the in­no­cent young bride and bride­groom, put forth and crowned by plu­to­cracy as the heads of a State in which they have less per­son­al power than any po­lice­man, and less in­flu­ence than any chair­man of a trust, are re­spons­ible. At them ac­cord­ingly he launches his six­pen­north of ful­min­ate, miss­ing his mark, but scat­ter­ing the bowels of as many horses as any bull in the arena, and slay­ing twenty-three per­sons, be­sides wound­ing ninety-nine. And of all these, the horses alone are in­no­cent of the guilt he is aven­ging: had he blown all Mad­rid to atoms with every adult per­son in it, not one could have es­caped the charge of be­ing an ac­cess­ory, be­fore, at, and after the fact, to poverty and pros­ti­tu­tion, to such whole­sale mas­sacre of in­fants as Herod nev­er dreamt of, to plague, pes­ti­lence and fam­ine, battle, murder and linger­ing death—per­haps not one who had not helped, through ex­ample, pre­cept, con­niv­ance, and even clam­or, to teach the dy­nam­iter his well-learnt gos­pel of hatred and ven­geance, by ap­prov­ing every day of sen­tences of years of im­pris­on­ment so in­fernal in its un­nat­ur­al stu­pid­ity and pan­ic-stricken cruelty, that their ad­voc­ates can dis­avow neither the dag­ger nor the bomb without strip­ping the mask of justice and hu­man­ity from them­selves also. Be it noted that at this very mo­ment there ap­pears the bio­graphy of one of our dukes, who, be­ing Scotch, could ar­gue about polit­ics, and there­fore stood out as a great brain among our ar­is­to­crats. And what, if you please, was his grace’s fa­vor­ite his­tor­ic­al epis­ode, which he de­clared he nev­er read without in­tense sat­is­fac­tion? Why, the young Gen­er­al Bona­parte’s pound­ing of the Par­is mob to pieces in 1795, called in play­ful ap­prov­al by our re­spect­able classes “the whiff of grapeshot,” though Na­po­leon, to do him justice, took a deep­er view of it, and would fain have had it for­got­ten. And since the Duke of Argyll was not a de­mon, but a man of like pas­sions with ourselves, by no means rancor­ous or cruel as men go, who can doubt that all over the world pro­let­ari­ans of the ducal kid­ney are now rev­el­ling in “the whiff of dy­nam­ite” (the fla­vor of the joke seems to evap­or­ate a little, does it not?) be­cause it was aimed at the class they hate even as our ar­gute duke hated what he called the mob.

				In such an at­mo­sphere there can be only one se­quel to the Mad­rid ex­plo­sion. All Europe burns to emu­late it. Ven­geance! More blood! Tear “the An­arch­ist beast” to shreds. Drag him to the scaf­fold. Im­pris­on him for life. Let all civ­il­ized States band to­geth­er to drive his like off the face of the earth; and if any State re­fuses to join, make war on it. This time the lead­ing Lon­don news­pa­per, anti-Lib­er­al and there­fore anti-Rus­si­an in polit­ics, does not say “Serve you right” to the vic­tims, as it did, in ef­fect, when Bobrikoff, and De Ple­hve, and Grand Duke Ser­gi­us, were in the same man­ner un­of­fi­cially ful­min­ated in­to frag­ments. No: ful­min­ate our rivals in Asia by all means, ye brave Rus­si­an re­volu­tion­ar­ies; but to aim at an Eng­lish prin­cess—mon­strous! hideous! hound down the wretch to his doom; and ob­serve, please, that we are a civ­il­ized and mer­ci­ful people, and, how­ever much we may re­gret it, must not treat him as Rav­ail­lac and Dami­ens were treated. And mean­while, since we have not yet caught him, let us soothe our quiv­er­ing nerves with the bull­fight, and com­ment in a courtly way on the un­fail­ing tact and good taste of the ladies of our roy­al houses, who, though pre­sum­ably of full nor­mal nat­ur­al ten­der­ness, have been so ef­fec­tu­ally broken in to fash­ion­able routine that they can be taken to see the horses slaughtered as help­lessly as they could no doubt be taken to a gla­di­at­or show, if that happened to be the mode just now.

				Strangely enough, in the midst of this ra­ging fire of malice, the one man who still has faith in the kind­ness and in­tel­li­gence of hu­man nature is the ful­min­at­or, now a hunted wretch, with noth­ing, ap­par­ently, to se­cure his tri­umph over all the pris­ons and scaf­folds of in­furi­ate Europe ex­cept the re­volver in his pock­et and his read­i­ness to dis­charge it at a mo­ment’s no­tice in­to his own or any oth­er head. Think of him set­ting out to find a gen­tle­man and a Chris­ti­an in the mul­ti­tude of hu­man wolves howl­ing for his blood. Think also of this: that at the very first es­say he finds what he seeks, a ver­it­able grandee of Spain, a noble, high-think­ing, un­ter­ri­fied, malice-void soul, in the guise—of all mas­quer­ades in the world!—of a mod­ern ed­it­or. The An­arch­ist wolf, fly­ing from the wolves of plu­to­cracy, throws him­self on the hon­or of the man. The man, not be­ing a wolf (nor a Lon­don ed­it­or), and there­fore not hav­ing enough sym­pathy with his ex­ploit to be made bloodthirsty by it, does not throw him back to the pur­su­ing wolves—gives him, in­stead, what help he can to es­cape, and sends him off ac­quain­ted at last with a force that goes deep­er than dy­nam­ite, though you can­not make so much of it for six­pence. That right­eous and hon­or­able high hu­man deed is not wasted on Europe, let us hope, though it be­ne­fits the fu­git­ive wolf only for a mo­ment. The plu­to­crat­ic wolves presently smell him out. The fu­git­ive shoots the un­lucky wolf whose nose is nearest; shoots him­self; and then con­vinces the world, by his pho­to­graph, that he was no mon­strous freak of re­ver­sion to the ti­ger, but a good look­ing young man with noth­ing ab­nor­mal about him ex­cept his ap­palling cour­age and res­ol­u­tion (that is why the ter­ri­fied shriek “Cow­ard” at him): one to whom mur­der­ing a happy young couple on their wed­ding morn­ing would have been an un­think­ably un­nat­ur­al ab­om­in­a­tion un­der ra­tion­al and kindly hu­man cir­cum­stances.

				Then comes the cli­max of irony and blind stu­pid­ity. The wolves, balked of their meal of fel­low-wolf, turn on the man, and pro­ceed to tor­ture him, after their man­ner, by im­pris­on­ment, for re­fus­ing to fasten his teeth in the throat of the dy­nam­iter and hold him down un­til they came to fin­ish him.

				Thus, you see, a man may not be a gen­tle­man nowadays even if he wishes to. As to be­ing a Chris­ti­an, he is al­lowed some lat­it­ude in that mat­ter, be­cause, I re­peat, Chris­tian­ity has two faces. Pop­u­lar Chris­tian­ity has for its em­blem a gib­bet, for its chief sen­sa­tion a san­guin­ary ex­e­cu­tion after tor­ture, for its cent­ral mys­tery an in­sane ven­geance bought off by a trumpery ex­pi­ation. But there is a no­bler and pro­founder Chris­tian­ity which af­firms the sac­red mys­tery of Equal­ity, and for­bids the glar­ing fu­til­ity and folly of ven­geance, of­ten po­litely called pun­ish­ment or justice. The gib­bet part of Chris­tian­ity is tol­er­ated. The oth­er is crim­in­al felony. Con­nois­seurs in irony are well aware of the fact that the only ed­it­or in Eng­land who de­nounces pun­ish­ment as rad­ic­ally wrong, also re­pu­di­ates Chris­tian­ity; calls his pa­per The Free­thinker; and has been im­prisoned for two years for blas­phemy.

			
			
				Sane Conclusions

				And now I must ask the ex­cited read­er not to lose his head on one side or the oth­er, but to draw a sane mor­al from these grim ab­surdit­ies. It is not good sense to pro­pose that laws against crime should ap­ply to prin­cipals only and not to ac­cessor­ies whose con­sent, coun­sel, or si­lence may se­cure im­pun­ity to the prin­cip­al. If you in­sti­tute pun­ish­ment as part of the law, you must pun­ish people for re­fus­ing to pun­ish. If you have a po­lice, part of its duty must be to com­pel every­body to as­sist the po­lice. No doubt if your laws are un­just, and your po­lice­men agents of op­pres­sion, the res­ult will be an un­bear­able vi­ol­a­tion of the private con­sciences of cit­izens. But that can­not be helped: the rem­edy is, not to li­cense every­body to thwart the law if they please, but to make laws that will com­mand the pub­lic as­sent, and not to deal cruelly and stu­pidly with law­break­ers. Every­body dis­ap­proves of burg­lars; but the mod­ern burg­lar, when caught and over­powered by a house­hold­er, usu­ally ap­peals, and of­ten, let us hope, with suc­cess, to his captor not to de­liv­er him over to the use­less hor­rors of pen­al ser­vitude. In oth­er cases the law­break­er es­capes be­cause those who could give him up do not con­sider his breech of the law a guilty ac­tion. Some­times, even, private tribunals are formed in op­pos­i­tion to the of­fi­cial tribunals; and these private tribunals em­ploy as­sas­sins as ex­e­cu­tion­ers, as was done, for ex­ample, by Muhammad be­fore he had es­tab­lished his power of­fi­cially, and by the Rib­bon lodges of Ire­land in their long struggle with the land­lords. Un­der such cir­cum­stances, the as­sas­sin goes free al­though every­body in the dis­trict knows who he is and what he has done. They do not be­tray him, partly be­cause they jus­ti­fy him ex­actly as the reg­u­lar Gov­ern­ment jus­ti­fies its of­fi­cial ex­e­cu­tion­er, and partly be­cause they would them­selves be as­sas­sin­ated if they be­trayed him: an­oth­er meth­od learnt from the of­fi­cial gov­ern­ment. Giv­en a tribunal, em­ploy­ing a slay­er who has no per­son­al quar­rel with the slain; and there is clearly no mor­al dif­fer­ence between of­fi­cial and un­of­fi­cial killing.

				In short, all men are an­arch­ists with re­gard to laws which are against their con­sciences, either in the pre­amble or in the pen­alty. In Lon­don our worst an­arch­ists are the ma­gis­trates, be­cause many of them are so old and ig­nor­ant that when they are called upon to ad­min­is­ter any law that is based on ideas or know­ledge less than half a cen­tury old, they dis­agree with it, and be­ing mere or­din­ary homebred private Eng­lish­men without any re­spect for law in the ab­stract, na­ively set the ex­ample of vi­ol­at­ing it. In this in­stance the man lags be­hind the law; but when the law lags be­hind the man, he be­comes equally an an­arch­ist. When some huge change in so­cial con­di­tions, such as the in­dus­tri­al re­volu­tion of the eight­eenth and nine­teenth cen­tur­ies, throws our leg­al and in­dus­tri­al in­sti­tu­tions out of date, An­arch­ism be­comes al­most a re­li­gion. The whole force of the most en­er­get­ic geni­uses of the time in philo­sophy, eco­nom­ics, and art, con­cen­trates it­self on demon­stra­tions and re­mind­ers that mor­al­ity and law are only con­ven­tions, fal­lible and con­tinu­ally ob­sol­es­cing. Tra­gedies in which the her­oes are ban­dits, and com­ed­ies in which law-abid­ing and con­ven­tion­ally mor­al folk are com­pelled to sat­ir­ize them­selves by out­ra­ging the con­science of the spec­tat­ors every time they do their duty, ap­pear sim­ul­tan­eously with eco­nom­ic treat­ises en­titled “What Is Prop­erty? Theft!” and with his­tor­ies of “The Con­flict Between Re­li­gion and Sci­ence.”

				Now this is not a healthy state of things. The ad­vant­ages of liv­ing in so­ci­ety are pro­por­tion­ate, not to the free­dom of the in­di­vidu­al from a code, but to the com­plex­ity and sub­tlety of the code he is pre­pared not only to ac­cept but to up­hold as a mat­ter of such vi­tal im­port­ance that a law­break­er at large is hardly to be tol­er­ated on any plea. Such an at­ti­tude be­comes im­possible when the only men who can make them­selves heard and re­membered through­out the world spend all their en­ergy in rais­ing our gorge against cur­rent law, cur­rent mor­al­ity, cur­rent re­spect abil­ity, and leg­al prop­erty. The or­din­ary man, un­educated in so­cial the­ory even when he is schooled in Lat­in verse, can­not be set against all the laws of his coun­try and yet per­suaded to re­gard law in the ab­stract as vi­tally ne­ces­sary to so­ci­ety. Once he is brought to re­pu­di­ate the laws and in­sti­tu­tions he knows, he will re­pu­di­ate the very con­cep­tion of law and the very ground­work of in­sti­tu­tions, ri­dicul­ing hu­man rights, ex­tolling brain­less meth­ods as “his­tor­ic­al,” and tol­er­at­ing noth­ing ex­cept pure em­pir­i­cism in con­duct, with dy­nam­ite as the basis of polit­ics and vi­vi­sec­tion as the basis of sci­ence. That is hideous; but what is to be done? Here am I, for in­stance, by class a re­spect­able man, by com­mon sense a hater of waste and dis­order, by in­tel­lec­tu­al con­sti­tu­tion leg­ally minded to the verge of ped­antry, and by tem­pera­ment ap­pre­hens­ive and eco­nom­ic­ally dis­posed to the lim­it of old-maid­ish­ness; yet I am, and have al­ways been, and shall now al­ways be, a re­volu­tion­ary writer, be­cause our laws make law im­possible; our liber­ties des­troy all free­dom; our prop­erty is or­gan­ized rob­bery; our mor­al­ity is an im­pudent hy­po­crisy; our wis­dom is ad­min­istered by in­ex­per­i­enced or mal­ex­per­i­enced dupes, our power wiel­ded by cow­ards and weak­lings, and our hon­or false in all its points. I am an en­emy of the ex­ist­ing or­der for good reas­ons; but that does not make my at­tacks any less en­cour­aging or help­ful to people who are its en­emies for bad reas­ons. The ex­ist­ing or­der may shriek that if I tell the truth about it, some fool­ish per­son may drive it to be­come still worse by try­ing to as­sas­sin­ate it. I can­not help that, even if I could see what worse it could do than it is already do­ing. And the dis­ad­vant­age of that worst even from its own point of view is that so­ci­ety, with all its pris­ons and bay­on­ets and whips and os­tra­cisms and star­va­tions, is power­less in the face of the An­arch­ist who is pre­pared to sac­ri­fice his own life in the battle with it. Our nat­ur­al safety from the cheap and dev­ast­at­ing ex­plos­ives which every Rus­si­an stu­dent can make, and every Rus­si­an gren­adier has learnt to handle in Man­churia, lies in the fact that brave and res­ol­ute men, when they are ras­cals, will not risk their skins for the good of hu­man­ity, and, when they are sym­path­et­ic enough to care for hu­man­ity, ab­hor murder, and nev­er com­mit it un­til their con­sciences are out­raged bey­ond en­dur­ance. The rem­edy is, simply not to out­rage their con­sciences.

				Do not be afraid that they will not make al­low­ances. All men make very large al­low­ances in­deed be­fore they stake their own lives in a war to the death with so­ci­ety. Nobody de­mands or ex­pects the mil­len­ni­um. But there are two things that must be set right, or we shall per­ish, like Rome, of soul at­rophy dis­guised as em­pire. The first is, that the daily ce­re­mony of di­vid­ing the wealth of the coun­try among its in­hab­it­ants shall be so con­duc­ted that no crumb shall go to any able-bod­ied adults who are not pro­du­cing by their per­son­al ex­er­tions not only a full equi­val­ent for what they take, but a sur­plus suf­fi­cient to provide for their su­per­an­nu­ation and pay back the debt due for their nur­ture.

				The second is that the de­lib­er­ate in­flic­tion of ma­li­cious in­jur­ies which now goes on un­der the name of pun­ish­ment be aban­doned; so that the thief, the ruf­fi­an, the gam­bler, and the beg­gar, may without in­hu­man­ity be handed over to the law, and made to un­der­stand that a State which is too hu­mane to pun­ish will also be too thrifty to waste the life of hon­est men in watch­ing or re­strain­ing dis­hon­est ones. That is why we do not im­pris­on dogs. We even take our chance of their first bite. But if a dog de­lights to bark and bite, it goes to the leth­al cham­ber. That seems to me sens­ible. To al­low the dog to ex­pi­ate his bite by a peri­od of tor­ment, and then let him loose in a much more sav­age con­di­tion (for the chain makes a dog sav­age) to bite again and ex­pi­ate again, hav­ing mean­while spent a great deal of hu­man life and hap­pi­ness in the task of chain­ing and feed­ing and tor­ment­ing him, seems to me idi­ot­ic and su­per­sti­tious. Yet that is what we do to men who bark and bite and steal. It would be far more sens­ible to put up with their vices, as we put up with their ill­nesses, un­til they give more trouble than they are worth, at which point we should, with many apo­lo­gies and ex­pres­sions of sym­pathy, and some gen­er­os­ity in com­ply­ing with their last wishes, then, place them in the leth­al cham­ber and get rid of them. Un­der no cir­cum­stances should they be al­lowed to ex­pi­ate their mis­deeds by a man­u­fac­tured pen­alty, to sub­scribe to a char­ity, or to com­pensate the vic­tims. If there is to be no pun­ish­ment there can be no for­give­ness. We shall nev­er have real mor­al re­spons­ib­il­ity un­til every­one knows that his deeds are ir­re­voc­able, and that his life de­pends on his use­ful­ness. Hitherto, alas! hu­man­ity has nev­er dared face these hard facts. We frantic­ally scat­ter con­science money and in­vent sys­tems of con­science bank­ing, with ex­pi­at­ory pen­al­ties, atone­ments, re­demp­tions, sal­va­tions, hos­pit­al sub­scrip­tion lists and what­not, to en­able us to con­tract-out of the mor­al code. Not con­tent with the old scape­goat and sac­ri­fi­cial lamb, we dei­fy hu­man sa­viors, and pray to mi­ra­cu­lous vir­gin in­ter­cessors. We at­trib­ute mercy to the in­ex­or­able; soothe our con­sciences after com­mit­ting murder by throw­ing ourselves on the bos­om of di­vine love; and shrink even from our own gal­lows be­cause we are forced to ad­mit that it, at least, is ir­re­voc­able—as if one hour of im­pris­on­ment were not as ir­re­voc­able as any ex­e­cu­tion!

				If a man can­not look evil in the face without il­lu­sion, he will nev­er know what it really is, or com­bat it ef­fec­tu­ally. The few men who have been able (re­l­at­ively) to do this have been called cyn­ics, and have some­times had an ab­nor­mal share of evil in them­selves, cor­res­pond­ing to the ab­nor­mal strength of their minds; but they have nev­er done mis­chief un­less they in­ten­ded to do it. That is why great scoun­drels have been be­ne­fi­cent rulers whilst ami­able and privately harm­less mon­archs have ruined their coun­tries by trust­ing to the ho­cus-po­cus of in­no­cence and guilt, re­ward and pun­ish­ment, vir­tu­ous in­dig­na­tion and par­don, in­stead of stand­ing up to the facts without either malice or mercy. Ma­jor Bar­bara stands up to Bill Walk­er in that way, with the res­ult that the ruf­fi­an who can­not get hated, has to hate him­self. To re­lieve this agony he tries to get pun­ished; but the Sal­va­tion­ist whom he tries to pro­voke is as mer­ci­less as Bar­bara, and only prays for him. Then he tries to pay, but can get nobody to take his money. His doom is the doom of Cain, who, fail­ing to find either a sa­vior, a po­lice­man, or an al­mon­er to help him to pre­tend that his broth­er’s blood no longer cried from the ground, had to live and die a mur­der­er. Cain took care not to com­mit an­oth­er murder, un­like our rail­way share­hold­ers (I am one) who kill and maim shunters by hun­dreds to save the cost of auto­mat­ic coup­lings, and make atone­ment by an­nu­al sub­scrip­tions to de­serving char­it­ies. Had Cain been al­lowed to pay off his score, he might pos­sibly have killed Adam and Eve for the mere sake of a second lux­uri­ous re­con­cili­ation with God af­ter­wards. Bodger, you may de­pend on it, will go on to the end of his life pois­on­ing people with bad whisky, be­cause he can al­ways de­pend on the Sal­va­tion Army or the Church of Eng­land to ne­go­ti­ate a re­demp­tion for him in con­sid­er­a­tion of a tri­fling per­cent­age of his profits. There is a third con­di­tion too, which must be ful­filled be­fore the great teach­ers of the world will cease to scoff at its re­li­gions. Creeds must be­come in­tel­lec­tu­ally hon­est. At present there is not a single cred­ible es­tab­lished re­li­gion in the world. That is per­haps the most stu­pendous fact in the whole world-situ­ation. This play of mine, Ma­jor Bar­bara, is, I hope, both true and in­spired; but who­ever says that it all happened, and that faith in it and un­der­stand­ing of it con­sist in be­liev­ing that it is a re­cord of an ac­tu­al oc­cur­rence, is, to speak ac­cord­ing to Scrip­ture, a fool and a li­ar, and is hereby sol­emnly de­nounced and cursed as such by me, the au­thor, to all pos­ter­ity.

			
			
				Lon­don, June 1906.

			
		
	
		
			Major Barbara

		
	
		
			
				Act
				I
			

			It is after din­ner on a Janu­ary night, in the lib­rary in Lady Brito­mart Un­der­shaft’s house in Wilton Cres­cent. A large and com­fort­able settee is in the middle of the room, up­holstered in dark leath­er. A per­son sit­ting on it (it is va­cant at present) would have, on his right, Lady Brito­mart’s writ­ing table, with the lady her­self busy at it; a smal­ler writ­ing table be­hind him on his left; the door be­hind him on Lady Brito­mart’s side; and a win­dow with a win­dow seat dir­ectly on his left. Near the win­dow is an arm­chair.

			
				
					
							
							
							Lady Brito­mart is a wo­man of fifty or there­abouts, well dressed and yet care­less of her dress, well bred and quite reck­less of her breed­ing, well mannered and yet ap­pallingly out­spoken and in­dif­fer­ent to the opin­ion of her in­ter­locutory, ami­able and yet per­emp­tory, ar­bit­rary, and high-tempered to the last bear­able de­gree, and with­al a very typ­ic­al man­aging mat­ron of the up­per class, treated as a naughty child un­til she grew in­to a scold­ing moth­er, and fi­nally set­tling down with plenty of prac­tic­al abil­ity and worldly ex­per­i­ence, lim­ited in the oddest way with do­mest­ic and class lim­it­a­tions, con­ceiv­ing the uni­verse ex­actly as if it were a large house in Wilton Cres­cent, though hand­ling her corner of it very ef­fect­ively on that as­sump­tion, and be­ing quite en­lightened and lib­er­al as to the books in the lib­rary, the pic­tures on the walls, the mu­sic in the port­fo­li­os, and the art­icles in the pa­pers.
						
					

					
							
							
							Her son, Steph­en, comes in. He is a gravely cor­rect young man un­der 25, tak­ing him­self very ser­i­ously, but still in some awe of his moth­er, from child­ish habit and bach­el­or shy­ness rather than from any weak­ness of char­ac­ter.
						
					

					
							Steph­en
							What’s the mat­ter?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Presently, Steph­en.
					

					
							
							
							Steph­en sub­missively walks to the settee and sits down. He takes up The Speak­er.
						
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Don’t be­gin to read, Steph­en. I shall re­quire all your at­ten­tion.
					

					
							Steph­en
							It was only while I was wait­ing—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Don’t make ex­cuses, Steph­en. He puts down The Speak­er. Now! She fin­ishes her writ­ing; rises; and comes to the settee. I have not kept you wait­ing very long, I think.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Not at all, moth­er.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Bring me my cush­ion. He takes the cush­ion from the chair at the desk and ar­ranges it for her as she sits down on the settee. Sit down. He sits down and fin­gers his tie nervously. Don’t fiddle with your tie, Steph­en: there is noth­ing the mat­ter with it.
					

					
							Steph­en
							I beg your par­don. He fiddles with his watch chain in­stead.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Now are you at­tend­ing to me, Steph­en?
					

					
							Steph­en
							Of course, moth­er.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							No: it’s not of course. I want some­thing much more than your every­day mat­ter-of-course at­ten­tion. I am go­ing to speak to you very ser­i­ously, Steph­en. I wish you would let that chain alone.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Hast­ily re­lin­quish­ing the chain. Have I done any­thing to an­noy you, moth­er? If so, it was quite un­in­ten­tion­al.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							As­ton­ished. Non­sense! With some re­morse. My poor boy, did you think I was angry with you?
					

					
							Steph­en
							What is it, then, moth­er? You are mak­ing me very un­easy.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Squar­ing her­self at him rather ag­gress­ively. Steph­en: may I ask how soon you in­tend to real­ize that you are a grownup man, and that I am only a wo­man?
					

					
							Steph­en
							Amazed. Only a—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Don’t re­peat my words, please: It is a most ag­grav­at­ing habit. You must learn to face life ser­i­ously, Steph­en. I really can­not bear the whole bur­den of our fam­ily af­fairs any longer. You must ad­vise me: you must as­sume the re­spons­ib­il­ity.
					

					
							Steph­en
							I!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Yes, you, of course. You were 24 last June. You’ve been at Har­row and Cam­bridge. You’ve been to In­dia and Ja­pan. You must know a lot of things now; un­less you have wasted your time most scan­dal­ously. Well, ad­vise me.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Much per­plexed. You know I have nev­er in­terfered in the house­hold—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							No: I should think not. I don’t want you to or­der the din­ner.
					

					
							Steph­en
							I mean in our fam­ily af­fairs.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Well, you must in­ter­fere now; for they are get­ting quite bey­ond me.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Troubled. I have thought some­times that per­haps I ought; but really, moth­er, I know so little about them; and what I do know is so pain­ful—it is so im­possible to men­tion some things to you—He stops, ashamed.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							I sup­pose you mean your fath­er.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Al­most in­aud­ibly. Yes.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							My dear: we can’t go on all our lives not men­tion­ing him. Of course you were quite right not to open the sub­ject un­til I asked you to; but you are old enough now to be taken in­to my con­fid­ence, and to help me to deal with him about the girls.
					

					
							Steph­en
							But the girls are all right. They are en­gaged.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Com­pla­cently. Yes: I have made a very good match for Sarah. Charles Lo­max will be a mil­lion­aire at 35. But that is ten years ahead; and in the mean­time his trust­ees can­not un­der the terms of his fath­er’s will al­low him more than 800 pounds a year.
					

					
							Steph­en
							But the will says also that if he in­creases his in­come by his own ex­er­tions, they may double the in­crease.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Charles Lo­max’s ex­er­tions are much more likely to de­crease his in­come than to in­crease it. Sarah will have to find at least an­oth­er 800 pounds a year for the next ten years; and even then they will be as poor as church mice. And what about Bar­bara? I thought Bar­bara was go­ing to make the most bril­liant ca­reer of all of you. And what does she do? Joins the Sal­va­tion Army; dis­charges her maid; lives on a pound a week; and walks in one even­ing with a pro­fess­or of Greek whom she has picked up in the street, and who pre­tends to be a Sal­va­tion­ist, and ac­tu­ally plays the big drum for her in pub­lic be­cause he has fallen head over ears in love with her.
					

