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NOTE ON THE PLAY

There are only two characters: the actor who speaks
the words of G.B.S. and the actress who speaks those of
Mrs. Patrick Campbell. He is dressed in a dark, semi-
formal suit or perhaps a smoking jacket, whatever seems
best for the particular actor playing the role, She should
have three lovely evening dresses that are at once
“modern” and “period.” Again, they should be designed
to show the actress off as beautifully as possible. No
attempt should be made to represent the features of either
Shaw or Mrs. Campbell. A touch of Irish accent, in
English-speaking countries, should be used by Shaw. She
will wear one dress in the First Act, one in the first part
of the Second, and another after she returns to “he Stage
for the last part of the Play. The last dress should be
the simplest of all and should be designed to help the
actress feel older than she was at the beginning.

The set is very simple: a semi-circular arrangement of
drapes. A lovely writing desk for her with a feminine and
charming small armchair before it. A small footstool is
under the desk. He will have a standing desk with an
appropriate high stool in front of it and, Down Right of
the desk, a small chair or hassock which can be easily
carried about. In the middle of the Stage is a practical
hatbox with a hinged top standing on a small, light table.
There should be an entrance Up Center. Behind her desk,
Stage Left, there is a break in the drapes to suggest a
window. The desks are placed to face diagonally out-
wards.

Act I: covers the period 1899 to 1914.

Act II: from 1914 to 1939,



Dear Liar

ACT ONE
TiME: 1899-1914,

At Rise: THE AcTtor and ACTRESS enter and walk to
either side of the hatbox.

AcTRESS. (To the audience.) Good evening.

Acror. Good evening.

AcrtrEss. For forty years of their very public lives there
existed a private and infinitely intriguing relationship
between the famous English actress, Mrs. Patrick Camp-
bell, and George Bernard Shaw. The well-known vegetar-
jan—

AcTOR. And playwright.

Actress. And playwright. When Mr. Shaw was, as he
said himself, old enough to know better, he fell head over
heels in love with Mrs. Campbell. He dreamed he walked
on air; he ran singing through the streets to meet her,
his Stella Stellarum, his glorious white marble lady. His
love, he said, was everlasting and undying—

Acror. (To audience.) But forty years later, when he
heard of her death, Shaw wrote, “Everyone is greatly
relieved; herself, I should think, most of all, fcr she could
not live with real people in the real world. Still she was
a great enchantress, and she enchanted me, amongst the
rest.”” (The ACTRESs opens the lid of the haibox.) This
is the story of that enchantment told in their own words
in the hundreds of letters they sent to one another over
the years, letters which they both saved, fought over;
returned to each other and very nearly lost in the second
world war.

AcTrESS. (To audience. As she speaks, the ACTOR takes
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6 DEAR LIAR ACT I

out ome packet of letters and looks through them.) In
1940 “Mrs. Pat,” as she was known to the public, died
in the South of France. With her were all the letters she
kept in this hatbox, under her bed. The English lady who
buried her left everything else behind and managed to
get the hatbox over to England just five days before the
Germans were in Paris.

Actor. (To audience. The ACTRESS now takes out the
other packet of letters from the hatbox.) But it is forty
years earlier that our play begins. Imagine, if you will,
the end of the last century. Victoria is still on the throne;
England, the most modern of modern nations; the world
wars are still to come.

AcTrEss. Mrs. Patrick Campbell is at the height of her
career. With Ellen Terry she had reigned over the English
theatre for nearly ten years. She had already created
many of her most famous roles but her most famous,
Eliza Doolittle, was yet to come.

Actor. I—for we speak now in the words of George
Bernard Shaw— (He hands packet of letters to her.)

Actress. And Mrs. Patrick Campbell— (Ske kands
her packet to him.)

Suaw. I was ending my first career as music and drama
critic and was beginning to turn out plays of my own—
none of them achieving much success at first. Inspired by
the beauty and artistry of Mrs. Campbell in The Second
Mrs. Tanqueray, I started work on a new play, Caesar
And Cleopatra, hoping that she might act in it when it
was finished. With this in mind I invited her down to my
cottage in Hindhead for a weekend visit.

CampPBELL. But it is all here, in the letters. Will you
begin please, Mr. Shaw?

