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PREFACE

A FEW years ago I was invited to break a courteous
lance with Mr G. K. Chesterton. The ensuing experi-
ence—the uncomfortable feeling that one was wasting
good blows on a display of fireworks—is instinctively
recalled by an invitation to discuss Mr G. B. Shaw.
One needs, however, little acquaintance with the
two to discover a large and important difference. In
Chesterton’s work it is difficult to dissociate the wit
~from the thought; in Shaw the pyrotechnic element
is but the advertisement of a very serious and original
view of life, which existed before the humour, and can
easily be formulated apart from it. The common
habit of linking .the names of the two humorists as
“birds of paradox’ is unsound. Paradox is truth
disguised as untruth ; and the disguise must be some-
thing subtler than exaggeration and more frivolous
than honest error. But most of what is regarded as
paradox in Shaw’s personal expressions is either a
strategical exaggeration of what he believes to be a
fact or a sincere conviction which is so unusual as to
seem insincere.

Shaw has a set of entirely original first principles,
and these send their branching arteries through the
whole mass of his publications and pronouncements.
You find him making some puzzling statement to an
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viil BERNARD SHAW

interviewer or in a letter to the Press, or vou hear
him amuse an audience with what are called Shavian
paradoxes, and you conclude that he is merely sustain-
ing the character ‘of Jester Laureate which the age
has thrust on him. In all probability he was as
serious as the Bishop of London. Many a jester of
ancient times had a sharp and penetrative wit, and
shook his bells only for the purpose of distracting
attention at the time from the deliberate, if not
malicious, aim of his shaft. Not otherwise would
his words ever have reached the ears of princgs. -So
Shaw retired from his first unsuccessful assault on the
ears of King Demos, to return with the cap and bells
and be installed with honour. . Take him seriously !
It is precisely a part of the Shavian entertainment,
which in the last ten years has added to the gaiety
of every civilised nation, that there are dull folk
who are seduced into taking him seriously. So even
learned critics say.

Does Shaw desire us to take him seriously ? It is
characteristic of the subtle and elusive policy of the man
that he is saying what he conceives to be the most
serious things in the world, and trusts that they will
eventually be recognised as such, but does not wish
the majority of people to take him seriously. Other-
wise they would not listen to him at all. Some day,
when the laughter is forgotten, when the burlesque
has dropped out of consciousness, he trusts that the
idea will return and irritate, if not convince. To have-
merely amused his generation he would regard as a




PREFACE ix

tragic and criminal prostitution of a great power. He
is 2 man of the most austere sentiments and lofty
ideals. No man was ever more anxious to cut deep
into the solid substance of life, instead of creating
ripples which the calm of to-morrow will obliterate.
Behind the laughter of the familiar blue-grey eyes is
a stern purpose. Even if you say that he has not
merely amused his generation with his wit, but has
by his high artistic power added to the dramatic
wealth of the world, he will reject your homage with
scorn. ®Art includes a moral purpose, he insists, or it
is as mean as pantomime. Art for art’s sake he
loathes, as he loathes childless marriage. If it be not
written of him that he made a deep mark on the mind,
the convictions, of his time, his life will have been,
from his point of view, a failure. He does not utter
paradoxes : he is a paradox—the most moral im-
moralist, the most unselfish preacher of egoism, the
gravest humorist, the most ascetic denouncer of the
ten commandments, that ever lived. He does not
smile at the people who take him seriously : he smiles
at the people who do not.

And he has to-day the right to smile. The plays
which most effectively convey his philosophy are
now performed in ten European countries besides
England; and throughout the United States. No other
English artist of our time has an international
audience approaching that of Bernard Shaw in size, to
say nothing of intellectual quality. He can use the?
journals and magazines of half the world as his mouth-
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L_{)ieces whenever he chooses. It may be largely,
hough certainly it is not wholly, because he is a jester.
There is a deliberately shaped message in every jest,
and it will rankle. He does not want a Shavian
school : his ambition is larger than that. He wants
to say what he pleases to the vast world outside all
schools, and, in his way, he has succeeded. How he
succeeded ; what the message is.that he delivers,
under the jingle of the bells, and how he came by it,
and what it is worth ; what he has done, and failed
to do; and how you may distinguish a momentary
paradox from a reasoned conviction, it is the business
of this little work to relate. It is not a panegyric or
a biography. It is a critical interpretation of the man
and his message.










BERNARD SHAW

CHAPTER 1
THE MAKING OF A REBEL

IN one of his prefaces Shaw has turned upon the critics
who, having themselves established that he is nothing
if not original, proceed to show, with an air of learning,
that they have found him borrowing an idea from
some other writer. ‘Their conception,” he says,
“ 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.” Minds feed
on their environment, just as bodies do. Lest,
however, he should flatter the intelligence of critics,
he denies the borrowing they impute to him and
refers them to writers of whom they had never heard.
This is not perversity, but a correct account of the
growth of his ideas. When we follow up the clues
he gives us, we find that he took the germs of his
ideas from the general intellectual atmosphere of his
youth, and that still earlier experiences had made him
particularly apt to nourish these germs. A bio-
graphical chapter is, therefore, an indispensable part
of the interpretation of those peculiarities of thought
and mood which have attracted so much attention,
and are, according to the temper of his audience,
a scandal or a gospel, a comedy or an enigma.

A 1
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Let it be granted at once that of the quintessential
qualities of the man, the powers which put a personal
stamp on the ideas he has adopted, there is no ex-
planation. They are part of that original outfit
which we sometimes flatter ourselves we have under-
stood when we call it a man’s hereditary endowment.
In Shaw’s case we admit the fallacy more easily because
his chief gifts are just those which a careless tradition
ascribes to his native land, and we are apt to dismiss
them cheerfully as “ racial endowment.”

He was born in Dublin on July 26th, 1856 ; and
one of the first illusions that a careful student must
abandon is the notion that this implies a birthright
of ““Celtic wit and brilliance.” American and con-
tinental writers may be pardoned for entertaining
the idea that Ireland—stricken, half-famished, de-
populated Ireland—bubbles with perennial wit and is
the richest source in the British Empire of ‘ brilliant ”’
writers. - Perhaps even the bulk of English people
can hardly be expected to sacrifice so pleasant an
ingredient of a summer holiday as the belief in Irish
humour. The Englishman goes to Ireland for
laughter, and is determined to find some excuse for
it. Car-drivers and waiters do their best to live up
to the advertisement of their country, and the tourist
returns with a collection of heavy pleasantries which
he would disdain if he heard them from a French
or German mouth. The note of melancholy which is
sounded by so many sincere Irish writers, from Thomas
Moore to George Moore and the new Celtic school,
is unintelligible to him. He persists in thinking that
the hungry and desolate land sparkles with Attic
wit, and that it is the most natural thing in the
world for an Irish writer to be brilliant.

Although Shaw has humorously encouraged the
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growth of legends about himself, he has more than
once assailed this illusion. He is not a Celt ; in fact,
there are no Celts; and, if there are any, they are
not witty and brilliant. “ When people talk about
the Celtic race,” says Doyle in “ John Bull’s Other
Island,” “1I feel as if I could burn down London.”
In the preface to the play Shaw observes that Ireland
was ‘‘ peopled just as England was, and its breed
was crossed by just the same invaders.” This is
an exaggeration, because England was nearer to the
source of contamination, but the pedigree which Shaw’s
biographer has gravely provided shows that, however
many Celts there may be in Ireland, the Shaws do
not belong to that category. In all the branches
which meet in the person of George Bernard Shaw
we have English or Scottish stocks which were trans-
planted to Ireland in the seventeenth century, and
have since carefully preserved their gentility and
Protestantism from the taint of marriage or brotherly
intercourse with the Celt. They were Orange aliens
in Catholic Ireland.

Nor does Shaw for a moment represent them as
a dull-witted English colony living amidst a sprightly
and witty people. In the play from which I have
quoted he gives a picture of ‘‘ the real Ireland ”: a
dreary picture, in which Irish wit turns out to be
a sluggish faculty that needs some violently humorous
situation to strike out of it the feeblest pleasantry.
Consistently with most other Irish writers, he insists
that the climate and the political and economic con-
ditions make the Irish mind dreamy and melancholy—
clear-headed too, he says, with decided originality,
but we may consider that paradox later. His own
middle-class Protestant world he describes as joyless
and depressing. One faint witticism of his father’s
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is all that he can recall for the encouragement of those
biographers who think a man’s wit is explained if
his father or mother had a glimmer of it.

As to ““Celtic brilliance,” one can only wonder
that serious literary men ever penned the phrase.
“ Swift and Sheridan . . . Oscar Wilde and G. B.
Shaw,” they exclaim. The blank between the names
is expressive. It reminds us of the extraordinary
barrenness of Irish letters during nearly a century
of exceptional stimulation. The novelist Lever alone
comes between Thomas Moore and George Moore.
Of eighty nineteenth-century writers in Gosse’s
“ Modern English Literature ” three only are Irish:
of more than two hundred in Professor Seccombe’s
list only a dozen are Irish, and scarcely half of these
have a fair sense of humour. It is only in recent
decades that Ireland has been well represented in
our literature, and one would hardly say that Yeats
and Synge, Dowden and Moore, Francis Thompson
and Lionel Johnson, sustain the legend of wit and
brilliance.

Shaw’s endowment of wit and intellect is personal.
Neither race nor pedigree throws any light on it.
The secrets of human inheritance are still veiled from
us. We can at the most discover features of his
parents, his home, and his career which successively
mould the native endowment and inspire the cluster
of ideas and passions in the service of which his wit
has been enlisted. :

His father, George Carr Shaw, came of a line of
Irish Protestant officials and small professional men,
often intermarrying with the daughters of Irish Pro-
testant clergymen : a line which begins in an Anglo-
Scottish adventurer who went from Hampshire in
the seventeenth century to join the colony of parasites
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on conquered Ireland. His successors became a crowd
of prolific ““ Irish gentlemen,” living on small estates,
official positions, or polite professions. George Carr
Shaw had a sinecure in the Government service, which
admirably suited his indolence and incompetence.
In character he was the antithesis of George Bernard ;
he contributed to the qualities of his son only by the
impressiveness of his bad example and failure. It
is enough that he was, the son says, “in theory
a vehement teetotaller, but in practice often a
furtive drinker ”’; and that, when he was pensioned
in 1850, and invested in a mill and corn business, he
failed.

Two years after he had taken up this business he
married Lucinda Elizabeth Gurley, who was nearly
twenty years younger than he. She was the daughter
of a Carlow gentleman, who married a second time.
Spirited, independent, and very young, she fled some-
what hastily from the stepmother to the failing
corn-merchant. In this ill-assorted home George
Bernard Shaw began his first observations of married
life. The father was amiable, weak, and conventional :
the mother was capable, self-reliant, audacious. Her
love of singing brought her into communication with
an able teacher of music, George John Vandeleur Lee,
a handsome man with fine Dundrearies.. He con-
ducted operas, and practised them with Mrs Shaw.
When the income from the corn-business became
thinner, Lee set up a joint houschold with the Shaws,
and the house throbbed with music. In his early
teens Shaw knew many operas by heart; and he
could distinguish between his mother’s bold inde-
pendence and his father’s irresolution.

The larger world—the clan, one might say—fur-
nished fresh material for a young philosophy of life.
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Shaws and Gurleys from Carlow and Kilkenny and
other places entered the domestic stage at times, and
gave an impression of the middle-class type. In
religion they were sternly and -contemptuously
superior to the.superstitions of their Catholic neigh-
bours ; the mother alone broke the tradition, as her
love of music often took her to Catholic churches.
In the exclusiveness of caste they were equally rigid ;
George Bernard must not play with the children of
tradespeople, and must appreciate that the Shaw
clan was irradiated by the splendour of a remote
baronet-cousin. In clothes, social ritual, and ideas
there was the same general obedience to the tradition
of gentility. It was a world of small snobs, redeemed
more or less by the independent young mother and
an heretical uncle. The young boy listened one day
to a domestic discussion of the raising of Lazarus:
The uncle disdainfully held that the miracle was
“a put-up job ” between Christ and his friend, and,
after reflection, the young nephew agreed. These
spurts of heresy were, however, infrequent, and only
served to make plainer the common features of the
typical Irish Protestant gentleman of small means.
It was not at all a world of Puritans, as Mr Chesterton
has suggested, or of ascetics. It was a world of
small snobs, with one or two pointed examples of
rebellion for the encouragement of the rebelliously-
inclined boy.