					
							Steph­en
							I was cer­tainly rather taken aback when I heard they were en­gaged. Cus­ins is a very nice fel­low, cer­tainly: nobody would ever guess that he was born in Aus­tralia; but—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Oh, Ad­ol­phus Cus­ins will make a very good hus­band. After all, nobody can say a word against Greek: it stamps a man at once as an edu­cated gen­tle­man. And my fam­ily, thank Heav­en, is not a pig­headed Tory one. We are Whigs, and be­lieve in liberty. Let snob­bish people say what they please: Bar­bara shall marry, not the man they like, but the man I like.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Of course I was think­ing only of his in­come. How­ever, he is not likely to be ex­tra­vag­ant.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Don’t be too sure of that, Steph­en. I know your quiet, simple, re­fined, po­et­ic people like Ad­ol­phus—quite con­tent with the best of everything! They cost more than your ex­tra­vag­ant people, who are al­ways as mean as they are second rate. No: Bar­bara will need at least 2,000 pounds a year. You see it means two ad­di­tion­al house­holds. Be­sides, my dear, you must marry soon. I don’t ap­prove of the present fash­ion of phil­ander­ing bach­el­ors and late mar­riages; and I am try­ing to ar­range some­thing for you.
					

					
							Steph­en
							It’s very good of you, moth­er; but per­haps I had bet­ter ar­range that for my­self.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Non­sense! you are much too young to be­gin match­mak­ing: you would be taken in by some pretty little nobody. Of course I don’t mean that you are not to be con­sul­ted: you know that as well as I do. Steph­en closes his lips and is si­lent. Now don’t sulk, Steph­en.
					

					
							Steph­en
							I am not sulk­ing, moth­er. What has all this got to do with—with—with my fath­er?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							My dear Steph­en: where is the money to come from? It is easy enough for you and the oth­er chil­dren to live on my in­come as long as we are in the same house; but I can’t keep four fam­il­ies in four sep­ar­ate houses. You know how poor my fath­er is: he has barely sev­en thou­sand a year now; and really, if he were not the Earl of Steven­age, he would have to give up so­ci­ety. He can do noth­ing for us: he says, nat­ur­ally enough, that it is ab­surd that he should be asked to provide for the chil­dren of a man who is rolling in money. You see, Steph­en, your fath­er must be fab­ulously wealthy, be­cause there is al­ways a war go­ing on some­where.
					

					
							Steph­en
							You need not re­mind me of that, moth­er. I have hardly ever opened a news­pa­per in my life without see­ing our name in it. The Un­der­shaft tor­pedo! The Un­der­shaft quick firers! The Un­der­shaft ten inch! the Un­der­shaft dis­ap­pear­ing ram­part gun! the Un­der­shaft sub­mar­ine! and now the Un­der­shaft aer­i­al battle­ship! At Har­row they called me the Wool­wich In­fant. At Cam­bridge it was the same. A little brute at King’s who was al­ways try­ing to get up re­viv­als, spoilt my Bible—your first birth­day present to me—by writ­ing un­der my name, “Son and heir to Un­der­shaft and Laz­arus, Death and De­struc­tion Deal­ers: ad­dress, Christen­dom and Judea.” But that was not so bad as the way I was kow­towed to every­where be­cause my fath­er was mak­ing mil­lions by selling can­nons.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							It is not only the can­nons, but the war loans that Laz­arus ar­ranges un­der cov­er of giv­ing cred­it for the can­nons. You know, Steph­en, it’s per­fectly scan­dal­ous. Those two men, An­drew Un­der­shaft and Laz­arus, pos­it­ively have Europe un­der their thumbs. That is why your fath­er is able to be­have as he does. He is above the law. Do you think Bis­mar­ck or Glad­stone or Dis­raeli could have openly de­fied every so­cial and mor­al ob­lig­a­tion all their lives as your fath­er has? They simply wouldn’t have dared. I asked Glad­stone to take it up. I asked The Times to take it up. I asked the Lord Cham­ber­lain to take it up. But it was just like ask­ing them to de­clare war on the Sul­tan. They wouldn’t. They said they couldn’t touch him. I be­lieve they were afraid.
					

					
							Steph­en
							What could they do? He does not ac­tu­ally break the law.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Not break the law! He is al­ways break­ing the law. He broke the law when he was born: his par­ents were not mar­ried.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Moth­er! Is that true?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Of course it’s true: that was why we sep­ar­ated.
					

					
							Steph­en
							He mar­ried without let­ting you know this!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Rather taken aback by this in­fer­ence. Oh no. To do An­drew justice, that was not the sort of thing he did. Be­sides, you know the Un­der­shaft motto: Un­ashamed. Every­body knew.
					

					
							Steph­en
							But you said that was why you sep­ar­ated.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Yes, be­cause he was not con­tent with be­ing a found­ling him­self: he wanted to dis­in­her­it you for an­oth­er found­ling. That was what I couldn’t stand.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Ashamed. Do you mean for—for—for—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Don’t stam­mer, Steph­en. Speak dis­tinctly.
					

					
							Steph­en
							But this is so fright­ful to me, moth­er. To have to speak to you about such things!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							It’s not pleas­ant for me, either, es­pe­cially if you are still so child­ish that you must make it worse by a dis­play of em­bar­rass­ment. It is only in the middle classes, Steph­en, that people get in­to a state of dumb help­less hor­ror when they find that there are wicked people in the world. In our class, we have to de­cide what is to be done with wicked people; and noth­ing should dis­turb our self pos­ses­sion. Now ask your ques­tion prop­erly.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Moth­er: you have no con­sid­er­a­tion for me. For Heav­en’s sake either treat me as a child, as you al­ways do, and tell me noth­ing at all; or tell me everything and let me take it as best I can.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Treat you as a child! What do you mean? It is most un­kind and un­grate­ful of you to say such a thing. You know I have nev­er treated any of you as chil­dren. I have al­ways made you my com­pan­ions and friends, and al­lowed you per­fect free­dom to do and say whatever you liked, so long as you liked what I could ap­prove of.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Des­per­ately. I daresay we have been the very im­per­fect chil­dren of a very per­fect moth­er; but I do beg you to let me alone for once, and tell me about this hor­rible busi­ness of my fath­er want­ing to set me aside for an­oth­er son.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Amazed. An­oth­er son! I nev­er said any­thing of the kind. I nev­er dreamt of such a thing. This is what comes of in­ter­rupt­ing me.
					

					
							Steph­en
							But you said—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Cut­ting him short. Now be a good boy, Steph­en, and listen to me pa­tiently. The Un­der­shafts are des­cen­ded from a found­ling in the par­ish of St. An­drew Un­der­shaft in the city. That was long ago, in the reign of James the First. Well, this found­ling was ad­op­ted by an ar­morer and gun-maker. In the course of time the found­ling suc­ceeded to the busi­ness; and from some no­tion of grat­it­ude, or some vow or some­thing, he ad­op­ted an­oth­er found­ling, and left the busi­ness to him. And that found­ling did the same. Ever since that, the can­non busi­ness has al­ways been left to an ad­op­ted found­ling named An­drew Un­der­shaft.
					

					
							Steph­en
							But did they nev­er marry? Were there no le­git­im­ate sons?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Oh yes: they mar­ried just as your fath­er did; and they were rich enough to buy land for their own chil­dren and leave them well provided for. But they al­ways ad­op­ted and trained some found­ling to suc­ceed them in the busi­ness; and of course they al­ways quar­relled with their wives furi­ously over it. Your fath­er was ad­op­ted in that way; and he pre­tends to con­sider him­self bound to keep up the tra­di­tion and ad­opt some­body to leave the busi­ness to. Of course I was not go­ing to stand that. There may have been some reas­on for it when the Un­der­shafts could only marry wo­men in their own class, whose sons were not fit to gov­ern great es­tates. But there could be no ex­cuse for passing over my son.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Du­bi­ously. I am afraid I should make a poor hand of man­aging a can­non foundry.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Non­sense! you could eas­ily get a man­ager and pay him a salary.
					

					
							Steph­en
							My fath­er evid­ently had no great opin­ion of my ca­pa­city.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Stuff, child! you were only a baby: it had noth­ing to do with your ca­pa­city. An­drew did it on prin­ciple, just as he did every per­verse and wicked thing on prin­ciple. When my fath­er re­mon­strated, An­drew ac­tu­ally told him to his face that his­tory tells us of only two suc­cess­ful in­sti­tu­tions: one the Un­der­shaft firm, and the oth­er the Ro­man Em­pire un­der the Ant­onines. That was be­cause the Ant­on­ine em­per­ors all ad­op­ted their suc­cessors. Such rub­bish! The Steven­ages are as good as the Ant­onines, I hope; and you are a Steven­age. But that was An­drew all over. There you have the man! Al­ways clev­er and un­answer­able when he was de­fend­ing non­sense and wicked­ness: al­ways awk­ward and sul­len when he had to be­have sens­ibly and de­cently!
					

					
							Steph­en
							Then it was on my ac­count that your home life was broken up, moth­er. I am sorry.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Well, dear, there were oth­er dif­fer­ences. I really can­not bear an im­mor­al man. I am not a Phar­isee, I hope; and I should not have minded his merely do­ing wrong things: we are none of us per­fect. But your fath­er didn’t ex­actly do wrong things: he said them and thought them: that was what was so dread­ful. He really had a sort of re­li­gion of wrong­ness just as one doesn’t mind men prac­tising im­mor­al­ity so long as they own that they are in the wrong by preach­ing mor­al­ity; so I couldn’t for­give An­drew for preach­ing im­mor­al­ity while he prac­tised mor­al­ity. You would all have grown up without prin­ciples, without any know­ledge of right and wrong, if he had been in the house. You know, my dear, your fath­er was a very at­tract­ive man in some ways. Chil­dren did not dis­like him; and he took ad­vant­age of it to put the wick­ed­est ideas in­to their heads, and make them quite un­man­age­able. I did not dis­like him my­self: very far from it; but noth­ing can bridge over mor­al dis­agree­ment.
					

					
							Steph­en
							All this simply be­wilders me, moth­er. People may dif­fer about mat­ters of opin­ion, or even about re­li­gion; but how can they dif­fer about right and wrong? Right is right; and wrong is wrong; and if a man can­not dis­tin­guish them prop­erly, he is either a fool or a ras­cal: that’s all.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Touched. That’s my own boy! She pats his cheek. Your fath­er nev­er could an­swer that: he used to laugh and get out of it un­der cov­er of some af­fec­tion­ate non­sense. And now that you un­der­stand the situ­ation, what do you ad­vise me to do?
					

					
							Steph­en
							Well, what can you do?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							I must get the money some­how.
					

					
							Steph­en
							We can­not take money from him. I had rather go and live in some cheap place like Bed­ford Square or even Hamp­stead than take a farth­ing of his money.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							But after all, Steph­en, our present in­come comes from An­drew.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Shocked. I nev­er knew that.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Well, you surely didn’t sup­pose your grand­fath­er had any­thing to give me. The Steven­ages could not do everything for you. We gave you so­cial po­s­i­tion. An­drew had to con­trib­ute some­thing. He had a very good bar­gain, I think.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Bit­terly. We are ut­terly de­pend­ent on him and his can­nons, then!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Cer­tainly not: the money is settled. But he provided it. So you see it is not a ques­tion of tak­ing money from him or not: it is simply a ques­tion of how much. I don’t want any more for my­self.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Nor do I.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							But Sarah does; and Bar­bara does. That is, Charles Lo­max and Ad­ol­phus Cus­ins will cost them more. So I must put my pride in my pock­et and ask for it, I sup­pose. That is your ad­vice, Steph­en, is it not?
					

					
							Steph­en
							No.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Sharply. Steph­en!
					

					
							Steph­en
							Of course if you are de­term­ined—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							I am not de­term­ined: I ask your ad­vice; and I am wait­ing for it. I will not have all the re­spons­ib­il­ity thrown on my shoulders.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Ob­stin­ately. I would die soon­er than ask him for an­oth­er penny.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Resign­edly. You mean that I must ask him. Very well, Steph­en: It shall be as you wish. You will be glad to know that your grand­fath­er con­curs. But he thinks I ought to ask An­drew to come here and see the girls. After all, he must have some nat­ur­al af­fec­tion for them.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Ask him here!!!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Do not re­peat my words, Steph­en. Where else can I ask him?
					

					
							Steph­en
							I nev­er ex­pec­ted you to ask him at all.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Now don’t tease, Steph­en. Come! you see that it is ne­ces­sary that he should pay us a vis­it, don’t you?
					

					
							Steph­en
							Re­luct­antly. I sup­pose so, if the girls can­not do without his money.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Thank you, Steph­en: I knew you would give me the right ad­vice when it was prop­erly ex­plained to you. I have asked your fath­er to come this even­ing. Steph­en bounds from his seat. Don’t jump, Steph­en: it fid­gets me.
					

					
							Steph­en
							In ut­ter con­sterna­tion. Do you mean to say that my fath­er is com­ing here to­night—that he may be here at any mo­ment?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Look­ing at her watch. I said nine. He gasps. She rises. Ring the bell, please. Steph­en goes to the smal­ler writ­ing table; presses a but­ton on it; and sits at it with his el­bows on the table and his head in his hands, out­wit­ted and over­whelmed. It is ten minutes to nine yet; and I have to pre­pare the girls. I asked Charles Lo­max and Ad­ol­phus to din­ner on pur­pose that they might be here. An­drew had bet­ter see them in case he should cher­ish any de­lu­sions as to their be­ing cap­able of sup­port­ing their wives. The but­ler enters: Lady Brito­mart goes be­hind the settee to speak to him. Mor­ris­on: go up to the draw­ing-room and tell every­body to come down here at once. Mor­ris­on with­draws. Lady Brito­mart turns to Steph­en. Now re­mem­ber, Steph­en, I shall need all your coun­ten­ance and au­thor­ity. He rises and tries to re­cov­er some vestige of these at­trib­utes. Give me a chair, dear. He pushes a chair for­ward from the wall to where she stands, near the smal­ler writ­ing table. She sits down; and he goes to the arm­chair, in­to which he throws him­self. I don’t know how Bar­bara will take it. Ever since they made her a ma­jor in the Sal­va­tion Army she has de­veloped a propensity to have her own way and or­der people about which quite cows me some­times. It’s not lady­like: I’m sure I don’t know where she picked it up. Any­how, Bar­bara shan’t bully me; but still it’s just as well that your fath­er should be here be­fore she has time to re­fuse to meet him or make a fuss. Don’t look nervous, Steph­en, it will only en­cour­age Bar­bara to make dif­fi­culties. I am nervous enough, good­ness knows; but I don’t show it.
					

					
							
							
							Sarah and Bar­bara come in with their re­spect­ive young men, Charles Lo­max and Ad­ol­phus Cus­ins. Sarah is slender, bored, and mundane. Bar­bara is ro­buster, jol­li­er, much more en­er­get­ic. Sarah is fash­ion­ably dressed: Bar­bara is in Sal­va­tion Army uni­form. Lo­max, a young man about town, is like many oth­er young men about town. He is af­fected with a frivol­ous sense of hu­mor which plunges him at the most in­op­por­tune mo­ments in­to par­oxysms of im­per­fectly sup­pressed laughter. Cus­ins is a spec­tacled stu­dent, slight, thin haired, and sweet voiced, with a more com­plex form of Lo­max’s com­plaint. His sense of hu­mor is in­tel­lec­tu­al and subtle, and is com­plic­ated by an ap­palling tem­per. The lifelong struggle of a be­ne­vol­ent tem­pera­ment and a high con­science against im­pulses of in­hu­man ri­dicule and fierce im­pa­tience has set up a chron­ic strain which has vis­ibly wrecked his con­sti­tu­tion. He is a most im­plac­able, de­term­ined, ten­a­cious, in­tol­er­ant per­son who by mere force of char­ac­ter presents him­self as—and in­deed ac­tu­ally is—con­sid­er­ate, gentle, ex­plan­at­ory, even mild and apo­lo­get­ic, cap­able pos­sibly of murder, but not of cruelty or coarse­ness. By the op­er­a­tion of some in­stinct which is not mer­ci­ful enough to blind him with the il­lu­sions of love, he is ob­stin­ately bent on mar­ry­ing Bar­bara. Lo­max likes Sarah and thinks it will be rather a lark to marry her. Con­sequently he has not at­temp­ted to res­ist Lady Brito­mart’s ar­range­ments to that end.
						
					

					
							
							
							All four look as if they had been hav­ing a good deal of fun in the draw­ing-room. The girls enter first, leav­ing the swains out­side. Sarah comes to the settee. Bar­bara comes in after her and stops at the door.
						
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Are Cholly and Dolly to come in?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							For­cibly. Bar­bara: I will not have Charles called Cholly: the vul­gar­ity of it pos­it­ively makes me ill.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							It’s all right, moth­er. Cholly is quite cor­rect nowadays. Are they to come in?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Yes, if they will be­have them­selves.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Through the door. Come in, Dolly, and be­have your­self.
					

					
							
							
							Bar­bara comes to her moth­er’s writ­ing table. Cus­ins enters smil­ing, and wanders to­wards Lady Brito­mart.
						
					

					
							Sarah
							Call­ing. Come in, Cholly. Lo­max enters, con­trolling his fea­tures very im­per­fectly, and places him­self vaguely between Sarah and Bar­bara.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Per­emp­tor­ily. Sit down, all of you. They sit. Cus­ins crosses to the win­dow and seats him­self there. Lo­max takes a chair. Bar­bara sits at the writ­ing table and Sarah on the settee. I don’t in the least know what you are laugh­ing at, Ad­ol­phus. I am sur­prised at you, though I ex­pec­ted noth­ing bet­ter from Charles Lo­max.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							In a re­mark­ably gentle voice. Bar­bara has been try­ing to teach me the West Ham Sal­va­tion March.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							I see noth­ing to laugh at in that; nor should you if you are really con­ver­ted.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Sweetly. You were not present. It was really funny, I be­lieve.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Rip­ping.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Be quiet, Charles. Now listen to me, chil­dren. Your fath­er is com­ing here this even­ing. Gen­er­al stu­pefac­tion.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Re­mon­strat­ing. Oh I say!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							You are not called on to say any­thing, Charles.
					

					
							Sarah
							Are you ser­i­ous, moth­er?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Of course I am ser­i­ous. It is on your ac­count, Sarah, and also on Charles’s. Si­lence. Charles looks pain­fully un­worthy. I hope you are not go­ing to ob­ject, Bar­bara.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I! why should I? My fath­er has a soul to be saved like any­body else. He’s quite wel­come as far as I am con­cerned.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Still re­mon­strant. But really, don’t you know! Oh I say!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Fri­gidly. What do you wish to con­vey, Charles?
					

					
							Lo­max
							Well, you must ad­mit that this is a bit thick.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Turn­ing with omin­ous suav­ity to Cus­ins. Ad­ol­phus: you are a pro­fess­or of Greek. Can you trans­late Charles Lo­max’s re­marks in­to reput­able Eng­lish for us?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Cau­tiously. If I may say so, Lady Brit, I think Charles has rather hap­pily ex­pressed what we all feel. Homer, speak­ing of Auto­ly­cus, uses the same phrase. πυκινον δόμον ὲλθείν. means a bit thick.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Hand­somely. Not that I mind, you know, if Sarah don’t.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Crush­ingly. Thank you. Have I your per­mis­sion, Ad­ol­phus, to in­vite my own hus­band to my own house?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Gal­lantly. You have my un­hes­it­at­ing sup­port in everything you do.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Sarah: have you noth­ing to say?
					

					
							Sarah
							Do you mean that he is com­ing reg­u­larly to live here?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Cer­tainly not. The spare room is ready for him if he likes to stay for a day or two and see a little more of you; but there are lim­its.
					

					
							Sarah
							Well, he can’t eat us, I sup­pose. I don’t mind.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Chuck­ling. I won­der how the old man will take it.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Much as the old wo­man will, no doubt, Charles.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Abashed. I didn’t mean—at least—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							You didn’t think, Charles. You nev­er do; and the res­ult is, you nev­er mean any­thing. And now please at­tend to me, chil­dren. Your fath­er will be quite a stranger to us.
					

					
							Lo­max
							I sup­pose he hasn’t seen Sarah since she was a little kid.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Not since she was a little kid, Charles, as you ex­press it with that el­eg­ance of dic­tion and re­fine­ment of thought that seem nev­er to desert you. Ac­cord­ingly—er—Im­pa­tiently. Now I have for­got­ten what I was go­ing to say. That comes of your pro­vok­ing me to be sar­cast­ic, Charles. Ad­ol­phus: will you kindly tell me where I was.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Sweetly. You were say­ing that as Mr. Un­der­shaft has not seen his chil­dren since they were ba­bies, he will form his opin­ion of the way you have brought them up from their be­ha­vi­or to­night, and that there­fore you wish us all to be par­tic­u­larly care­ful to con­duct ourselves well, es­pe­cially Charles.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Look here: Lady Brit didn’t say that.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Vehe­mently. I did, Charles. Ad­ol­phus’s re­col­lec­tion is per­fectly cor­rect. It is most im­port­ant that you should be good; and I do beg you for once not to pair off in­to op­pos­ite corners and giggle and whis­per while I am speak­ing to your fath­er.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							All right, moth­er. We’ll do you cred­it.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Re­mem­ber, Charles, that Sarah will want to feel proud of you in­stead of ashamed of you.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Oh I say! There’s noth­ing to be ex­actly proud of, don’t you know.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Well, try and look as if there was.
					

					
							
							
							Mor­ris­on, pale and dis­mayed, breaks in­to the room in un­con­cealed dis­order.
						
					

					
							Mor­ris­on
							Might I speak a word to you, my lady?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Non­sense! Show him up.
					

					
							Mor­ris­on
							Yes, my lady. He goes.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Does Mor­ris­on know who he is?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Of course. Mor­ris­on has al­ways been with us.
					

					
							Lo­max
							It must be a reg­u­lar cork­er for him, don’t you know.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Is this a mo­ment to get on my nerves, Charles, with your out­rageous ex­pres­sions?
					

					
							Lo­max
							But this is some­thing out of the or­din­ary, really—
					

					
							Mor­ris­on
							At the door. The—er—Mr. Un­der­shaft. He re­treats in con­fu­sion.
					

					
							
							
							An­drew Un­der­shaft comes in. All rise. Lady Brito­mart meets him in the middle of the room be­hind the settee.
						
					

					
							
							
							An­drew is, on the sur­face, a stout­ish, easy­going eld­erly man, with kindly pa­tient man­ners, and an en­ga­ging sim­pli­city of char­ac­ter. But he has a watch­ful, de­lib­er­ate, wait­ing, listen­ing face, and for­mid­able re­serves of power, both bod­ily and men­tal, in his ca­pa­cious chest and long head. His gen­tle­ness is partly that of a strong man who has learnt by ex­per­i­ence that his nat­ur­al grip hurts or­din­ary people un­less he handles them very care­fully, and partly the mel­low­ness of age and suc­cess. He is also a little shy in his present very del­ic­ate situ­ation.
						
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Good even­ing, An­drew.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							How d’ye do, my dear.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							You look a good deal older.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Apo­lo­get­ic­ally. I am some­what older. With a touch of court­ship. Time has stood still with you.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Promptly. Rub­bish! This is your fam­ily.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Sur­prised. Is it so large? I am sorry to say my memory is fail­ing very badly in some things. He of­fers his hand with pa­ternal kind­ness to Lo­max.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Jerkily shak­ing his hand. Ah­de­doo.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I can see you are my eld­est. I am very glad to meet you again, my boy.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Re­mon­strat­ing. No but look here don’t you know—Over­come. Oh I say!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Re­cov­er­ing from mo­ment­ary speech­less­ness. An­drew: do you mean to say that you don’t re­mem­ber how many chil­dren you have?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Well, I am afraid I—. They have grown so much—er. Am I mak­ing any ri­dicu­lous mis­take? I may as well con­fess: I re­col­lect only one son. But so many things have happened since, of course—er—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							De­cis­ively. An­drew: you are talk­ing non­sense. Of course you have only one son.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Per­haps you will be good enough to in­tro­duce me, my dear.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							That is Charles Lo­max, who is en­gaged to Sarah.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							My dear sir, I beg your par­don.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Not at all. De­lighted, I as­sure you.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							This is Steph­en.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Bow­ing. Happy to make your ac­quaint­ance, Mr. Steph­en. Then go­ing to Cus­ins. you must be my son. Tak­ing Cus­ins’ hands in his. How are you, my young friend? To Lady Brito­mart. He is very like you, my love.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							You flat­ter me, Mr. Un­der­shaft. My name is Cus­ins: en­gaged to Bar­bara. Very ex­pli­citly. That is Ma­jor Bar­bara Un­der­shaft, of the Sal­va­tion Army. That is Sarah, your second daugh­ter. This is Steph­en Un­der­shaft, your son.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							My dear Steph­en, I beg your par­don.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Not at all.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Mr. Cus­ins: I am much in­debted to you for ex­plain­ing so pre­cisely. Turn­ing to Sarah. Bar­bara, my dear—
					

					
							Sarah
							Prompt­ing him. Sarah.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Sarah, of course. They shake hands. He goes over to Bar­bara. Bar­bara—I am right this time, I hope.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Quite right. They shake hands.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Re­sum­ing com­mand. Sit down, all of you. Sit down, An­drew. She comes for­ward and sits on the settle. Cus­ins also brings his chair for­ward on her left. Bar­bara and Steph­en re­sume their seats. Lo­max gives his chair to Sarah and goes for an­oth­er.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Thank you, my love.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Con­ver­sa­tion­ally, as he brings a chair for­ward between the writ­ing table and the settee, and of­fers it to Un­der­shaft. Takes you some time to find out ex­actly where you are, don’t it?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Ac­cept­ing the chair. That is not what em­bar­rasses me, Mr. Lo­max. My dif­fi­culty is that if I play the part of a fath­er, I shall pro­duce the ef­fect of an in­trus­ive stranger; and if I play the part of a dis­creet stranger, I may ap­pear a cal­lous fath­er.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							There is no need for you to play any part at all, An­drew. You had much bet­ter be sin­cere and nat­ur­al.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Sub­missively. Yes, my dear: I daresay that will be best. Mak­ing him­self com­fort­able. Well, here I am. Now what can I do for you all?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							You need not do any­thing, An­drew. You are one of the fam­ily. You can sit with us and en­joy your­self.
					

					
							
							
							Lo­max’s too long sup­pressed mirth ex­plodes in ag­on­ized neigh­ings.
						
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Out­raged. Charles Lo­max: if you can be­have your­self, be­have your­self. If not, leave the room.
					

					
							Lo­max
							I’m aw­fully sorry, Lady Brit; but really, you know, upon my soul! He sits on the settee between Lady Brito­mart and Un­der­shaft, quite over­come.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Why don’t you laugh if you want to, Cholly? It’s good for your in­side.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Bar­bara: you have had the edu­ca­tion of a lady. Please let your fath­er see that; and don’t talk like a street girl.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Nev­er mind me, my dear. As you know, I am not a gen­tle­man; and I was nev­er edu­cated.
					