Smaw. With pleasure, Mrs. Campbell— (They make a
formal bow and then cross to their desks. As SHAW
recites his first letter, CAMPBELL begins by holding a
single letter as if she is just reading it.)

Blen Cathra Hindhead, 12th of April, 1899.
Dear Mrs. Patrick Campbell:
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We bave this house until the 14th May only; so come
quickly. Mrs. Skaw will be delighted to see you.

The vegetables have trivmnhed over their traducers. I
was told that my meatiess diet was so poor that I could
not repair the bones that were broken in my fot, So I
have just had an X-radiograph taken and lo! perfectly
mended bone s¢ beautifully white that I have left in-
structions that, if I die, a glove stretcher is to be made
out of them and sent to you as a souvenir.

(Mrs. CaMPBELL laughs; puts letter down, sits and
listens.)

I have seen your latest photograph. Wonderful as it is,
I would have photographed you in bed, saying, “It’s
tempting Providence.” After all, there are lots of beauti-
ful people about, but they can’t all take a filament of
grey matter from their brains and thread it through the
hole in the dramatist’s needle. It is your power to do that
that is the real gift . . . I do hope you can come . . .
Yours sincerely, (Pantomimes signature.) George Bernard
Shaw.

(SrAW reads from a single letter as she speaks. This is
only to establish the convention: it is not repeated
again.)

CAMPBELL.

33 Kensington Sq. W., 21 April, 1899,
My dear Mr. Shaw:

I dread seeing my photographs—the days of dewlaps
have arrived! Ged help me and all women! I am afraid
I won’t be able to accept your invitation. Oh that I had
mislaid countless sons and daughters and that <hey would
all turn up today or temorrow and prevent me accepting
an offer te tour in America—20 weeks at so many dollars
a minute!

T’ve been asked to appear in Rostand’s wenderful fairy
play. Wouldn’t it be nice if you “Englished” it for us? Do
let me know.
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May God bless you for the smiles you make us smile
and forgive you for those literary lack-of-taste mis-
demeanors that make us squirm.

Yours sincerely, Beatrice Stella Campbell.

SHAW,

Dear Mrs. Patrick Campbell:

I don’t think it would do for me to meddle with
Rostand’s fairy scheme; it would give it a flavour of
brimstone at once. Give your contemporaries a chance.
Turn to the rising suns: I am exhausted, hackneyed,
vulgarized, and far too old for these games: 45 last July
as ever was . . .

(During this ke carries hatbox and stand v. c. where
it remains.)
Yours sincerely, G. Bernard Shaw.

CampseLL. (To audience.) In the fifth month of the
new century my husband was killed in the fighting in
South Africa. We had been married for 16 years and the
loneliness was overwhelming. The only thing was to
plunge back into my work and within a year I had opened
in a new play.

SHAwW,
7th November, 1901.

My dear Mrs. Patrick Campbell:

I finally secured a seat to your performance. It was
really a great achievement and the use of Handel’s music
was a fine touch. I do, however, think the Hallelujah
Chorus might be improved by steeping in boiling water
for ten minutes or so. Oh, yes! It is not natural that your
leading man should die unassisted the way he does, espe-
cially after gurgling like Othello with his throat cut.

However, all that is nothing. The impression was over-
whelming,

Yours enthusiastically, Bernard Shaw.

CampBELL. (To audience.) After this I appeared in a
series of wonderful plays, one success after another;
Pelleas and Melisande, Hedda Gabler and Bella Donna,
which I took back and forti: between England and Amer-
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ica. It was some years before I heard from Mr. Shaw
again. My children were growing up and already getting
married; my son, Beo, in 1909 and my daughter, Stella,
in 1911.