The parents ““ went their own way and let me go
mine,” says Shaw. They assumed, as a matter of
tradition, that he would take the impress of the
caste, become a respectable notary or official, and
provide half a dozen more little Shaws to maintain
the prestige and ideals of the family. Instead of this
he gradually nourished a loathing of the whole routine,
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and escaped into a world created by his imagination.
He fought great battles, made love to queens, and
gloried in tremendous adventures, as he wandered
about the dreagy Dublin suburb. *‘Such insight as

[£4

I have in criticism,” he said lopg afterwards, *is

~ due to the fact that I exhausted romanticism before
“I was ten years old.” A more imaginative or more

humane religion might have enlisted his fancy, but
the dreary church-going of his father’s class repelled
him. God seemed to him to be the narrow-minded
patron of the small gentry of Dublin, and heaven to
be a further stretch of drab gentility. He deserted
“ the house of Satan,” as he later called the bleak
chapel, at the age of ten, and did not enter a church
for twenty years. afterwards. His mother was the
finest figure in his world, and he imbibed her spirit
and her love of music.

School-years arrived, with further rebellious material
for his philosophy of life. . He learned little, left his
tasks to other boys when he could, and was content
to live near the’ bottom of his class. “ It was the
most completely wasted and mischievous part of my
life,”” he says. It was probably even more mischievous
than he knew, when he wrote this, as a recollection
of it in later years would encourage his anarchist
ideas. You shudder, or smile, when he says: “ The
vilest abortionist is he who attempts to mould a child’s
character.” He might invite you to reflect what had
become of his school-fellows, whose characters were
moulded, and what had become of him, whose character
was allowed to grow in freedom. Here and there
a fellow-pupil or a master appealed to him. With
one youth, McNulty, who afterwards wrote novels,
he kept up a voluminous correspondence for years.
A scientifically-minded master, Chichester Bell,
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interested him in science, and he read Tyndall’s early
works and (later) studied Armand Trousseau’s
* Lectures in Clinical Medicine ” : a ponderous thing
in five volumes, which must have sunk like a large
slab of lead in his artistic mind. But Bell also spoke
to him of Wagner, and he bought ““ Lohengrin *’ and
advanced in musical education.

Of education in the academic sense, therefore, he
had little. His school-career closed at fifteen, leaving
him with an ill-digested medley of elementary know-
ledge, a disdain of schools, and an impatience of
discipline. But the very failure of his masters to
enforce the usual training left his mental vitality free
to advance in congenial directions. Art was the
field which persistently attracted him: not literary
art, but music and painting. He wrote a short story, -
but he had no literary ambition. For some years now
Lee had shared their home, and the boy’s mind was
steeped in music. He also spent much time in the
Irish National Gallery. Bohn was 4t that time issuing
Vasari’s ““ Lives of the Most Excellent Painters ”’
in his popular library, and the boy bought the five
volumes and taught himself high standards of judg-
ment of colour and form, with the usual independence
of the isolated scholar.

The father regarded his -artistic interest as an
innocent means of employing his leisure, and when
George Bernard had reached the end of school-days
he placed him in a “very genteel office,” where he
was to learn land-agency and earn seven shillings a
week. It is curious that he became an excellent and
industrious clerk, though his employer found it
necessary to forbid him to spread heresy among the
staff, and was at times puzzled to find the artistic
nature turning the sober office into an amateur opera-
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house. During the second year of his clerical work,
however, Lee went to London and the Shaw household
was broken up. George Carr Shaw was now in too
poor a position to maintain a house, and there were
days of trouble, which ended in Elizabeth Shaw going
to London, where she still lives. A medical man,
a Spiritist, showed me one day a remarkable and

. particularly pointless drawing which a lady had

produced ‘‘under spirit control ”: one of the usual
examples of elaborate nonsense which, it is said, only
a higher than human intelligence could produce.
The ‘“ automatic ”’ artist was Mrs Elizabeth Lucinda
Shaw ; but she proved a most capable and successful
teacher of singing, and her resolute example counted
for much in the education of her son.

The father and son took lodgings in Dublin, and
the next few years were intolerably dull. The
depressing routine of the office and the cheerless home
chafed and irritated Shaw just at the time when he
was forming his first ideas—especially his first idea
of himself. He learned to despise the conventional
rules, the petty hypocrisies, the fierce unreasoned
convictions, the insensibility to the deeper realities
of life, the small *amusements, the narrow creed, of
the middle-class in which he found himself. ‘ Plus
ca change, plus c’est la méme chose,” he must have
said to himself, as his horizon widened. He faced
the awful alternatives of either playing the rebel in
this implacable caste or losing his soul by identifying
himself with it. Fancy George Bernard Shaw as a
land-agent in Sackville Street! He concentrated on
music and learned the piano; though, with his
growing impatience of external discipline or rule, he
did not labour through the customary exercises.

Echoes of a challenging, free-spoken world across
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the sea came to encourage him. In 1874 Tyndall
startled Ireland, as well as England, by his famous
defiance of theology at Belfast, and Shaw was already
interested in Tyndall's work. In the next year
Moody and Sankey came to Dublin, and the Shaws
went with their class to support the missionaries.
Shaw has said that he was so disgusted with the pro-
ceedings that he wrote a letter to Public Opinion,
announcing the tremendous fact that, if this was
religion, se was an atheist. He magnifies this first
crime against respectability. The letter (reprinted
in Public Opinion, November 8th, 1g9o7) makes no
attack on theology and contains no profession of
atheism. It merely resents the innocent trickery by
which crowds were secured, accuses the missionaries
of appealing to the wrong class of sinners, and makes
light of the effect of conversion. As it was not signed,
moreover, it cannot have created so wide a disturbance
among his friends as he says. However, it was a
sign of his growing insurgence against the pettiness
and dreariness of his life, and in the following year,
1876, he crossed to England.

The early experience had encouraged his self-
reliance, cynicism, contempt of traditions, and passion
for sincerity, without giving him even such constructive
ideas as a youth might be capable of. He was now
to learn and embrace positive standards, but in
conditions which peculiarly encouraged originality,
disdain, self-centration, and asceticism. He ap-
proached London with a high opinion of himself and
a hope that the new metropolis was intelligent enough
to endorse it. Instead of this, he was to spend ten
years in obscure, laborious, and utterly slighted work :
a gifted artist, fully conscious of his gifts, living
in a mean Jodging on sixpence a day—he once



THE MAKING OF A REBEL 11

told me—and having to beg the sixpence from his
mother.

For nine years Shaw lived in a cheap room in grimy
Osnaburgh Street (no. 36), forging his literary weapon
with the most singular patience and the grimmest
determination that may be found in the lives of artists.
In the nine years he earned by his pen the sum of
six pounds, of which five were given him for writing
the advertisement of a patent-medicine. Yet the
pen laboured on, day after day, and the stream of
manuscript flowed out and in again with a steadiness
that promised to be eternal. The black frock coat
turned green, the fray of the cuffs had to be clipped
with scissors periodically, the silk hat became so shabby
and limp that the back had to serve as the front,
the trousers were cheap and baggy. Still he bent over
his table in the mean street and poured copy onreluctant
editors. One or two small periodicals admitted him,
and he boasts that he ruined them. There was
something wrong either with him or the public, and he
had little doubt where the wrong lay. In later years
an optician told him that he had ‘ normal vision,”
which very few people have. ‘ Better see rightly
on a pound a week than squint on a million,” he says.

In 1879 a friend induced him to turn from art for a
few weeks. The Edison Telephone Company were
trying to establish a new invention, and Shaw some-
times took the place of the regular lecturer on its
merits. The American artisans he met in the base-
ment in Queen Victoria Street reappear in the Conolly
and Straker of his later work, but his engagement
was short. He returned to letters and Osnaburgh
Street. His father needed his help, and a self-support-
ing mother could hardly be expected to nourish a
strapping son of twenty-three, but Shaw returned to
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a way of life in which ke would need their aid and
‘“ without a blush embraced the monstrosity.” The
good young man of normal tradition would have
carried parcels or blacked boots. ‘I did not throw
myself into the struggle for life,” Shaw says; “I
threw my mother into it. I was not a staff to my
father’s old age: I hung on to his coat tails.” The
biographer can do no more than murmur in trite
language : All's well that ends well. He began to
write novels, and soon learned that even fiction-readers
were discriminating. His first story was, “ with
merciless fitness,” entitled ‘‘ Immaturity.” It still
exists, in its worn brown-paper covering, partly
devoured by mice, ‘ but even they have been unable
to finish it.”” Somewhere its author says that it is
““hardly a work I should be well advised in letting
loose whilst my livelihood depends on my credit as a
literary workman.” Even the success in the United
States of its four successors has not tempted him to
part with it.

The four succeeding novels which he wrote in 1880
to 1883 will be examined presently. Meantime, while
he was perfecting his craft by a severe restriction to
writing only five pages a day and living on the maternal
sixpences, he came into contact with thoughtful
Londoners and gathered the material of his philosophy
of life. He preserved his passport of gentility—his
dress-suit—and while his appearance during the day
sank from level to level of disreputability, he could
cut a handsome figure at night. During the day he
spent solitary hours in the National Gallery or the
British Museum. Why trouble about money when
he was part owner of such treasures of literature and
art? In the evening he had pleasant invitations,
for amateur singers liked his accompaniment; so
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he says, and it is doubtless true, but one imagines
that he could also talk. Something of his experience
is, no doubt, reproduced in the opening of his second
novel, “ The Irrational Knot,”” where a workman
with musical talent is asked to join middle-class folk
in giving a philanthropic concert. His biographer,
Dr Henderson, says that Shaw has put into the
philanderer Charteris a little of the mental attitude
induced in himself by early experience of women.
It suggests that the tall, sandy-haired Shaw of his
twenties, with fine ironic blue eyes and a caustic
tongue, had personal reason to frame his philosophy
of woman as the pursuer of man. He was, however,
ascetic by temperament, and his circumstances were
starving the little healthy sensuality he had brought
from Ireland. He was being forced into that peculiar
combination of morality in practice and immorality
in principle which distinguishes him.

This intercourse with middle-class London did more
than furnish the material of the fierce generalisations
and dramatic characters of his later work. It intro-
duced him into the living intellectualism of that
stirring age. It was the height of the period of J. S.
Mill, Herbert Spencer, Huxley, Clifford, George Eliot :
a time when new ideas about religion, economics,
morals, politics, and everything that the early Vic-
torian age had definitely settled, were spreading like a
fever through adolescent London. Littlecircles gathered
in sitting-rooms and small halls, and defiant debates
were held. The Agnosticism of Huxley and Spencer
and Darwin was applauded, and the ethical culture
which the new spiritual directors of England would
substitute for the Christian ethic was boldly derided,
to their extreme concern. There was more republican-
ism and more anti-moralism in London in the early
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eighties than there is to-day. Prominent and popular
writers or speakers lived, comfortably or ascetically,
with women to whom they were not married.

One of the most rebellious of these centres of sedition
was the Zetetical Society, which met in Long Acre.
I had occasion, in writing the life of Holyoake, to run
over some of its announcements and realise its terrible
ambitions. All the panaceas of the eighties, which
had succeeded the panaceas of the forties, were dis-
cussed in it : agnosticism, radicalism, the emancipation
of woman, evolution, the destruction of morality, and
so on. Themen and women who met there were gener-
ally followers of J. S. Mill : the saint of rationalism,
the idol of women, the hope of the radicals, and the
discreet encourager of rebellion against sex-morality.
In' 1879 a friend took Shaw to a meeting of this society,
and he found it congenial. There was a Captain
Wilson who denounced morals as a device of Christian-
ity for the enslavement of people, and a learned Scot
named Stuart Glennie who held that the Christian
ethic was a narcotic which the white races adminis-
tered to the coloured. The members were generally
opponents of Christianity, which was riddled with
Darwinian arrows and lacerated with Nietzschean
scorn (though Nietzsche was then unknown) in the
debates. Social and economic questions also were
discussed, but on the sober lines of Mill’s political
economy.

This atmosphere thoroughly agreed with Shaw,
and he joined the society at once and assisted in
the battering of Christian doctrines and morals. His
associates were well-read men and women, and he was
stimulated to read. Sidney Webb was a member of
the group, and it was at this period that Shaw entered
into a life-long association with the economist. Shaw
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began to articulate his own “ atheism ”’ and other
heresies, but found that public speaking was not with
him a natural art. With characteristic resolution
he learned to speak easily and forcibly, and struggled
with his nervousness at meeting after meeting until
it disappeared.