					
							Lo­max
							En­cour­agingly. Nobody’d know it, I as­sure you. You look all right, you know.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Let me ad­vise you to study Greek, Mr. Un­der­shaft. Greek schol­ars are priv­ileged men. Few of them know Greek; and none of them know any­thing else; but their po­s­i­tion is un­chal­lenge­able. Oth­er lan­guages are the qual­i­fic­a­tions of waiters and com­mer­cial trav­el­lers: Greek is to a man of po­s­i­tion what the hall­mark is to sil­ver.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Dolly: don’t be in­sin­cere. Cholly: fetch your con­cer­tina and play some­thing for us.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Doubt­fully to Un­der­shaft. Per­haps that sort of thing isn’t in your line, eh?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I am par­tic­u­larly fond of mu­sic.
					

					
							Lo­max
							De­lighted. Are you? Then I’ll get it. He goes up­stairs for the in­stru­ment.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Do you play, Bar­bara?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Only the tam­bour­ine. But Cholly’s teach­ing me the con­cer­tina.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Is Cholly also a mem­ber of the Sal­va­tion Army?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							No: he says it’s bad form to be a dis­sent­er. But I don’t des­pair of Cholly. I made him come yes­ter­day to a meet­ing at the dock gates, and take the col­lec­tion in his hat.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							It is not my do­ing, An­drew. Bar­bara is old enough to take her own way. She has no fath­er to ad­vise her.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Oh yes she has. There are no orphans in the Sal­va­tion Army.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Your fath­er there has a great many chil­dren and plenty of ex­per­i­ence, eh?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Look­ing at him with quick in­terest and nod­ding. Just so. How did you come to un­der­stand that? Lo­max is heard at the door try­ing the con­cer­tina.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Come in, Charles. Play us some­thing at once.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Righto! He sits down in his former place, and pre­ludes.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							One mo­ment, Mr. Lo­max. I am rather in­ter­ested in the Sal­va­tion Army. Its motto might be my own: Blood and Fire.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Shocked. But not your sort of blood and fire, you know.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							My sort of blood cleanses: my sort of fire pur­i­fies.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							So do ours. Come down to­mor­row to my shel­ter—the West Ham shel­ter—and see what we’re do­ing. We’re go­ing to march to a great meet­ing in the As­sembly Hall at Mile End. Come and see the shel­ter and then march with us: it will do you a lot of good. Can you play any­thing?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							In my youth I earned pen­nies, and even shil­lings oc­ca­sion­ally, in the streets and in pub­lic house par­lors by my nat­ur­al tal­ent for step­dan­cing. Later on, I be­came a mem­ber of the Un­der­shaft or­ches­tral so­ci­ety, and per­formed pass­ably on the ten­or trom­bone.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Scan­dal­ized. Oh I say!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Many a sin­ner has played him­self in­to heav­en on the trom­bone, thanks to the Army.
					

					
							Lo­max
							To Bar­bara, still rather shocked. Yes; but what about the can­non busi­ness, don’t you know? To Un­der­shaft. Get­ting in­to heav­en is not ex­actly in your line, is it?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Charles!!!
					

					
							Lo­max
							Well; but it stands to reas­on, don’t it? The can­non busi­ness may be ne­ces­sary and all that: we can’t get on without can­nons; but it isn’t right, you know. On the oth­er hand, there may be a cer­tain amount of tosh about the Sal­va­tion Army—I be­long to the Es­tab­lished Church my­self—but still you can’t deny that it’s re­li­gion; and you can’t go against re­li­gion, can you? At least un­less you’re down­right im­mor­al, don’t you know.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							You hardly ap­pre­ci­ate my po­s­i­tion, Mr. Lo­max—
					

					
							Lo­max
							Hast­ily. I’m not say­ing any­thing against you per­son­ally, you know.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Quite so, quite so. But con­sider for a mo­ment. Here I am, a man­u­fac­turer of mu­til­a­tion and murder. I find my­self in a spe­cially ami­able hu­mor just now be­cause, this morn­ing, down at the foundry, we blew twenty-sev­en dummy sol­diers in­to frag­ments with a gun which formerly des­troyed only thir­teen.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Le­ni­ently. Well, the more de­struct­ive war be­comes, the soon­er it will be ab­ol­ished, eh?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Not at all. The more de­struct­ive war be­comes the more fas­cin­at­ing we find it. No, Mr. Lo­max, I am ob­liged to you for mak­ing the usu­al ex­cuse for my trade; but I am not ashamed of it. I am not one of those men who keep their mor­als and their busi­ness in wa­ter­tight com­part­ments. All the spare money my trade rivals spend on hos­pit­als, cathed­rals and oth­er re­cept­acles for con­science money, I de­vote to ex­per­i­ments and re­searches in im­proved meth­ods of des­troy­ing life and prop­erty. I have al­ways done so; and I al­ways shall. There­fore your Christ­mas card mor­al­it­ies of peace on earth and good­will among men are of no use to me. Your Chris­tian­ity, which en­joins you to res­ist not evil, and to turn the oth­er cheek, would make me a bank­rupt. My mor­al­ity—my re­li­gion—must have a place for can­nons and tor­pedoes in it.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Coldly—al­most sul­lenly. You speak as if there were half a dozen mor­al­it­ies and re­li­gions to choose from, in­stead of one true mor­al­ity and one true re­li­gion.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							For me there is only one true mor­al­ity; but it might not fit you, as you do not man­u­fac­ture aer­i­al battle­ships. There is only one true mor­al­ity for every man; but every man has not the same true mor­al­ity.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Over­taxed. Would you mind say­ing that again? I didn’t quite fol­low it.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							It’s quite simple. As Eur­ip­ides says, one man’s meat is an­oth­er man’s pois­on mor­ally as well as phys­ic­ally.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Pre­cisely.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Oh, that. Yes, yes, yes. True. True.
					

					
							Steph­en
							In oth­er words, some men are hon­est and some are scoun­drels.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Bosh. There are no scoun­drels.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							In­deed? Are there any good men?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							No. Not one. There are neither good men nor scoun­drels: there are just chil­dren of one Fath­er; and the soon­er they stop call­ing one an­oth­er names the bet­ter. You needn’t talk to me: I know them. I’ve had scores of them through my hands: scoun­drels, crim­in­als, in­fi­dels, phil­an­throp­ists, mis­sion­ar­ies, county coun­cil­lors, all sorts. They’re all just the same sort of sin­ner; and there’s the same sal­va­tion ready for them all.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							May I ask have you ever saved a maker of can­nons?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							No. Will you let me try?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Well, I will make a bar­gain with you. If I go to see you to­mor­row in your Sal­va­tion Shel­ter, will you come the day after to see me in my can­non works?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Take care. It may end in your giv­ing up the can­nons for the sake of the Sal­va­tion Army.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Are you sure it will not end in your giv­ing up the Sal­va­tion Army for the sake of the can­nons?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I will take my chance of that.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							And I will take my chance of the oth­er. They shake hands on it. Where is your shel­ter?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							In West Ham. At the sign of the cross. Ask any­body in Can­ning Town. Where are your works?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							In Pe­rivale St. An­drews. At the sign of the sword. Ask any­body in Europe.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Hadn’t I bet­ter play some­thing?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Yes. Give us “On­ward, Chris­ti­an Sol­diers.”
					

					
							Lo­max
							Well, that’s rather a strong or­der to be­gin with, don’t you know. Sup­pose I sing “Thou’rt passing hence, my broth­er.” It’s much the same tune.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							It’s too mel­an­choly. You get saved, Cholly; and you’ll pass hence, my broth­er, without mak­ing such a fuss about it.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Really, Bar­bara, you go on as if re­li­gion were a pleas­ant sub­ject. Do have some sense of pro­pri­ety.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I do not find it an un­pleas­ant sub­ject, my dear. It is the only one that cap­able people really care for.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Look­ing at her watch. Well, if you are de­term­ined to have it, I in­sist on hav­ing it in a prop­er and re­spect­able way. Charles: ring for pray­ers. Gen­er­al amazement. Steph­en rises in dis­may.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Rising. Oh I say!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Rising. I am afraid I must be go­ing.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							You can­not go now, An­drew: it would be most im­prop­er. Sit down. What will the ser­vants think?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							My dear: I have con­scien­tious scruples. May I sug­gest a com­prom­ise? If Bar­bara will con­duct a little ser­vice in the draw­ing-room, with Mr. Lo­max as or­gan­ist, I will at­tend it will­ingly. I will even take part, if a trom­bone can be pro­cured.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Don’t mock, An­drew.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Shocked—to Bar­bara. You don’t think I am mock­ing, my love, I hope.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							No, of course not; and it wouldn’t mat­ter if you were: half the Army came to their first meet­ing for a lark. Rising. Come along. Come, Dolly. Come, Cholly. She goes out with Un­der­shaft, who opens the door for her. Cus­ins rises.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							I will not be dis­obeyed by every­body. Ad­ol­phus: sit down. Charles: you may go. You are not fit for pray­ers: you can­not keep your coun­ten­ance.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Oh I say! He goes out.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Con­tinu­ing. But you, Ad­ol­phus, can be­have your­self if you choose to. I in­sist on your stay­ing.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							My dear Lady Brit: there are things in the fam­ily pray­er book that I couldn’t bear to hear you say.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							What things, pray?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Well, you would have to say be­fore all the ser­vants that we have done things we ought not to have done, and left un­done things we ought to have done, and that there is no health in us. I can­not bear to hear you do­ing your­self such an un­justice, and Bar­bara such an in­justice. As for my­self, I flatly deny it: I have done my best. I shouldn’t dare to marry Bar­bara—I couldn’t look you in the face—if it were true. So I must go to the draw­ing-room.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Of­fen­ded. Well, go. He starts for the door. And re­mem­ber this, Ad­ol­phus: He turns to listen. I have a very strong sus­pi­cion that you went to the Sal­va­tion Army to wor­ship Bar­bara and noth­ing else. And I quite ap­pre­ci­ate the very clev­er way in which you sys­tem­at­ic­ally hum­bug me. I have found you out. Take care Bar­bara doesn’t. That’s all.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							With un­ruffled sweet­ness. Don’t tell on me. He goes out.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Sarah: if you want to go, go. Any­thing’s bet­ter than to sit there as if you wished you were a thou­sand miles away.
					

					
							Sarah
							Lan­guidly. Very well, mamma. She goes.
					

					
							
							
							Lady Brito­mart, with a sud­den flounce, gives way to a little gust of tears.
						
					

					
							Steph­en
							Go­ing to her. Moth­er: what’s the mat­ter?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Swish­ing away her tears with her handker­chief. Noth­ing. Fool­ish­ness. You can go with him, too, if you like, and leave me with the ser­vants.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Oh, you mustn’t think that, moth­er. I—I don’t like him.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							The oth­ers do. That is the in­justice of a wo­man’s lot. A wo­man has to bring up her chil­dren; and that means to re­strain them, to deny them things they want, to set them tasks, to pun­ish them when they do wrong, to do all the un­pleas­ant things. And then the fath­er, who has noth­ing to do but pet them and spoil them, comes in when all her work is done and steals their af­fec­tion from her.
					

					
							Steph­en
							He has not stolen our af­fec­tion from you. It is only curi­os­ity.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Vi­ol­ently. I won’t be con­soled, Steph­en. There is noth­ing the mat­ter with me. She rises and goes to­wards the door.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Where are you go­ing, moth­er?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							To the draw­ing-room, of course. She goes out. “On­ward, Chris­ti­an Sol­diers,” on the con­cer­tina, with tam­bour­ine ac­com­pani­ment, is heard when the door opens. Are you com­ing, Steph­en?
					

					
							Steph­en
							No. Cer­tainly not. She goes. He sits down on the settee, with com­pressed lips and an ex­pres­sion of strong dis­like.
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			The yard of the West Ham shel­ter of the Sal­va­tion Army is a cold place on a Janu­ary morn­ing. The build­ing it­self, an old ware­house, is newly white­washed. Its gabled end pro­jects in­to the yard in the middle, with a door on the ground floor, and an­oth­er in the loft above it without any bal­cony or lad­der, but with a pul­ley rigged over it for hoist­ing sacks. Those who come from this cent­ral gable end in­to the yard have the gate­way lead­ing to the street on their left, with a stone horse-trough just bey­ond it, and, on the right, a pent­house shield­ing a table from the weath­er. There are forms at the table; and on them are seated a man and a wo­man, both much down on their luck, fin­ish­ing a meal of bread (one thick slice each, with mar­gar­ine and golden syr­up) and di­luted milk.

			
				
					
							
							
							The man, a work­man out of em­ploy­ment, is young, agile, a talk­er, a poser, sharp enough to be cap­able of any­thing in reas­on ex­cept hon­esty or al­tru­ist­ic con­sid­er­a­tions of any kind. The wo­man is a com­mon­place old bundle of poverty and hard-worn hu­man­ity. She looks sixty and prob­ably is forty-five. If they were rich people, gloved and muffed and well wrapped up in furs and over­coats, they would be numbed and miser­able; for it is a grind­ingly cold, raw, Janu­ary day; and a glance at the back­ground of grimy ware­houses and leaden sky vis­ible over the white­washed walls of the yard would drive any idle rich per­son straight to the Medi­ter­ranean. But these two, be­ing no more troubled with vis­ions of the Medi­ter­ranean than of the moon, and be­ing com­pelled to keep more of their clothes in the pawn­shop, and less on their per­sons, in winter than in sum­mer, are not de­pressed by the cold: rather are they stung in­to vi­va­city, to which their meal has just now giv­en an al­most jolly turn. The man takes a pull at his mug, and then gets up and moves about the yard with his hands deep in his pock­ets, oc­ca­sion­ally break­ing in­to a step­dance.
						
					

					
							The Wo­man
							Feel bet­ter arter your meal, sir?
					

					
							The Man
							No. Call that a meal! Good enough for you, props; but wot is it to me, an in­tel­li­gent wor­kin’ man.
					

					
							The Wo­man
							Wor­kin’ man! Wot are you?
					

					
							The Man
							Paint­er.
					

					
							The Wo­man
							Scep­tic­ally. Yus, I des­say.
					

					
							The Man
							Yus, you des­say! I know. Every loafer that can’t do no­think calls is­self a paint­er. Well, I’m a real paint­er: grain­er, fin­ish­er, thirty-eight bob a week when I can get it.
					

					
							The Wo­man
							Then why don’t you go and get it?
					

					
							The Man
							I’ll tell you why. Fust: I’m in­tel­li­gent—fffff! it’s rot­ten cold here He dances a step or two.—yes: in­tel­li­gent bey­ond the sta­tion o’ life in­to which it has pleased the cap­it­al­ists to call me; and they don’t like a man that sees through ’em. Second, an in­tel­li­gent bein’ needs a doo share of ’ap­pi­ness; so I drink some­think cruel when I get the chawnce. Third, I stand by my class and do as little as I can so’s to leave arf the job for me fel­low work­ers. Fourth, I’m fly enough to know wots in­side the law and wots out­side it; and in­side it I do as the cap­it­al­ists do: pinch wot I can lay me ’ands on. In a prop­er state of so­ci­ety I am sober, in­dus­tri­ous and hon­est: in Rome, so to speak, I do as the Ro­mans do. Wots the con­sequence? When trade is bad—and it’s rot­ten bad just now—and the em­ploy­ers az to sack arf their men, they gen­er­ally start on me.
					

					
							The Wo­man
							What’s your name?
					

					
							The Man
							Price. Bronterre O’Bri­en Price. Usu­ally called Snobby Price, for short.
					

					
							The Wo­man
							Snobby’s a car­penter, ain’t it? You said you was a paint­er.
					

					
							Price
							Not that kind of snob, but the gen­teel sort. I’m too up­pish, ow­ing to my in­tel­li­gence, and my fath­er be­ing a Chartist and a read­ing, think­ing man: a sta­tion­er, too. I’m none of your com­mon hew­ers of wood and draw­ers of wa­ter; and don’t you for­get it. He re­turns to his seat at the table, and takes up his mug. Wots your name?
					

					
							The Wo­man
							Rummy Mitchens, sir.
					

					
							Price
							Quaff­ing the re­mains of his milk to her. Your ’elth, Miss Mitchens.
					

					
							Rummy
							Cor­rect­ing him. Mis­sis Mitchens.
					

					
							Price
							Wot! Oh Rummy, Rummy! Re­spect­able mar­ried wo­man, Rummy, git­tin res­cued by the Sal­va­tion Army by pre­tend­in’ to be a bad un. Same old game!
					

					
							Rummy
							What am I to do? I can’t starve. Them Sal­va­tion lasses is dear good girls; but the bet­ter you are, the worse they likes to think you were be­fore they res­cued you. Why shouldn’t they ’av a bit o’ cred­it, poor loves? They’re worn to rags by their work. And where would they get the money to res­cue us if we was to let on we’re no worse than oth­er people? You know what ladies and gen­tle­men are.
					

					
							Price
							Thiev­in swine! Wish I ad their job, Rummy, all the same. Wot does Rummy stand for? Pet name props?
					

					
							Rummy
							Short for Ro­mola.
					

					
							Price
							For wot!?
					

					
							Rummy
							Ro­mola. It was out of a new book. Some­body me moth­er wanted me to grow up like.
					

					
							Price
							We’re com­pan­ions in mis­for­tune, Rummy. Both on us got names that nobody cawnt pro­nounce. Con­sequently I’m Snobby and you’re Rummy be­cause Bill and Sally wasn’t good enough for our par­ents. Such is life!
					

					
							Rummy
							Who saved you, Mr. Price? Was it Ma­jor Bar­bara?
					

					
							Price
							No: I come here on my own. I’m goin to be Bronterre O’Bri­en Price, the con­ver­ted paint­er. I know wot they like. I’ll tell ’em how I blas­phemed and gambled and wopped my poor old moth­er—
					

					
							Rummy
							Shocked. Used you to beat your moth­er?
					

					
							Price
							Not likely. She used to beat me. No mat­ter: you come and listen to the con­ver­ted paint­er, and you’ll hear how she was a pi­ous wo­man that taught me me pray­ers at ’er knee, an’ how I used to come home drunk and drag her out o’ bed be ’er snow white ’airs, an’ lam in­to ’er with the poker.
					

					
							Rummy
							That’s what’s so un­fair to us wo­men. Your con­fes­sions is just as big lies as ours: you don’t tell what you really done no more than us; but you men can tell your lies right out at the meet­ins and be made much of for it; while the sort o’ con­fes­sions we az to make az to be wispered to one lady at a time. It ain’t right, spite of all their piety.
					

					
							Price
							Right! Do you spose the Army’d be al­lowed if it went and did right? Not much. It combs our ’air and makes us good little blokes to be robbed and put upon. But I’ll play the game as good as any of ’em. I’ll see some­body struck by light­nin’, or hear a voice say­in “Snobby Price: where will you spend etern­ity?” I’ll ’ave a time of it, I tell you.
					

					
							Rummy
							You won’t be let drink, though.
					

					
							Price
							I’ll take it out in gor­spel­lin’, then. I don’t want to drink if I can get fun enough any oth­er way.
					

					
							
							
							Jenny Hill, a pale, over­wrought, pretty Sal­va­tion lass of 18, comes in through the yard gate, lead­ing Peter Shir­ley, a half hardened, half worn-out eld­erly man, weak with hun­ger.
						
					

					
							Jenny
							Sup­port­ing him. Come! pluck up. I’ll get you some­thing to eat. You’ll be all right then.
					

					
							Price
							Rising and hur­ry­ing of­fi­ciously to take the old man off Jenny’s hands. Poor old man! Cheer up, broth­er: you’ll find rest and peace and ’ap­pi­ness ’ere. Hurry up with the food, miss: ’e’s fair done. Jenny hur­ries in­to the shel­ter. ’Ere, buck up, daddy! She’s fetchin y’a thick slice o’ bread ’n’ treacle, an’ a mug o’ skyblue. He seats him at the corner of the table.
					

					
							Rummy
							Gaily. Keep up your old art! Nev­er say die!
					

					
							Shir­ley
							I’m not an old man. I’m ony 46. I’m as good as ever I was. The grey patch come in my hair be­fore I was thirty. All it wants is three pen­north o’ hair dye: am I to be turned on the streets to starve for it? Holy God! I’ve worked ten to twelve hours a day since I was thir­teen, and paid my way all through; and now am I to be thrown in­to the gut­ter and my job giv­en to a young man that can do it no bet­ter than me be­cause I’ve black hair that goes white at the first change?
					

					
							Price
							Cheer­fully. No good jawrin’ about it. You’re ony a jumped-up, jerked-off, ’or­spittle-turned-out in­cur­able of an ole wor­kin man: who cares about you? Eh? Make the thiev­in’ swine give you a meal: they’ve stole many a one from you. Get a bit o’ your own back. Jenny re­turns with the usu­al meal. There you are, broth­er. Awsk a blessin an tuck that in­to you.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Look­ing at it raven­ously but not touch­ing it, and cry­ing like a child. I nev­er took any­thing be­fore.
					

					
							Jenny
							Pet­ting him. Come, come! the Lord sends it to you: he wasn’t above tak­ing bread from his friends; and why should you be? Be­sides, when we find you a job you can pay us for it if you like.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Eagerly. Yes, yes: that’s true. I can pay you back: it’s only a loan. Shiv­er­ing. Oh Lord! oh Lord! He turns to the table and at­tacks the meal raven­ously.
					

					
							Jenny
							Well, Rummy, are you more com­fort­able now?
					

					
							Rummy
							God bless you, lovey! You’ve fed my body and saved my soul, haven’t you? Jenny, touched, kisses her. Sit down and rest a bit: you must be ready to drop.
					

					
							Jenny
							I’ve been go­ing hard since morn­ing. But there’s more work than we can do. I mustn’t stop.
					

					
							Rummy
							Try a pray­er for just two minutes. You’ll work all the bet­ter after.
					

					
							Jenny
							Her eyes light­ing up. Oh isn’t it won­der­ful how a few minutes pray­er re­vives you! I was quite light­headed at twelve o’clock, I was so tired; but Ma­jor Bar­bara just sent me to pray for five minutes; and I was able to go on as if I had only just be­gun. To Price. Did you have a piece of bread?
					

					
							Paige
							With unc­tion. Yes, miss; but I’ve got the piece that I value more; and that’s the peace that pas­seth hall han­ner­sten­nin.
					

					
							Rummy
							Fer­vently. Glory Hal­le­lu­jah!
					

					
							
							
							Bill Walk­er, a rough cus­tom­er of about 25, ap­pears at the yard gate and looks malevol­ently at Jenny.
						
					

					
							Jenny
							That makes me so happy. When you say that, I feel wicked for loiter­ing here. I must get to work again.
					

					
							
							
							She is hur­ry­ing to the shel­ter, when the new­comer moves quickly up to the door and in­ter­cepts her. His man­ner is so threat­en­ing that she re­treats as he comes at her truc­u­lently, driv­ing her down the yard.
						
					

					
							Bill
							I know you. You’re the one that took away my girl. You’re the one that set ’er agen me. Well, I’m goin to ’av ’er out. Not that I care a curse for her or you: see? But I’ll let ’er know; and I’ll let you know. I’m goin to give ’er a doin that’ll teach ’er to cut away from me. Now in with you and tell ’er to come out afore I come in and kick ’er out. Tell ’er Bill Walk­er wants ’er. She’ll know what that means; and if she keeps me waitin’ it’ll be worse. You stop to jaw back at me; and I’ll start on you: d’ye hear? There’s your way. In you go. He takes her by the arm and slings her to­wards the door of the shel­ter. She falls on her hand and knee. Rummy helps her up again.
					

					
							Price
							Rising, and ven­tur­ing ir­res­ol­utely to­wards Bill. Easy there, mate. She ain’t doin you no ’arm.
					

					
							Bill
							Who are you cal­l­in mate? Stand­ing over him threat­en­ingly. You’re goin to stand up for her, are you? Put up your ’ands.
					

					
							Rummy
							Run­ning in­dig­nantly to him to scold him. Oh, you great brute—He in­stantly swings his left hand back against her face. She screams and reels back to the trough, where she sits down, cov­er­ing her bruised face with her hands and rock­ing and moan­ing with pain.
					

					
							Jenny
							Go­ing to her. Oh God for­give you! How could you strike an old wo­man like that?
					

					
							Bill
							Seiz­ing her by the hair so vi­ol­ently that she also screams, and tear­ing her away from the old wo­man. You Gawd for­give me again and I’ll Gawd for­give you one on the jaw that’ll stop you pray­in for a week. Hold­ing her and turn­ing fiercely on Price. ’Av you any­thing to say agen it? Eh?
					

					
							Price
							In­tim­id­ated. No, matey: she ain’t any­thing to do with me.
					

					
							Bill
							Good job for you! I’d put two meals in­to you and fight you with one fin­ger after, you starved cur. To Jenny. Now are you goin’ to fetch out Mog Habbi­jam; or am I to knock your face off you and fetch her my­self?
					

					
							Jenny
							Writh­ing in his grasp. Oh please someone go in and tell Ma­jor Bar­bara—She screams again as he wrenches her head down; and Price and Rummy flee in­to the shel­ter.
					

					
							Bill
							You want to go in and tell your Ma­jor of me, do you?
					

					
							Jenny
							Oh please don’t drag my hair. Let me go.
					

					
							Bill
							Do you or don’t you? She stifles a scream. Yes or no.
					

					
							Jenny
							God give me strength—
					

					
							Bill
							Strik­ing her with his fist in the face. Go and show her that, and tell her if she wants one like it to come and in­ter­fere with me. Jenny, cry­ing with pain, goes in­to the shed. He goes to the form and ad­dresses the old man. Here: fin­ish your mess; and get out o’ my way.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Spring­ing up and fa­cing him fiercely, with the mug in his hand. You take a liberty with me, and I’ll smash you over the face with the mug and cut your eye out. Ain’t you sat­is­fied—young whelps like you—with takin the bread out o’ the mouths of your eld­ers that have brought you up and slaved for you, but you must come shov­in’ and cheekin’ and bul­ly­in’ in here, where the bread o’ char­ity is sick­en­in’ in our stum­micks?
					

					
							Bill
							Con­temp­tu­ously, but back­ing a little. Wot good are you, you old palsy mug? Wot good are you?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							As good as you and bet­ter. I’ll do a day’s work agen you or any fat young soak­er of your age. Go and take my job at Hor­rockses, where I worked for ten year. They want young men there: they can’t af­ford to keep men over forty-five. They’re very sorry—give you a char­ac­ter and happy to help you to get any­thing suited to your years—sure a steady man won’t be long out of a job. Well, let ’em try you. They’ll find the dif­fer. What do you know? Not as much as how to beeyave your­self—lay­in’ your dirty fist across the mouth of a re­spect­able wo­man!
					

					
							Bill
							Don’t pro­voke me to lay it ac­rost yours: d’ye hear?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							With blight­ing con­tempt. Yes: you like an old man to hit, don’t you, when you’ve fin­ished with the wo­men. I ain’t seen you hit a young one yet.
					