Suaw. (To audience.) And I was turning out one play
after another. Fanny’s First Play was a walloping success
running for nearly 600 performances and began to bring
in money such as I'd never seen before. And after this
had opened, I set to work in earnest on a play I’d long
planned for Mrs. Campbell—Pygmalion—and early in
1911 it was finished. I went to her house to read it to her
and, after she’d heard it, the next day she wrote—

CAMPBELL,

My dear Mr. Shaw:

What a play. I must confess I was surprised to hear

those unpleasant sounds of Eliza’s cockney accent coming
out of your mouth., But if you're really in earnest the
next step is to tell me what the business proposal is—
when, where and with whom and perkaps one day I
will . ..
(Ske rises and speaks quickly to audience.) And he ar-
rived for tea on a glorious June afternoon with laughter
in his eyes and a contract in his pocket. When he went
away, I bad the strange impression that our friendship
was ripening perhaps too rapidly; when I received his
next note I was certain of it. I caught him in the act of
slipping it under the door.

Suaw. (He walks toward her and pantomimes putting
note under the door.) You knew it would happen! I went
calmly to your house to discuss business with you, as
hard as nails, and as I am a living man, I fell head over
heels in love with you in the first thirty seconds. How
long did it last? For thirty hours! Why, I dreamed and
walked on air all the following afternoon just as if my
next birthday were my twentieth. (He returns to his
desk.)

CaMPBELL. But you are not twenty and the theatre is
business . . . a very big business! If, I tell you, “if,”
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I can get the right people together to do it I will be your
pretty slut. That far I will go.

Suaw. Very well, then, to business: I amn going to
break the shattering news that you have captured me
. . . for your own theatre! You see! That is the worst of
having anything to do with me: you are dragged at once
into the brazen atmosphere behind which my poor timid
little soul hides and cowers and dreams. (CAMPBELL
crosses up to “window.”) Your plans will be known to
everyone before this letter reaches you, with a romantic
glamor round them, but still 'sufficiently correct to make
it necessary for you to play with your cards on the table.
So beware!

CampBELL. I always play with my cards on the table,
not in my pocket. Tkat was your game. All that pretense
of “being in the neighborhood.”

SuAW. A perfectly respectable ruse. What’s the matter?
Are you afraid you might involve your heart with this
blarneying Irish liar and actor . . . as he has with you?
Or are you afraid you won’t?

CampPBELL. (During SHAW’S speech she has slowly
crossed to his desk and now is speaking directly into his
eyes.) Beatrice Webb is right, you are a spritz. And how
can one fall in love with a sprite? “Will you come on
Friday and I promise we can be alone!” (She returns to
her area.)

Suaw. (To audience.) If Stella wanted to capture you
you might as well go willingly, for she was irresistible.
All of London knew her charms from across the footlights
but I was learning them from a much different perspective.
I would not have believed I had that left in me. (7o
CAMPBELL.)

Dear Stella:

Many thanks for Friday; and for a Saturday of delight-
ful dreams back up in the clouds. I am all right now,
though, down on earth again with all my cymbals and
side drums and “blaring vulgarities” in full blast; but it
would be meanly cowardly to pretend that you are not a
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very wonderful lady, or that the spell did not work most
enchantingly on me for fully twelve hours . . . G.B.S.

CampsiLL. Shall we keep to business, Mr. Shaw? . . .
I have made a formal offer for the theatre and have let
the world know that I am going into management and that
I may act in Mr. Shaw’s Eliza. Perhaps you have already
seen it in the papers. Who will play the part opposite to
me of—of—who is it?

Suaw. Henry Higgins!

CampBELL. Yes, Henry Higgins, I don’t know yet, but
never mind. We will find someone. For—Higgins.

Suaw. We cannot have “someone” to play Higgins.
It’s just as important a part as Eliza. Stella, beware! If
you attempt management on the one-star system, nothing,
not even my genius added to your own, can save you
from final defeat. “Male and female created Fle them.”
Your public is more than half feminine. You cannot
satisfy their longing for a male to idealize. And how
could they idealize a poor salaried supporting actor,
pushed into a corner and played off the stage? Do you
want to be Eleanora Duse: a hammer without an anvil?
Yes, produce Pygmalion with a cheap Higgins and I'll
tell you exactly what will happen. You will have an up-
roarious personal success; but the house will be under
two hundred pounds. At the end of a few weeks business
will stagger. You will be terrified and will spend wildly
on advertisements. You will drop to one hundred and
twenty pounds. You will struggle on until you have lost
every farthing and then it will be America, with all its
horrors, to recoup yourself! No, Stella, no no no. I must
have a heroic Higgins, not just “anyone” and I will not
let you ruin me nor yourself. I could not love thee, dear,
so much loved I not money more. (Obstinately turns his
back to her.)