The peep into subterranean ILondon encouraged
him, and he began to attend all sorts of meetings.
He still cultivated music and enjoyed paintings,
and he plodded grimly by day through his scheme of
novels. At night he wandered in search of open doors,
wherever some heresy was preached, and one evening,
toward the close of 1882, when he was writing ‘‘ Cashel
Byron’s Profession,” he was drawn to the Memorial
Hall in Farringdon Street. Henry George was visiting
Europe, and he had been excellently advertised by
the authorities ; they had arrested him in Ireland a
few months before. That evening was critical in
Shaw’s career. No doubt, he was bound to turn
sooner or later from the intellectual issues of the
Zetetical Society to the vast problem of poverty, but
it was Henry George who gave him the first fiery
interest in it. The eloquence and clear dogmatism
of the enthusiast carried him away. He bought
George’s book and became convinced that the remedy
of the gravest evil in the world was exquisitely simple
—Henry George’s single tax—and London must be
made to see it. All that festering mass of squalor
which then (and partly now) surrounded the debating
room in Long Acre could be abolished by an Act of
Parliament.

He joined the Land Reform Union, and met new
friends : educated middle-class men, like himself,
with a high-principled hostility to the unequal dis-
tribution of wealth and the trappings which wealthy
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people wore. An Eton master, J. L. Joynes, had been
arrested with Henry George, and had been forced
to leave Eton. Another master, Henry Salt, the
well-known humanitarian and writer on Shelley,
voluntarily retired and practised the simple life in
a Surrey cottage. Edward Carpenter was of the
group of sandal-wearers and water-drinkers. H. H.
Champion, now a genial guide of literary taste at the
Antipodes, had thrown up a commission in the army
to enlist in the war against poverty. Sidney Olivier
(now Sir Sidney, recently Governor of Jamaica—then
a civil servant), Stewart Headlam (a prominent
representative of the new High-Broad-Church Socialist
clergy), and others, were more or less connected.
Shaw, who had a slender knowledge of economics and
a large acquaintance with poverty, turned from
Darwinism and his other intellectual issues to the new
" panacea, and became an ardent propagandist.

In tracing the growth of his ideas one must attach
great importance to these new associations. The
single tax would be represented, in his own peculiar
language, as a mere trick of the Life-Force to lead
him to higher things. The asceticism and humanita-
rianism of the new group would make a deeper im-
pression. The simple abstemious habits which ‘his
poverty imposed on him seem to have been made
easy by a personal disposition to asceticism, but they
now became a philosophy. Plain living and high
thinking was, literally, the ideal of the group. They
introduced Shaw to Thoreau, Walt Whitman, and
Shelley ; he attended a meeting of the Shelley Society,
and the infant society was almost shattered when a
dour, badly-dressed figure, with straggling sandy
beard and other features of the typical ““ wild Irish-
man,” got up and said that he was, ““ like Shelley,”



THE MAKING OF A REBEL 17

-.an atheist, a Socialist,. and a vegetarian. It was at
this period “he adopted vegetarianism, the ravages
of which his robust constitution has admirably resisted
for thirty years.

Some of the most singular features of his creed
were fixed at this time. The Neo-Pagan of the nine-
teenth century generally became, like the ancient
Pagan, either a Stoic or an Epicurean. As the most
prominent character of the Stoic is a profound and
almost unreasoning reverence for natural moral law,
Shaw certainly cannot be described as a Stoic. On
the other hand, it was easy to persuade himself, in
his circumstances and with his simple tastes, that to
set up happiness or pleasure as the supreme aim was
hoggish, and this was supposed to be the essence of
Epicureanism. In point of fact, these simple-life
colonies are the nearest approach in modern times
to the intellectual conversations, over simple cakes
and water, which Epicurus loved to arrange in his
garden on the outskirts of Athens. The Roman
luxury and banquets which St Augustine taught
Europe to regard as ‘‘ Epicurean” are the widest
possible departure from the ideal of the great Greek.
However, though there was more boisterous fun
among the simple-lifers than there had ever been in
the Epicurean garden, they persuaded themselves
that happiness was a by-product of a healthy life;
such men as Shaw and Carpenter united what most
people would call the utmost license in opinions to
the utmost severity in practice, and a free-spoken
scorn of moral law to an ardent passion for justice
and other moral qualities. At alater date Shaw would
find a philosophy which would, in his opinion, bring
consistency into these attitudes. First he had to break
entirely with the rationalism of the Zetetical Society.

B
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From the later work of Henry Salt and Edward
Carpenter we may conclude that the new message of
science was already regarded with some suspicion as
encouraging cruelty. It talked of a bloody struggle
for life as a fundamental law of planetary existence,
defended vivisection and vaccination, and so on.
But it was the further development of his Socialist
feeling which completed Shaw’s aversion from science
and put him in the peculiar and isolated position
which he still occupies: the position of one who is
opposed with equal vehemence to Christianity and
to Rationalism.

Socialism was at that time entering upon a new
phase in England. The earlier system of Robert
Owen, which had been called Socialism, had fallen
into disfavour, and Owen had died in complete
obscurity. The work of reform had been divided
among a number of special movements (Co-operation,
Trade Unionism, Arbitration, Education, etc.), and
revolutionary feeling was in abeyance, especially after
what were called the horrors of French Communism
in 1871. Now the eloquence of Ferdinand Lassalle
and the learning of Karl Marx were imposing a new
Socialism on Europe, and a number of impatient
middle-class Londoners were translating it into
English. A new panacea was discovered, and (as in
every previous case) this time it was the real panacea.
Marx’s theory of surplus value had given the first
scientific diagnosis of social disease, it was said, and
his cry of a “ class war”’ was loudly repeated over
Europe—very largely by men who (like Marx and
Lassalle) themselves belonged to the middle class.

In England these elements were chiefly gathered
in the Social Democratic Federation, in which middle-
class men like H. M. Hyndman and Belfort Bax and
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H. H. Champion and W. Morris joined with John
Burns and other rebellious working men. They
smiled at the enthusiasm of the followers of Henry
George, and the train of zeal or indignation which his
lectures left in England swept large numbers into
their Federation, where a more drastic remedy was
urged in more lurid language. The conversion of
Shaw is typical of what was happening. He went
to a meeting of the Social Democrats, and, at question
time, rose to ask why they were wasting time instead
of pressing the plain remedy prescribed by George.
He was greeted with a laugh and told to read Karl
Marx. Thorough in everything, he had bought and
studied George’s book, ‘‘ Progress and Poverty,” at
the close of the lecture in the Memorial Hall; he
now went to the Museum and studied Karl Marx.
" “Das Kapital ”’ is one of the most impressive books
that can be put into the hands of a thoughtful young
man with plenty of rebellious feeling and not too much
knowledge of economics. Its apparently rigorous
logic seems to provide a most solid foundation for the
class-war which it recommends. Shaw read and was
convinced. ‘ From that hour,” he says, “ I became
a man with some business in the world.” Huxley’s
Gadarene swine, and Bradlaugh’s atheism, and Mill’s
emancipation of woman, and all the issues he had
debated in the Zetetical Society, seemed pale and
bloodless. The charm of the Socialist ideal is in
the simplicity of the formula and the complexity and
comprehensiveness of the supposed result. It was
fascinating to think that one bold revolution would
transform the face of the world for ever.

In later years Shaw said that what chiefly won and
inflamed him in-Marx’s book was the attack on the
middle class. He came in a few years to regard both
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the theory of surplus value and the cry for a class-war
as fallacious, but the general attack on the middle
class fell in with and encouraged his own mood. He
did not in the least share the illusion of virtuous
Lazarus and wicked Dives. He had already (in 1880)
written ¢ The Irrational Knot,” in which the artisan
Conolly says to the middle-class man :—

‘“ Although a workman, I don’t look on every gentle-
man as a bloodsucker who seizes on the fruits of
my labour only to pursue a career of vice. I will even
admit that there are gentlemen who deserve to be
respected more than the workmen who have neglected
all their opportunities—slender as they are—of
cultivating themselves a little. You, on the other
hand, know that an honest man is the noblest work
of God; that nature’s gentlemen are the only real
gentlemen ; that kind hearts are more than coronets
and simple faith than Norman blood, and so forth.
But when your approval of these benevolent clap-
traps is brought to such a practical test as the marriage
of your sister to a workman, you see clearly enough
that they do not establish the suitability of personal
intercourse between members of different classes.”

Workmen, of course, do not talk like that, but
Shaw did, long before he heard of Socialism. He had
closely observed, and lightly disdained, the American
workers in the employment of the Edison Telephone
Company ; and he had seen and disdained the ways
of the middle class from his earliest years. In
London he had found the same prejudices and stupi-
dities as in Dublin : social pretence, religious bigotry,
moral insincerity, political inanity. He was in the
mood of Samuel Butler, his chief inspirer, whose
“Erewhon” had been published ten years before.
Karl Marx crowned the iniquity of the wealthy and




THE MAKING OF A REBEL 21

the middle class for him by apparently showing
that they maintained all this wasteful folly by the
economic trick of filching the surplus value of the
- products of labour.

I deal fully in later chapters with the development
of his Socialism and his philosophy and art, and
would merely trace here, in general terms, the relation
of his growth to his circumstances. It is a point on
which he has never been consistent. He insists in
1903 (“ Man and Superman ’’) that “ the bubble of
heredity has been pricked,” meaning that the theory
of Weismann has triumphed, and environment has
nothing like the importance which the earlier theory
assigned to it; and in 1904 (‘“ John Bull's Other
Island ”’) he insists that the Irish character is wholly
a matter of environment. His inconsistencies, and
the foolish claim of some of his admirers that we
cannot expect a witty man to be consistent, may
be considered later. The fact is that his own
philosophy steadily grows with the changes of his
external circumstances.

The new Socialism brought new friends—Graham
Wallas, William Archer, Hubert Bland, William
Morris, etc.—and new activity, as will be told presently.
He flung himself ardently into the propaganda of
Socialism, and was as fierce and optimistic as the
rawest recruit to any extreme body. Indirectly, as
well as by persuading him that his earlier interests
were trivial in comparison with this sacred campaign,
this. new and absorbing fervour pressed him further
in the direction of his peculiar philosophy of life.
His earlier friends, and Freethinkers like Bradlaugh
and Foote, were opposed to Socialism on Darwinian
as well as economic grounds. The free struggle of
individuals and survival of the fittest was said to be
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the supreme law of the development of living things.
So much the worse for Darwinism, Shaw concluded.
This cruel and wasteful struggle could #of be an
essential law of life. He looked to rival theorists, who
were not Christians, and found a learned and congenial
guide in Samuel Butler, whose wit, sarcasm, and
disdain of conventional rules and practices very
strongly recommended him. Butler was just then
conducting the last campaign of any ability against
Darwinism, and Shaw certainly read and reviewed
his “ Luck or Cunning "’ in 1887. He took the side
of Butler, contemptuously called the Darwinians
‘““ materialists,” and adopted the position of a bitterly
anti-rationalist atheist, with as profound a disdain
of science as an uneducated Wesleyan minister. I
will state the grounds of his position more fully at a
later stage, and wish here only to indicate the historical
development. If any man ever did “ parthenogeneti-
cally bring forth a complete original cosmogony,”’ it
was not Mr Shaw.

In 1885 he made the acquaintance of William Archer,
who persuaded him to turn from his futile novel-
writing to journalism. In the next phase of his life
he was to be devoted to art-criticism, leading by
accident to dramatic production, and the propagation
of Socialism. Meantime, some of the five novels he
had written between 1879 and 1883 were published,
and one examines them with interest for traces—such
traces as may be discoverable in a work of fiction—
of a reflection of his mental development. Champion
and other Socialists bought the periodical called
To-day and used it for propagating advanced ideas.
Shaw says that the editors of the many little periodicals
which struggled against bankruptcy at that idealist
period were in the habit of printing their friends’
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efforts at fiction and poetry, in order to ease the
treasury, and so he came to find a publisher at last,
though not payment. He gave Champion the last
and, presumably, best of his five manuscripts, and
‘“ The Unsocial Socialist ” went out to bewilder their
small public, in 1884. *‘ Cashel Byron’s Profession ™’
followed in 1885, and Mrs Besant published ‘‘ The
Irrational Knot ”’ and “ Love among the Artists ” in
Our Corner. 1t will, however, be better to notice the
works in the order of their origin.