					
							Bill
							Stung. You lie, you old soup­kit­chen­er, you. There was a young man here. Did I of­fer to hit him or did I not?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Was he starvin’ or was he not? Was he a man or only a cros­seyed thief an a loafer? Would you hit my son-in-law’s broth­er?
					

					
							Bill
							Who’s he?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Todger Fairmile o’ Balls Pond. Him that won 20 pounds off the Ja­pan­ese wrast­ler at the mu­sic hall by stand­in’ out 17 minutes 4 seconds agen him.
					

					
							Bill
							Sul­lenly. I’m no mu­sic hall wrast­ler. Can he box?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Yes: an’ you can’t.
					

					
							Bill
							Wot! I can’t, can’t I? Wot’s that you say? Threat­en­ing him.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Not budging an inch. Will you box Todger Fairmile if I put him on to you? Say the word.
					

					
							Bill
							Sub­sid­ing with a slouch. I’ll stand up to any man alive, if he was ten Todger Fairmil­es. But I don’t set up to be a per­fes­sion­al.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Look­ing down on him with un­fathom­able dis­dain. You box! Slap an old wo­man with the back o’ your hand! You hadn’t even the sense to hit her where a ma­gis­trate couldn’t see the mark of it, you silly young lump of con­ceit and ig­nor­ance. Hit a girl in the jaw and ony make her cry! If Todger Fairmile’d done it, she wouldn’t a got up in­side o’ ten minutes, no more than you would if he got on to you. Yah! I’d set about you my­self if I had a week’s feed­in’ in me in­stead o’ two months star­va­tion. He re­turns to the table to fin­ish his meal.
					

					
							Bill
							Fol­low­ing him and stoop­ing over him to drive the taunt in. You lie! you have the bread and treacle in you that you come here to beg.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Burst­ing in­to tears. Oh God! it’s true: I’m only an old pau­per on the scrap heap. Furi­ously. But you’ll come to it your­self; and then you’ll know. You’ll come to it soon­er than a tee­totaller like me, fil­lin’ your­self with gin at this hour o’ the morn­in’!
					

					
							Bill
							I’m no gin drink­er, you old li­ar; but when I want to give my girl a bloom­in’ good ’id­in’ I like to ’av a bit o’ dev­il in me: see? An here I am, talkin’ to a rot­ten old blight­er like you sted o’ giv­in’ her wot for. Work­ing him­self in­to a rage. I’m goin in there to fetch her out. He makes venge­fully for the shel­ter door.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							You’re goin to the sta­tion on a stretch­er, more likely; and they’ll take the gin and the dev­il out of you there when they get you in­side. You mind what you’re about: the ma­jor here is the Earl o’ Steven­age’s grand­daugh­ter.
					

					
							Bill
							Checked. Garn!
					

					
							Shir­ley
							You’ll see.
					

					
							Bill
							His res­ol­u­tion ooz­ing. Well, I ain’t done noth­in’ to ’er.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Spose she said you did! who’d be­lieve you?
					

					
							Bill
							Very un­easy, skulk­ing back to the corner of the pent­house. Gawd! There’s no jastice in this coun­try. To think wot them people can do! I’m as good as ’er.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Tell her so. It’s just what a fool like you would do.
					

					
							
							
							Bar­bara, brisk and busi­ness­like, comes from the shel­ter with a note­book, and ad­dresses her­self to Shir­ley. Bill, cowed, sits down in the corner on a form, and turns his back on them.
						
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Good morn­ing.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Stand­ing up and tak­ing off his hat. Good morn­ing, miss.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Sit down: make your­self at home. He hes­it­ates; but she puts a friendly hand on his shoulder and makes him obey. Now then! since you’ve made friends with us, we want to know all about you. Names and ad­dresses and trades.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Peter Shir­ley. Fit­ter. Chucked out two months ago be­cause I was too old.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Not at all sur­prised. You’d pass still. Why didn’t you dye your hair?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							I did. Me age come out at a cor­on­er’s in­quest on me daugh­ter.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Steady?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Tee­totaller. Nev­er out of a job be­fore. Good work­er. And sent to the knock­ers like an old horse!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							No mat­ter: if you did your part God will do his.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Sud­denly stub­born. My re­li­gion’s no con­cern of any­body but my­self.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Guess­ing. I know. Sec­u­lar­ist?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Hotly. Did I of­fer to deny it?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Why should you? My own fath­er’s a Sec­u­lar­ist, I think. Our Fath­er—yours and mine—ful­fils him­self in many ways; and I daresay he knew what he was about when he made a Sec­u­lar­ist of you. So buck up, Peter! we can al­ways find a job for a steady man like you. Shir­ley, dis­armed, touches his hat. She turns from him to Bill. What’s your name?
					

					
							Bill
							In­solently. Wot’s that to you?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Calmly mak­ing a note. Afraid to give his name. Any trade?
					

					
							Bill
							Who’s afraid to give his name? Dog­gedly, with a sense of hero­ic­ally de­fy­ing the House of Lords in the per­son of Lord Steven­age. If you want to bring a charge agen me, bring it. She waits, un­ruffled. My name’s Bill Walk­er.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							As if the name were fa­mil­i­ar: try­ing to re­mem­ber how. Bill Walk­er? Re­col­lect­ing. Oh, I know: you’re the man that Jenny Hill was pray­ing for in­side just now. She enters his name in her note­book.
					

					
							Bill
							Who’s Jenny Hill? And what call has she to pray for me?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I don’t know. Per­haps it was you that cut her lip.
					

					
							Bill
							De­fi­antly. Yes, it was me that cut her lip. I ain’t afraid o’ you.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							How could you be, since you’re not afraid of God? You’re a brave man, Mr. Walk­er. It takes some pluck to do our work here; but none of us dare lift our hand against a girl like that, for fear of her fath­er in heav­en.
					

					
							Bill
							Sul­lenly. I want none o’ your can­tin’ jaw. I sup­pose you think I come here to beg from you, like this dam­aged lot here. Not me. I don’t want your bread and scrape and cat­lap. I don’t be­lieve in your Gawd, no more than you do your­self.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Sun­nily apo­lo­get­ic and lady­like, as on a new foot­ing with him. Oh, I beg your par­don for put­ting your name down, Mr. Walk­er. I didn’t un­der­stand. I’ll strike it out.
					

					
							Bill
							Tak­ing this as a slight, and deeply wounded by it. Eah! you let my name alone. Ain’t it good enough to be in your book?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Con­sid­er­ing. Well, you see, there’s no use put­ting down your name un­less I can do some­thing for you, is there? What’s your trade?
					

					
							Bill
							Still smart­ing. That’s no con­cern o’ yours.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Just so. Very busi­ness­like. I’ll put you down as Writ­ing. the man who—struck—poor little Jenny Hill—in the mouth.
					

					
							Bill
							Rising threat­en­ingly. See here. I’ve ’ad enough o’ this.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Quite sunny and fear­less. What did you come to us for?
					

					
							Bill
							I come for my girl, see? I come to take her out o’ this and to break ’er jawr for her.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Com­pla­cently. You see I was right about your trade. Bill, on the point of re­tort­ing furi­ously, finds him­self, to his great shame and ter­ror, in danger of cry­ing in­stead. He sits down again sud­denly. What’s her name?
					

					
							Bill
							Dogged. ’Er name’s Mog Ab­bi­jam: thats wot her name is.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Oh, she’s gone to Can­ning Town, to our bar­racks there.
					

					
							Bill
							For­ti­fied by his re­sent­ment of Mog’s per­fidy. Is she? Vin­dict­ively. Then I’m goin to Ken­nin­tahn arter her. He crosses to the gate; hes­it­ates; fi­nally comes back at Bar­bara. Are you ly­in’ to me to get shut o’ me?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I don’t want to get shut of you. I want to keep you here and save your soul. You’d bet­ter stay: you’re go­ing to have a bad time today, Bill.
					

					
							Bill
							Who’s goin to give it to me? You, props.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Someone you don’t be­lieve in. But you’ll be glad af­ter­wards.
					

					
							Bill
							Slink­ing off. I’ll go to Ken­nin­tahn to be out o’ the reach o’ your tongue. Sud­denly turn­ing on her with in­tense malice. And if I don’t find Mog there, I’ll come back and do two years for you, selp me Gawd if I don’t!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							A shade kind­li­er, if pos­sible. It’s no use, Bill. She’s got an­oth­er bloke.
					

					
							Bill
							Wot!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							One of her own con­verts. He fell in love with her when he saw her with her soul saved, and her face clean, and her hair washed.
					

					
							Bill
							Sur­prised. Wot­tud she wash it for, the car­roty slut? It’s red.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							It’s quite lovely now, be­cause she wears a new look in her eyes with it. It’s a pity you’re too late. The new bloke has put your nose out of joint, Bill.
					

					
							Bill
							I’ll put his nose out o’ joint for him. Not that I care a curse for her, mind that. But I’ll teach her to drop me as if I was dirt. And I’ll teach him to meddle with my Judy. Wots iz bleed­in’ name?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Ser­geant Todger Fairmile.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Rising with grim joy. I’ll go with him, miss. I want to see them two meet. I’ll take him to the in­firm­ary when it’s over.
					

					
							Bill
							To Shir­ley, with un­dis­sembled mis­giv­ing. Is that ’im you was speakin on?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							That’s him.
					

					
							Bill
							’Im that wrastled in the mu­sic all?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							The com­pet­i­tions at the Na­tion­al Sportin Club was worth nigh a hun­dred a year to him. He’s gev ’em up now for re­li­gion; so he’s a bit fresh for want of the ex­er­cise he was ac­cus­tomed to. He’ll be glad to see you. Come along.
					

					
							Bill
							Wots ’is weight?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Thir­teen four. Bill’s last hope ex­pires.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Go and talk to him, Bill. He’ll con­vert you.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							He’ll con­vert your head in­to a mashed potato.
					

					
							Bill
							Sul­lenly. I ain’t afraid of him. I ain’t afraid of ennybody. But he can lick me. She’s done me. He sits down moodily on the edge of the horse trough.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							You ain’t goin. I thought not. He re­sumes his seat.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Call­ing. Jenny!
					

					
							Jenny
							Ap­pear­ing at the shel­ter door with a plaster on the corner of her mouth. Yes, Ma­jor.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Send Rummy Mitchens out to clear away here.
					

					
							Jenny
							I think she’s afraid.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Her re­semb­lance to her moth­er flash­ing out for a mo­ment. Non­sense! she must do as she’s told.
					

					
							Jenny
							Call­ing in­to the shel­ter. Rummy: the Ma­jor says you must come.
					

					
							
							
							Jenny comes to Bar­bara, pur­posely keep­ing on the side next Bill, lest he should sup­pose that she shrank from him or bore malice.
						
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Poor little Jenny! Are you tired? Look­ing at the wounded cheek. Does it hurt?
					

					
							Jenny
							No: it’s all right now. It was noth­ing.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Crit­ic­ally. It was as hard as he could hit, I ex­pect. Poor Bill! You don’t feel angry with him, do you?
					

					
							Jenny
							Oh no, no, no: in­deed I don’t, Ma­jor, bless his poor heart! Bar­bara kisses her; and she runs away mer­rily in­to the shel­ter. Bill writhes with an ag­on­iz­ing re­turn of his new and alarm­ing symp­toms, but says noth­ing. Rummy Mitchens comes from the shel­ter.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Go­ing to meet Rummy. Now Rummy, bustle. Take in those mugs and plates to be washed; and throw the crumbs about for the birds.
					

					
							
							
							Rummy takes the three plates and mugs; but Shir­ley takes back his mug from her, as there it still come milk left in it.
						
					

					
							Rummy
							There ain’t any crumbs. This ain’t a time to waste good bread on birds.
					

					
							Price
							Ap­pear­ing at the shel­ter door. Gen­tle­man come to see the shel­ter, Ma­jor. Says he’s your fath­er.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							All right. Com­ing. Snobby goes back in­to the shel­ter, fol­lowed by Bar­bara.
					

					
							Rummy
							Steal­ing across to Bill and ad­dress­ing him in a sub­dued voice, but with in­tense con­vic­tion. I’d ’av the lor’ of you, you flat eared pig­nosed pot­wal­loper, if she’d let me. You’re no gen­tle­man, to hit a lady in the face. Bill, with great­er things mov­ing in him, takes no no­tice.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Fol­low­ing her. Here! in with you and don’t get your­self in­to more trouble by talk­ing.
					

					
							Rummy
							With hauteur. I ain’t ’ad the pleas­ure o’ be­ing hin­tro­duced to you, as I can re­mem­ber. She goes in­to the shel­ter with the plates.
					

					
							Bill
							Sav­agely. Don’t you talk to me, d’ye hear. You lea’ me alone, or I’ll do you a mis­chief. I’m not dirt un­der your feet, any­way.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Calmly. Don’t you be afeerd. You ain’t such prime com­pany that you need ex­pect to be sought after. He is about to go in­to the shel­ter when Bar­bara comes out, with Un­der­shaft on her right.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Oh there you are, Mr. Shir­ley! Between them. This is my fath­er: I told you he was a Sec­u­lar­ist, didn’t I? Per­haps you’ll be able to com­fort one an­oth­er.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Startled. A Sec­u­lar­ist! Not the least in the world: on the con­trary, a con­firmed mys­tic.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Sorry, I’m sure. By the way, papa, what is your re­li­gion—in case I have to in­tro­duce you again?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							My re­li­gion? Well, my dear, I am a Mil­lion­aire. That is my re­li­gion.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Then I’m afraid you and Mr. Shir­ley won’t be able to com­fort one an­oth­er after all. You’re not a Mil­lion­aire, are you, Peter?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							No; and proud of it.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Gravely. Poverty, my friend, is not a thing to be proud of.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							An­grily. Who made your mil­lions for you? Me and my like. What’s kep’ us poor? Keep­in’ you rich. I wouldn’t have your con­science, not for all your in­come.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I wouldn’t have your in­come, not for all your con­science, Mr. Shir­ley. He goes to the pent­house and sits down on a form.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Stop­ping Shir­ley adroitly as he is about to re­tort. You wouldn’t think he was my fath­er, would you, Peter? Will you go in­to the shel­ter and lend the lasses a hand for a while: we’re worked off our feet.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Bit­terly. Yes: I’m in their debt for a meal, ain’t I?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Oh, not be­cause you’re in their debt; but for love of them, Peter, for love of them. He can­not un­der­stand, and is rather scan­dal­ized. There! Don’t stare at me. In with you; and give that con­science of yours a hol­i­day Bust­ling him in­to the shel­ter.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							As he goes in. Ah! it’s a pity you nev­er was trained to use your reas­on, miss. You’d have been a very tak­ing lec­turer on Sec­u­lar­ism.
					

					
							
							
							Bar­bara turns to her fath­er.
						
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Nev­er mind me, my dear. Go about your work; and let me watch it for a while.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							All right.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							For in­stance, what’s the mat­ter with that out­pa­tient over there?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Look­ing at Bill, whose at­ti­tude has nev­er changed, and whose ex­pres­sion of brood­ing wrath has deepened. Oh, we shall cure him in no time. Just watch. She goes over to Bill and waits. He glances up at her and casts his eyes down again, un­easy, but grim­mer than ever. It would be nice to just stamp on Mog Habbi­jam’s face, wouldn’t it, Bill?
					

					
							Bill
							Start­ing up from the trough in con­sterna­tion. It’s a lie: I nev­er said so. She shakes her head. Who told you wot was in my mind?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Only your new friend.
					

					
							Bill
							Wot new friend?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							The dev­il, Bill. When he gets round people they get miser­able, just like you.
					

					
							Bill
							With a heart­break­ing at­tempt at dev­il-may-care cheer­ful­ness. I ain’t miser­able. He sits down again, and stretches his legs in an at­tempt to seem in­dif­fer­ent.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Well, if you’re happy, why don’t you look happy, as we do?
					

					
							Bill
							His legs curl­ing back in spite of him. I’m ’appy enough, I tell you. Why don’t you lea’ me alown? Wot ’av I done to you? I ain’t smashed your face, ’av I?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Softly: woo­ing his soul. It’s not me that’s get­ting at you, Bill.
					

					
							Bill
							Who else is it?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Some­body that doesn’t in­tend you to smash wo­men’s faces, I sup­pose. Some­body or some­thing that wants to make a man of you.
					

					
							Bill
							Blus­ter­ing. Make a man o’ me! Ain’t I a man? eh? ain’t I a man? Who sez I’m not a man?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							There’s a man in you some­where, I sup­pose. But why did he let you hit poor little Jenny Hill? That wasn’t very manly of him, was it?
					

					
							Bill
							Tor­men­ted. ’Av done with it, I tell you. Chock it. I’m sick of your Jenny Ill and ’er silly little face.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Then why do you keep think­ing about it? Why does it keep com­ing up against you in your mind? You’re not get­ting con­ver­ted, are you?
					

					
							Bill
							With con­vic­tion. Not me. Not likely. Not arf.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							That’s right, Bill. Hold out against it. Put out your strength. Don’t let’s get you cheap. Todger Fairmile said he wrestled for three nights against his Sal­va­tion harder than he ever wrestled with the Jap at the mu­sic hall. He gave in to the Jap when his arm was go­ing to break. But he didn’t give in to his sal­va­tion un­til his heart was go­ing to break. Per­haps you’ll es­cape that. You haven’t any heart, have you?
					

					
							Bill
							Wot d’ye mean? Wy ain’t I got a ’art the same as ennybody else?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							A man with a heart wouldn’t have bashed poor little Jenny’s face, would he?
					

					
							Bill
							Al­most cry­ing. Ow, will you lea’ me alown? ’Av I ever offered to meddle with you, that you come nog­gin’ and provowkin’ me lawk this? He writhes con­vuls­ively from his eyes to his toes.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							With a steady sooth­ing hand on his arm and a gentle voice that nev­er lets him go. It’s your soul that’s hurt­ing you, Bill, and not me. We’ve been through it all ourselves. Come with us, Bill. He looks wildly round. To brave man­hood on earth and etern­al glory in heav­en. He is on the point of break­ing down. Come. A drum is heard in the shel­ter; and Bill, with a gasp, es­capes from the spell as Bar­bara turns quickly. Ad­ol­phus enters from the shel­ter with a big drum. Oh! there you are, Dolly. Let me in­tro­duce a new friend of mine, Mr. Bill Walk­er. This is my bloke, Bill: Mr. Cus­ins. Cus­ins sa­lutes with his drum­stick.
					

					
							Bill
							Goin to marry ’im?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Yes.
					

					
							Bill
							Fer­vently. Gawd ’elp ’im! Gawd ’elp ’im!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Why? Do you think he won’t be happy with me?
					

					
							Bill
							I’ve only ’ad to stand it for a morn­in’: ’e’ll ’av to stand it for a life­time.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							That is a fright­ful re­flec­tion, Mr. Walk­er. But I can’t tear my­self away from her.
					

					
							Bill
							Well, I can. To Bar­bara. Eah! do you know where I’m goin’ to, and wot I’m goin’ to do?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Yes: you’re go­ing to heav­en; and you’re com­ing back here be­fore the week’s out to tell me so.
					

					
							Bill
							You lie. I’m goin to Ken­nin­tahn, to spit in Todger Fairmile’s eye. I bashed Jenny Ill’s face; and now I’ll get me own face bashed and come back and show it to ’er. E’ll it me ’ar­dern I ’it ’er. That’ll make us square. To Ad­ol­phus. Is that fair or is it not? You’re a gen­lmn: you oughter know.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Two black eyes won’t make one white one, Bill.
					

					
							Bill
							I didn’t ast you. Cawn’t you nev­er keep your mahth shut? I ast the gen­lmn.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Re­flect­ively. Yes: I think you’re right, Mr. Walk­er. Yes: I should do it. It’s curi­ous: it’s ex­actly what an an­cient Greek would have done.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							But what good will it do?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Well, it will give Mr. Fairmile some ex­er­cise; and it will sat­is­fy Mr. Walk­er’s soul.
					

					
							Bill
							Rot! there ain’t no sach a thing as a soul. Ah kin you tell weth­er I’ve a soul or not? You nev­er seen it.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I’ve seen it hurt­ing you when you went against it.
					

					
							Bill
							With com­pressed ag­grav­a­tion. If you was my girl and took the word out o’ me mahth lawk thet, I’d give you su­think you’d feel ’urtin’, so I would. To Ad­ol­phus. You take my tip, mate. Stop ’er jawr; or you’ll die afore your time. With in­tense ex­pres­sion. Wore aht: thets wot you’ll be: wore aht. He goes away through the gate.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Look­ing after him. I won­der!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Dolly! In­dig­nant, in her moth­er’s man­ner.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Yes, my dear, it’s very wear­ing to be in love with you. If it lasts, I quite think I shall die young.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Should you mind?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Not at all. He is sud­denly softened, and kisses her over the drum, evid­ently not for the first time, as people can­not kiss over a big drum without prac­tice. Un­der­shaft coughs.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							It’s all right, papa, we’ve not for­got­ten you. Dolly: ex­plain the place to papa: I haven’t time. She goes busily in­to the shel­ter.
					

					
							
							
							Un­der­shaft and Ad­ol­phus now have the yard to them­selves. Un­der­shaft, seated on a form, and still keenly at­tent­ive, looks hard at Ad­ol­phus. Ad­ol­phus looks hard at him.
						
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I fancy you guess some­thing of what is in my mind, Mr. Cus­ins. Cus­ins flour­ishes his drum­sticks as if in the art of beat­ing a lively ra­ta­plan, but makes no sound. Ex­actly so. But sup­pose Bar­bara finds you out!
					

					
							Cus­ins
							You know, I do not ad­mit that I am im­pos­ing on Bar­bara. I am quite genu­inely in­ter­ested in the views of the Sal­va­tion Army. The fact is, I am a sort of col­lect­or of re­li­gions; and the curi­ous thing is that I find I can be­lieve them all. By the way, have you any re­li­gion?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Yes.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Any­thing out of the com­mon?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Only that there are two things ne­ces­sary to Sal­va­tion.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Dis­ap­poin­ted, but po­lite. Ah, the Church Cat­ech­ism. Charles Lo­max also be­longs to the Es­tab­lished Church.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							The two things are—
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Bap­tism and—
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							No. Money and gun­powder.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Sur­prised, but in­ter­ested. That is the gen­er­al opin­ion of our gov­ern­ing classes. The nov­elty is in hear­ing any man con­fess it.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Just so.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Ex­cuse me: is there any place in your re­li­gion for hon­or, justice, truth, love, mercy and so forth?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Yes: they are the graces and lux­ur­ies of a rich, strong, and safe life.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Sup­pose one is forced to choose between them and money or gun­powder?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Choose money and gun­powder; for without enough of both you can­not af­ford the oth­ers.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							That is your re­li­gion?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Yes.
					

					
							
							
							The ca­dence of this reply makes a full close in the con­ver­sa­tion. Cus­ins twists his face du­bi­ously and con­tem­plates Un­der­shaft. Un­der­shaft con­tem­plates him.
						
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Bar­bara won’t stand that. You will have to choose between your re­li­gion and Bar­bara.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							So will you, my friend. She will find out that that drum of yours is hol­low.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Fath­er Un­der­shaft: you are mis­taken: I am a sin­cere Sal­va­tion­ist. You do not un­der­stand the Sal­va­tion Army. It is the army of joy, of love, of cour­age: it has ban­ished the fear and re­morse and des­pair of the old hell­rid­den evan­gel­ic­al sects: it marches to fight the dev­il with trum­pet and drum, with mu­sic and dan­cing, with ban­ner and palm, as be­comes a sally from heav­en by its happy gar­ris­on. It picks the waster out of the pub­lic house and makes a man of him: it finds a worm wrig­gling in a back kit­chen, and lo! a wo­man! Men and wo­men of rank too, sons and daugh­ters of the Highest. It takes the poor pro­fess­or of Greek, the most ar­ti­fi­cial and self-sup­pressed of hu­man creatures, from his meal of roots, and lets loose the rhaps­od­ist in him; re­veals the true wor­ship of Di­onysos to him; sends him down the pub­lic street drum­ming di­thy­rambs. He plays a thun­der­ing flour­ish on the drum.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							You will alarm the shel­ter.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Oh, they are ac­cus­tomed to these sud­den ec­stas­ies of piety. How­ever, if the drum wor­ries you—He pock­ets the drum­sticks; un­hooks the drum; and stands it on the ground op­pos­ite the gate­way.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Thank you.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							You re­mem­ber what Eur­ip­ides says about your money and gun­powder?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							No.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							
							De­claim­ing.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								One and an­oth­er
								

								In money and guns may out­pass his broth­er;
								

								And men in their mil­lions float and flow
								

								And seethe with a mil­lion hopes as leaven;
								

								And they win their will; or they miss their will;
								

								And their hopes are dead or are pined for still:
								

								But whoe’er can know
								

								As the long days go
								

								That to live is happy, has found his heav­en.
							

						
					

					
							
							My trans­la­tion: what do you think of it?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I think, my friend, that if you wish to know, as the long days go, that to live is happy, you must first ac­quire money enough for a de­cent life, and power enough to be your own mas­ter.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							You are dam­nably dis­cour­aging. He re­sumes his de­clam­a­tion.
					

					
							
							
							
								Is it so hard a thing to see
								

								That the spir­it of God—whate’er it be—
								

								The Law that abides and changes not, ages long,
								

								The Etern­al and Nature-born: these things be strong.
								

								What else is Wis­dom? What of Man’s en­deavor,
								

								Or God’s high grace so lovely and so great?
								

								To stand from fear set free? to breathe and wait?
								

								To hold a hand up­lif­ted over Fate?
								

								And shall not Bar­bara be loved forever?
							

						
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Eur­ip­ides men­tions Bar­bara, does he?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							It is a fair trans­la­tion. The word means Love­li­ness.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							May I ask—as Bar­bara’s fath­er—how much a year she is to be loved forever on?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							As Bar­bara’s fath­er, that is more your af­fair than mine. I can feed her by teach­ing Greek: that is about all.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Do you con­sider it a good match for her?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							With po­lite ob­stin­acy. Mr. Un­der­shaft: I am in many ways a weak, tim­id, in­ef­fec­tu­al per­son; and my health is far from sat­is­fact­ory. But whenev­er I feel that I must have any­thing, I get it, soon­er or later. I feel that way about Bar­bara. I don’t like mar­riage: I feel in­tensely afraid of it; and I don’t know what I shall do with Bar­bara or what she will do with me. But I feel that I and nobody else must marry her. Please re­gard that as settled.—Not that I wish to be ar­bit­rary; but why should I waste your time in dis­cuss­ing what is in­ev­it­able?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							You mean that you will stick at noth­ing not even the con­ver­sion of the Sal­va­tion Army to the wor­ship of Di­onysos.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							The busi­ness of the Sal­va­tion Army is to save, not to wrangle about the name of the pathfind­er. Di­onysos or an­oth­er: what does it mat­ter?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Rising and ap­proach­ing him. Pro­fess­or Cus­ins you are a young man after my own heart.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Mr. Un­der­shaft: you are, as far as I am able to gath­er, a most in­fernal old ras­cal; but you ap­peal very strongly to my sense of iron­ic hu­mor.
					