CampBerL. Oh, Mr. Shaw, you’re such a clown! I
think I’ll call you “Joey”—*Joey the Clown.” One knows
only too well that a two star show is better ttan a one
star and that an all star show is fit only for Kings and
Queens.
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Suaw. If you know that why are you being so difficult?

CaMPBELL. I'm not being difficult. If you don’t care if
I’'m happy in my work, there are many that do. James
Barrie has a new play for me and Chas. Frohman offers
me a fortune to take it to Americal!

Suaw. Yes, yes, I know all about that but for the love
of God, Stella, you must be reasonable.

CampBELL, 1 feel thoroughly unreasonable and uncom-
fortable haggling with you this way. If Higgins is a more
important part than Eliza then get a male star and some
“little actress” and I'll step out.

Suaw. Stella, talk sense! You an established star, a
veteran, in fact, must have an established star to play
opposite you.

CampBELL, A veteran! How dare you! I'm not a vet-
eran! Veteran! That makes me feel like the horse that once
won the Derby and has been put out to pasture ever since.
A veteran! One would think that my hair’s a wig, my eyes
are glass and my legs wooden. Well, I've got my eyes, my
hair’s my own and my legs are as good as the best. And
I won’t be a day over thirty-nine! Of course, I do have
a daughter who’s twenty-eight, but what of that? It
happens in India all the time.

SHaw. Have you finished?

CampBELL. No I have not. I was told today that you
only wanted me to play Eliza for the joy of making a fool
of me, so everyone can say “the joke, the enormous joke”
of my playing a girl! Well we’ll see who has the last
laugh. I wonder what your nonsensical play would be
without me!

Saaw. But I want my Liza and no other Liza. I wrote
the play to have my Liza. And I must have a proper
Higgins for my Liza.

CampBELL, Then you listen to reason.

SuAaw. I won’t listen to reason! I'll sit here and howl.
I can howl for twenty years, getting louder and louder
all the time. All T ask is to have my own way in every-
thing! (He folds his arms.)
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CampgpELL. Oh, darling!

SHAW. Mr, Shaw! If you please.

CaMPBELL. (Mocking and tender.) 1 call you “darling”
because “dear Mr. Shaw” means nothing at all—whilst
darling means most dear and most dear means a man,
and a mind and a speaking—such as you and your mind
and your speech! I long to get on with the whole thing
and call rehearsals on Sept. 1st.

SHAW. September 1st is agreeable to me if we find the
right Higgins. I will not budge from this position. (He
laughs and looks at her.) Our friends are beginning to
talk about us. Cartloads of chaff are falling on. me like
snow on Mont Blanc. Mrs. Shaw and I were with James
Barrie on Monday night. At eleven I rose to go. Barrie
said in his slowest Scotch manner, “Shall ye be seeing
Mrs. Campbell again tonicht?” Such is the ribaldry I
have brought on you. (T audience.) 1 wish I could fall
in love without telling everybody. I shall be fifty-six on
the twenty-sixth of this month, and I have not yet grown
up. I must go now and read this letter to my wife, Char-
lotte. My love affairs are her unfailing amusement. (Rises
and crosses up to desk.) Oh, forgive this blasphemy; but
my head is still bad and it makes me naughty—-Stella—
(She doesn’t reply.) Stella! September 1st—yes?

CamPBELL. (After @ moment of resistance.) September
first—yes.

SuAw. (To audience.) But it was not to be, not yet.
A few weeks later, shortly after I'd begun my annual
holiday on the Continent, Stella was involved in a hor-
rible taxicab accident; (CaMPBELL pulls footsiool from
under desk and puts feet on it.) which brought our plans
to a crashing halt and kept her from acting for more than
a year. She was driving to the Albert Hall, holding on
her lap her ever-present pekingese, this one named Pinky
Panky Poo. (SHAW sits on high stool.)

(During the ensuing section, while CAMPBELL is i, the
two ACTORs do not look at each other as they speak.
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SHAW talks to the s. L. part of the house; she, to
the s. ®. part.)