In introducing the novels to a wider public, years
afterwards, Shaw complained that he had “ lost the
impudence of the apprentice without gaining the skill
of the master.”” He calls them ‘‘ very green things,
very carefully written.”” Most critics agree with
him, though some believe that he would have become
famous as a novelist. It is not improbable that,
although dramatic talent is clearer from the start
than a gift for writing novels, he would have won a
large circle of admirers as a novelist when his con-
ception of work was fully developed. Fifteen years
ago he recommended to me as the first rule of writing :
““ Take the utmost care that what you have to say
is correct, and then dash it down as frivolously as you
can.” His earlier novels were certainly not written
on this recipe. What he had to say was largely in-
correct, and the way in which he said it was too
laboured. If you confine yourself to writing five
folios a day, you can hardly be frivolous. Great
artists like Zola and Phillpotts have imposed this
severe restraint on themselves, but Shaw was too
inexperienced to conceal the labour.

He improves from year to year in this respect,
though even the fifth novel is, as such, very defective,
But a graver defect is the reflection of his lonely,
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brooding life and narrow experience. His power and
use of observation are obviously great, but his range
is limited. In the third novel, as he remarks, he
assigns his wealthy heroine a park of thirty acres,
imagining that this means an estate about the size
of the Isle of Wight. In describing such a world he
was “ like a peasant in a drawing-room.” He knows
little more about the workers (who are hardly noticed),
and his picture of the middle class is enlarged by a
liberal use of a brooding and malicious imagination.
He admits that he knew little of English life, though
the works were ““ not wholly a compound of intuition
and ignorance.” His characters, especially women,
are often bloodless, theoretical constructions; often
(as in his later work) very exceptional persons pressed
on us as types. Yet the works contain an ample pro-
mise of the wit, shrewd observation, caustic reflection,
and humorous exaggeration, and some of the paradox
and epigram, that distinguish his later work.

His first novel, *“ Immaturity,” has never seen the
light, as I said. The second, written in 1880, was
called “ The Irrational Knot,” a study of marriage
in the very common form of depicting an unhappy
and incongruous marriage. A smart American artisan,
a superior Straker, attracts the affection of a young
lady of the upper middle class—by some means which
the novel does not make clear—and, when an inven-
tion enriches him, marries her. Conolly is a mixture
of Bernard Shaw and the American worker he had
studied in Queen Victoria Street: a super-workman.
At times he talks pure Shavianese and acts with
heroic disregard of the sentimental conventions.
When his wife tires of his frigid bluntness, and elopes
with an amorous noodle, he behaves as if his errand-
boy had stolen twopence. He is depicted as an
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amateur musician who mixes with, and studies, the
middle class at musical evenings. Hence the story is
far from impersonal, and it shows the beginning of
Shavianism. The women pursue the men rather
than the men the women : the frailties of the middle-
class paterfamilias are scathingly accentuated : parents
and children are on the worst possible terms: and the
scorn of unreality and convention includes a disdain
of the current standard of sex-relations. His favourite
woman-character, Nelly M‘Quinch, an admirable in-
tellectual automaton, observes that the actress who
will not marry the man she lives with is a woman
of good sense and that the married ladies are really
prostitutes.

Shaw has himself mentioned the name of Ibsen in
connection with this story. He knew nothing of
Ibsen at the time, and sees in the work (in terms of
his later philosophy) “a revolt of the Life-Force
against ready-made morality.” He regards the book
as “a fiction of the first order” on account of
its original morality. *‘ No man who shuts his eyes
and opens his mouth when religion and morality are
offered to him on a long spoon can share the same
Parnassian bench with those who make an original
contribution to religion and morality, were it only a
criticism.” We will consider that standard of art
later. But the comparison, in any sense, with “ A
Doll’s House " is not happy. The heroine Marian is
never in anything like the condition of Nora, and,
instead of a psychic revolution, we have a familiar
type of weak elopement. Hence we cannot follow
Shaw when he says: “ I seriously suggest that ‘ The
Irrational Knot ’ may be regarded as an early attempt
on the part of the Life-Force to write a * Doll’s House ’
in English by the instrumentality of a very immature
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writer aged twenty-four.” It is Ibsenist onlyin the
general scorn of unreality, romance, and conventional
standards. The structure is loose, the conversation
often stilted and unreal, the humour slender; but at
times it approaches the later Shavian level of smart
conversation, and the latter part of it is powerful,
and often dramatic.

The other novels need not be so fully considered.
While, in the course of 1881, the carrier was hawking
his brown-paper parcel between his house and the
publishers, he was writing ‘‘ Love among the Artists,”
which he calls “ a novel with a purpose.” He thinks
he ‘ had a notion of illustrating the difference between
that enthusiasm for the fine arts which people gather
from reading about them and the genuine artistic
faculty which cannot help creating, interpreting, or
at least unaffectedly enjoying music and pictures.”
This, however, is clearly a secondary motive. It is
an ironic depictment of life, as he saw it. Conolly
returns—as if the preceding novel had gone through
ten editions, and the British public demanded more
of his hero—but the chief character, Owen Jack, is
a man with the same characters preposterously ex-
aggerated, so that the author may describe life in even
more caustic terms. He is a delightful and impossible
ruffian; and the heroine is equally delightful and im-
possible in her placid intellectuality—an early Vivie
Warren. The letter in which she accepts an offer
of marriage might relate to the purchase of a sewing-
machine. There is the same discord in family-life
and the same scorn of the middle class and its con-
ventions. The Shavian John Bull is fully born:
before Shaw really knows John Bull.

In * Cashel Byron’s Profession ”’ the novelist seems
to feel that this assault on society will not do, and he
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wanders into a world of pure fantasy. A new motive
is a ridicule of British ideas of sport and hero-worship,
but the general aim is to amuse by a burlesque associa-
tion of prize-fighters, wealthy ladies, Zulus, and other
incongruities. The imaginative feat is stupendous.
The novel, however, came back with the usual re-
gularity from the publishers, and the author drudged
on with almost inhuman indifference. When this
story did appear, in 1886, R. L. Stevenson spoke of
it as “mad and deliriously delightful,” and seems to
have regarded its author as a literary portent. The
women-characters amazed him.

In 1883, while publishers’ readers were puzzling
over Cashel Byron—assuredly one of the most des-
perate enigmas ever hurled at them—Shaw began
his last novel, ‘‘ The Unsocial Socalist.”” It is fantastic
unreal, ironical, and witty. It opens with an attempt
to master the psychology of the school-girl, and
makes a gentleman disguise himself as a labourer to
escape a wife from whom he is slightly estranged
and an ill-gotten fortune. There is too much manu-
facture in his characters : too much Shavian machinery,
and too little blood. Shaw admitted long afterwards
that he had misdescribed the English middle class,
to which almost all his characters belong ; they were
worse than he suspected. In reality, he was beginning
the work of his life : exaggeration on principle.

“ The Unsocial Socialist”” seems to me inferior
to the earlier stories, but it was the first to see the
light. Champion wanted cheap copy for To-day, and
the title, the Socialistic seasoning, and the attack
on the middle class, commended the book to him.
It first drew attention to Shaw’s ability. William
Morris read it in its monthly instalments and liked it.
Archer ‘““reviewed it prominently,” and Stevenson
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and Henley praised it. The Saturday Review declared
it to be ‘“ the novel of the age.”” By that time,
however, Shaw had retired in despair from the field
of fiction and begun journalism. His other novels
were successively published, and friends, or the friends
of friends, applauded, but there does not seem to have
been any grave danger that, as Shaw said later,
““some adventurous publisher might have ruined
him ” by drawing him on to a successful career in
fiction.. Even in the height of Shaw’s fame the novels
did not circulate much in England. In the United
States they have been widely read, in pirated editions,
and many years afterwards Shaw was amused to find
that the volume at the head of a periodical list of
book-sales in America was “ The Unsocial Socialist.”
The chief interest of the novels is that they show
how far Shaw’s characteristic ideas had developed
by 1880. The education in rebellion, which I have
described, had done its work. He was already a rebel
against his class, his creed, his whole inherited equip-
ment of rules and standards. There is explosive
defiance in his earliest characters, those characters
in whom he obviously puts part of himself. They
talk like members of the Zetetical Society, which he
was then frequenting. In the middle of the period
Henry George and Karl Marx invade him, and
still further embitter him against the middle class and
its complacent novelists, dramatists, and poets.
Life seemed to him an inexpressibly wrong thing,
a problem of fiery urgency, yet they talk and behave
as if the opening of a public park was a restoration
of the garden of Eden. He becomes an Anarchist,
as we shall see. Associates like Belfort Bax and Stuart
Glennie, and writers like Butler, give him a philo-
sophic creed of rebellion, and his scorn of conventions






CHAPTER II

SOCIALISM

His struggle for a complete alteration of the economic
order will probably be described by Shaw, when he
sums up his life’s work, as his greatest service to his
generation. He has, as we shall see, wavered in his
appreciation of this work, and he has quarrelled with
his earlier Socialist colleagues. But he to-day insists
that this is the fundamental aim of his life, and he
demands a change of so drastic a character that
moderate Socialists smile at his enthusiasm. The
work is certainly the central fact of his career, and it
is necessary to examine his opinions on this side before
any others.

I have described his introduction to Socialism : his
association with the followers of Henry George and
the disturbance of his first phase by the reading
of Karl Marx. This was at the end of 1882. During
the following year the tall, pale figure, with piercing,
blue-grey eyes and straggling sandy beard, dressed in
a loose brown suit and woollen shirt, was very familiar
in the parks and at other meetings. He mixed with
the Social Democrats, and helped them to blast the
existing order of society. While he debated the
question of joining them, and becoming a colleague
of Hyndman, Burns, and Belfort Bax, the Fabian
Society was founded. A group of educated men used
to meet at Chelsea in the rooms of Professor Thomas
Davidson. Their specific for the regeneration of

30
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society was ethical self-cultivation, stimulated by
occasional meetings at which they read papers to each
other on virtue and culture, with ‘‘ natural religion ”
as a common base. F. Podmore, E. R. Pease, H. H.
Champion, H. Bland, and other acquaintances of
Shaw belonged to this select body, and it was not long
before they demanded more drastic action on the
world than merely punishing it by their virtuous
example. Socialistic feeling was spreading in London.
Podmore, and Pease, in particular, pressed for less
academic work, and in 1884 they formed a new society
within the narrow bounds of “ The Fellowship of the
New Life.” Frank Podmore, always shrewd and
penetrating, suggested the name of ‘“ The Fabian
Society,” because it ought to follow the waiting
policy of old Fabius Cunctator. Into this promising
society the more vigorous reformers went, and the
“ Fellowship ”’ died. You find fragments of it to-day
in’ ethical societies at Croydon and New York and
elsewhere.

During the summer of 1884 the little Fabian group
met occasionally at Pease’s rooms in Osnaburgh Street,
near Shaw’s lodging, and he looked in. They had just
published the first Fabian Tract (“ Why are the many
poor ? ), with a vigorous denunciation of “ the
swindle of competition.” Shaw found its members
more congenial company than the fiery working men

. of the Social Democratic Federation, and in September

he joined. There was no difference in policy, and
little in strength of language at that time, between
the two bodies, but the Fabians were middle-class :
emancipated middle-class. As Shaw wrote the second
and third Tracts for the Society, we have an excellent
indication of his frame of mind. Tract 2 was a
two-page ‘ Manifesto,” containing Shaw’s new creed
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in a series of Shavian propositions. Three may be
quoted :

“ That a life-interest in the Land and Capital of the
nation is the birthright of every individual. . . .

“ That the State should compete with private
individuals—especially with parents—in providing
happy homes for children, so that every child may
have a refuge from the tyranny or neglect of its
natural custodians.

“ That the established Government has no more
right to call itself the State than the smoke of London
has to call itself the weather.”

We recognise Shaw more clearly than in the novels ;
the Anarchism of the third proposition is all that he
has outgrown. The Fabians had a formidable re-
cruit in the impatient Irishman. His second leaflet
(Tract 3) is an ironical “ Warning to provident land-
lords and capitalists.” Socialism is spreading, and
they will do well to disarm it by passing reform-
measures. But the Fabians had not yet made clear
plans of reform in their own mind, as Tract 4 shows.
It is a compound paper; one half by the German
Collectivist Bebel, and one by an-Anarchist. It says
that ““English Socialism is not yet Anarchist or
Collectivist ; not yet definite enough in point of policy
to be classified ”’ ; an amazing situation, seeing the
vast difference between the two schemes.