					
							
							
							Un­der­shaft mutely of­fers his hand. They shake.
						
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Sud­denly con­cen­trat­ing him­self. And now to busi­ness.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Par­don me. We were dis­cuss­ing re­li­gion. Why go back to such an un­in­ter­est­ing and un­im­port­ant sub­ject as busi­ness?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Re­li­gion is our busi­ness at present, be­cause it is through re­li­gion alone that we can win Bar­bara.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Have you, too, fallen in love with Bar­bara?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Yes, with a fath­er’s love.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							A fath­er’s love for a grownup daugh­ter is the most dan­ger­ous of all in­fatu­ations. I apo­lo­gize for men­tion­ing my own pale, coy, mis­trust­ful fancy in the same breath with it.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Keep to the point. We have to win her; and we are neither of us Meth­od­ists.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							That doesn’t mat­ter. The power Bar­bara wields here—the power that wields Bar­bara her­self—is not Calvin­ism, not Pres­by­teri­an­ism, not Meth­od­ism—
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Not Greek Pa­gan­ism either, eh?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I ad­mit that. Bar­bara is quite ori­gin­al in her re­li­gion.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Tri­umphantly. Aha! Bar­bara Un­der­shaft would be. Her in­spir­a­tion comes from with­in her­self.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							How do you sup­pose it got there?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							In tower­ing ex­cite­ment. It is the Un­der­shaft in­her­it­ance. I shall hand on my torch to my daugh­ter. She shall make my con­verts and preach my gos­pel.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							What! Money and gun­powder!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Yes, money and gun­powder; free­dom and power; com­mand of life and com­mand of death.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Urbanely: try­ing to bring him down to earth. This is ex­tremely in­ter­est­ing, Mr. Un­der­shaft. Of course you know that you are mad.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							With re­doubled force. And you?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Oh, mad as a hat­ter. You are wel­come to my secret since I have dis­covered yours. But I am as­ton­ished. Can a mad­man make can­nons?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Would any­one else than a mad­man make them? And now With sur­ging en­ergy. ques­tion for ques­tion. Can a sane man trans­late Eur­ip­ides?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							No.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Rein­ing him by the shoulder. Can a sane wo­man make a man of a waster or a wo­man of a worm?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Reel­ing be­fore the storm. Fath­er Co­los­sus—Mam­moth Mil­lion­aire—
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Press­ing him. Are there two mad people or three in this Sal­va­tion shel­ter today?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							You mean Bar­bara is as mad as we are!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Push­ing him lightly off and re­sum­ing his equan­im­ity sud­denly and com­pletely. Pooh, Pro­fess­or! let us call things by their prop­er names. I am a mil­lion­aire; you are a poet; Bar­bara is a sa­vior of souls. What have we three to do with the com­mon mob of slaves and id­olat­ers? He sits down again with a shrug of con­tempt for the mob.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Take care! Bar­bara is in love with the com­mon people. So am I. Have you nev­er felt the ro­mance of that love?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Cold and sar­don­ic. Have you ever been in love with Poverty, like St. Fran­cis? Have you ever been in love with Dirt, like St. Simeon? Have you ever been in love with dis­ease and suf­fer­ing, like our nurses and phil­an­throp­ists? Such pas­sions are not vir­tues, but the most un­nat­ur­al of all the vices. This love of the com­mon people may please an earl’s grand­daugh­ter and a uni­ver­sity pro­fess­or; but I have been a com­mon man and a poor man; and it has no ro­mance for me. Leave it to the poor to pre­tend that poverty is a bless­ing: leave it to the cow­ard to make a re­li­gion of his cow­ardice by preach­ing hu­mil­ity: we know bet­ter than that. We three must stand to­geth­er above the com­mon people: how else can we help their chil­dren to climb up be­side us? Bar­bara must be­long to us, not to the Sal­va­tion Army.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Well, I can only say that if you think you will get her away from the Sal­va­tion Army by talk­ing to her as you have been talk­ing to me, you don’t know Bar­bara.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							My friend: I nev­er ask for what I can buy.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							In a white fury. Do I un­der­stand you to im­ply that you can buy Bar­bara?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							No; but I can buy the Sal­va­tion Army.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Quite im­possible.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							You shall see. All re­li­gious or­gan­iz­a­tions ex­ist by selling them­selves to the rich.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Not the Army. That is the Church of the poor.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							All the more reas­on for buy­ing it.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I don’t think you quite know what the Army does for the poor.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Oh yes I do. It draws their teeth: that is enough for me—as a man of busi­ness—
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Non­sense! It makes them sober—
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I prefer sober work­men. The profits are lar­ger.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							—hon­est—
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Hon­est work­men are the most eco­nom­ic­al.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							—at­tached to their homes—
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							So much the bet­ter: they will put up with any­thing soon­er than change their shop.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							—happy—
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							An in­valu­able safe­guard against re­volu­tion.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							—un­selfish—
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							In­dif­fer­ent to their own in­terests, which suits me ex­actly.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							—with their thoughts on heav­enly things—
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Rising. And not on Trade Uni­on­ism nor So­cial­ism. Ex­cel­lent.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Re­vol­ted. You really are an in­fernal old ras­cal.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							In­dic­at­ing Peter Shir­ley, who has just came from the shel­ter and strolled de­jec­tedly down the yard between them. And this is an hon­est man!
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Yes; and what ’av I got by it? He passes on bit­terly and sits on the form, in the corner of the pent­house.
					

					
							
							
							Snobby Price, beam­ing sanc­ti­mo­ni­ously, and Jenny Hill, with a tam­bour­ine full of cop­pers, come from the shel­ter and go to the drum, on which Jenny be­gins to count the money.
						
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Reply­ing to Shir­ley. Oh, your em­ploy­ers must have got a good deal by it from first to last. He sits on the table, with one foot on the side form. Cus­ins, over­whelmed, sits down on the same form near­er the shel­ter. Bar­bara comes from the shel­ter to the middle of the yard. She is ex­cited and a little over­wrought.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							We’ve just had a splen­did ex­per­i­ence meet­ing at the oth­er gate in Cripps’s lane. I’ve hardly ever seen them so much moved as they were by your con­fes­sion, Mr. Price.
					

					
							Price
							I could al­most be glad of my past wicked­ness if I could be­lieve that it would ’elp to keep hath­ers stright.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							So it will, Snobby. How much, Jenny?
					

					
							Jenny
							Four and ten­pence, Ma­jor.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Oh Snobby, if you had giv­en your poor moth­er just one more kick, we should have got the whole five shil­lings!
					

					
							Price
							If she heard you say that, miss, she’d be sorry I didn’t. But I’m glad. Oh what a joy it will be to her when she hears I’m saved!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Shall I con­trib­ute the odd two­pence, Bar­bara? The mil­lion­aire’s mite, eh? He takes a couple of pen­nies from his pock­et.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							How did you make that two­pence?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							As usu­al. By selling can­nons, tor­pedoes, sub­mar­ines, and my new pat­ent Grand Duke hand gren­ade.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Put it back in your pock­et. You can’t buy your Sal­va­tion here for two­pence: you must work it out.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Is two­pence not enough? I can af­ford a little more, if you press me.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Two mil­lion mil­lions would not be enough. There is bad blood on your hands; and noth­ing but good blood can cleanse them. Money is no use. Take it away. She turns to Cus­ins. Dolly: you must write an­oth­er let­ter for me to the pa­pers. He makes a wry face. Yes: I know you don’t like it; but it must be done. The star­va­tion this winter is beat­ing us: every­body is un­em­ployed. The Gen­er­al says we must close this shel­ter if we can’t get more money. I force the col­lec­tions at the meet­ings un­til I am ashamed, don’t I, Snobby?
					

					
							Price
							It’s a fair treat to see you work it, miss. The way you got them up from three-and-six to four-and-ten with that hymn, penny by penny and verse by verse, was a cau­tion. Not a Cheap Jack on Mile End Waste could touch you at it.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Yes; but I wish we could do without it. I am get­ting at last to think more of the col­lec­tion than of the people’s souls. And what are those hat­fuls of pence and half­pence? We want thou­sands! tens of thou­sands! hun­dreds of thou­sands! I want to con­vert people, not to be al­ways beg­ging for the Army in a way I’d die soon­er than beg for my­self.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							In pro­found irony. Genu­ine un­selfish­ness is cap­able of any­thing, my dear.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Un­sus­pect­ingly, as she turns away to take the money from the drum and put it in a cash bag she car­ries. Yes, isn’t it? Un­der­shaft looks sar­don­ic­ally at Cus­ins.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Aside to Un­der­shaft. Mephis­topheles! Ma­chiavelli!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Tears com­ing in­to her eyes as she ties the bag and pock­ets it. How are we to feed them? I can’t talk re­li­gion to a man with bod­ily hun­ger in his eyes. Al­most break­ing down. It’s fright­ful.
					

					
							Jenny
							Run­ning to her. Ma­jor, dear—
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Re­bound­ing. No: don’t com­fort me. It will be all right. We shall get the money.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							How?
					

					
							Jenny
							By pray­ing for it, of course. Mrs. Baines says she prayed for it last night; and she has nev­er prayed for it in vain: nev­er once. She goes to the gate and looks out in­to the street.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Who has dried her eyes and re­gained her com­pos­ure. By the way, dad, Mrs. Baines has come to march with us to our big meet­ing this af­ter­noon; and she is very anxious to meet you, for some reas­on or oth­er. Per­haps she’ll con­vert you.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I shall be de­lighted, my dear.
					

					
							Jenny
							At the gate: ex­citedly. Ma­jor! Ma­jor! Here’s that man back again.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							What man?
					

					
							Jenny
							The man that hit me. Oh, I hope he’s com­ing back to join us.
					

					
							
							
							Bill Walk­er, with frost on his jack­et, comes through the gate, his hands deep in his pock­ets and his chin sunk between his shoulders, like a cleaned-out gam­bler. He halts between Bar­bara and the drum.
						
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Hullo, Bill! Back already!
					

					
							Bill
							Nag­ging at her. Bin talkin ever sense, ’av you?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Pretty nearly. Well, has Todger paid you out for poor Jenny’s jaw?
					

					
							Bill
							No he ain’t.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I thought your jack­et looked a bit snowy.
					

					
							Bill
							So it is snowy. You want to know where the snow come from, don’t you?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Yes.
					

					
							Bill
							Well, it come from off the ground in Par­kinses Corner in Ken­nin­tahn. It got rubbed off be my shoulders: see?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Pity you didn’t rub some off with your knees, Bill! That would have done you a lot of good.
					

					
							Bill
							With sour mirth­less hu­mor. I was sav­ing an­oth­er man’s knees at the time. ’E was kneel­in’ on my ’ed, so ’e was.
					

					
							Jenny
							Who was kneel­ing on your head?
					

					
							Bill
							Todger was. ’E was pray­in’ for me: pray­in’ com­fort­able with me as a car­pet. So was Mog. So was the ’ole bloom­in’ meet­in. Mog she sez “O Lord break is stub­born spir­it; but don’t ’urt ’is dear art.” That was wot she said. “Don’t ’urt ’is dear art”! An’ ’er bloke—thir­teen stun four!—kneel­in wiv all ’is weight on me. Funny, ain’t it?
					

					
							Jenny
							Oh no. We’re so sorry, Mr. Walk­er.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							En­joy­ing it frankly. Non­sense! of course it’s funny. Served you right, Bill! You must have done some­thing to him first.
					

					
							Bill
							Dog­gedly. I did wot I said I’d do. I spit in ’is eye. ’E looks up at the sky and sez, “O that I should be fahnd worthy to be spit upon for the gos­pel’s sake!” ’e sez; an’ Mog sez “Glory Al­lel­loo­l­ier!”; an’ then ’e called me Broth­er, an’ dahned me as if I was a kid and ’e was me moth­er wash­in’ me a Set­terda nawt. I ’adn’t just no show wiv ’im at all. Arf the street prayed; an’ the toth­er arf larfed fit to split theirselves. To Bar­bara. There! are you set­tis­fawd nah?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Her eyes dan­cing. Wish I’d been there, Bill.
					

					
							Bill
							Yes: you’d a got in a hex­tra bit o’ talk on me, wouldn’t you?
					

					
							Jenny
							I’m so sorry, Mr. Walk­er.
					

					
							Bill
							Fiercely. Don’t you go bein’ sorry for me: you’ve no call. Listen ’ere. I broke your jawr.
					

					
							Jenny
							No, it didn’t hurt me: in­deed it didn’t, ex­cept for a mo­ment. It was only that I was frightened.
					

					
							Bill
							I don’t want to be for­give be you, or be ennybody. Wot I did I’ll pay for. I tried to get me own jawr broke to set­tis­faw you—
					

					
							Jenny
							Dis­tressed. Oh no—
					

					
							Bill
							Im­pa­tiently. Tell y’I did: cawn’t you listen to wot’s bein told you? All I got be it was bein’ made a sight of in the pub­lic street for me pains. Well, if I cawn’t set­tis­faw you one way, I can an­oth­er. Listen ’ere! I ’ad two quid saved agen the frost; an’ I’ve a pahnd of it left. A mate o’ mine last week ’ad words with the Judy ’e’s goin to marry. ’E give ’er wot-for; an’ ’e’s bin fined fif­teen bob. ’E ’ad a right to it ’er be­cause they was goin to be mar­rid; but I ’adn’t no right to it you; so put ana­th­er fawv bob on an’ call it a pahnd’s worth. He pro­duces a sov­er­eign. Ere’s the money. Take it; and let’s ’av no more o’ your for­giv­in’ an pray­in’ and your Ma­jor jawrin’ me. Let wot I done be done and paid for; and let there be a end of it.
					

					
							Jenny
							Oh, I couldn’t take it, Mr. Walk­er. But if you would give a shil­ling or two to poor Rummy Mitchens! you really did hurt her; and she’s old.
					

					
							Bill
							Con­temp­tu­ously. Not likely. I’d give her ana­th­er as soon as look at ’er. Let her ’av the lawr o’ me as she threatened! She ain’t for­giv­en me: not mach. Wot I done to ’er is not on me mawnd—wot she in­dic­at­ing Bar­bara. might call on me con­science—no more than stickin’ a pig. It’s this Chris­ti­an game o’ yours that I won’t ’av played agen me: this bloom­in’ for­giv­in’ an’ nog­gin’ an jawrin’ that makes a man that sore that iz lawf’s a burdn to ’im. I won’t ’av it, I tell you; so take your money and stop throw­in’ your silly bashed face hup agen me.
					

					
							Jenny
							Ma­jor: may I take a little of it for the Army?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							No: the Army is not to be bought. We want your soul, Bill; and we’ll take noth­ing less.
					

					
							Bill
							Bit­terly. I know. It ain’t enough. Me an’ me few shil­lins is not good enough for you. You’re a earl’s gren­dorter, you are. Noth­in’ less than a un­derd pahnd for you.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Come, Bar­bara! you could do a great deal of good with a hun­dred pounds. If you will set this gen­tle­man’s mind at ease by tak­ing his pound, I will give the oth­er ninety-nine Bill, astoun­ded by such op­u­lence, in­stinct­ively touches his cap.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Oh, you’re too ex­tra­vag­ant, papa. Bill of­fers twenty pieces of sil­ver. All you need of­fer is the oth­er ten. That will make the stand­ard price to buy any­body who’s for sale. I’m not; and the Army’s not. To Bill. You’ll nev­er have an­oth­er quiet mo­ment, Bill, un­til you come round to us. You can’t stand out against your sal­va­tion.
					

					
							Bill
							Sul­lenly. I cawn’t stend aht agen mu­sic all wrast­lers and art­ful tongued wo­men. I’ve offered to pay. I can do no more. Take it or leave it. There it is. He throws the sov­er­eign on the drum, and sits down on the horse-trough. The coin fas­cin­ates Snobby Price, who takes an early op­por­tun­ity of drop­ping his cap on it.
					

					
							
							
							Mrs. Baines comes from the shel­ter. She is dressed as a Sal­va­tion Army Com­mis­sion­er. She is an earn­est look­ing wo­man of about 40, with a caress­ing, ur­gent voice, and an ap­peal­ing man­ner.
						
					

					
							Bar­bara
							This is my fath­er, Mrs. Baines. Un­der­shaft comes from the table, tak­ing his hat off with marked ci­vil­ity. Try what you can do with him. He won’t listen to me, be­cause he re­mem­bers what a fool I was when I was a baby.
					

					
							
							
							She leaves them to­geth­er and chats with Jenny.
						
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Have you been shown over the shel­ter, Mr. Un­der­shaft? You know the work we’re do­ing, of course.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Very civilly. The whole na­tion knows it, Mrs. Baines.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							No, Sir: the whole na­tion does not know it, or we should not be crippled as we are for want of money to carry our work through the length and breadth of the land. Let me tell you that there would have been ri­ot­ing this winter in Lon­don but for us.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							You really think so?
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							I know it. I re­mem­ber 1886, when you rich gen­tle­men hardened your hearts against the cry of the poor. They broke the win­dows of your clubs in Pall Mall.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Gleam­ing with ap­prov­al of their meth­od. And the Man­sion House Fund went up next day from thirty thou­sand pounds to sev­enty-nine thou­sand! I re­mem­ber quite well.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Well, won’t you help me to get at the people? They won’t break win­dows then. Come here, Price. Let me show you to this gen­tle­man Price comes to be in­spec­ted. Do you re­mem­ber the win­dow break­ing?
					

					
							Price
							My ole fath­er thought it was the re­volu­tion, ma’am.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Would you break win­dows now?
					

					
							Price
							Oh no ma’m. The win­dows of eaven ’av bin opened to me. I know now that the rich man is a sin­ner like my­self.
					

					
							Rummy
							Ap­pear­ing above at the loft door. Snobby Price!
					

					
							Price
							Wot is it?
					

					
							Rummy
							Your moth­er’s askin for you at the oth­er gate in Crippses Lane. She’s heard about your con­fes­sion. Price turns pale.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Go, Mr. Price; and pray with her.
					

					
							Jenny
							You can go through the shel­ter, Snobby.
					

					
							Price
							To Mrs. Baines. I couldn’t face her now; ma’am, with all the weight of my sins fresh on me. Tell her she’ll find her son at ’ome, waitin’ for her in pray­er. He skulks off through the gate, in­cid­ent­ally steal­ing the sov­er­eign on his way out by pick­ing up his cap from the drum.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							With swim­ming eyes. You see how we take the an­ger and the bit­ter­ness against you out of their hearts, Mr. Un­der­shaft.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							It is cer­tainly most con­veni­ent and grat­i­fy­ing to all large em­ploy­ers of labor, Mrs. Baines.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Bar­bara: Jenny: I have good news: most won­der­ful news. Jenny runs to her. My pray­ers have been answered. I told you they would, Jenny, didn’t I?
					

					
							Jenny
							Yes, yes.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Mov­ing near­er to the drum. Have we got money enough to keep the shel­ter open?
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							I hope we shall have enough to keep all the shel­ters open. Lord Saxmund­ham has prom­ised us five thou­sand pounds—
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Hoo­ray!
					

					
							Jenny
							Glory!
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							—if—
					

					
							Bar­bara
							“If!” If what?
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							If five oth­er gen­tle­men will give a thou­sand each to make it up to ten thou­sand.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Who is Lord Saxmund­ham? I nev­er heard of him.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Who has pricked up his ears at the peer’s name, and is now watch­ing Bar­bara curi­ously. A new cre­ation, my dear. You have heard of Sir Hor­ace Bodger?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Bodger! Do you mean the dis­til­ler? Bodger’s whisky!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							That is the man. He is one of the greatest of our pub­lic be­ne­fact­ors. He re­stored the cathed­ral at Hak­ing­ton. They made him a bar­on­et for that. He gave half a mil­lion to the funds of his party: they made him a bar­on for that.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							What will they give him for the five thou­sand?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							There is noth­ing left to give him. So the five thou­sand, I should think, is to save his soul.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Heav­en grant it may! Oh Mr. Un­der­shaft, you have some very rich friends. Can’t you help us to­wards the oth­er five thou­sand? We are go­ing to hold a great meet­ing this af­ter­noon at the As­sembly Hall in the Mile End Road. If I could only an­nounce that one gen­tle­man had come for­ward to sup­port Lord Saxmund­ham, oth­ers would fol­low. Don’t you know some­body? Couldn’t you? Wouldn’t you? Her eyes fill with tears. oh, think of those poor people, Mr. Un­der­shaft: think of how much it means to them, and how little to a great man like you.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Sar­don­ic­ally gal­lant. Mrs. Baines: you are ir­res­ist­ible. I can’t dis­ap­point you; and I can’t deny my­self the sat­is­fac­tion of mak­ing Bodger pay up. You shall have your five thou­sand pounds.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Thank God!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							You don’t thank me?
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Oh sir, don’t try to be cyn­ic­al: don’t be ashamed of be­ing a good man. The Lord will bless you abund­antly; and our pray­ers will be like a strong for­ti­fic­a­tion round you all the days of your life. With a touch of cau­tion. You will let me have the cheque to show at the meet­ing, won’t you? Jenny: go in and fetch a pen and ink. Jenny runs to the shel­ter door.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Do not dis­turb Miss Hill: I have a foun­tain pen. Jenny halts. He sits at the table and writes the cheque. Cus­ins rises to make more room for him. They all watch him si­lently.
					

					
							Bill
							Cyn­ic­ally, aside to Bar­bara, his voice and ac­cent hor­ribly de­based. Wot praw­ce Selvy­tion nah?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Stop. Un­der­shaft stops writ­ing: they all turn to her in sur­prise. Mrs. Baines: are you really go­ing to take this money?
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							As­ton­ished. Why not, dear?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Why not! Do you know what my fath­er is? Have you for­got­ten that Lord Saxmund­ham is Bodger the whisky man? Do you re­mem­ber how we im­plored the County Coun­cil to stop him from writ­ing Bodger’s Whisky in let­ters of fire against the sky; so that the poor drink-ruined creatures on the em­bank­ment could not wake up from their snatches of sleep without be­ing re­minded of their deadly thirst by that wicked sky sign? Do you know that the worst thing I have had to fight here is not the dev­il, but Bodger, Bodger, Bodger, with his whisky, his dis­til­ler­ies, and his tied houses? Are you go­ing to make our shel­ter an­oth­er tied house for him, and ask me to keep it?
					

					
							Bill
							Rot­ten drunk­en whisky it is too.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Dear Bar­bara: Lord Saxmund­ham has a soul to be saved like any of us. If heav­en has found the way to make a good use of his money, are we to set ourselves up against the an­swer to our pray­ers?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I know he has a soul to be saved. Let him come down here; and I’ll do my best to help him to his sal­va­tion. But he wants to send his cheque down to buy us, and go on be­ing as wicked as ever.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							With a reas­on­able­ness which Cus­ins alone per­ceives to be iron­ic­al. My dear Bar­bara: al­co­hol is a very ne­ces­sary art­icle. It heals the sick—
					

					
							Bar­bara
							It does noth­ing of the sort.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Well, it as­sists the doc­tor: that is per­haps a less ques­tion­able way of put­ting it. It makes life bear­able to mil­lions of people who could not en­dure their ex­ist­ence if they were quite sober. It en­ables Par­lia­ment to do things at el­ev­en at night that no sane per­son would do at el­ev­en in the morn­ing. Is it Bodger’s fault that this in­es­tim­able gift is de­plor­ably ab­used by less than one per­cent of the poor? He turns again to the table; signs the cheque; and crosses it.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Bar­bara: will there be less drink­ing or more if all those poor souls we are sav­ing come to­mor­row and find the doors of our shel­ters shut in their faces? Lord Saxmund­ham gives us the money to stop drink­ing—to take his own busi­ness from him.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Imp­ishly. Pure self-sac­ri­fice on Bodger’s part, clearly! Bless dear Bodger! Bar­bara al­most breaks down as Ad­olp­bus, too, fails her.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Tear­ing out the cheque and pock­et­ing the book as he rises and goes past Cus­ins to Mrs. Baines. I also, Mrs. Baines, may claim a little dis­in­ter­ested­ness. Think of my busi­ness! think of the wid­ows and orphans! the men and lads torn to pieces with shrapnel and poisoned with ly­ddite! Mrs. Baines shrinks; but he goes on re­morse­lessly. The oceans of blood, not one drop of which is shed in a really just cause! the rav­aged crops! the peace­ful peas­ants forced, wo­men and men, to till their fields un­der the fire of op­pos­ing armies on pain of star­va­tion! the bad blood of the fierce little cow­ards at home who egg on oth­ers to fight for the grat­i­fic­a­tion of their na­tion­al van­ity! All this makes money for me: I am nev­er rich­er, nev­er busier than when the pa­pers are full of it. Well, it is your work to preach peace on earth and good­will to men. Mrs. Baines’s face lights up again. Every con­vert you make is a vote against war. Her lips move in pray­er. Yet I give you this money to help you to hasten my own com­mer­cial ru­in. He gives her the cheque.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Mount­ing the form in an ec­stasy of mis­chief. The mil­len­ni­um will be in­aug­ur­ated by the un­selfish­ness of Un­der­shaft and Bodger. Oh be joy­ful! He takes the drum­sticks from his pock­ets and flour­ishes them.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Tak­ing the cheque. The longer I live the more proof I see that there is an In­fin­ite Good­ness that turns everything to the work of sal­va­tion soon­er or later. Who would have thought that any good could have come out of war and drink? And yet their profits are brought today to the feet of sal­va­tion to do its blessed work. She is af­fected to tears.
					

					
							Jenny
							Run­ning to Mrs. Baines and throw­ing her arms round her. Oh dear! how blessed, how glor­i­ous it all is!
					

					
							Cus­ins
							In a con­vul­sion of irony. Let us seize this un­speak­able mo­ment. Let us march to the great meet­ing at once. Ex­cuse me just an in­stant. He rushes in­to the shel­ter. Jenny takes her tam­bour­ine from the drum head.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Mr. Un­der­shaft: have you ever seen a thou­sand people fall on their knees with one im­pulse and pray? Come with us to the meet­ing. Bar­bara shall tell them that the Army is saved, and saved through you.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Re­turn­ing im­petu­ously from the shel­ter with a flag and a trom­bone, and com­ing between Mrs. Baines and Un­der­shaft. You shall carry the flag down the first street, Mrs. Baines He gives her the flag. Mr. Un­der­shaft is a gif­ted trom­bon­ist: he shall in­tone an Olympi­an diapason to the West Ham Sal­va­tion March. Aside to Un­der­shaft, as he forces the trom­bone on him. Blow, Ma­chiavelli, blow.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Aside to him, as he takes the trom­bone. The trum­pet in Zion! Cus­ins rushes to the drum, which he takes up and puts on. Un­der­shaft con­tin­ues, aloud. I will do my best. I could vamp a bass if I knew the tune.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							It is a wed­ding chor­us from one of Don­iz­etti’s op­er­as; but we have con­ver­ted it. We con­vert everything to good here, in­clud­ing Bodger. You re­mem­ber the chor­us. “For thee im­mense re­joicing—im­menso gi­ubilo—im­menso gi­ubilo.” With drum ob­bligato. Rum tum ti tum tum, tum tum ti ta—
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Dolly: you are break­ing my heart.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							What is a broken heart more or less here? Di­onysos Un­der­shaft has des­cen­ded. I am pos­sessed.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Come, Bar­bara: I must have my dear Ma­jor to carry the flag with me.
					