CaMPBELL. It was a blinding bang!—my head rose six
inches and then the hemorrhage came down my face under
the skin, and I have been a sight of sights ever since with
aches and pains in every inch of me and bruises as large
as saucers—I’m afraid I can’t play Bella Donna again—
it must close— Nor Liza now, I fear. May Strachey
begged me to write and say it would be grand and that
you rather owed it to me—to let us have Liza to take
with us on the rest cure in France. I can read to her—
what the world will never hear now and we would let
no other soul see it.—Write and make me get well. A
letter a day won’t be enough.

SHAw. Not one but a thousand letters will I write to
you. What a close call that was! Thank God, you’re not
dead. A rest cure is the only thing. I am on holiday here
in the Bavarian Alps but I will send you a rough proof
of Pygmalion to take with you. I warn you beforehand,
however, that if you read it again you are lost; you will
be at my feet at once with your dark hair looking dyed
because of the gleaming of my brown shoes through the
roots. Is it Lady Strachey you are with? If it is, what will
she think of me when you trail your victim before her?
I solemnly protest that when I went into your house in
Kensington Square I was a man of iron, insolently con-
fident in my own impenetrability. And in thirty seconds—
oh, Stella, if you had a rag of decency it couldn’t have
happened. Is this dignified? Is it sensible? At my age—
a driveller—a dotard! I will conquer this weakness, or
better still, trade in it and write plays about it.

CampBELL. Write plays about whatever you wish but
not, please, about us! . . . My daughter, Stella, when she
was little, used to sing a song which she thought was
funny. It began like this:

He’s mad, mad, mad,
He’s clean gone off his nut
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He cleans his boots with strawberry jara

He eats his hat whenever he can

He’s mad—
It’s really about you. (Ske suddenly moves her head too
quickly, giving it a painful twinge.) I still have two black
eyes and some screw-like pains in my shoulder.

Suaw. Your mention of Stellinetta reminds me of a
time I puzzled her with a piece of Irish folly. We were
sitting in the front box at the Savoy at some idiotic per-
formance of Arms and the Man; and the audience gave
me a sort of ovation at the end. My impulse was to rise
and bless them— (He makes an elaborate cross in the
air.) it’s true, I often feel like the Pope. She thought I
was cracked, poor infant!

CaMPBELL. You seem to be having a merrv time. I
wish I were with you but they won’t even let me sit up
for more than an hour at a stretch. Not to speak of motor-
ing! . . . Here at Aix I am looking at a glorious world,
when I look up—and out—but the scullery maids in their
pearls and fashions with their bloody nails and sealing-
wax lips make my hair stand on end—I have never been
to a fashionable cure place before—I am a little as-
tounded.—“Laugh and the world laughs with you, snore
and you sleep alone.” Perhaps some day, if you are very
good and behave properly at rehearsal I will write you
a love letter,

Suaw. A love letter! Sancta simplicitas! When did you
ever write me anything else? No; let me write; and do
you pray for us both; for there is always danger when
that devilment Love is at work! Ah! I wish you were with
me, you’d keep me out of pickles such as I got into
yesterday. Briefly: in a townlet some twenty miles from
the French border, the car ruptured a vital organ. So, to
get some quiet and avoid being run over in absence of
mind, I went into a barber’s, forgetting that I'd had my
hair cut only the day before, with the result that I am
now mowed all but bald. I did not wake up to what was
happening until the man started on my eyebrow, probably
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mistaking it for a supplementary moustache because it
turns up at the end in the Mephistelian manner. As it is,
I am cropped to the white, like a fox terrier. I shall not
feel romantic about you again for at least ten seconds.
If the sun is shining in Savoy, and you are motoring
much, ask the chauffeur to give you some lubricating oil
to rub on your countenance. If you don’t it will peel. I use
a skin food; but engine oil is cheaper and equally
effective.

CampBeLL. You don’t deserve to be as clever as you
are and it’s not that you are so clever—it’s just your
exuberant and mischievous mind. I cannot keep up the
exuberance like you, and the beloved Irish accent, which
I believe the serpent had or Eve would never have noticed
the apple. Do something quickly or I shall have vanished.
I miss you dreadfully—and Liza, too.