Shaw himself was at that time, and for some years,
an Anarchist, or, as it was then said, an Anarchist-
Socialist. The two schools agreed in a virulent
denunciation of capitalism and existing government,
so remained together as long as they could agree.
But the Anarchist denies the need of any central
government, and is politically nearer to Herbert
Spencer than to the Socialist. Remember Anatole
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France’s genial and ironic description of the future
in ““ Sur la pierre blanche.” He describes the realisa-
tion of the Socialist ideal, which he shares. Most
Socialist writers represent this realisation as the noon-
day of peace and tranquil happiness, but Anatole
France adds to the picture a group of angry Anarchists
throwing bombs at the Socialist institutions. Shaw’s
general attitude, and his weakness in political economic
science, disposed him to Anarchism. He was a friend
of Mrs Wilson, an impetuous lady-member who spread
“a sort of influenza of Anarchism "’ in the Fabian
Society. He addressed Anarchist meetings off Totten-
ham Court Road: not of philosophical Anarchists,
but men of business, as one of them had a bomb
in his pocket throughout one of Shaw’s lectures,
and blew himself up, involuntarily, in Greenwich
Park next day! As a rule they were innocent enough
except in speaking of marriage. Henry Seymour,
at whose house I met groups of them, reprinted in
1889 a paper by Shaw, which he had published in
The Anarchist (at what date I cannot ascertain).
It was called ‘ Anarchism wversus State-Socialism.”
It makes a violent assault on Collectivism, and pleads
for the abolition of all authority.

Inhis antagonism to moral and educational authority
Shaw remains an Anarchist, and, as we shall see, his
economic ideal differs from that of most Socialists,
while he detests and disdains Democracy. But the
deeper study of economics on which he entered, and
the association with men like Sidney Webb, caused
him to abandon his crude early position. In 1883
and 1884 Socialism was a fermenting mass of rebellion,
with little more definite conviction than the fiery

! In another place Shaw says that the léctllrer was Herbert
Burrows,

(v
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belief that the rich robbed the workers and the Govern-
ment existed to enable them to do so. By peaceful
means if possible, by violent means if necessary,
they were going to ‘ break up society,” empty the
House of Commons and Buckingham Palace, and
declare the new era inaugurated. They were not
sure if money would be needed at all in the new in-
dustrial order. They believed that the change was
imminent and easy. Some of them fixed the revolution
for 1889, the anniversary of the fall of the Bastille ;
Shaw himself told a questioner that it would take only
about a fortnight to get Socialism into working order.
It was the heroic age.

Gradually, abler and cooler men were drawn into
the Fabian Society. Shaw introduced Webb, and
(Sir) Sidney Olivier and Graham Wallas followed.
Webb’s influence is seen in the issue of the fourth
Tract. Strong language gives place to an imposing
mass of statistics and other facts. Pease, Podmore,
and Bland were already members. They slowly
passed out of the effervescent stage, or rid the Society
of its effervescent members, and * contracted that
habit of freely laughing at ourselves which has always
distinguished us, and which has saved us from be-
coming hampered by the gushing enthusiasts who
mistake their own emotions for public movements.”
They learned also to chaff their opponents, instead of
telling them what they really thought of them, and
began to cough down any member of the circle who
indulged in rhetoric. The purification of the Society
was tempestuous. After one meeting Anderton’s
Hotel, not the most sedate establishment in London,
was closed against them. But the Anarchists at
length departed, in a whirlwind of heated rhetoric,
and Shaw ended this phase of his social philosophy
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by writing, in 1891, a Tract on ‘ The Impossibilities
of Anarchism.” He declares that neither Indi-
vidualism nor Collectivism must be applied with
absolute rigour, but he severely criticises the Anarchist
position as to economic order and central government.

His temporary attraction to the Anarchist ideal
is not unintelligible. Owing to the predominance of
strong sentiment over economic knowledge at the
time among the Socialists, the attitude was not un-
common. Contact with the more cultivated and
disciplined members of the Fabian Society, and the
serious study of economics which they initiated, led
to the discovery that the great gospel of the Evangelist
Marx was unsound and to a sharp severance from his
English followers.

The disillusion began in 1884, when Shaw and his
associates were startled by the publication in To-day
of a severe criticism of Marx’s theory of surplus value
by Philip Wicksteed, the eminent Unitarian. Pro-
fessor Jevons had recently carried economic science
in England beyond its ancient limits, and Wicksteed
employed his theories to show that Marx’s char-
acteristic doctrine was unsound. The Socialists were
disturbed, and, when no other would venture to reply
to Wicksteed, Shaw drew his pen in defence of their
evangelist. His reply was unsound and unsatis-
factory, and, with his usual determination to go to
the root of things, he approached the study of Jevons.
When he found the pages of Jevons bristling with
algebraic symbols, like a wall protected from invading
boys by bits of broken glass, he even attempted to
recover and piece together the fragments of algebra
which remained from his school-days. He, and
Webb, Olivier, and Wallas now entered upon a sober
study of economic and social questions, and schooled
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themselves into that disciplined and restrained temper
which became characteristic of their Society.

They first formed the Hampstead Historic Club,
which met once a fortnight for discussion and mutual
instruction. TFor several years Shaw attended its
meetings. At that time unconventionalism in dress
and habit was a common feature of the Fabians
—except of Hubert Bland, who was incurably
respectable—and Shaw’s poverty put him at no dis-
advantage. Every alternate week the little group
assembled, each being professor in turn, and at least
some glimpse was obtained of the mass of economic
and historical science’ which ought to be made the
real basis of their work. It is really in this period
that Shaw lost the last trace of romanticism. He also
attended meetings of the Shakespeare Society, the
Browning Society, the Shelley Society, and other
bodies, and, from 1883 onward, addressed many
Socialist meetings. In 1884, moreover, he joined a
more learned circle for the study of economics, which
included experts like Alfred Marshall, Edgeworth, and
Foxwell. This group, which afterwards developed in-
to the Royal Economic Society, discussed the science

“in the anemic academic way, entirely ignoring
moral or sentimental aspects of the industrial order,
and must have had a deep influence on Shaw. He
attended its informal meetings for several years.

This severe discipline in the later ’eighties gradually
drew Shaw away from Anarchists, ‘ impossibilists,”
and * futile enthusiasts.”” He began to regard Social-
ism as a business-proposition, not to be obscured
by sentimental and utopian considerations. It is not:
entirely a peculiarity of temperament which has
given so distinctive a form to his social creed ; indeed
we shall find his warmer temperament sometimes
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breaking through the restrictions imposed by his
intellectual discipline. In any case, it is very im-
portant to have these historical facts in mind in
appreciating his views.

The * futile enthusiasts,” on their side, soon gave
the Fabians occasion to stand aloof from them. In
1885 the Social Democrats took money from the
Conservatives to enable them to run parliamentary
candidates against the Liberals, and the little Fabian
Society, then consisting of forty members, censured
them. There was still no sharp severance, however,
and in the grave troubles of 1886 and 1887 the Fabians
feebly echoed the lurid language of the Socialist and
Labour orators. It was a time of bad trade and
deep distress. The large army of the unemployed
tramped about London with menacing banners,
broke windows, and poured out volcanic rhetoric in
Trafalgar Square, until the famous police-charge on
“ Bloody Sunday ” (November 13th, 1887) and the
return of prosperity swept away all fears and hopes
of a revolution. Champion departed for Australia,
Burns slowly cultivated prudence, and the Fabians
took up a hostile attitude toward Hyndman and the
remaining Social Democrats and Anarchists.

It is not quite accurate to say that Shaw finally
abandoned co-operation with the Social Democrats
in 1887, as we find (Alderman) W. Sanders asking
him in 1889 to be parliamentary candidate of the
Federation at Battersea; and Shaw pleads that lack
of means only forbids him to accept the invitation.
But in 1887 he had written in the National Reformer
(Bradlaugh’s weekly journal) a series of critical
articles on Karl Marx, in which he used all his new
Jevonian economics to destroy the illusion of surplus
value, and he emphatically rejected the idea of a
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class war. He had found that, in discussion, * the
Marxian theory was always snapping in his hand,”
while the theory of Jevons stood every test. As
“ surplus value ” and * the class war ”’ are the sacred
shibboleths of the Social Democrats, these articles
aroused their hostility, and H. M. Hyndman became
a life-long antagonist of Shaw. The theory of surplus
value Shaw regarded as an academic fallacy, and it
is not necessary to consider his criticism of it; but
the “class war” he considered a most mischievous
blunder. In point of historical fact, it is middle-class
men who have won the greater part of the reforms
for the manual workers during the nineteenth century,
and, from the industrial point of view, it is unsound
and very harmful to attempt to draw a line between
manual and professional workers. The real line of
demarcation runs, from the point of view of the
industrial reformer, diagonally across the middle
class: it runs between workers and idlers, and is
independent of class. Advanced labour movements
have been greatly retarded in England, in comparison
with the continent, by their proneness to rebuff middle-
class sympathisers.

These circumstances conspired to make the Fabian
Society, of which Shaw became the leader—he would,
of course, say that, if there were any leaders, he was
co-leader with Webb—the intellectual and middle-
class wing of the Socialist movement. But we need
not follow in detail the story of the Society, which
Shaw has told so well in Tract 4x. In 1888 the
Fabians adopted the policy of permeating the Liberal
Party. They helped to secure a majority of Pro-
gressives on the first London County Council. They
captured the new Radical paper, the Star, “ by a
stage-army stratagem,” and tempted other Radical
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editors to borrow the elements of its success. They
lured prominent politicians to address them, and
‘“ butchered them to make a Fabian holiday.” They
earned respect as economists, and Shaw read a Socialist
paper to the Economic Section of the British Associa-
tion at Bath (1888). Shaw, Webb, and Olivier be-
came a ‘“ sort of Fabian Three Musketeers,” or ‘‘ the
recognised swashbucklers of advanced economics.”
They smote friend and foe with equal gaiety. A
couple of articles by Shaw in To-day (1888) poked
terrible fun at “ My Friend Fitzthunder,” the re-
volutionary Socialist, and the great continental
leaders were ridiculed for their rhetorical and delusive
public oratory. Never before was war for a sacred
issue conducted with such humanity ; and certainly
never before did a hundred men and women, with
half a dozen able leaders, do more work and cause
greater consternation. The activity of the three
thousand Fabians to-day is a very pale reminiscence
of the activity of those hundred Fabians of 1888-1889.

In this connection a word should be added before
I conclude the historical account of Shaw’s Socialist
views. In 1906 I was privately urged to join the
Society in order to support Mr H. G. Wells in a
demand for a renewal of the *“ live policy,” in opposi-
tion to the ‘ dead hand ” of the aging leaders. I did
not think it graceful to enter at such a crisis. Mr
Wells, who lost the battle, has recently said (Labour
Leader, October 1gth, 19o3) that he pressed for a
recognition of the endowment of motherhood, and
left the Society in disgust when he saw how every-
thing was sacrificed to the ‘“ vanity ” of Mr and Mrs
S. Webb. Prominent and neutral Fabians told me
at the time that Wells fought the conservative in-
fluence of Shaw as vehemently as that of Sidney and
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Beatrice Webb. His plea for larger and more vigorous
action was chiefly defeated by Shaw.

This was the historical development of Shaw’s
position. Of the vast amount of work he did in the
next ten years it is almost superfluous to speak.
Until 1888, when he became musical critic, he lectured
many times a week, and after 1888 lectured on most
Sundays in the winter. As he had begun to make
a small income by journalism in 1885, he refused to
take any fee for his lectures. His attitude was often
puzzling. About the beginning of the century he
wrote a short and indifferent paper for a small weekly,
which I was sub-editing, and received a fee of three
guineas ; which was treble the fee paid to any other
in the history of the journal. His language, in refus-
ing the cheque, was withering ; even worse was his
language about the poor sub-editor, who had been
directed to cut three lines—of not the slightest im-
portance—out of his paper in order to fit the page.
It was, however, his firm rule not to accept money for
propagandist work, and through all the vicissitudes
of his financial experience he has expended his best
powers on what he conceived to be the best service of
his fellows without payment and with a fine indifference
to the alienation of the public.