					
							Jenny
							Yes, yes, Ma­jor darling.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							
							Snatches the tam­bour­ine out of Jenny’s hand and mutely of­fers it to Bar­bara.
						
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Com­ing for­ward a little as she puts the of­fer be­hind her with a shud­der, whilst Cus­ins reck­lessly tosses the tam­bour­ine back to Jenny and goes to the gate. I can’t come.
					

					
							Jenny
							Not come!
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							With tears in her eyes. Bar­bara: do you think I am wrong to take the money?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Im­puls­ively go­ing to her and kiss­ing her. No, no: God help you, dear, you must: you are sav­ing the Army. Go; and may you have a great meet­ing!
					

					
							Jenny
							But arn’t you com­ing?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							No. She be­gins tak­ing off the sil­ver brooch from her col­lar.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Bar­bara: what are you do­ing?
					

					
							Jenny
							Why are you tak­ing your badge off? You can’t be go­ing to leave us, Ma­jor.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Quietly. Fath­er: come here.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Com­ing to her. My dear! See­ing that she is go­ing to pin the badge on his col­lar, he re­treats to the pent­house in some alarm.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Fol­low­ing him. Don’t be frightened. She pins the badge on and steps back to­wards the table, show­ing him to the oth­ers. There! It’s not much for 5,000 pounds is it?
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Bar­bara: if you won’t come and pray with us, prom­ise me you will pray for us.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I can’t pray now. Per­haps I shall nev­er pray again.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							Bar­bara!
					

					
							Jenny
							Ma­jor!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Al­most de­li­ri­ous. I can’t bear any more. Quick march!
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Call­ing to the pro­ces­sion in the street out­side. Off we go. Play up, there! Im­menso gi­ubilo. He gives the time with his drum; and the band strikes up the march, which rap­idly be­comes more dis­tant as the pro­ces­sion moves briskly away.
					

					
							Mrs. Baines
							I must go, dear. You’re over­worked: you will be all right to­mor­row. We’ll nev­er lose you. Now Jenny: step out with the old flag. Blood and Fire! She marches out through the gate with her flag.
					

					
							Jenny
							Glory Hal­le­lu­jah! Flour­ish­ing her tam­bour­ine and march­ing.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							To Cus­ins, as he marches out past him eas­ing the slide of his trom­bone. “My ducats and my daugh­ter!”
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Fol­low­ing him out. Money and gun­powder!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Drunk­en­ness and Murder! My God: why hast thou for­saken me?
					

					
							
							
							She sinks on the form with her face bur­ied in her hands. The march passes away in­to si­lence. Bill Walk­er steals across to her.
						
					

					
							Bill
							Taunt­ing. Wot praw­ce Selvy­tion nah?
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Don’t you hit her when she’s down.
					

					
							Bill
							She ’it me wen aw wiz dahn. Waw shouldn’t I git a bit o’ me own back?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Rais­ing her head. I didn’t take your money, Bill. She crosses the yard to the gate and turns her back on the two men to hide her face from them.
					

					
							Bill
							Sneer­ing after her. Na­ow, it warn’t enough for you. Turn­ing to the drum, he misses the money. El­low! If you ain’t took it sum­mun else az. Were’s it gorn? Blame me if Jenny Ill didn’t take it arter all!
					

					
							Rummy
							Scream­ing at him from the loft. You lie, you dirty black­guard! Snobby Price pinched it off the drum wen ’e took ap iz cap. I was ap ’ere all the time an’ see ’im do it.
					

					
							Bill
							Wot! Stowl maw money! Waw didn’t you call thief on him, you silly old mucker you?
					

					
							Rummy
							To serve you aht for ’it­tin me ac­rost the face. It’s cost y’pahnd, that az. Rais­ing a pae­an of squal­id tri­umph. I done you. I’m even with you. I’ve ad it aht o’ y—. Bill snatches up Shir­ley’s mug and hurls it at her. She slams the loft door and van­ishes. The mug smashes against the door and falls in frag­ments.
					

					
							Bill
							Be­gin­ning to chuckle. Tell us, ole man, wot o’clock this mor­run was it wen ’im as they call Snobby Praw­ce was sived?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Turn­ing to him more com­posedly, and with un­spoiled sweet­ness. About half past twelve, Bill. And he pinched your pound at a quarter to two. I know. Well, you can’t af­ford to lose it. I’ll send it to you.
					

					
							Bill
							His voice and ac­cent sud­denly im­prov­ing. Not if I was to starve for it. I ain’t to be bought.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Ain’t you? You’d sell your­self to the dev­il for a pint o’ beer; ony there ain’t no dev­il to make the of­fer.
					

					
							Bill
							Un­shamed. So I would, mate, and of­ten ’av, cheer­ful. But she cawn’t buy me. Ap­proach­ing Bar­bara. You wanted my soul, did you? Well, you ain’t got it.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I nearly got it, Bill. But we’ve sold it back to you for ten thou­sand pounds.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							And dear at the money!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							No, Peter: it was worth more than money.
					

					
							Bill
							Sal­va­tion­proof. It’s no good: you cawn’t get rahnd me nah. I don’t blieve in it; and I’ve seen today that I was right. Go­ing. So long, old soup­kit­chen­er! Ta, ta, Ma­jor Earl’s Gren­dorter! Turn­ing at the gate. Wot praw­ce Selvy­tion nah? Snobby Praw­ce! Ha! ha!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Of­fer­ing her hand. Good­bye, Bill.
					

					
							Bill
							Taken aback, half plucks his cap off then shoves it on again de­fi­antly. Git aht. Bar­bara drops her hand, dis­cour­aged. He has a twinge of re­morse. But thet’s aw rawt, you kn­a­ow. Na­think pasnl. Na­ow mel­lice. So long, Judy. He goes.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							No malice. So long, Bill.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Shak­ing his head. You make too much of him, miss, in your in­no­cence.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Go­ing to him. Peter: I’m like you now. Cleaned out, and lost my job.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							You’ve youth an hope. That’s two bet­ter than me. That’s hope for you.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I’ll get you a job, Peter, the youth will have to be enough for me. She counts her money. I have just enough left for two teas at Lock­harts, a Row­ton doss for you, and my tram and bus home. He frowns and rises with of­fen­ded pride. She takes his arm. Don’t be proud, Peter: it’s shar­ing between friends. And prom­ise me you’ll talk to me and not let me cry. She draws him to­wards the gate.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Well, I’m not ac­cus­tomed to talk to the like of you—
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Ur­gently. Yes, yes: you must talk to me. Tell me about Tom Paine’s books and Brad­laugh’s lec­tures. Come along.
					

					
							Shir­ley
							Ah, if you would only read Tom Paine in the prop­er spir­it, miss! They go out through the gate to­geth­er.
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			Next day after lunch Lady Brito­mart is writ­ing in the lib­rary in Wilton Cres­cent. Sarah is read­ing in the arm­chair near the win­dow. Bar­bara, in or­din­ary dress, pale and brood­ing, is on the settee. Char­ley Lo­max enters. Com­ing for­ward between the settee and the writ­ing table, he starts on see­ing Bar­bara fash­ion­ably at­tired and in low spir­its.

			
				
					
							Lo­max
							You’ve left off your uni­form!
					

					
							
							
							Bar­bara says noth­ing; but an ex­pres­sion of pain passes over her face.
						
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Warn­ing him in low tones to be care­ful. Charles!
					

					
							Lo­max
							Much con­cerned, sit­ting down sym­path­et­ic­ally on the settee be­side Bar­bara. I’m aw­fully sorry, Bar­bara. You know I helped you all I could with the con­cer­tina and so forth. Mo­ment­ously. Still, I have nev­er shut my eyes to the fact that there is a cer­tain amount of tosh about the Sal­va­tion Army. Now the claims of the Church of Eng­land—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							That’s enough, Charles. Speak of some­thing suited to your men­tal ca­pa­city.
					

					
							Lo­max
							But surely the Church of Eng­land is suited to all our ca­pa­cit­ies.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Press­ing his hand. Thank you for your sym­pathy, Cholly. Now go and spoon with Sarah.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Rising and go­ing to Sarah. How is my own­est today?
					

					
							Sarah
							I wish you wouldn’t tell Cholly to do things, Bar­bara. He al­ways comes straight and does them. Cholly: we’re go­ing to the works at Pe­rivale St. An­drews this af­ter­noon.
					

					
							Lo­max
							What works?
					

					
							Sarah
							The can­non works.
					

					
							Lo­max
							What! Your gov­ernor’s shop!
					

					
							Sarah
							Yes.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Oh I say!
					

					
							
							
							Cus­ins enters in poor con­di­tion. He also starts vis­ibly when he sees Bar­bara without her uni­form.
						
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I ex­pec­ted you this morn­ing, Dolly. Didn’t you guess that?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Sit­ting down be­side her. I’m sorry. I have only just break­fas­ted.
					

					
							Sarah
							But we’ve just fin­ished lunch.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Have you had one of your bad nights?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							No: I had rather a good night: in fact, one of the most re­mark­able nights I have ever passed.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							The meet­ing?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							No: after the meet­ing.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							You should have gone to bed after the meet­ing. What were you do­ing?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Drink­ing.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Ad­ol­phus!
					

					
							Sarah
							Dolly!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Dolly!
					

					
							Lo­max
							Oh I say!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							What were you drink­ing, may I ask?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							A most dev­il­ish kind of Span­ish bur­gundy, war­ran­ted free from ad­ded al­co­hol: a Tem­per­ance bur­gundy in fact. Its rich­ness in nat­ur­al al­co­hol made any ad­di­tion su­per­flu­ous.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Are you jok­ing, Dolly?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Pa­tiently. No. I have been mak­ing a night of it with the nom­in­al head of this house­hold: that is all.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							An­drew made you drunk!
					

					
							Cus­ins
							No: he only provided the wine. I think it was Di­onysos who made me drunk. To Bar­bara. I told you I was pos­sessed.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							You’re not sober yet. Go home to bed at once.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I have nev­er be­fore ven­tured to re­proach you, Lady Brit; but how could you marry the Prince of Dark­ness?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							It was much more ex­cus­able to marry him than to get drunk with him. That is a new ac­com­plish­ment of An­drew’s, by the way. He usen’t to drink.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							He doesn’t now. He only sat there and com­pleted the wreck of my mor­al basis, the rout of my con­vic­tions, the pur­chase of my soul. He cares for you, Bar­bara. That is what makes him so dan­ger­ous to me.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							That has noth­ing to do with it, Dolly. There are lar­ger loves and di­viner dreams than the fireside ones. You know that, don’t you?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Yes: that is our un­der­stand­ing. I know it. I hold to it. Un­less he can win me on that ho­lier ground he may amuse me for a while; but he can get no deep­er hold, strong as he is.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Keep to that; and the end will be right. Now tell me what happened at the meet­ing?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							It was an amaz­ing meet­ing. Mrs. Baines al­most died of emo­tion. Jenny Hill went stark mad with hys­teria. The Prince of Dark­ness played his trom­bone like a mad­man: its brazen roar­ings were like the laughter of the damned. 117 con­ver­sions took place then and there. They prayed with the most touch­ing sin­cer­ity and grat­it­ude for Bodger, and for the an­onym­ous donor of the 5,000 pounds. Your fath­er would not let his name be giv­en.
					

					
							Lo­max
							That was rather fine of the old man, you know. Most chaps would have wanted the ad­vert­ise­ment.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							He said all the char­it­able in­sti­tu­tions would be down on him like kites on a bat­tle­field if he gave his name.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							That’s An­drew all over. He nev­er does a prop­er thing without giv­ing an im­prop­er reas­on for it.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							He con­vinced me that I have all my life been do­ing im­prop­er things for prop­er reas­ons.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Ad­ol­phus: now that Bar­bara has left the Sal­va­tion Army, you had bet­ter leave it too. I will not have you play­ing that drum in the streets.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Your or­ders are already obeyed, Lady Brit.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Dolly: were you ever really in earn­est about it? Would you have joined if you had nev­er seen me?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Disin­genu­ously. Well—er—well, pos­sibly, as a col­lect­or of re­li­gions—
					

					
							Lo­max
							Cun­ningly. Not as a drum­mer, though, you know. You are a very clear­headed brainy chap, Dolly; and it must have been ap­par­ent to you that there is a cer­tain amount of tosh about—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Charles: if you must driv­el, driv­el like a grownup man and not like a school­boy.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Out of coun­ten­ance. Well, driv­el is driv­el, don’t you know, whatever a man’s age.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							In good so­ci­ety in Eng­land, Charles, men driv­el at all ages by re­peat­ing silly for­mu­las with an air of wis­dom. School­boys make their own for­mu­las out of slang, like you. When they reach your age, and get polit­ic­al private sec­ret­ary­ships and things of that sort, they drop slang and get their for­mu­las out of The Spec­tat­or or The Times. You had bet­ter con­fine your­self to The Times. You will find that there is a cer­tain amount of tosh about The Times; but at least its lan­guage is reput­able.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Over­whelmed. You are so aw­fully strong-minded, Lady Brit—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Rub­bish! Mor­ris­on comes in. What is it?
					

					
							Mor­ris­on
							If you please, my lady, Mr. Un­der­shaft has just drove up to the door.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Well, let him in. Mor­ris­on hes­it­ates. What’s the mat­ter with you?
					

					
							Mor­ris­on
							Shall I an­nounce him, my lady; or is he at home here, so to speak, my lady?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							An­nounce him.
					

					
							Mor­ris­on
							Thank you, my lady. You won’t mind my ask­ing, I hope. The oc­ca­sion is in a man­ner of speak­ing new to me.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Quite right. Go and let him in.
					

					
							Mor­ris­on
							Thank you, my lady. He with­draws.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Chil­dren: go and get ready. Sarah and Bar­bara go up­stairs for their out-of-door wrap. Charles: go and tell Steph­en to come down here in five minutes: you will find him in the draw­ing room. Charles goes. Ad­ol­phus: tell them to send round the car­riage in about fif­teen minutes. Ad­ol­phus goes.
					

					
							Mor­ris­on
							At the door. Mr. Un­der­shaft.
					

					
							
							
							Un­der­shaft comes in. Mor­ris­on goes out.
						
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Alone! How for­tu­nate!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Rising. Don’t be sen­ti­ment­al, An­drew. Sit down. She sits on the settee: he sits be­side her, on her left. She comes to the point be­fore he has time to breathe. Sarah must have 800 pounds a year un­til Charles Lo­max comes in­to his prop­erty. Bar­bara will need more, and need it per­man­ently, be­cause Ad­ol­phus hasn’t any prop­erty.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Resign­edly. Yes, my dear: I will see to it. Any­thing else? for your­self, for in­stance?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							I want to talk to you about Steph­en.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Rather wear­ily. Don’t, my dear. Steph­en doesn’t in­terest me.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							He does in­terest me. He is our son.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Do you really think so? He has in­duced us to bring him in­to the world; but he chose his par­ents very in­con­gru­ously, I think. I see noth­ing of my­self in him, and less of you.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							An­drew: Steph­en is an ex­cel­lent son, and a most steady, cap­able, high­minded young man. You are simply try­ing to find an ex­cuse for dis­in­her­it­ing him.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							My dear Biddy: the Un­der­shaft tra­di­tion dis­in­her­its him. It would be dis­hon­est of me to leave the can­non foundry to my son.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							It would be most un­nat­ur­al and im­prop­er of you to leave it to any­one else, An­drew. Do you sup­pose this wicked and im­mor­al tra­di­tion can be kept up forever? Do you pre­tend that Steph­en could not carry on the foundry just as well as all the oth­er sons of the big busi­ness houses?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Yes: he could learn the of­fice routine without un­der­stand­ing the busi­ness, like all the oth­er sons; and the firm would go on by its own mo­mentum un­til the real Un­der­shaft—prob­ably an Itali­an or a Ger­man—would in­vent a new meth­od and cut him out.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							There is noth­ing that any Itali­an or Ger­man could do that Steph­en could not do. And Steph­en at least has breed­ing.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							The son of a found­ling! non­sense!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							My son, An­drew! And even you may have good blood in your veins for all you know.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							True. Prob­ably I have. That is an­oth­er ar­gu­ment in fa­vor of a found­ling.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							An­drew: don’t be ag­grav­at­ing. And don’t be wicked. At present you are both.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							This con­ver­sa­tion is part of the Un­der­shaft tra­di­tion, Biddy. Every Un­der­shaft’s wife has treated him to it ever since the house was foun­ded. It is mere waste of breath. If the tra­di­tion be ever broken it will be for an abler man than Steph­en.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Pout­ing. Then go away.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							De­prec­at­ory. Go away!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Yes: go away. If you will do noth­ing for Steph­en, you are not wanted here. Go to your found­ling, who­ever he is; and look after him.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							The fact is, Biddy—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Don’t call me Biddy. I don’t call you Andy.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I will not call my wife Brito­mart: it is not good sense. Ser­i­ously, my love, the Un­der­shaft tra­di­tion has landed me in a dif­fi­culty. I am get­ting on in years; and my part­ner Laz­arus has at last made a stand and in­sisted that the suc­ces­sion must be settled one way or the oth­er; and of course he is quite right. You see, I haven’t found a fit suc­cessor yet.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Ob­stin­ately. There is Steph­en.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							That’s just it: all the found­lings I can find are ex­actly like Steph­en.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							An­drew!!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I want a man with no re­la­tions and no school­ing: that is, a man who would be out of the run­ning al­to­geth­er if he were not a strong man. And I can’t find him. Every blessed found­ling nowadays is snapped up in his in­fancy by Barn­ardo homes, or School Board of­ficers, or Boards of Guard­i­ans; and if he shows the least abil­ity, he is fastened on by school­mas­ters; trained to win schol­ar­ships like a race­horse; crammed with second­hand ideas; drilled and dis­cip­lined in do­cil­ity and what they call good taste; and lamed for life so that he is fit for noth­ing but teach­ing. If you want to keep the foundry in the fam­ily, you had bet­ter find an eli­gible found­ling and marry him to Bar­bara.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Ah! Bar­bara! Your pet! You would sac­ri­fice Steph­en to Bar­bara.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Cheer­fully. And you, my dear, would boil Bar­bara to make soup for Steph­en.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							An­drew: this is not a ques­tion of our lik­ings and dis­lik­ings: it is a ques­tion of duty. It is your duty to make Steph­en your suc­cessor.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Just as much as it is your duty to sub­mit to your hus­band. Come, Biddy! these tricks of the gov­ern­ing class are of no use with me. I am one of the gov­ern­ing class my­self; and it is waste of time giv­ing tracts to a mis­sion­ary. I have the power in this mat­ter; and I am not to be hum­bugged in­to us­ing it for your pur­poses.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							An­drew: you can talk my head off; but you can’t change wrong in­to right. And your tie is all on one side. Put it straight.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Dis­con­cer­ted. It won’t stay un­less it’s pinned He fumbles at it with child­ish grim­aces.—
					

					
							
							
							Steph­en comes in.
						
					

					
							Steph­en
							At the door. I beg your par­don about to re­tire.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							No: come in, Steph­en. Steph­en comes for­ward to his moth­er’s writ­ing table.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Not very cor­di­ally. Good af­ter­noon.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Coldly. Good af­ter­noon.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							To Lady Brito­mart. He knows all about the tra­di­tion, I sup­pose?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Yes. To Steph­en. It is what I told you last night, Steph­en.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Sulkily. I un­der­stand you want to come in­to the can­non busi­ness.
					

					
							Steph­en
							I go in­to trade! Cer­tainly not.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Open­ing his eyes, greatly eased in mind and man­ner. Oh! in that case—!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Can­nons are not trade, Steph­en. They are en­ter­prise.
					

					
							Steph­en
							I have no in­ten­tion of be­com­ing a man of busi­ness in any sense. I have no ca­pa­city for busi­ness and no taste for it. I in­tend to de­vote my­self to polit­ics.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Rising. My dear boy: this is an im­mense re­lief to me. And I trust it may prove an equally good thing for the coun­try. I was afraid you would con­sider your­self dis­paraged and slighted. He moves to­wards Steph­en as if to shake hands with him.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Rising and in­ter­pos­ing. Steph­en: I can­not al­low you to throw away an enorm­ous prop­erty like this.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Stiffly. Moth­er: there must be an end of treat­ing me as a child, if you please. Lady Brito­mart re­coils, deeply wounded by his tone. Un­til last night I did not take your at­ti­tude ser­i­ously, be­cause I did not think you meant it ser­i­ously. But I find now that you left me in the dark as to mat­ters which you should have ex­plained to me years ago. I am ex­tremely hurt and of­fen­ded. Any fur­ther dis­cus­sion of my in­ten­tions had bet­ter take place with my fath­er, as between one man and an­oth­er.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Steph­en! She sits down again; and her eyes fill with tears.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							With grave com­pas­sion. You see, my dear, it is only the big men who can be treated as chil­dren.
					

					
							Steph­en
							I am sorry, moth­er, that you have forced me—
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Stop­ping him. Yes, yes, yes, yes: that’s all right, Steph­en. She won’t in­ter­fere with you any more: your in­de­pend­ence is achieved: you have won your latch­key. Don’t rub it in; and above all, don’t apo­lo­gize. He re­sumes his seat. Now what about your fu­ture, as between one man and an­oth­er—I beg your par­don, Biddy: as between two men and a wo­man.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Who has pulled her­self to­geth­er strongly. I quite un­der­stand, Steph­en. By all means go your own way if you feel strong enough. Steph­en sits down ma­gis­teri­ally in the chair at the writ­ing table with an air of af­firm­ing his ma­jor­ity.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							It is settled that you do not ask for the suc­ces­sion to the can­non busi­ness.
					

					
							Steph­en
							I hope it is settled that I re­pu­di­ate the can­non busi­ness.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Come, come! Don’t be so dev­il­ishly sulky: it’s boy­ish. Free­dom should be gen­er­ous. Be­sides, I owe you a fair start in life in ex­change for dis­in­her­it­ing you. You can’t be­come prime min­is­ter all at once. Haven’t you a turn for some­thing? What about lit­er­at­ure, art and so forth?
					

					
							Steph­en
							I have noth­ing of the artist about me, either in fac­ulty or char­ac­ter, thank Heav­en!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							A philo­soph­er, per­haps? Eh?
					

					
							Steph­en
							I make no such ri­dicu­lous pre­ten­sion.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Just so. Well, there is the army, the navy, the Church, the Bar. The Bar re­quires some abil­ity. What about the Bar?
					

					
							Steph­en
							I have not stud­ied law. And I am afraid I have not the ne­ces­sary push—I be­lieve that is the name bar­ris­ters give to their vul­gar­ity—for suc­cess in plead­ing.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Rather a dif­fi­cult case, Steph­en. Hardly any­thing left but the stage, is there? Steph­en makes an im­pa­tient move­ment. Well, come! is there any­thing you know or care for?
					

					
							Steph­en
							Rising and look­ing at him stead­ily. I know the dif­fer­ence between right and wrong.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Hugely tickled. You don’t say so! What! no ca­pa­city for busi­ness, no know­ledge of law, no sym­pathy with art, no pre­ten­sion to philo­sophy; only a simple know­ledge of the secret that has puzzled all the philo­soph­ers, baffled all the law­yers, muddled all the men of busi­ness, and ruined most of the artists: the secret of right and wrong. Why, man, you’re a geni­us, mas­ter of mas­ters, a god! At twenty-four, too!
					

					
							Steph­en
							Keep­ing his tem­per with dif­fi­culty. You are pleased to be fa­cetious. I pre­tend to noth­ing more than any hon­or­able Eng­lish gen­tle­man claims as his birth­right he sits down an­grily.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Oh, that’s every­body’s birth­right. Look at poor little Jenny Hill, the Sal­va­tion lassie! she would think you were laugh­ing at her if you asked her to stand up in the street and teach gram­mar or geo­graphy or math­em­at­ics or even draw­ing-room dan­cing; but it nev­er oc­curs to her to doubt that she can teach mor­als and re­li­gion. You are all alike, you re­spect­able people. You can’t tell me the burst­ing strain of a ten-inch gun, which is a very simple mat­ter; but you all think you can tell me the burst­ing strain of a man un­der tempta­tion. You dar­en’t handle high ex­plos­ives; but you’re all ready to handle hon­esty and truth and justice and the whole duty of man, and kill one an­oth­er at that game. What a coun­try! what a world!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Un­eas­ily. What do you think he had bet­ter do, An­drew?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Oh, just what he wants to do. He knows noth­ing; and he thinks he knows everything. That points clearly to a polit­ic­al ca­reer. Get him a private sec­ret­ary­ship to someone who can get him an Un­der Sec­ret­ary­ship; and then leave him alone. He will find his nat­ur­al and prop­er place in the end on the Treas­ury bench.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Spring­ing up again. I am sorry, sir, that you force me to for­get the re­spect due to you as my fath­er. I am an Eng­lish­man; and I will not hear the gov­ern­ment of my coun­try in­sul­ted. He thrusts his hands in his pock­ets, and walks an­grily across to the win­dow.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							With a touch of bru­tal­ity. The gov­ern­ment of your coun­try! I am the gov­ern­ment of your coun­try: I, and Laz­arus. Do you sup­pose that you and half a dozen am­a­teurs like you, sit­ting in a row in that fool­ish gabble shop, can gov­ern Un­der­shaft and Laz­arus? No, my friend: you will do what pays us. You will make war when it suits us, and keep peace when it doesn’t. You will find out that trade re­quires cer­tain meas­ures when we have de­cided on those meas­ures. When I want any­thing to keep my di­vidends up, you will dis­cov­er that my want is a na­tion­al need. When oth­er people want some­thing to keep my di­vidends down, you will call out the po­lice and mil­it­ary. And in re­turn you shall have the sup­port and ap­plause of my news­pa­pers, and the de­light of ima­gin­ing that you are a great states­man. Gov­ern­ment of your coun­try! Be off with you, my boy, and play with your caucuses and lead­ing art­icles and his­tor­ic parties and great lead­ers and burn­ing ques­tions and the rest of your toys. I am go­ing back to my count­ing house to pay the piper and call the tune.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Ac­tu­ally smil­ing, and put­ting his hand on his fath­er’s shoulder with in­dul­gent pat­ron­age. Really, my dear fath­er, it is im­possible to be angry with you. You don’t know how ab­surd all this sounds to me. You are very prop­erly proud of hav­ing been in­dus­tri­ous enough to make money; and it is greatly to your cred­it that you have made so much of it. But it has kept you in circles where you are val­ued for your money and de­ferred to for it, in­stead of in the doubt­less very old-fash­ioned and be­hind-the-times pub­lic school and uni­ver­sity where I formed my habits of mind. It is nat­ur­al for you to think that money gov­erns Eng­land; but you must al­low me to think I know bet­ter.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							And what does gov­ern Eng­land, pray?
					

					
							Steph­en
							Char­ac­ter, fath­er, char­ac­ter.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Whose char­ac­ter? Yours or mine?
					