Suaw. Nearer my goddess to thee by another one
hundred and twenty miles. Strangely enough I have never
been here in Orleans before. I should like to do a Joan
of Arc play some day, beginning with the sweeping up of
the cinders after her martyrdom and going on with her
arrival in Heaven. One of my scenes will be Voltaire and
Shakespeare running down side streets to avoid meeting
her. Would you like to play the maid? You would come
in on horseback in shining armour and fight innumerable
supers!

CampBeLL. Your letters are a carnival of words. How
can I answer with my poor whining beggars? It will be
dreadful when you realize the commonplace, witless char-
woman I really am. And you with so many “great women”
about you now, Saint Joan and all. If you are back next
Monday or Tuesday, will you come at 4 o’clock and make
me laugh and convince me it’s worthwhile getting well?

SHAw. Alas, although I am back in England I shall not
be within reach of you on Monday or Tuesday, I have to
go up to Liverpool and see them through another rehearsal
of Caesar and Cleopatra. It was a specially disastrous
dress rehearsal. Such dryings-up and wrong cues were
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never heard. To my taste the climax was reached when
the end of the fourth act was approaching and the stage
was darkened for the discovery of the murdered Ftateeta.
Cleopatra said “It is dark and I am lonely” with such
convincing naturalness that the sympathetic electrician
consoled her instantly with a flood light which deluged
the stage.

CampBELL. Oh darling!—it’s too late to do anything
but accept you and love you—but when ycu were quite
a little boy somebody ought to have said ‘“hush” just
once. I haven’t said “kiss me” because life is too short
for the kiss my heart calls for . . . Look into my eyes
for two minutes without speaking if you dare! Then how
many hours would you be late for dinner?

Suaw. If I looked into your eyes without speaking for
two minutes—Silent for two minutes with an audience
even of ome! Impossible cried the fiend—-I might see
heaven. I think you are getting well. I hear a ring. I see
a flash. The able courageous Stella is stirring. Stella! Who
is Stella? A woman, well, can she love a human dredger?
That's what I am! Does she want to clasp brass to her
bosom—oh, her bosom! I remember now--the jadel—
when she first took my hand she shook it so that it
touched her bosom, an infamous abandoned trick; it
thrilled through me, through all my brass for hours. I
was young and foolish then and could be thrilled. What
did she care for me then? What was my kauckle to her
—it caught me just on the knuckle— Had she felt what
I felt she would have risen up into the skies and set me
there at her right hand. Oh you must, you must be torn
out of your bed and shaken into rude health. Or else I
will get into the bed myself and we shall perish together
scandalously.

CampPBELL. There are parts of your letters I cannot
reply to. You might lend me some bacteria? The doctors

“can’t find any in my blood and they want some to cook
and replace— They say now a horse’s would do, but I
would so much rather have yours. Oh! I long for you to
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be here and throw all three doctors out the window.—If
you don’t come to see me soon, there won’t be a “me” to
see!—Ask Charlotte to be kind. (On the word “Char-
lotte,” SmAW rises quickly and begins to shush her,
crossing to her at the same time. She lowers her voice.)
Even if she does think me a lunatic or an adventuress,
she might let you call on me while I'm ill. That’s per-
fectly respectable. And I can be terribly proper.

Suaw, (Standing close to her.) No. It is best to ask
Charlotte nothing; I barely mention your name.—VYester-
day a tragedy occurred. She overheard our telephone con-
versation and the effect was dreadful; I must, it seems,
murder myself or else murder her. Well, I daresay, it is
good for us all to suffer; but it is hard that the weak
should suffer the most. I throw my desperate hands to
heaven and ask why one cannot make one beloved woman
happy without sacrificing another.

CampBELL. I had a dream about Charlotte last night.
She shook hands with me warmly and smiled and said, “I
thought you were a bird of paradise but you are only a
silly goose.”” The dream ended with my jumping out
of bed and taking a taxi to—your house. Stella, la
dangereuse. (Ske takes her feet off footstool and addresses
audience. SHAW goes behind his desk and stands looking
off.) After that, I began to recover—I went into a nursing
home where they pummeled me in the mornings and
strapped me on a board at night; but by January I was
able to move about and in February visitors were let
come in to see me—and they came by the scores—all the
people I knew in London and some I didn’t. One came
every day bringing roses and gaiety into my room. George
Cornwallis-West. It wasn’t long before Mr. Shaw noticed
his visits and then began to act very peculiarly indeed.