In 1897 he completed his education in the realities
of life by becoming a Vestryman and Councillor of
the St Pancras Borough Council. The Fabians had
concentrated on the stimulation of municipal life,
and Shaw entered the Council, by co-option. For
six years he paid the closest attention to his work,
and his experience reacted on his opinions. The
municipal machinery seemed to him the most suitable
for carrying out the industrial reform he desired, and
he was encouraged to restrict the function of State-
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government. On this experience and the reflections
it inspired he published his chief Socialist work,
“ The Common Sense of Municipal Trading,” which
we will examine presently. It was issued on the
eve of the municipal election of 1904, at which Shaw
was a candidate, and its large suggestion of municipal
work, with proportionate ‘“debt” (in the popular
sense), alarmed the electors and helped his opponents.
But his scorn of tact and reserve was equally re-
sponsible. The education question was being fiercely
discussed, and he shocked the extreme Nonconformists
by his apparent concessions to the Church. He
further inflamed them by dragging Voltaire into the
electoral discussion; but it is not clear whether he
said that they held the same ideas as Voltaire or (as
is more likely) that Voltaire and he were the only
two really religious men who ever lived.

For the last twenty years there has been little
variation in his- views, though there has been some
vacillation, some change of emphasis, some distraction
by more modern ideas of reform. Briefly, he is a
Socialist of the most extreme type in the sense that
he demands absolute equality of income in the social
commonwealth ; if exceptions were to be admitted,
he would be disposed to grant the dustman more than
the Attorney-General. The child is to inherit a fixed
income from the State, and the State is to see that,
in mature years, it is earned. In this Shaw goes far
beyond his own associates and enters the company
of the most extreme ““ enthusiasts.”” But he promptly
differs from the extremists. He scorns democracy,
restricts central government to the task of federating
the municipalities, regards the idea of a revolution
as melodramatic nonsense, and believes that if the
enthusiasts could foresee the finished social common-
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wealth they would abandon their enthusiasm for it.
He is not at all sure that every industry will be
socialised, and is fairly clear that some (letters, for
instance) will not. He is still to a large extent an
Anarchist-Socialist, and his whole creed is bent into
characteristic and peculiar directions by his claim
that happiness is far from being the end of man.
Few Socialists agree with his version of the creed,
as a whole. But his position will be best understood
by an examination, in chronological order, of a few
of his chief expositions of his beliefs.

The paper which he read to the British Association
at Bath in 1886 was published some years afterwards
in ““ Fabian Essays in Socialism.” It is, in my opinion,
the best statement of his creed, though he has in a
few points advanced beyond it. It is titled * The
Transition to Social Democracy,” and opens with an
historical account of the conversion of the narrow
and ordered system of the Middle Ages into the vast
industrial chaos of to-day. It is this chaos which the
new economy would alter by socialising economic
rent. It would “‘ transfer rent and interest to the
State, not in one lump sum, but by instalments ™ ;
a process which is being actually performed by income
tax, death duties, Education and Factory Acts, and
so on. The success of the Post Office encourages this
experiment, while the frightful example of the appro-
priation of economic rent by individuals, as London
grows and the leases ‘ fall into the maw of the land-
lord,” warns us of its necessity. On the other hand,
it is useless for the State to appropriate the unearned
income, which amounts to £500,000,000 a year in
England, unless it is prepared to invest it in pro-
ductive enterprise.

The present deadlock, which is due to the injustice
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of the unearned income and the inability of the State
to use it, must be terminated by a slow and experi-
mental, but vast, extension of municipal industry.
The workers have little to gain by their Trade Unions ;
even in the matter of raising wages they have been
but a fly on the wheel. The community must socialise
industry through the municipal machinery. ¢ The
ground-landlord must be the milch-cow.” With the
appropriated economic rent (or ‘‘ unearned increment”’
of ground-value, as it is popularly put) the munici-
pality must take up one industry after another, and
private employers will have to grant better conditions
in order to retain their employees—until the formidable
competition of the municipal employer annihilates
them. With evident reluctance he grants that
officials may be paid higher salaries than ordinary
workers, but he trusts that the extension of real
education will abolish this need by supplying a larger
number of capable men. He sketches a concurrent
reform of other branches of national, and of inter-
national, life, and bitterly regrets that this slow reform
is all that can be urged. ‘‘Let me in conclusion,”
he says, ‘“ disavow all admiration for this inevitable,
but sordid, slow, reluctant, cowardly path to justice.”
The revolutionary type of Socialism is more inspiring,
as it promises the immediate abolition of squalor and
poverty, but it is unhappily impracticable.

In reintroducing this essay to ‘‘ the ordinary respect-
able Englishman "’—the class assailed by the Fabians
—Shaw rejoices in the progress that has been made.
The extreme Socialists have been cast aside; they
are ‘ romantic amateurs’’ and ‘ represent nobody
but their silly selves.” [The onlooker, in every
country, receives a shock when he listens to the
language which the ‘ comrades’ in the various
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branches of the millennium use toward each other.]
On the other hand, Shaw says, “ there is nobody left
in the camp of our enemies except the ignorant, the
politically imbecile, the corruptly interested, and
the retinue of broken, drunken, reckless mercenaries
who are always ready to undertake a campaign of
slander against the opponents of any vested interest
which has a bountiful secret service fund.”  This is
Mr Shaw’s idea of ‘‘ chaffing ’ his opponents. One
prefers the sobriety of the earlier essay, and it is of
importance in showing the growth of his opinions.
Practically all Socialists would, while leaving industry
to the gradual extension of municipal activity, transfer
the land, the mines, and the means of transit to the
State. Shaw’s anarchist contempt of ‘‘authority ”
and disdain of parliamentary democracy restrict the
action of the State. At the same time onec sees that
he is being driven to take up the extreme position of
equality of income. To say that education will alter
the inequality of ability is a fallacy : the more gifted
will rise still higher, and will always be a small minority.
On the other hand, to say that there is in England an
unearned income of £500,000,000 is equally mis-
leading. A large amount of it represents income on
capital which was earned and saved. One feels
that Shaw will override his hesitation and demand
equality, as he soon did.

It is not necessary to analyse here his debate with
Mr Foote in the eight hours’ question in 1891. The
issue does not affect his general system. Foote was
a much more skilful debater, but the historical and
economic learning was all on Shaw’s side. To the
audience the debate must have been inconclusive.

He returned to the main theme in his “ Common
Sense of Municipal Trading ' (1894). In opposition
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; to the stress he had laid on municipal activity, critics
were everywhere urging its failure and ineptitude.
Fortified by his years of experience as a Borough
Councillor, Shaw boldly attacked them and produced
his most important economic work. It is a clever
appeal to the middle-class ratepayer, who was being
scared by the appalling cartoons which were now be-
ginning to deface London at every municipal election.
Shaw depicts Mr Smith as being in a lamentable
position from which Socialism alone can extricate
him : the rich man empties one of his pockets to pay
rent, the poor man empties the other to pay for
education, insurance, poor relief, etc. The most
serious point is, however, his contention that munici-
palities can raise capital more cheaply, and enlist
ability more easily, than private companies. He
does not plead for a rigid scheme of municipalisation ;
some things may be done better by private enterprise.
Shaw has always avoided doctrinaire rigidity as well
as utopian forecasts. But he pleads that, when you
take account of the indirect and moral profit as well
as the direct and material, the municipality is the
best employer.

There is, perhaps, in Socialist literature no subtler
analysis of the advantage claimed for municipal
service as contrasted with companies or ‘‘ predatory
capitalistic collectivism * (trusts). Take the drink
traffic. Who, in admiring the brewer’s profits, counts
the cost to the community of the ravages of drunken-
ness ? Who reflects, in studying the balance-sheet
of a dock-company, that the municipality has to
maintain a hospital and a poor-house close at hand
on account of its operations? Who notices, in ex-
amining the municipal balance-sheet, what an indirect
cost to the community it has saved by its sanitary
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operations ? And so on. Shaw concludes that, in
order ‘to undertake housing, the munieipality must
own the land ; and that the various municipal bodies
must be co-ordinated in a national Socialist scheme.

In 1896 he wrote for a foreign journal an article
on ‘ The Illusions of Socialism,”” which is republished
in “ Forecasts of the coming century” : a volume
of Socialist essays edited by Edward Carpenter. This
extraordinary essay is one of the most pointed ex-
pressions of the purely personal features of Shaw’s
creed: one of those utterances which tempt even
the Socialist to regard him as either eccentric or not
serious, when he is both consistent and profoundly
serious. Such expressions cannot be wholly under-
stood until we have considered his entire attitude
toward life, which, in its mysticism and asceticism—
social as well as personal asceticism—makes his
Socialist outlook very singular.

The enormous success of modern Socialism, especially
on the continent, is due to its promise and depictment
of a golden age. The revolutionary Socialist would
inaugurate it by an Act of Parliament, at the cost of
a pennyworth of parchment and ink; the evolution-
ary Socialist may grant that its realisation will take
centuries. But they are agreed that the consequent
state of things will be the millennium ; a complete
transformation of human life. Thoughtful Socialist
leaders often smile at this childlike dream, but it is
the great attraction and inspiration of the movement,
and few dare publicly assail it. Since he outgrew
his early illusions, Shaw has never flinched from
disparaging this dream. However mistaken he may
be at times, however violent and unjust toward those
who differ from him, his opponents will hardly refuse
to recognize his unwavering truth and outspokenness.
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In this essay he hits hard at the ‘“ illusions ”’ of the
majority of his own followers. Few of them will
find consolation in his assurance that illusions are
“ the mainspring of human activity,” and that “ there
can no more be an illusion without a reality than a
shadow without an object.” It is not this prosy
nucleus of reform, which he calls a reality, but this
broad iridescent fringe, which he calls the halo of
illusion, that fires the millions of European Socialists.
Yet “ Socialism, as it appears to ninety-nine out of
every hundred of the ardent young Socialists who will
read this book is an illusion ’; which is a hard saying,
not only for the ardent young men, but for the nine
other Socialist writers who contribute to the volume.
It is a good thing to aim at a millennium, but, if these
young men foresaw the social commonwealth in its
realisation, they would * despise and loathe it as a
miserably prosaic bourgeois development and exten-
sion of the respectability of to-day.” And Shaw had
always said that respectability was the essential evil
to attack.

The ingenious speculation which he goes on to offer
does not redeem his bluntness. Like every other
new reform, Socialism must be dramatised before it
is taught as a science. It “ must be hidden under a
veil of illusions embroidered with promises, and pro-
vided with a simple mental handle for the grasp of the
common mind.” The capitalist must be the villain
of the piece, and the worker the virtuous hero : the
capitalist system is hell, the Socialist order will be
heaven. ‘‘ Socialism wins its disciples by presenting
civilisation to them as a popular melodrama, or as-
a Pilgrim’s Progress through trial and combat against
the powers of evil to the bar of poetic justice with’
with paradise beyond.” This will seem to most
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people a deadly attack on Socialism, but Shaw is
tolerant. He asks only the abandonment of * the
cruder illusions,”’ such as representing their opponents
as fools or fiends: the one practice of which he
himself is persistently guilty. Moreover, one of the
chief intellectual roots of Socialism, Marx’s theory,
is ““ erroneous and obsolete,” but Jevons, who anni-
hilates it, is beyond the intelligence of Socialists.
And, finally, the idea that all industries and pro-
fessions must be socialised is the idea of *“ fanatics.”

Such pronouncements made Shaw as puzzling to a
large proportion of his friends as to the general public.
There is, in point of fact, nothing strained or para-
doxical about them ; except the unconscious humour
of recommending Socialists to drop the practice of
flaying their opponents. It was the one ““illusion ”
they ever learned of Shaw. But many Socialists—
especially if they are not writers or orators, or if they
speak in private—argue that the gain by a realisation .
of their scheme will be immeasurably less than most
Socialists believe. Shaw was merely giving a good
example of sincerity in saying so.

In 1901 he returned to the lighter vein, in his
“Socialism for Millionaires.” The efforts of Rhodes
and Carnegie to get rid of their burden of gold attracted
his sympathy. ‘‘ The millionaire class, a small but
growing one, into which any of us may be flung to-
morrow by the accidents of commerce, is perhaps the
most neglected in the community.” - He offers advice.
They cannot devise means of spending millions on
themselves : they must not debauch the workers by
charity or waste their money in philanthropy. He
admonishes Mr Carnegie with the fate of Ruskin,
who gave to Sheffield a museum which ‘‘ it does not
want and would cheerfully sell for a fortnight’s holiday,
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with free beer, if it could.” After this the millionaire-
pupil must be surprised to hear Shaw lay down as
the fundamental rule: “ Never give the public any-
thing they want: give them something they ought
to want and don’t.” But possibly few millionaires
were really embarrassed by reading the tract.