					
							Steph­en
							Neither yours nor mine, fath­er, but the best ele­ments in the Eng­lish na­tion­al char­ac­ter.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Steph­en: I’ve found your pro­fes­sion for you. You’re a born journ­al­ist. I’ll start you with a high-toned weekly re­view. There!
					

					
							
							
							Steph­en goes to the smal­ler writ­ing table and busies him­self with his let­ters.
						
					

					
							
							
							Sarah, Bar­bara, Lo­max, and Cus­ins come in ready for walk­ing. Bar­bara crosses the room to the win­dow and looks out. Cus­ins drifts ami­ably to the arm­chair, and Lo­max re­mains near the door, whilst Sarah comes to her moth­er.
						
					

					
							Sarah
							Go and get ready, mamma: the car­riage is wait­ing. Lady Brito­mart leaves the room.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							To Sarah. Good day, my dear. Good af­ter­noon, Mr. Lo­max.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Vaguely. Ah­de­doo.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							To Cus­ins. quite well after last night, Eur­ip­ides, eh?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							As well as can be ex­pec­ted.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							That’s right. To Bar­bara. So you are com­ing to see my death and dev­ast­a­tion fact­ory, Bar­bara?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							At the win­dow. You came yes­ter­day to see my sal­va­tion fact­ory. I prom­ised you a re­turn vis­it.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Com­ing for­ward between Sarah and Un­der­shaft. You’ll find it aw­fully in­ter­est­ing. I’ve been through the Wool­wich Ar­sen­al; and it gives you a rip­ping feel­ing of se­cur­ity, you know, to think of the lot of beg­gars we could kill if it came to fight­ing. To Un­der­shaft, with sud­den solem­nity. Still, it must be rather an aw­ful re­flec­tion for you, from the re­li­gious point of view as it were. You’re get­ting on, you know, and all that.
					

					
							Sarah
							You don’t mind Cholly’s im­be­cil­ity, papa, do you?
					

					
							Lo­max
							Much taken aback. Oh I say!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Mr. Lo­max looks at the mat­ter in a very prop­er spir­it, my dear.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Just so. That’s all I meant, I as­sure you.
					

					
							Sarah
							Are you com­ing, Steph­en?
					

					
							Steph­en
							Well, I am rather busy—er—Mag­nan­im­ously. Oh well, yes: I’ll come. That is, if there is room for me.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I can take two with me in a little mo­tor I am ex­per­i­ment­ing with for field use. You won’t mind its be­ing rather un­fash­ion­able. It’s not painted yet; but it’s bul­let proof.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Ap­palled at the pro­spect of con­front­ing Wilton Cres­cent in an un­painted mo­tor. Oh I say!
					

					
							Sarah
							The car­riage for me, thank you. Bar­bara doesn’t mind what she’s seen in.
					

					
							Lo­max
							I say, Dolly old chap: do you really mind the car be­ing a guy? Be­cause of course if you do I’ll go in it. Still—
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I prefer it.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Thanks aw­fully, old man. Come, Sarah. He hur­ries out to se­cure his seat in the car­riage. Sarah fol­lows him.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Moodily walk­ing across to Lady Brito­mart’s writ­ing table. Why are we two com­ing to this Works De­part­ment of Hell? that is what I ask my­self.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I have al­ways thought of it as a sort of pit where lost creatures with blackened faces stirred up smoky fires and were driv­en and tor­men­ted by my fath­er. Is it like that, dad?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Scan­dal­ized. My dear! It is a spot­lessly clean and beau­ti­ful hill­side town.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							With a Meth­od­ist chapel? Oh do say there’s a Meth­od­ist chapel.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							There are two: a prim­it­ive one and a soph­ist­ic­ated one. There is even an Eth­ic­al So­ci­ety; but it is not much pat­ron­ized, as my men are all strongly re­li­gious. In the High Ex­plos­ives Sheds they ob­ject to the pres­ence of Ag­nostics as un­safe.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							And yet they don’t ob­ject to you!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Do they obey all your or­ders?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I nev­er give them any or­ders. When I speak to one of them it is “Well, Jones, is the baby do­ing well? and has Mrs. Jones made a good re­cov­ery?” “Nicely, thank you, sir.” And that’s all.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							But Jones has to be kept in or­der. How do you main­tain dis­cip­line among your men?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I don’t. They do. You see, the one thing Jones won’t stand is any re­bel­lion from the man un­der him, or any as­ser­tion of so­cial equal­ity between the wife of the man with 4 shil­lings a week less than him­self and Mrs. Jones! Of course they all rebel against me, the­or­et­ic­ally. Prac­tic­ally, every man of them keeps the man just be­low him in his place. I nev­er meddle with them. I nev­er bully them. I don’t even bully Laz­arus. I say that cer­tain things are to be done; but I don’t or­der any­body to do them. I don’t say, mind you, that there is no or­der­ing about and snub­bing and even bul­ly­ing. The men snub the boys and or­der them about; the car­men snub the sweep­ers; the ar­tis­ans snub the un­skilled laborers; the fore­men drive and bully both the laborers and ar­tis­ans; the as­sist­ant en­gin­eers find fault with the fore­men; the chief en­gin­eers drop on the as­sist­ants; the de­part­ment­al man­agers worry the chiefs; and the clerks have tall hats and hym­n­books and keep up the so­cial tone by re­fus­ing to as­so­ci­ate on equal terms with any­body. The res­ult is a co­lossal profit, which comes to me.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Re­vol­ted. You really are a—well, what I was say­ing yes­ter­day.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							What was he say­ing yes­ter­day?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Nev­er mind, my dear. He thinks I have made you un­happy. Have I?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Do you think I can be happy in this vul­gar silly dress? I! who have worn the uni­form. Do you un­der­stand what you have done to me? Yes­ter­day I had a man’s soul in my hand. I set him in the way of life with his face to sal­va­tion. But when we took your money he turned back to drunk­en­ness and de­ri­sion. With in­tense con­vic­tion. I will nev­er for­give you that. If I had a child, and you des­troyed its body with your ex­plos­ives—if you murdered Dolly with your hor­rible guns—I could for­give you if my for­give­ness would open the gates of heav­en to you. But to take a hu­man soul from me, and turn it in­to the soul of a wolf! that is worse than any murder.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Does my daugh­ter des­pair so eas­ily? Can you strike a man to the heart and leave no mark on him?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Her face light­ing up. Oh, you are right: he can nev­er be lost now: where was my faith?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Oh, clev­er clev­er dev­il!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							You may be a dev­il; but God speaks through you some­times. She takes her fath­er’s hands and kisses them. You have giv­en me back my hap­pi­ness: I feel it deep down now, though my spir­it is troubled.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							You have learnt some­thing. That al­ways feels at first as if you had lost some­thing.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Well, take me to the fact­ory of death, and let me learn some­thing more. There must be some truth or oth­er be­hind all this fright­ful irony. Come, Dolly. She goes out.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							My guard­i­an an­gel! To Un­der­shaft. Avaunt! He fol­lows Bar­bara.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Quietly, at the writ­ing table. You must not mind Cus­ins, fath­er. He is a very ami­able good fel­low; but he is a Greek schol­ar and nat­ur­ally a little ec­cent­ric.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Ah, quite so. Thank you, Steph­en. Thank you. He goes out.
					

					
							
							
							Steph­en smiles pat­ron­iz­ingly; but­tons his coat re­spons­ibly; and crosses the room to the door. Lady Brito­mart, dressed for out-of-doors, opens it be­fore he reaches it. She looks round for the oth­ers; looks at Steph­en; and turns to go without a word.
						
					

					
							Steph­en
							Em­bar­rassed. Moth­er—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Don’t be apo­lo­get­ic, Steph­en. And don’t for­get that you have out­grown your moth­er. She goes out.
					

				
			

		


			Pe­rivale St. An­drews lies between two Middle­sex hills, half climb­ing the north­ern one. It is an al­most smoke­less town of white walls, roofs of nar­row green slates or red tiles, tall trees, domes, cam­pan­iles, and slender chim­ney shafts, beau­ti­fully situ­ated and beau­ti­ful in it­self. The best view of it is ob­tained from the crest of a slope about half a mile to the east, where the high ex­plos­ives are dealt with. The foundry lies hid­den in the depths between, the tops of its chim­neys sprout­ing like huge skittles in­to the middle dis­tance. Across the crest runs a plat­form of con­crete, with a para­pet which sug­gests a for­ti­fic­a­tion, be­cause there is a huge can­non of the ob­sol­ete Wool­wich In­fant pat­tern peer­ing across it at the town. The can­non is moun­ted on an ex­per­i­ment­al gun car­riage: pos­sibly the ori­gin­al mod­el of the Un­der­shaft dis­ap­pear­ing ram­part gun al­luded to by Steph­en. The para­pet has a high step in­side which serves as a seat.

			
				
					
							
							
							Bar­bara is lean­ing over the para­pet, look­ing to­wards the town. On her right is the can­non; on her left the end of a shed raised on piles, with a lad­der of three or four steps up to the door, which opens out­wards and has a little wooden land­ing at the threshold, with a fire buck­et in the corner of the land­ing. The para­pet stops short of the shed, leav­ing a gap which is the be­gin­ning of the path down the hill through the foundry to the town. Be­hind the can­non is a trol­ley car­ry­ing a huge con­ic­al bomb­shell, with a red band painted on it. Fur­ther from the para­pet, on the same side, is a deck chair, near the door of an of­fice, which, like the sheds, is of the light­est pos­sible con­struc­tion.
						
					

					
							
							
							Cus­ins ar­rives by the path from the town.
						
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Well?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Not a ray of hope. Everything per­fect, won­der­ful, real. It only needs a cathed­ral to be a heav­enly city in­stead of a hellish one.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Have you found out wheth­er they have done any­thing for old Peter Shir­ley.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							They have found him a job as gate­keep­er and time­keep­er. He’s fright­fully miser­able. He calls the time­keep­ing brain­work, and says he isn’t used to it; and his gate lodge is so splen­did that he’s ashamed to use the rooms, and skulks in the scull­ery.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Poor Peter!
					

					
							
							
							Steph­en ar­rives from the town. He car­ries a field-glass.
						
					

					
							Steph­en
							En­thu­si­ast­ic­ally. Have you two seen the place? Why did you leave us?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I wanted to see everything I was not in­ten­ded to see; and Bar­bara wanted to make the men talk.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Have you found any­thing dis­cred­it­able?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							No. They call him Dandy Andy and are proud of his be­ing a cun­ning old ras­cal; but it’s all hor­ribly, fright­fully, im­mor­ally, un­answer­ably per­fect.
					

					
							
							
							Sarah ar­rives.
						
					

					
							Sarah
							Heav­ens! what a place! She crosses to the trol­ley. Did you see the nurs­ing home!? She sits down on the shell.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Did you see the lib­rar­ies and schools!?
					

					
							Sarah
							Did you see the ball­room and the ban­quet­ing cham­ber in the Town Hall!?
					

					
							Steph­en
							Have you gone in­to the in­sur­ance fund, the pen­sion fund, the build­ing so­ci­ety, the vari­ous ap­plic­a­tions of co­oper­a­tion!?
					

					
							
							
							Un­der­shaft comes from the of­fice, with a sheaf of tele­grams in his hands.
						
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Well, have you seen everything? I’m sorry I was called away. In­dic­at­ing the tele­grams. News from Man­churia.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Good news, I hope.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Very.
					

					
							Steph­en
							An­oth­er Ja­pan­ese vic­tory?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Oh, I don’t know. Which side wins does not con­cern us here. No: the good news is that the aer­i­al battle­ship is a tre­mend­ous suc­cess. At the first tri­al it has wiped out a fort with three hun­dred sol­diers in it.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							From the plat­form. Dummy sol­diers?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							No: the real thing. Cus­ins and Bar­bara ex­change glances. Then Cus­ins sits on the step and bur­ies his face in his hands. Bar­bara gravely lays her hand on his shoulder, and he looks up at her in a sort of whim­sic­al des­per­a­tion. Well, Steph­en, what do you think of the place?
					

					
							Steph­en
							Oh, mag­ni­fi­cent. A per­fect tri­umph of or­gan­iz­a­tion. Frankly, my dear fath­er, I have been a fool: I had no idea of what it all meant—of the won­der­ful fore­thought, the power of or­gan­iz­a­tion, the ad­min­is­trat­ive ca­pa­city, the fin­an­cial geni­us, the co­lossal cap­it­al it rep­res­ents. I have been re­peat­ing to my­self as I came through your streets “Peace hath her vic­tor­ies no less renowned than War.” I have only one mis­giv­ing about it all.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Out with it.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Well, I can­not help think­ing that all this pro­vi­sion for every want of your work­men may sap their in­de­pend­ence and weak­en their sense of re­spons­ib­il­ity. And greatly as we en­joyed our tea at that splen­did res­taur­ant—how they gave us all that lux­ury and cake and jam and cream for three­pence I really can­not ima­gine!—still you must re­mem­ber that res­taur­ants break up home life. Look at the con­tin­ent, for in­stance! Are you sure so much pam­per­ing is really good for the men’s char­ac­ters?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Well you see, my dear boy, when you are or­gan­iz­ing civil­iz­a­tion you have to make up your mind wheth­er trouble and anxi­ety are good things or not. If you de­cide that they are, then, I take it, you simply don’t or­gan­ize civil­iz­a­tion; and there you are, with trouble and anxi­ety enough to make us all an­gels! But if you de­cide the oth­er way, you may as well go through with it. How­ever, Steph­en, our char­ac­ters are safe here. A suf­fi­cient dose of anxi­ety is al­ways provided by the fact that we may be blown to smithereens at any mo­ment.
					

					
							Sarah
							By the way, papa, where do you make the ex­plos­ives?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							In sep­ar­ate little sheds, like that one. When one of them blows up, it costs very little; and only the people quite close to it are killed.
					

					
							
							
							Steph­en, who is quite close to it, looks at it rather scaredly, and moves away quickly to the can­non. At the same mo­ment the door of the shed is thrown ab­ruptly open; and a fore­man in over­alls and list slip­pers comes out on the little land­ing and holds the door open for Lo­max, who ap­pears in the door­way.
						
					

					
							Lo­max
							With stud­ied cool­ness. My good fel­low: you needn’t get in­to a state of nerves. Noth­ing’s go­ing to hap­pen to you; and I sup­pose it wouldn’t be the end of the world if any­thing did. A little bit of Brit­ish pluck is what you want, old chap. He des­cends and strolls across to Sarah.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							To the fore­man. Any­thing wrong, Bilton?
					

					
							Bilton
							With iron­ic calm. Gen­tle­man walked in­to the high ex­plos­ives shed and lit a ci­gar­ette, sir: that’s all.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Ah, quite so. To Lo­max. Do you hap­pen to re­mem­ber what you did with the match?
					

					
							Lo­max
							Oh come! I’m not a fool. I took jolly good care to blow it out be­fore I chucked it away.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							The top of it was red hot in­side, sir.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Well, sup­pose it was! I didn’t chuck it in­to any of your messes.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Think no more of it, Mr. Lo­max. By the way, would you mind lend­ing me your matches?
					

					
							Lo­max
							Of­fer­ing his box. Cer­tainly.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Thanks. He pock­ets the matches.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Lec­tur­ing to the com­pany gen­er­ally. You know, these high ex­plos­ives don’t go off like gun­powder, ex­cept when they’re in a gun. When they’re spread loose, you can put a match to them without the least risk: they just burn quietly like a bit of pa­per. Warm­ing to the sci­entif­ic in­terest of the sub­ject. Did you know that Un­der­shaft? Have you ever tried?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Not on a large scale, Mr. Lo­max. Bilton will give you a sample of gun­cot­ton when you are leav­ing if you ask him. You can ex­per­i­ment with it at home. Bilton looks puzzled.
					

					
							Sarah
							Bilton will do noth­ing of the sort, papa. I sup­pose it’s your busi­ness to blow up the Rus­si­ans and Japs; but you might really stop short of blow­ing up poor Cholly. Bilton gives it up and re­tires in­to the shed.
					

					
							Lo­max
							My own­est, there is no danger. He sits be­side her on the shell.
					

					
							
							
							Lady Brito­mart ar­rives from the town with a bou­quet.
						
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Com­ing im­petu­ously between Un­der­shaft and the deck chair. An­drew: you shouldn’t have let me see this place.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Why, my dear?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Nev­er mind why: you shouldn’t have: that’s all. To think of all that In­dic­at­ing the town. be­ing yours! and that you have kept it to your­self all these years!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							It does not be­long to me. I be­long to it. It is the Un­der­shaft in­her­it­ance.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							It is not. Your ri­dicu­lous can­nons and that noisy banging foundry may be the Un­der­shaft in­her­it­ance; but all that plate and lin­en, all that fur­niture and those houses and orch­ards and gar­dens be­long to us. They be­long to me: they are not a man’s busi­ness. I won’t give them up. You must be out of your senses to throw them all away; and if you per­sist in such folly, I will call in a doc­tor.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Stoop­ing to smell the bou­quet. Where did you get the flowers, my dear?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Your men presen­ted them to me in your Wil­li­am Mor­ris Labor Church.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Spring­ing up. Oh! It needed only that. A Labor Church!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Yes, with Mor­ris’s words in mo­sa­ic let­ters ten feet high round the dome. No Man Is Good Enough To Be An­oth­er Man’s Mas­ter. The cyn­icism of it!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							It shocked the men at first, I am afraid. But now they take no more no­tice of it than of the ten com­mand­ments in church.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							An­drew: you are try­ing to put me off the sub­ject of the in­her­it­ance by pro­fane jokes. Well, you shan’t. I don’t ask it any longer for Steph­en: he has in­her­ited far too much of your per­versity to be fit for it. But Bar­bara has rights as well as Steph­en. Why should not Ad­ol­phus suc­ceed to the in­her­it­ance? I could man­age the town for him; and he can look after the can­nons, if they are really ne­ces­sary.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I should ask noth­ing bet­ter if Ad­ol­phus were a found­ling. He is ex­actly the sort of new blood that is wanted in Eng­lish busi­ness. But he’s not a found­ling; and there’s an end of it.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Dip­lo­mat­ic­ally. Not quite. They all turn and stare at him. He comes from the plat­form past the shed to Un­der­shaft. I think—Mind! I am not com­mit­ting my­self in any way as to my fu­ture course—but I think the found­ling dif­fi­culty can be got over.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							What do you mean?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Well, I have some­thing to say which is in the nature of a con­fes­sion.
					

					
							Sarah
							Con­fes­sion!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
					

					
							Bar­bara
					

					
							Steph­en
					

					
							Lo­max
							Oh I say!
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Yes, a con­fes­sion. Listen, all. Un­til I met Bar­bara I thought my­self in the main an hon­or­able, truth­ful man, be­cause I wanted the ap­prov­al of my con­science more than I wanted any­thing else. But the mo­ment I saw Bar­bara, I wanted her far more than the ap­prov­al of my con­science.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Ad­ol­phus!
					

					
							Cus­ins
							It is true. You ac­cused me your­self, Lady Brit, of join­ing the Army to wor­ship Bar­bara; and so I did. She bought my soul like a flower at a street corner; but she bought it for her­self.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							What! Not for Di­onysos or an­oth­er?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Di­onysos and all the oth­ers are in her­self. I ad­ored what was di­vine in her, and was there­fore a true wor­ship­per. But I was ro­mantic about her too. I thought she was a wo­man of the people, and that a mar­riage with a pro­fess­or of Greek would be far bey­ond the wild­est so­cial am­bi­tions of her rank.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Ad­ol­phus!!
					

					
							Lo­max
							Oh I say!!!
					

					
							Cus­ins
							When I learnt the hor­rible truth—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							What do you mean by the hor­rible truth, pray?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							That she was enorm­ously rich; that her grand­fath­er was an earl; that her fath­er was the Prince of Dark­ness—
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Chut!
					

					
							Cus­ins
							—and that I was only an ad­ven­turer try­ing to catch a rich wife, then I stooped to de­ceive about my birth.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Your birth! Now Ad­ol­phus, don’t dare to make up a wicked story for the sake of these wretched can­nons. Re­mem­ber: I have seen pho­to­graphs of your par­ents; and the Agent Gen­er­al for South West­ern Aus­tralia knows them per­son­ally and has as­sured me that they are most re­spect­able mar­ried people.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							So they are in Aus­tralia; but here they are out­casts. Their mar­riage is leg­al in Aus­tralia, but not in Eng­land. My moth­er is my fath­er’s de­ceased wife’s sis­ter; and in this is­land I am con­sequently a found­ling. Sen­sa­tion. Is the sub­ter­fuge good enough, Ma­chiavelli?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Thought­fully. Biddy: this may be a way out of the dif­fi­culty.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Stuff! A man can’t make can­nons any the bet­ter for be­ing his own cous­in in­stead of his prop­er self She sits down in the deck chair with a bounce that ex­presses her down­right con­tempt for their ca­su­istry.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							To Cus­ins. You are an edu­cated man. That is against the tra­di­tion.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Once in ten thou­sand times it hap­pens that the school­boy is a born mas­ter of what they try to teach him. Greek has not des­troyed my mind: it has nour­ished it. Be­sides, I did not learn it at an Eng­lish pub­lic school.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Hm! Well, I can­not af­ford to be too par­tic­u­lar: you have cornered the found­ling mar­ket. Let it pass. You are eli­gible, Eur­ip­ides: you are eli­gible.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Com­ing from the plat­form and in­ter­pos­ing between Cus­ins and Un­der­shaft. Dolly: yes­ter­day morn­ing, when Steph­en told us all about the tra­di­tion, you be­came very si­lent; and you have been strange and ex­cited ever since. Were you think­ing of your birth then?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							When the fin­ger of Des­tiny sud­denly points at a man in the middle of his break­fast, it makes him thought­ful. Bar­bara turns away sadly and stands near her moth­er, listen­ing per­turbedly.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Aha! You have had your eye on the busi­ness, my young friend, have you?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Take care! There is an abyss of mor­al hor­ror between me and your ac­cursed aer­i­al battle­ships.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Nev­er mind the abyss for the present. Let us settle the prac­tic­al de­tails and leave your fi­nal de­cision open. You know that you will have to change your name. Do you ob­ject to that?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Would any man named Ad­ol­phus—any man called Dolly!—ob­ject to be called some­thing else?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Good. Now, as to money! I pro­pose to treat you hand­somely from the be­gin­ning. You shall start at a thou­sand a year.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							With sud­den heat, his spec­tacles twink­ling with mis­chief. A thou­sand! You dare of­fer a miser­able thou­sand to the son-in-law of a mil­lion­aire! No, by Heav­ens, Ma­chiavelli! you shall not cheat me. You can­not do without me; and I can do without you. I must have two thou­sand five hun­dred a year for two years. At the end of that time, if I am a fail­ure, I go. But if I am a suc­cess, and stay on, you must give me the oth­er five thou­sand.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							What oth­er five thou­sand?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							To make the two years up to five thou­sand a year. The two thou­sand five hun­dred is only half pay in case I should turn out a fail­ure. The third year I must have ten per­cent on the profits.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Taken aback. Ten per­cent! Why, man, do you know what my profits are?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Enorm­ous, I hope: oth­er­wise I shall re­quire twenty-five per­cent.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							But, Mr. Cus­ins, this is a ser­i­ous mat­ter of busi­ness. You are not bring­ing any cap­it­al in­to the con­cern.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							What! no cap­it­al! Is my mas­tery of Greek no cap­it­al? Is my ac­cess to the subtlest thought, the lofti­est po­etry yet at­tained by hu­man­ity, no cap­it­al? my char­ac­ter! my in­tel­lect! my life! my ca­reer! what Bar­bara calls my soul! are these no cap­it­al? Say an­oth­er word; and I double my salary.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Be reas­on­able—
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Per­emp­tor­ily. Mr. Un­der­shaft: you have my terms. Take them or leave them.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Re­cov­er­ing him­self. Very well. I note your terms; and I of­fer you half.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Dis­gus­ted. Half!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Firmly. Half.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							You call your­self a gen­tle­man; and you of­fer me half!!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I do not call my­self a gen­tle­man; but I of­fer you half.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							This to your fu­ture part­ner! your suc­cessor! your son-in-law!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							You are selling your own soul, Dolly, not mine. Leave me out of the bar­gain, please.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Come! I will go a step fur­ther for Bar­bara’s sake. I will give you three-fifths; but that is my last word.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Done!
					

