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PREFACE
MAINLY ABOUT MYSELF

Trene is an old saying that if a man has not fallen in
love before forty, he hiad better not fall in love alter. I
long ago perceived thak this rule applied to many other
matters as well: for example, to the writing of plays;
and T made a rough memorandum for my own gnidance
that unless T eould produce at least half a dozen plays
before I was [orty, T had betler let playwriting alone.
It was not so eaay to comply with this provision as might
be supposed. Not that T lacked the dramatist’s gilt.
As [ar as that is concerned, T have encountered no limit
bul my own laziness to my power af conjuring up -
aginary people in imaginary places, and making up
stories abeut them in the natural scenie form which has
given rise Lo that curions human institution, the theatre.
But in order to oblain a livelihood by my gift, I must
have conjured so as to interest not enly wy own imagi
nation, but that of at least some seventy or 4 bundred
thonsand contemporary London playgoers. To tulfil
this condilion was hopelessly out of my power. 1 hnd
no taste Cor what is ealled popnlar art, no respect far
popular moralily, no belict in popular religion, no ad-
miration for popular heroics. As an Irishmun 1 could
pretend to patriotism neither for the country I had aban-
doned nor the country that had ruined it.  As a bumane
person I detested violence and slaughter, wheller in war,
sport, or the butcher's yard. I was a Socialist, detesting
our anarchiczl seramble for money, snd believing in
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equality as the only possible pérmanent basis of social
organization, discipline, subordination, good manners,
and selection of fit persons for high functions. Fash-
ionable life, though open on very specially indulgent
terms to be unencumbered ™ brilliant ™ persons ( brill-
iﬂ]‘_lﬂ_‘_F " wrag my 5|}tci!1[ty}, I eonld nob endure, even if
1 had not feared the demoralizing effect of its wicked
wastefolness, ils impenitent robibery of the poor, and its
vilgarity on a character which required looking after
as mueh as my owil. I was neither a sceptic nor a eynic
in these matters: I simply understood life diffcrently
from the average respeetable man; and as 1 cortainly

made him unbearably miserable—I was not splenetic
over our wariance,

Judge them, how impossible it was for me to write
fiction that should delight the poblie, Im my nonage I
had tricd to obtain a foothwld in Iiteratoure by writing
nc:uw_-].s, and did a:'rI.L:.'LﬂIF ]:rndum’: five ]f}ng warks in Ehat
form without getting further than an encournging com-

pliment or two from the most dignified of the London
:md Ameriean publishers, who wnanimously declined Lo
vernture their capila]l upon me. Now it is clear that a
novel exnnot be oo bad to be worth publishing, provided
it is a novel ab all, apd nol merely an ineptitude. It
cortainly is possible for o neovel to be too pood to be
wuorll puldishing; bot T pledee mor evedit as a eritic that
this was nol the ezse with mine, I might have explained
the malter by saving with Whately, ** These silly people
den’l know Lheir own silly business ™5 and indeed, when
these novels of mine did subsequently blunder into fype
to Ll up gaps in Socizlist magazines financed by gencr-
ous friends, one or two speeimens took shailow root like
weeds, and trip me up from time to time to this day.
But 1 was convinced that the publishers” view was com-
mercially sound by getting just then a clue to my real
condition from a friend of mine, a physician who Lad
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devoted himself specially to cphthalmic surgery, He
tested my eyesight one evening, and infermed me that it
wag guite uninteresting to him becaunse it was " normal,”
1 naturally took this to wean that it was like everybody
elsc’'s; but be rejected this construction as paradoxical,
and hastened to explain to me that I was an exceptional
and highly fortunate person optically, " normal ™ sight
eonferring the power of secing things aceuwrately, and
being enjoyed by only aboubt ten per cent of the popula-
tion, the remaining ninely per eceat being abnormal. 1
immediately perceived the explanation of my want of
suceess in fiction. My mind’s eve, like my hody's, was
“normal i it saw things differcntly from other people’s
eyes, and saw them better.

This revelation produced a considerable effect on me,
At first it struck mc that 1 might live by selling iy works
to Lhe ten per cent who were like myself; bot a moment’s
reflection showed me that these wonld all be as penniless
as m:r'SE]f and that we eould not live by, so to spesk,
taking in one anolher’s washing, How to ¢arn my bread
by my pen was then the problem, Tiad T been a prac-
tical common-sense wonevloving Englishman, the matter
would have been easy enough: I should have put on a
pair of abpormal spectacles and alierred my vision to
the liking of the nincty per cent of polential lmn'l.lmu s,
Eut I wns so prodigiously sclf-satisfied wilh my supe-
riority, so Asttered by my abnermal normalily, that the
resource of hypocrisy never occurred to me.  Beller
see rightly on a pound a week than squint oo a willion.
The question was, how to get the pound a week. The
matter, once I gave vp writing novels, was not so very
difficult. Ewvery despot must have one disloyal subject
to keep him sane. Even Louis the Lleventh had to tol-
erate his confessor, standing for the cternal against the
temporal throne. Democraey lins now handed the seep-
tre of the despot to the sovereign people; but they, too,
must have their confessor, whom they call Critie.  Criti-