It is probable that it was rather the Socialists who
were embarrassed by Shaw’s scintillating progress
during the first decade of this century. The gay fling
at their illusions troubled them, and they wondered
what would be the next phase of his development.
At length, in the zenith of his influence, in the most
powerful and widely-read of all his works, he seemed
to desert them. In 1903 he published ““ Man and
Superman,” and the popularity of that brilliant play,
especially in the United States, sent thousands to
the book in expectation of the customary long preface.
In this case there was not only a lengthy introduction ;
the play was followed by a “ Revolutionist’s Hand-
book ” and by a whole arsenal of explosive epigrams
which seemed calculated to blast every human belief
and institution. They will be considered later from a
broader point of view, but as they include a far more
serious attack on “‘ the illusions of Socialism,” they
must be noticed here.

The chief feature of the preface is a fierce tirade
against democracy and scorn of the notion that it
leads to progress. The preface is cast in the form
of a letter to A. B. Walkley, his earlier Radical
associate, and Shaw talks to him, with the freedom
of the fireside, about the hallucinations of their youth.
Democracy is “ the last refuge of cheap misgovern-
ment.” He outdoes the scorn of Carlyle’s ““ Latter-
day Pamphlets,” and complacently quotes Burke
about a nation ‘“ under the hoofs of the swinish

D
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multitude.” He invites Walkley to recall Demos in
the theatre. ‘‘ What our voters are in the pit and
gallery,” he says, *‘ they are also in the polling booth * :
full of stupidity and illusions. After winning the
franchise from the plutocrats, they return the same
plutocrats to power, and entrust the political
machinery to ““ a mob of grown-up Eton boys " just
at the time when its new and larger functions make it
supremely important. If we had a perfect constitu-
tion, the ruling caste ““ would interpret it into mere
fashionable folly or canting charity.” He returns
to the point in the ‘ Revolutionist’s Handbook.”
The Radical faith in universal suffrage “ withers the
moment it is exposed to practical trial.”” Switzerland,
Australia, Canada, France, the United States—he
sweeps aside every instance. We muddle through
‘““like an elephant in a jungle.” The people will
have a leader who “ holds popular convictions with
prodigious energy,” and will not lend an ear to the
“ frail meliorist,”” unless he ‘‘ happens by accident
to have the specific artistic talent of the mountebank
as well.”

This is by no means new in Shaw. He always dis-
dained democracy, the hope of orthodox Liberal and
Labour men, who thought it sufficed without economic
changes. But there is an entirely new note in the
preface and the Handbook. He now finds that the
question of the unequal distribution of wealth is not
very important, because it “ does not threaten the
existence of the race, but only the individual happiness
of its units.” One would imagine that Shaw is begin-
ning to reflect that all his early zeal for an equitable
distribution of wealth is not very consistent in an
anti-moralist, anti-sentimentalist, anti-idealist, and
anti-hedonist. But we remember that he is also an
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anti-rationalist, and need not give a rational ground
for his enthusiasm. ‘

The new motive is really seen in his concern about
‘““ the existence of the race.”” He labours hard to
prove that we are rapidly going to the dogs. Progress
is an illusion, education a total failure, idealism
bankrupt. He invites Walkley to smile at these
enthusiasms of their youth. We arc going backward
in spite of them all. [I postpone until a later chapter
the examination of his evidence of this.] You can’t
make a silk purse out of a sow’s ear. Socialism is
quite right when it says that, if we would do certain
things, all would be well ; but we won’t do them.
The nation is too feeble and stupid to listen. With
such an audience both the Fabian and the revolutionary
Socialist are * fundamentally futile.” If we brought
about a revolution, ““ the dog would return to its
vomit "’ : witness France and the United States.
“Man will return to his idols and his cupidities, in
spite of all ‘ movements’ and all revolutions, until
his nature is changed.” “ And so,” he concludes,
“ we arrive at the end of the Socialist’s dream of the
socialisation of the means of production and ex-
change.” DPositivists, Ethicists, and all other idealists,
are just as futile. ““The only fundamental and
possible Socialism is the socialisation of the selective
breeding of man. . . . We must eliminate the Jahoo,
or his vote will wreck the Commonwealth.”

In the last phrases you have the key to this remark-
able aberration from a life-ideal. The old love has
been discarded for a moment in favour of Mlle.
Eugenics, the latest attraction in the world of re-
form. T will consider later how Shaw’s philosophy
inclined him to accept this new panacea, and what
dark brooding over the faults of our age led him to
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the conviction that the superman must be bred, not
evolved out of the present generation. It is enough
for the moment that in 1903 he thrust his Socialism
aside, and thought that he had found a shorter cut
to the promised land. The question may be raised
whether the ‘‘ Revolutionist’s Handbook,” in which
this is more plainly stated, is not really part of the
drama : whether its exaggerations should not rather
be regarded as the opinions of John Tanner than of
Bernard Shaw. That Tanner in the play is Shaw—
at first the actor deliberately made up as Shaw—we
all know, but may not the dramatist’s licence and
impersonality count for something ? Unfortunately,
the preface, though it does not explicitly mention
Socialism, says the same things. It describes de-
mocracy, education, and progress as illusions, and
insists that the task before us is the breeding of the
new man, or superman. It isin the preface, too, that
Shaw slights the problem of poverty because it “does
not threaten the existence of the race.”” There is no
doubt that in 1903 Shaw’s Socialist faith was under
a cloud.

And within two years it came out into the sunshine
once more. He holds strongly to the eugenic ideal
to-day, but he now regards Socialism as a necessary
preliminary to eugenics. The return of the pendulum
is plainly seen in ‘“ Major Barbara,” which he pub-
lished in 1905. The play itself is not so much a study
of the Salvation Army or of the problem of tainted
money—the public naturally seized the obvious points
—as a characteristic sermon on the virtues of money
and the vices of poverty. Shaw has entirely changed
his mind again about the importance of the unequal
distribution of wealth. The preface loudly asserts
that poverty is * the greatest of evils and the worst
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of crimes.” It is singular how many of Shaw’s ex-
pressions seem to be faithful echoes of the thunder
of Carlyle's “ Latter-day Pamphlets,”” which so deeply
shocked Radicals; but, of course, the underlying
principle is different. Carlyle regarded the poor
man as an individual criminal, as responsible for his
poverty as a thief or a liar is for his delinquency :
Shaw takes a social view. ‘Security, the chief pre-
tence of civilisation, cannot exist where the worst of
dangers, the danger of poverty, hangs over everyone’s
head.” It is the main source of filth, disease, crime,
and incompetence, and we are stupid to tolerate it.

It would be an improvement on the present order
to abolish the penal laws against burglary and make
poverty a crime. Seriously, he suggests, we ought
to pay every man a salary and ““ see that he earns it.”
As to the colossal task of ““ seeing that he earns it,”
Shaw merely throws out hints at a lethal chamber.
Many would agree ; but, when you have chloroformed
the entirely inept and lazy, there remains a gradation
of ineptitude and laziness that would paralyse the
efforts of an industrial police. The interesting thing
is that Shaw is returning to the position that equality
of income is the first reform. One would almost
fancy that his asceticism is relenting, he insists so
much on money. “ 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.” And again: “ The
universal regard for money is the one hopeful fact
in our civilisation, the one sound spot in our social
conscience. It represents health, strength, honour,
generosity, and beauty as conspicuously and un-
deniably as the want of it represents illness, weakness,
disgrace, meanness, and ugliness,”
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So the Socialist ideal—Shaw disdains ideals and is
bursting with them—was reconciled with the Eugenic
ideal, and a peaceful ménage @ trois set up. Two
indications will suffice to show how this has become
Shaw’s final and unwavering creed. They are oral
declarations, and therefore more valuable, because
Shaw had not time to think out an exaggerated or
humorous form of expression.

One is found in a series of articles in the Labour
Leader (March 31st, 1911, and following) by the editor,
A. Fenner Brockway. Shaw was catechised, over
the fireside, by a group of Socialists, and—he told the
truth. The Independent Labour Party, to which
they belonged, is—some may need to be informed—
intermediate between the Fabians and the extreme
Socialists : much nearer, in fact, to the Fabian
moderation. Shaw bluntly told his hearers that
the moderate proposals of Fabians and members of
the I.LL.P. are not Socialism at all. He means by
Socialism just what the man in the street conceives
it to be: “ A system of society where all the income
of the country is to be divided up in exactly equal
proportions.” Whereon the Socialist editor observes :
“ We gasped!” Only extreme Socialists dream of
this rigid equality. Mr Brockway is, in fact, puzzled
by Shaw’s ‘“ sudden zeal for equality,” but I have
shown that he had long entertained it.

By a simple sum in arithmetic Shaw made his
picture alluring. ‘“ Suppose the national income is
divided by the number of the population, and you
find the result is £500.” Very many of us will be
prepared to consider the equalisation of income if it
means that every man, woman, and child will receive
£500 a year. Indeed, what with the asphyxiation of
incorrigible idlers and the conversion of unproductive
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workers into productive, the figure ought to rise still
higher. I imagine myself and wife and four children
drawing £700 a year each from the national ex-
chequer, and am quite willing to depose millionaires
to attain that result. But I find, on comparing the
number of the population (40,000,000) and the annual
national income (£2,000,000,000) that the result
would be only £50 per year.!

- Shaw gives three reasons why the national income
ought to be equally divided. First, the possession
of equal money by all is the only way of securing
that the needs of all shall be met before any luxuries
are produced ; secondly, there will be no real demo-
cratic government until wealth is equal (a state-
ment which scarcely harmonises with experience in
Australasia) ; thirdly, the eugenic reform cannot be
carried out while there are inequalities of wealth
and caste. This equalisation is to be secured in the
way we have already seen : by the gradual extension
of municipal industry and ownership, the State being
only the contralisation of the municipalities. Not
only are mothers and all women to be endowed, but
the drunkard and the blackguard, the child and even
the baby, are to have their £50 a year. ‘‘ The moment
you are born you should have £50 a year "’ : and not
more in your prime. Then the State must see that
you earn it. This is quite simple, Mr Shaw now finds.
You put each individual on trial every five years, and,
if he or she has not produced as much as he or

! In the next article Mr Brockway gives the figure as £50 a year,
and one may think the earlier figure a misprint. I do not think so.
Fifty pounds a year is too ludicrous an ideal to hold out, and Shaw
clearly and emphatically (as we shall see) insists that the income is
to be divided between the total population—men, women, and
childven. His zeal for equality largely rested on a statistical mis-
take. .
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she has consumed, off with him or her to the lethal
chamber.

After reading this remarkable account of his views,
even Socialists observed that Shaw could not expect
them to take him seriously. But he was—I will not
insist on the five years and the lethal chamber
too rigorously—in deep earnest. One distinguished
Socialist remarked to me a year or two ago, in con-
versation, that Shaw was showing signs of age. This
also is wrong. I heard him speak at the City Temple
recently (October 30th, 1913), and precisely the same
creed was unfolded, syllable for syllable, with the
gravest emphasis and with every indication that this
mental energy is still magnificent and his judgment
cold and clear as ever. He was speaking on ** Christian
Economics.” The Christianity of it I examine later :
the economic was the same as in 1911. Every child
was to come into a birthright of an equal portion of
the national income. Only in this way could we
secure a full supply of necessaries before luxuries, a
proper administration of justice, and the free practice
of eugenics. He scouted the idea that -political
democracy or economic collectivism implied any
moral progress (in the broadest sense) : he drew from
his ascetic and mystic principles the conclusion that
man’s duty is to develop his spiritual powers: and,
after outraging their religious feelings and setting
forth ideals with which hardly a soul in the room
agreed, he was boisterously cheered by fifteen hundred
City Templars. It was a fine tribute—to the man.

It is hardly necessary in the end to summarise or
criticise Shaw’s Socialism, as I stated its characteristic
features at the outset. He agrees with the extreme
Socialists in demanding equality of income, but differs
violently from them in estimating the effect of this
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and the way to attain it, and heaps contempt on their
rhetoric and their economic science. He agrees with
the moderate Socialists in believing that the process
of socialisation will be gradual and businesslike, and
possibly not complete, but disdains them because they
will not embrace equality of income—in the babe and
the man, the defective and the inventor—and because
they trust education and democratic government.
And in his ascetic and irrational conception of the
base of Socialism he finds himself in agreement only
with a few mystically-minded Socialists like Mr Webb.
These things have, for the last twenty years, prevented
Socialists from deriving as much advantage from the
adherence of so powerful a writer as they had hoped
todo. The only work of his which they urge—and it
has had a very small circulation for a work of the size—
is his “ Common Sense of Municipal Trading.” It is
his fierce critical work which they generally applaud.