					
							Lo­max
							Done in the eye. Why, I only get eight hun­dred, you know.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							By the way, Mac, I am a clas­sic­al schol­ar, not an arith­met­ic­al one. Is three-fifths more than half or less?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							More, of course.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I would have taken two hun­dred and fifty. How you can suc­ceed in busi­ness when you are will­ing to pay all that money to a Uni­ver­sity don who is ob­vi­ously not worth a ju­ni­or clerk’s wages!—well! What will Laz­arus say?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Laz­arus is a gentle ro­mantic Jew who cares for noth­ing but string quar­tets and stalls at fash­ion­able theatres. He will get the cred­it of your ra­pa­city in money mat­ters, as he has hitherto had the cred­it of mine. You are a shark of the first or­der, Eur­ip­ides. So much the bet­ter for the firm!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Is the bar­gain closed, Dolly? Does your soul be­long to him now?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							No: the price is settled: that is all. The real tug of war is still to come. What about the mor­al ques­tion?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							There is no mor­al ques­tion in the mat­ter at all, Ad­ol­phus. You must simply sell can­nons and weapons to people whose cause is right and just, and re­fuse them to for­eign­ers and crim­in­als.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							De­term­inedly. No: none of that. You must keep the true faith of an Ar­morer, or you don’t come in here.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							What on earth is the true faith of an Ar­morer?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							To give arms to all men who of­fer an hon­est price for them, without re­spect of per­sons or prin­ciples: to ar­is­to­crat and re­pub­lic­an, to Ni­hil­ist and Tsar, to Cap­it­al­ist and So­cial­ist, to Prot­est­ant and Cath­ol­ic, to burg­lar and po­lice­man, to black man, white man and yel­low man, to all sorts and con­di­tions, all na­tion­al­it­ies, all faiths, all fol­lies, all causes and all crimes. The first Un­der­shaft wrote up in his shop If God Gave The Hand, Let Not Man With­hold The Sword. The second wrote up All Have The Right To Fight: None Have The Right To Judge. The third wrote up To Man The Weapon: To Heav­en The Vic­tory. The fourth had no lit­er­ary turn; so he did not write up any­thing; but he sold can­nons to Na­po­leon un­der the nose of George the Third. The fifth wrote up Peace Shall Not Pre­vail Save With A Sword In Her Hand. The sixth, my mas­ter, was the best of all. He wrote up Noth­ing Is Ever Done In This World Un­til Men Are Pre­pared To Kill One An­oth­er If It Is Not Done. After that, there was noth­ing left for the sev­enth to say. So he wrote up, simply, Un­ashamed.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							My good Ma­chiavelli, I shall cer­tainly write some­thing up on the wall; only, as I shall write it in Greek, you won’t be able to read it. But as to your Ar­morer’s faith, if I take my neck out of the noose of my own mor­al­ity I am not go­ing to put it in­to the noose of yours. I shall sell can­nons to whom I please and re­fuse them to whom I please. So there!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							From the mo­ment when you be­come An­drew Un­der­shaft, you will nev­er do as you please again. Don’t come here lust­ing for power, young man.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							If power were my aim I should not come here for it. You have no power.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							None of my own, cer­tainly.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I have more power than you, more will. You do not drive this place: it drives you. And what drives the place?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							En­ig­mat­ic­ally. A will of which I am a part.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Startled. Fath­er! Do you know what you are say­ing; or are you lay­ing a snare for my soul?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Don’t listen to his meta­phys­ics, Bar­bara. The place is driv­en by the most ras­cally part of so­ci­ety, the money hunters, the pleas­ure hunters, the mil­it­ary pro­mo­tion hunters; and he is their slave.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Not ne­ces­sar­ily. Re­mem­ber the Ar­morer’s Faith. I will take an or­der from a good man as cheer­fully as from a bad one. If you good people prefer preach­ing and shirk­ing to buy­ing my weapons and fight­ing the ras­cals, don’t blame me. I can make can­nons: I can­not make cour­age and con­vic­tion. Bah! You tire me, Eur­ip­ides, with your mor­al­ity mon­ger­ing. Ask Bar­bara: she un­der­stands. He sud­denly takes Bar­bara’s hands, and looks power­fully in­to her eyes. Tell him, my love, what power really means.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Hyp­not­ized. Be­fore I joined the Sal­va­tion Army, I was in my own power; and the con­sequence was that I nev­er knew what to do with my­self. When I joined it, I had not time enough for all the things I had to do.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Ap­prov­ingly. Just so. And why was that, do you sup­pose?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Yes­ter­day I should have said, be­cause I was in the power of God. She re­sumes her self-pos­ses­sion, with­draw­ing her hands from his with a power equal to his own. But you came and showed me that I was in the power of Bodger and Un­der­shaft. Today I feel—oh! how can I put it in­to words? Sarah: do you re­mem­ber the earth­quake at Cannes, when we were little chil­dren?—how little the sur­prise of the first shock mattered com­pared to the dread and hor­ror of wait­ing for the second? That is how I feel in this place today. I stood on the rock I thought etern­al; and without a word of warn­ing it reeled and crumbled un­der me. I was safe with an in­fin­ite wis­dom watch­ing me, an army march­ing to Sal­va­tion with me; and in a mo­ment, at a stroke of your pen in a cheque book, I stood alone; and the heav­ens were empty. That was the first shock of the earth­quake: I am wait­ing for the second.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Come, come, my daugh­ter! Don’t make too much of your little tin­pot tragedy. What do we do here when we spend years of work and thought and thou­sands of pounds of sol­id cash on a new gun or an aer­i­al battle­ship that turns out just a hairs­breadth wrong after all? Scrap it. Scrap it without wast­ing an­oth­er hour or an­oth­er pound on it. Well, you have made for your­self some­thing that you call a mor­al­ity or a re­li­gion or what­not. It doesn’t fit the facts. Well, scrap it. Scrap it and get one that does fit. That is what is wrong with the world at present. It scraps its ob­sol­ete steam en­gines and dy­namos; but it won’t scrap its old pre­ju­dices and its old mor­al­it­ies and its old re­li­gions and its old polit­ic­al con­sti­tu­tions. What’s the res­ult? In ma­chinery it does very well; but in mor­als and re­li­gion and polit­ics it is work­ing at a loss that brings it near­er bank­ruptcy every year. Don’t per­sist in that folly. If your old re­li­gion broke down yes­ter­day, get a new­er and a bet­ter one for to­mor­row.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Oh how gladly I would take a bet­ter one to my soul! But you of­fer me a worse one. Turn­ing on him with sud­den vehe­mence. Jus­ti­fy your­self: show me some light through the dark­ness of this dread­ful place, with its beau­ti­fully clean work­shops, and re­spect­able work­men, and mod­el homes.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Clean­li­ness and re­spect­ab­il­ity do not need jus­ti­fic­a­tion, Bar­bara: they jus­ti­fy them­selves. I see no dark­ness here, no dread­ful­ness. In your Sal­va­tion shel­ter I saw poverty, misery, cold and hun­ger. You gave them bread and treacle and dreams of heav­en. I give from thirty shil­lings a week to twelve thou­sand a year. They find their own dreams; but I look after the drain­age.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							And their souls?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I save their souls just as I saved yours.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Re­vol­ted. You saved my soul! What do you mean?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I fed you and clothed you and housed you. I took care that you should have money enough to live hand­somely—more than enough; so that you could be waste­ful, care­less, gen­er­ous. That saved your soul from the sev­en deadly sins.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Be­wildered. The sev­en deadly sins!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Yes, the deadly sev­en. Count­ing on his fin­gers. Food, cloth­ing, fir­ing, rent, taxes, re­spect­ab­il­ity and chil­dren. Noth­ing can lift those sev­en mill­stones from Man’s neck but money; and the spir­it can­not soar un­til the mill­stones are lif­ted. I lif­ted them from your spir­it. I en­abled Bar­bara to be­come Ma­jor Bar­bara; and I saved her from the crime of poverty.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Do you call poverty a crime?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							The worst of crimes. All the oth­er crimes are vir­tues be­side it: all the oth­er dis­hon­ors are chiv­alry it­self by com­par­is­on. Poverty blights whole cit­ies; spreads hor­rible pes­ti­lences; strikes dead the very souls of all who come with­in sight, sound or smell of it. What you call crime is noth­ing: a murder here and a theft there, a blow now and a curse then: what do they mat­ter? they are only the ac­ci­dents and ill­nesses of life: there are not fifty genu­ine pro­fes­sion­al crim­in­als in Lon­don. But there are mil­lions of poor people, ab­ject people, dirty people, ill fed, ill clothed people. They pois­on us mor­ally and phys­ic­ally: they kill the hap­pi­ness of so­ci­ety: they force us to do away with our own liber­ties and to or­gan­ize un­nat­ur­al cruel­ties for fear they should rise against us and drag us down in­to their abyss. Only fools fear crime: we all fear poverty. Pah! Turn­ing on Bar­bara. you talk of your half-saved ruf­fi­an in West Ham: you ac­cuse me of drag­ging his soul back to per­di­tion. Well, bring him to me here; and I will drag his soul back again to sal­va­tion for you. Not by words and dreams; but by thirty-eight shil­lings a week, a sound house in a hand­some street, and a per­man­ent job. In three weeks he will have a fancy waist­coat; in three months a tall hat and a chapel sit­ting; be­fore the end of the year he will shake hands with a duch­ess at a Prim­rose League meet­ing, and join the Con­ser­vat­ive Party.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							And will he be the bet­ter for that?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							You know he will. Don’t be a hy­po­crite, Bar­bara. He will be bet­ter fed, bet­ter housed, bet­ter clothed, bet­ter be­haved; and his chil­dren will be pounds heav­ier and big­ger. That will be bet­ter than an Amer­ic­an cloth mat­tress in a shel­ter, chop­ping fire­wood, eat­ing bread and treacle, and be­ing forced to kneel down from time to time to thank heav­en for it: knee drill, I think you call it. It is cheap work con­vert­ing starving men with a Bible in one hand and a slice of bread in the oth­er. I will un­der­take to con­vert West Ham to Muhammadan­ism on the same terms. Try your hand on my men: their souls are hungry be­cause their bod­ies are full.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							And leave the east end to starve?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							His en­er­get­ic tone drop­ping in­to one of bit­ter and brood­ing re­mem­brance. I was an east en­der. I mor­al­ized and starved un­til one day I swore that I would be a full-fed free man at all costs—that noth­ing should stop me ex­cept a bul­let, neither reas­on nor mor­als nor the lives of oth­er men. I said “Thou shalt starve ere I starve”; and with that word I be­came free and great. I was a dan­ger­ous man un­til I had my will: now I am a use­ful, be­ne­fi­cent, kindly per­son. That is the his­tory of most self-made mil­lion­aires, I fancy. When it is the his­tory of every Eng­lish­man we shall have an Eng­land worth liv­ing in.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Stop mak­ing speeches, An­drew. This is not the place for them.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Punc­tured. My dear: I have no oth­er means of con­vey­ing my ideas.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Your ideas are non­sense. You got oil be­cause you were selfish and un­scru­pu­lous.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Not at all. I had the strongest scruples about poverty and star­va­tion. Your mor­al­ists are quite un­scru­pu­lous about both: they make vir­tues of them. I had rather be a thief than a pau­per. I had rather be a mur­der­er than a slave. I don’t want to be either; but if you force the al­tern­at­ive on me, then, by Heav­en, I’ll choose the braver and more mor­al one. I hate poverty and slavery worse than any oth­er crimes what­so­ever. And let me tell you this. Poverty and slavery have stood up for cen­tur­ies to your ser­mons and lead­ing art­icles: they will not stand up to my ma­chine guns. Don’t preach at them: don’t reas­on with them. Kill them.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Killing. Is that your rem­edy for everything?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							It is the fi­nal test of con­vic­tion, the only lever strong enough to over­turn a so­cial sys­tem, the only way of say­ing Must. Let six hun­dred and sev­enty fools loose in the street; and three po­lice­men can scat­ter them. But huddle them to­geth­er in a cer­tain house in West­min­ster; and let them go through cer­tain ce­re­mon­ies and call them­selves cer­tain names un­til at last they get the cour­age to kill; and your six hun­dred and sev­enty fools be­come a gov­ern­ment. Your pi­ous mob fills up bal­lot pa­pers and ima­gines it is gov­ern­ing its mas­ters; but the bal­lot pa­per that really gov­erns is the pa­per that has a bul­let wrapped up in it.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							That is per­haps why, like most in­tel­li­gent people, I nev­er vote.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Vote! Bah! When you vote, you only change the names of the cab­in­et. When you shoot, you pull down gov­ern­ments, in­aug­ur­ate new epochs, ab­ol­ish old or­ders and set up new. Is that his­tor­ic­ally true, Mr. Learned Man, or is it not?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							It is his­tor­ic­ally true. I loathe hav­ing to ad­mit it. I re­pu­di­ate your sen­ti­ments. I ab­hor your nature. I defy you in every pos­sible way. Still, it is true. But it ought not to be true.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Ought, ought, ought, ought, ought! Are you go­ing to spend your life say­ing ought, like the rest of our mor­al­ists? Turn your oughts in­to shalls, man. Come and make ex­plos­ives with me. Whatever can blow men up can blow so­ci­ety up. The his­tory of the world is the his­tory of those who had cour­age enough to em­brace this truth. Have you the cour­age to em­brace it, Bar­bara?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Bar­bara, I pos­it­ively for­bid you to listen to your fath­er’s ab­om­in­able wicked­ness. And you, Ad­ol­phus, ought to know bet­ter than to go about say­ing that wrong things are true. What does it mat­ter wheth­er they are true if they are wrong?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							What does it mat­ter wheth­er they are wrong if they are true?
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Rising. Chil­dren: come home in­stantly. An­drew: I am ex­ceed­ingly sorry I al­lowed you to call on us. You are wick­eder than ever. Come at once.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Shak­ing her head. It’s no use run­ning away from wicked people, mamma.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							It is every use. It shows your dis­ap­prob­a­tion of them.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							It does not save them.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							I can see that you are go­ing to dis­obey me. Sarah: are you com­ing home or are you not?
					

					
							Sarah
							I daresay it’s very wicked of papa to make can­nons; but I don’t think I shall cut him on that ac­count.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Pour­ing oil on the troubled wa­ters. The fact is, you know, there is a cer­tain amount of tosh about this no­tion of wicked­ness. It doesn’t work. You must look at facts. Not that I would say a word in fa­vor of any­thing wrong; but then, you see, all sorts of chaps are al­ways do­ing all sorts of things; and we have to fit them in some­how, don’t you know. What I mean is that you can’t go cut­ting every­body; and that’s about what it comes to. Their rapt at­ten­tion to his elo­quence makes him nervous. Per­haps I don’t make my­self clear.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							You are lu­cid­ity it­self, Charles. Be­cause An­drew is suc­cess­ful and has plenty of money to give to Sarah, you will flat­ter him and en­cour­age him in his wicked­ness.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Un­ruffled. Well, where the car­cass is, there will the eagles be gathered, don’t you know. To Un­der­shaft. Eh? What?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Pre­cisely. By the way, may I call you Charles?
					

					
							Lo­max
							De­lighted. Cholly is the usu­al tick­et.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							To Lady Brito­mart. Biddy—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Vi­ol­ently. Don’t dare call me Biddy. Charles Lo­max: you are a fool. Ad­ol­phus Cus­ins: you are a Je­suit. Steph­en: you are a prig. Bar­bara: you are a lun­at­ic. An­drew: you are a vul­gar trades­man. Now you all know my opin­ion; and my con­science is clear, at all events She sits down again with a vehe­mence that al­most wrecks the chair.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							My dear, you are the in­carn­a­tion of mor­al­ity. She snorts. Your con­science is clear and your duty done when you have called every­body names. Come, Eur­ip­ides! it is get­ting late; and we all want to get home. Make up your mind.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Un­der­stand this, you old de­mon—
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Ad­ol­phus!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Let him alone, Biddy. Pro­ceed, Eur­ip­ides.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							You have me in a hor­rible di­lemma. I want Bar­bara.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Like all young men, you greatly ex­ag­ger­ate the dif­fer­ence between one young wo­man and an­oth­er.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Quite true, Dolly.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I also want to avoid be­ing a ras­cal.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							With bit­ing con­tempt. You lust for per­son­al right­eous­ness, for self-ap­prov­al, for what you call a good con­science, for what Bar­bara calls sal­va­tion, for what I call pat­ron­iz­ing people who are not so lucky as your­self.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I do not: all the poet in me re­coils from be­ing a good man. But there are things in me that I must reck­on with: pity—
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Pity! The scav­enger of misery.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Well, love.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I know. You love the needy and the out­cast: you love the op­pressed races, the negro, the In­di­an ryot, the Pole, the Ir­ish­man. Do you love the Ja­pan­ese? Do you love the Ger­mans? Do you love the Eng­lish?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							No. Every true Eng­lish­man de­tests the Eng­lish. We are the wick­ed­est na­tion on earth; and our suc­cess is a mor­al hor­ror.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							That is what comes of your gos­pel of love, is it?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							May I not love even my fath­er-in-law?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Who wants your love, man? By what right do you take the liberty of of­fer­ing it to me? I will have your due heed and re­spect, or I will kill you. But your love! Damn your im­per­tin­ence!
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Grin­ning. I may not be able to con­trol my af­fec­tions, Mac.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							You are fen­cing, Eur­ip­ides. You are weak­en­ing: your grip is slip­ping. Come! try your last weapon. Pity and love have broken in your hand: for­give­ness is still left.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							No: for­give­ness is a beg­gar’s refuge. I am with you there: we must pay our debts.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Well said. Come! you will suit me. Re­mem­ber the words of Pla­to.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Start­ing. Pla­to! You dare quote Pla­to to me!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Pla­to says, my friend, that so­ci­ety can­not be saved un­til either the Pro­fess­ors of Greek take to mak­ing gun­powder, or else the makers of gun­powder be­come Pro­fess­ors of Greek.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Oh, tempter, cun­ning tempter!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Come! choose, man, choose.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							But per­haps Bar­bara will not marry me if I make the wrong choice.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Per­haps not.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Des­per­ately per­plexed. You hear—
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Fath­er: do you love nobody?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							I love my best friend.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							And who is that, pray?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							My bravest en­emy. That is the man who keeps me up to the mark.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							You know, the creature is really a sort of poet in his way. Sup­pose he is a great man, after all!
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Sup­pose you stop talk­ing and make up your mind, my young friend.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							But you are driv­ing me against my nature. I hate war.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Hatred is the cow­ard’s re­venge for be­ing in­tim­id­ated. Dare you make war on war? Here are the means: my friend Mr. Lo­max is sit­ting on them.
					

					
							Lo­max
							Spring­ing up. Oh I say! You don’t mean that this thing is loaded, do you? My own­est: come off it.
					

					
							Sarah
							Sit­ting pla­cidly on the shell. If I am to be blown up, the more thor­oughly it is done the bet­ter. Don’t fuss, Cholly.
					

					
							Lo­max
							To Un­der­shaft, strongly re­mon­strant. Your own daugh­ter, you know.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							So I see. To Cus­ins. Well, my friend, may we ex­pect you here at six to­mor­row morn­ing?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Firmly. Not on any ac­count. I will see the whole es­tab­lish­ment blown up with its own dy­nam­ite be­fore I will get up at five. My hours are healthy, ra­tion­al hours: el­ev­en to five.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Come when you please: be­fore a week you will come at six and stay un­til I turn you out for the sake of your health. Call­ing. Bilton! He turns to Lady Brito­mart, who rises. My dear: let us leave these two young people to them­selves for a mo­ment. Bilton comes from the shed. I am go­ing to take you through the gun­cot­ton shed.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Bar­ring the way. You can’t take any­thing ex­plos­ive in here, Sir.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							What do you mean? Are you al­lud­ing to me?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Un­moved. No, ma’am. Mr. Un­der­shaft has the oth­er gen­tle­man’s matches in his pock­et.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Ab­ruptly. Oh! I beg your par­don. She goes in­to the shed.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							Quite right, Bilton, quite right: here you are. He gives Bilton the box of matches. Come, Steph­en. Come, Charles. Bring Sarah. He passes in­to the shed.
					

					
							
							
							Bilton opens the box and de­lib­er­ately drops the matches in­to the fire-buck­et.
						
					

					
							Lo­max
							Oh I say! Bilton stolidly hands him the empty box. In­fernal non­sense! Pure sci­entif­ic ig­nor­ance! He goes in.
					

					
							Sarah
							Am I all right, Bilton?
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							You’ll have to put on list slip­pers, miss: that’s all. We’ve got em in­side. She goes in.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Very ser­i­ously to Cus­ins. Dolly, old fel­low, think. Think be­fore you de­cide. Do you feel that you are a suf­fi­ciently prac­tic­al man? It is a huge un­der­tak­ing, an enorm­ous re­spons­ib­il­ity. All this mass of busi­ness will be Greek to you.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Oh, I think it will be much less dif­fi­cult than Greek.
					

					
							Steph­en
							Well, I just want to say this be­fore I leave you to yourselves. Don’t let any­thing I have said about right and wrong pre­ju­dice you against this great chance in life. I have sat­is­fied my­self that the busi­ness is one of the highest char­ac­ter and a cred­it to our coun­try. Emo­tion­ally. I am very proud of my fath­er. I—Un­able to pro­ceed, he presses Cus­ins’ hand and goes hast­ily in­to the shed, fol­lowed by Bilton.
					

					
							
							
							Bar­bara and Cus­ins, left alone to­geth­er, look at one an­oth­er si­lently.
						
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Bar­bara: I am go­ing to ac­cept this of­fer.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I thought you would.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							You un­der­stand, don’t you, that I had to de­cide without con­sult­ing you. If I had thrown the bur­den of the choice on you, you would soon­er or later have des­pised me for it.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Yes: I did not want you to sell your soul for me any more than for this in­her­it­ance.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							It is not the sale of my soul that troubles me: I have sold it too of­ten to care about that. I have sold it for a pro­fess­or­ship. I have sold it for an in­come. I have sold it to es­cape be­ing im­prisoned for re­fus­ing to pay taxes for hang­men’s ropes and un­just wars and things that I ab­hor. What is all hu­man con­duct but the daily and hourly sale of our souls for trifles? What I am now selling it for is neither money nor po­s­i­tion nor com­fort, but for real­ity and for power.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							You know that you will have no power, and that he has none.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I know. It is not for my­self alone. I want to make power for the world.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I want to make power for the world too; but it must be spir­itu­al power.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I think all power is spir­itu­al: these can­nons will not go off by them­selves. I have tried to make spir­itu­al power by teach­ing Greek. But the world can nev­er be really touched by a dead lan­guage and a dead civil­iz­a­tion. The people must have power; and the people can­not have Greek. Now the power that is made here can be wiel­ded by all men.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Power to burn wo­men’s houses down and kill their sons and tear their hus­bands to pieces.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							You can­not have power for good without hav­ing power for evil too. Even moth­er’s milk nour­ishes mur­der­ers as well as her­oes. This power which only tears men’s bod­ies to pieces has nev­er been so hor­ribly ab­used as the in­tel­lec­tu­al power, the ima­gin­at­ive power, the po­et­ic, re­li­gious power that can en­slave men’s souls. As a teach­er of Greek I gave the in­tel­lec­tu­al man weapons against the com­mon man. I now want to give the com­mon man weapons against the in­tel­lec­tu­al man. I love the com­mon people. I want to arm them against the law­yer, the doc­tor, the priest, the lit­er­ary man, the pro­fess­or, the artist, and the politi­cian, who, once in au­thor­ity, are the most dan­ger­ous, dis­astrous, and tyr­an­nic­al of all the fools, ras­cals, and im­post­ors. I want a demo­crat­ic power strong enough to force the in­tel­lec­tu­al ol­ig­archy to use its geni­us for the gen­er­al good or else per­ish.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Is there no high­er power than that? Point­ing to the shell.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Yes: but that power can des­troy the high­er powers just as a ti­ger can des­troy a man: there­fore man must mas­ter that power first. I ad­mit­ted this when the Turks and Greeks were last at war. My best pu­pil went out to fight for Hel­las. My part­ing gift to him was not a copy of Pla­to’s Re­pub­lic, but a re­volver and a hun­dred Un­der­shaft cart­ridges. The blood of every Turk he shot—if he shot any—is on my head as well as on Un­der­shaft’s. That act com­mit­ted me to this place forever. Your fath­er’s chal­lenge has beaten me. Dare I make war on war? I dare. I must. I will. And now, is it all over between us?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Touched by his evid­ent dread of her an­swer. Silly baby Dolly! How could it be?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Over­joyed. Then you—you—you—Oh for my drum! He flour­ishes ima­gin­ary drum­sticks.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Angered by his lev­ity. Take care, Dolly, take care. Oh, if only I could get away from you and from fath­er and from it all! if I could have the wings of a dove and fly away to heav­en!
					

					
							Cus­ins
							And leave me!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Yes, you, and all the oth­er naughty mis­chiev­ous chil­dren of men. But I can’t. I was happy in the Sal­va­tion Army for a mo­ment. I es­caped from the world in­to a para­dise of en­thu­si­asm and pray­er and soul sav­ing; but the mo­ment our money ran short, it all came back to Bodger: it was he who saved our people: he, and the Prince of Dark­ness, my papa. Un­der­shaft and Bodger: their hands stretch every­where: when we feed a starving fel­low creature, it is with their bread, be­cause there is no oth­er bread; when we tend the sick, it is in the hos­pit­als they en­dow; if we turn from the churches they build, we must kneel on the stones of the streets they pave. As long as that lasts, there is no get­ting away from them. Turn­ing our backs on Bodger and Un­der­shaft is turn­ing our backs on life.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I thought you were de­term­ined to turn your back on the wicked side of life.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							There is no wicked side: life is all one. And I nev­er wanted to shirk my share in whatever evil must be en­dured, wheth­er it be sin or suf­fer­ing. I wish I could cure you of middle-class ideas, Dolly.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Gasp­ing. Middle cl—! A snub! A so­cial snub to me! from the daugh­ter of a found­ling!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							That is why I have no class, Dolly: I come straight out of the heart of the whole people. If I were middle-class I should turn my back on my fath­er’s busi­ness; and we should both live in an artist­ic draw­ing-room, with you read­ing the re­views in one corner, and I in the oth­er at the pi­ano, play­ing Schu­mann: both very su­per­i­or per­sons, and neither of us a bit of use. Soon­er than that, I would sweep out the gun­cot­ton shed, or be one of Bodger’s bar­maids. Do you know what would have happened if you had re­fused papa’s of­fer?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							I won­der!
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I should have giv­en you up and mar­ried the man who ac­cep­ted it. After all, my dear old moth­er has more sense than any of you. I felt like her when I saw this place—felt that I must have it—that nev­er, nev­er, nev­er could I let it go; only she thought it was the houses and the kit­chen ranges and the lin­en and china, when it was really all the hu­man souls to be saved: not weak souls in starved bod­ies, cry­ing with grat­it­ude for a scrap of bread and treacle, but full­fed, quar­rel­some, snob­bish, up­pish creatures, all stand­ing on their little rights and dig­nit­ies, and think­ing that my fath­er ought to be greatly ob­liged to them for mak­ing so much money for him—and so he ought. That is where sal­va­tion is really wanted. My fath­er shall nev­er throw it in my teeth again that my con­verts were bribed with bread. She is trans­figured. I have got rid of the bribe of bread. I have got rid of the bribe of heav­en. Let God’s work be done for its own sake: the work he had to cre­ate us to do be­cause it can­not be done by liv­ing men and wo­men. When I die, let him be in my debt, not I in his; and let me for­give him as be­comes a wo­man of my rank.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							Then the way of life lies through the fact­ory of death?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Yes, through the rais­ing of hell to heav­en and of man to God, through the un­veil­ing of an etern­al light in the Val­ley of The Shad­ow. Seiz­ing him with both hands. Oh, did you think my cour­age would nev­er come back? did you be­lieve that I was a desert­er? that I, who have stood in the streets, and taken my people to my heart, and talked of the holi­est and greatest things with them, could ever turn back and chat­ter fool­ishly to fash­ion­able people about noth­ing in a draw­ing-room? Nev­er, nev­er, nev­er, nev­er: Ma­jor Bar­bara will die with the col­ors. Oh! and I have my dear little Dolly boy still; and he has found me my place and my work. Glory Hal­le­lu­jah! She kisses him.
					

					
							Cus­ins
							My dearest: con­sider my del­ic­ate health. I can­not stand as much hap­pi­ness as you can.
					

					
							Bar­bara
							Yes: it is not easy work be­ing in love with me, is it? But it’s good for you. She runs to the shed, and calls, child­like. Mamma! Mamma! Bilton comes out of the shed, fol­lowed by Un­der­shaft. I want Mamma.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							She is tak­ing off her list slip­pers, dear. He passes on to Cus­ins. Well? What does she say?
					

					
							Cus­ins
							She has gone right up in­to the skies.
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Com­ing from the shed and stop­ping on the steps, ob­struct­ing Sarah, who fol­lows with Lo­max. Bar­bara clutches like a baby at her moth­er’s skirt. Bar­bara: when will you learn to be in­de­pend­ent and to act and think for your­self? I know as well as pos­sible what that cry of “Mamma, Mamma,” means. Al­ways run­ning to me!
					

					
							Sarah
							Touch­ing Lady Brito­mart’s ribs with her fin­ger tips and im­it­at­ing a bi­cycle horn. Pip! pip!
					

					
							Lady Brito­mart
							Highly in­dig­nant. How dare you say Pip! pip! to me, Sarah? You are both very naughty chil­dren. What do you want, Bar­bara?
					

					
							Bar­bara
							I want a house in the vil­lage to live in with Dolly. Drag­ging at the skirt. Come and tell me which one to take.
					

					
							Un­der­shaft
							To Cus­ins. Six o’clock to­mor­row morn­ing, my young friend.
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