SHAW. (Turning to her.) Can it be true? My sprite
tells me you are jilting me! Am I spurned indeed? Must
I stop making verses? Though I confess I can think of
no rhyme for “Stella” but ‘“umbrella” and “too damn
well” 1 love “Mrs. Campbell,” and horrors of that sort.
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Though I like George I say he is young and I am old.
So let him wait until I am tired of you.

CampPBELL. Be calm, dearest Joey, be gentle with fools.
Poor you. Awful as it is, it is nothing compared to the
humiliation I feel with Charlotte while I am without
husband. Now I know there is nothing you can do about
that, but there is a great deal George can do. So, please!—
But enough of that! I have just heard of the illness of
your beloved mother. I remember you once said, “It is
from her I derive my brains and character which does her
credit.” Oh Joey! I know how devotedly you love her.
If she leaves us, it will be a great loss.

Smaw. . . . Mamma, yes! She cut a wisdom tooth
when she was eighty! and now it is the end, they say.
The world is changing horribly . . . G.B.S. (He crosses
dejectedly around . side of desk.)

CampBELL. I have just been told the sad news. May
she rest in peace!—1I had a mother who loved Dante . . .
and whose soul was steeped in beauty. When you can, let
me hear from you.

SEAW. (There is the minimum of movement in this
speech. The middle section should be almost to himself
as if he were still there in the crematorium. The whole
is filled with love for his mother.) 22nd February, 1913
. . . What a day! I must write to you about it, because
there is no one else who didn’t hate her mother, and
even who doesn’t hate her children. Whether you are an
Italian peasant or a Superwoman I cannot yet find out:
but anyhow your mother was not the Enemy . . . Why
does a funeral always sharpen one’s sense of humor and
rouse one’s spirits? This one was a complete success. No
burial horrors. No mourners in black, snivelling and
wallowing in induced grief. Nobody knew except myself,
Granville Barker, and the undertaker. Since I could not
have a splendid procession with lovely colors and flashing
life and triumphant music, it was best with us three. I
particularly mention the undertaker because the humor
of the occasion began with him. I walked to the Crema-
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torium with Barker: and there came also the undertaker
presently with his hearse, which the horse had walked con-
scientiously at a funeral pace through the cold; though
my mother would have preferred an invigorating trot.
The undertaker approached me in the character of a man
shattered with grief: and I, hard as nails (rejoicing
irrepressibly in my mother’s memory), tried to convey
to him that this professional chicanery, as I took it to
be, was quite unnecessary. And lo! It wasn’t professional
chicanery at all. He had done all sorts of work for her
for years, and was actually and really in a state about
losing her . . . And the coffin was covered with violet
cloth—not black . . . I must rewrite that burial service;
there are things in it that are deader than anyone it has
been read over; still with all its drawbacks it is the most
beautiful thing that can be read as yet. And the parson
did not gabble in the horrible manner common on such
occasions, With Barker and myself for his congregation
(and Mamma) he did it with his utmost feeling and sin-
cerity. At the passage “earth to earth, ashes to ashes,
dust to dust” there was a little alteration of the words
to suit the process. A door opened in the wall: and the
violet coffin mysteriously passed out through it and
vanished as it closed. People think that door the door of
the furnace: but it isn’t. I went behind the scenes at the
end of the service and saw the real thing. People are
afraid to see it; but it is wonderful. I found there the
violet coffin opposite another door, a real unmistakable
furnace door this time: when it lifted there was a plain
little chamber of cement and fire-brick. No heat, no noise.
No roaring draught. No flame. No fuel. It looked cool,
clean, sunny. You would have walked in or put your
hand in without misgiving. Then the violet coffin moved
again and went in, feet first. And behold! The feet burst
miraculously into streaming ribbons of garnet colored
lovely flame, smokeless and eager, like pentecostal
tongues, and as the whole coffin passed in it sprang into
flame all over; and my mother became that beautiful
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