One hears it said at times that he is dangerous to his
friends because he is whimsical, paradoxical, irres-
ponsible in his utterances. This is incorrect. He is
by no means a model of consistency from year to year,
but he is generally serious and consistent, though he
may wave a red flag of exaggeration to draw the bull.
The truth is that his fundamental creed, his deeper
view of life, is peculiar, and must be carefully studied
before we approach the bewildering and pyrotechnic
discharge of criticisms and affirmations which splutters
in the life of England during his period of dramatic
production. We have already seen how his economic
reasoning is complicated by mystic considerations and
ascetic sentiments. You cannot even understand his
Socialism until you understand these other elements
which have given it a peculiarly personal form.



CHAPTER III

THE SHAVIAN PHILOSOPHY

Mr SHAW’s principal biographer observes that,
although he does not claim to be great, he does claim
to be a philosopher. That is, perhaps, one of the
unkindest disservices which Dr Henderson has
rendered to his subject. I am, of course, not thinking
of academic philosophy, of which no one would
expect Shaw to have any knowledge. But even if
the word be taken in its broader sense, as a title
accorded to any man who has endeavoured to syste-
matise his particular views of life by tracing all happen-
ings to a fundamental reality, it is unwise to apply it
to Mr Shaw. He has a theory of life, in the compre-
hensive and fundamental sense, but it is hardly deep
enough, or sufficiently grounded on positive knowledge,
to merit the high title of a philosophy. It isan intel-
lectual attitude in the development of which personal
sympathies and antipathies have counted for much
more than a scrutiny of realities ; and it is an attitude
which, as a natural consequence, takes no account of
the progress of knowledge, and is already in large
part antiquated.

Yet it is essential to study what is called Shaw’s
philosophy, if one would understand his position on
the detailed problems of life. A man’s philosophy
or creed has frequently no relation to his practical
attitude. Huxley affected to believe that we have no
confident knowledge of the existence of a material
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universe, yet he is to many—not unnaturally—the
arch-materialist of the nineteenth century. Rocke-
feller professes a deep admiration for the Sermon on
the Mount. Many people believe implicitly that
they are going to heaven, yet make heroic efforts to
remain out of it as long as possible. Shaw is too
virile and candid for this. His philosophy actively
shapes his views: especially his ethical views, from
which the most distinctive and audacious of his
opinions are derived. Indeed, in the last ten years
this philosophy has grown larger and more dogmatic
in his mind, and nearly every utterance is at once
related to it. We have already seen how even his
ideas of social reform are modified by mystic considera-
tions of which we had to defer the explanation. We
shall see that his characteristic ideas about morality
also are grounded on this deeper theory of life. In this
he believes that he improves upon Nietzsche and Ibsen.

Perhaps it will be well to give at once an outline of
bis philosophy. In describing it as ‘‘antiquated ”
I did not mean that Shaw was clinging in comparative
loneliness to one of those ancient wrecks which float
in the current of thought. As far as the first principle
of his creed goes, he is in high company. A brilliant
French philosopher, Professor Bergson, has récently
brought it into discussion again throughout the
civilised world. Sir Oliver Lodge has defended it for
two decades ; and, what is more important to those
who know anything about the subject, Professor A.
Thompson, and Principal Lloyd Morgan, and a group
of able biologists and embryologists on the continent,
defend it. Except Bergson, however, whose philos-
ophy is nearest in substance to that accepted by
Shaw, these scientific men would reject the rather
poetical form in which Shaw conceives the * Life-
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Force,” and certainly not one of them would sanction
for a moment Shaw’s opposition to Darwinism. I
do not think there is one scientific man or philosopher
in Europe or the United States—except, in some
measure, the Rev. Professor Henslow-—who would
endorse Shaw’s philosophy on this point; and you
must share Shaw’s disdain of authority to be.in-
different to that fact.

There are, according to the Shavian philosophy,
two fundamental realities: matter and the Life-
Force. Matter is, or may be, eternal. At a point in
time (as far as our planct is concerned) the other
and spiritual reality, the Life-Force, pervades matter
and begins to build its atoms into simple living things,
which it animates. Then comes the long story of
the evolution of life, the ascent from level to level of
organisation. Some (materialists) hold that this
upward procession was due to the struggle of living
things and the changes in their surroundings: some
(theists) believe that it was direccted by a supreme

¢, pintelligence ; and@mc (vitalists) contend that the Life-
¢ TForce advanced, unconsciously but by native impulse,
in certain-definite directions.” In—adopting the latter
view Shaw is still in'respectable company, though when
he goes on to deny the struggle for life and survival
of the fittest, he stands alone. Then comes the im-
portant practical and religious bearing of this creed.
It gives Shaw a religion because he is prepared to call
the Life-Force God, and thinks it may yet become
omniscient and omnipotent. It gives him a basis for
his ethic, and so colours his whole outlook, because
it identifies his will with the Life-Force—identifies
God and man—and justifies his scorn of external rules
and authorities. It justifies his disdain of reason and
rationalism, because it makes will or impulse the
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primary. and_true expressmn of the supreme force.

It rationalises his belief in the Superman—to say
nothing of his conception of woman, the artist, and
other particular types—by showing that this ever-
advancing power must go on to a still higher level ;
and it explains his deliberate asceticism, since man’s
highest work is to co-operate with the “ wxll of od ’—
the Life-Force.

His philosophy is, therefore, no academic speculatlon
but a v1taI part_of every.important opinion he has
expressed If a man or woman affects to be a Shavian
and discards this philosophy, his or her creed is super-
ficial and disjointed. It is the mainspring in Andrew
Undershaft and John Tanner, in Major Barbara and
Ann Whitefield, and scores of other characters at
whom we have lightly laughed. The Shavian creed,
in so far as it is constructive, falls to pieces if you
reject this theoretical bond.

In order to understand how Shaw came to adopt
this theory of the Life-Force we must return for a
moment to his history. "He landed on this shoal
by trying to steer between Scylla and Charybdis,
between Christianity and Rationalism. 1 have
already described this in general terms. At an early
age he rejects his religious beliefs and embraces the
spirit of the Zetetical Society. Then, mainly on
account of the supposed social implications of Dar-
winism, he sees a whirlpool in Rationalism and backs
away from it. He then discovers the theory of
Samuel Butler, who explains the universe without
either Christianity or Darwinism, and puts an un-
conscious mind or life-force in nature. Later he
finds that Schopenhauer has made an impressive
philosophy of this idca of a great impulse or will
pushing upward in nature, and he secs its moral
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implications. "We may examine these stages, or
phases, of his creed more closely.

We saw that in the ’eighties he called himself an
““ atheist,” and joined in fierce assaults on Christianity
at the Zetetical Society. Captain Wilson used to
call it—““TCrosstianity,” and Shaw speaks of this
years afterwards, in his * Quintessence of Ibsenism,”
as an ‘“apt name.” Though he has ceased to call
himself an atheist, and begun to call himself a theist,
he has not in the least modified his antagonism to
Christian theology. In 1896, in his essay ‘ On
going to Church” (Savoy), he merely recommends
people to go at a time when there is no service, and
he ends a remarkable and flippant confession of faith
with the words: ‘““And I regard St Athanasius
as an irreligious fool—that is, in the only serious
sense of the word, a damned fool.” In the preface
to “Man and Superman’ and the “ Handbook
he is just as hostile: *‘ Christianity means nothing
to the masses but a sensational public execution,”
and ‘“ We have relapsed into disputés about trans- -
substantiation at the very moment when the discovery
of the wide prevalence of theophagy as a tribal custom
has deprived us of the last excuse for believing that
our official rites differ in essentials from those of bar-
barians.” In the preface to *‘ Major Barbara ”’ (1905)
he repeats this: ‘‘ Popular Christianity has for its
emblem a gibbet, for its chief sensation a sanguinary
execution after torture, and for its central mystery an
insane vengeance bought off by a trumpery expiation.”

His association with the City Temple and its liberal
preacher in recent years has led some to think that
he was moderating his antagonism to Christianity,
and some of the abler writers on him, like Julius Bab
and Dr Henderson, call him a Protestant or Neo-
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Protestant. He has himself used the phrase, but
it is wholly misleading. In 1908 he wrote to the
Freethinker (November 1st) to deny that there was
any material approach to Christianity in his develop-
ment. ‘I loathe,” he said, ‘“.the mess of mean
superstitions and misunderstood prophecies which is
still rammed down the throats of the children of this
country under the name of Christianity as contempt-
uously as ever.” All that has happened js-that, while
he used to regard the Christ of the Gospels as wholly
fictitious and impossible, Mr R. J. Campbell has
made the figure plausible, in the human sense. The
Christian God is still to him what he described in
his reply to Nordau in 1895: *“ a frightfully jealous
and vindictive old gentleman sitting on a throne above.
the clouds,” and ““ heaven is a sort of bliss which
would bore any active person to a second death.”
His relation to the liberal form of Christianity which
is taught at the City Temple was well shown on a
recent occasion, to which I have already referred.
Speaking from the pulpit of Dr Parker on ‘‘ Christian
Economics,” and premising that he “ did not profess to
" be a Christian,” he laid down the conditions of an exn-
tente; and they were peremptorily rejected by Mr Camp-
bell.! Christ, he said, was the first and last Christian ;
the question was whether they should restore his teach-
ing—it was a matter of complete indifference to him
whether it was real or mythical—and whether Mr
Shaw could co-operate with them. To make that
possible they must surrender, not only hell and
heaven, which he notoriously derides, but every
pretence of a doctrine of atonement. Vindictive

! The proceedings of this remarkable meeting, on Oclober 30,

1913, were not accurately reported. I write from the notes which
1 took at the time.
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punishment is one of the things he most abhors in
life, and he will not have the central doctrine of the
Christian scheme—fall and expiation—in any form.
Mr Campbell said at the close that in this they em-
phatically dissented from Mr Shaw.

But it scemed to me that Mr Campbell’s emphatic
dissent was really due to a deecper and more chilling
heresy on the part of Mr Shaw, which it was indiscreet
to recall to the audience. He had insisted on the
“immanence "’ of God. New theologians and amateur
theologians are fond of imagining that in this they
rise superior to the ““old theology,” whereas every
great theologian of the Middle Ages, and all other
ages, taught the immanence of God. The real issue
is whether you identify God with-the-spirit-of man.
Now even Mr Campbell believes that God was a
supreme, intelligent Being before man appeared,
and Mr Shaw holds the opposite™ ~God is the Life-

\ | Force which, as far as we know has reached its high-
‘water mark in man.

\ And from this-he drew a conclusion which sent a
shiver throughout the crowded chapel. A friend
had, he said, recently died and gone to heaven. [All
the youths and maidens who had come to hear Shavian
jokes leaned forward with beaming expectancy at
this solitary promise of humour.] To St Peter, at
the gate, he explained that he wanted to have a
word with the Almighty. When Peter demurred,
and the man insisted, Paul, Moses, and other ancients
were summoned to a council. [The smile slowly
disappeared, and the hundreds of Christian faces
became graver and graver.] They decided that the
man had a right to “see” God, and conducted him
across the golden streets to a sort of cathedral, where
“ a mclancholy old man “ sat on a gorgeous throne
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above the altar. The man was advancing toward
him, when Peter drew him back. ‘ We have,” he
whispered, ‘‘ granted you your right to see God,
but you cannot speak to him because—between
ourselves—God has gone mad.” And on the awed
silence of the vast audience broke the cold and relent-
less assurance of the lecturer: ‘ That is what. .is
wrong with the world ;_the G‘_dJn_ushas.ane mad.” nol 4 W
It seems not only an interesting point in itself to
make clear Bernard Shaw’s attitude on religion, but
that attitude has a most important bearing on his
ethical and even social opinions. This will appear
later, and I will briefly sum up his hostility to the
prevailing creed. He is drastically opposed to it,
even in its most liberal forms. He scorns even the
new-theology notion that God was alienated from
man and a reconciliation was needed. He disdains
the belief in personal immortality—* I nejther believe
in it nor desire it,”” he says—and has heavily cari- .
catured heaven and hell (in “ Man and Suyerman ).
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