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This reprint from “The Simpleton, The Six, And The Millionairess:
Being Three More Plays, Constable and Company Ltd., London, 1936”
is a handmade reproduction from the original edition, and remains
as true to the original work as possible. The original edition was
processed manually by means of a classic editing which ensures the
quality of publications and the unrestricted enjoyment of reading.



The selected correspondence of
Bernard Shaw related to the play The Millionairess contains 29
letters, written between 1934 and 1949. This collection mostly
from Collected Letters
of Bernard Shaw published by Max Reinhardt, edition of letters
published by University of Toronto Press and Bernard Shaw’s Letters to Siegfried Trebitsch
published by Stanford University Press represents a significant
addition to contemporary understanding of Shaw’s play The
Millionairess and reveals his thoughts on a wide variety of issues.
eBook-Cover was created by the editor using the picture of Sir John
Everett Millais.



 



 



Selected Correspondence Related to
the Play The
Millionairess



 



 



1/ To his first German translator Siegfried Trebitsch (1868–1956)



4th August 1934



 



My dear Trebitsch



The enclosed cheque ought to realise the requisite number of
schillings and a little over.



I enclose also a form of receipt. It is not only a receipt for the
money but an assignment of your film rights to me. You must
translate it into your best German and have it stamped and
witnessed (or whatever legal ceremonies are necessary to make it
legal in Germany—if any) as I must have a document to convince
[Paul] Koretz and secure my 10%.



I shall have to make a rough scenario for him, including some new
scenes: the play cannot be filmed as it stands.



I enclose The Six of Calais. The other plays (both full length) are
The Simpleton of The Unexpected Isles and The Millionairess. The
latter is not completed: I have altered its plan since I drafted it
on the ship.



 



ever



G. Bernard Shaw



 



 



2/ To an American-born British politician and close friend Nancy
Astor



8th April 1935



 



My dear Nancy



Charlotte is flourishing extremely in this hellish heat. I am a
mere spectre of myself. My clothes are dropping of my attenuated
body. The frightful cold I caught in the freezing Mediterranean has
been nearly baked out of me at last: but I am the wretchedest of
men, working furiously to distract my attention from myself.



I am finishing—practically rewriting—my play called The
Millionairess. People will say you are the millionaires. An awful,
impossible woman.



Meanwhile Russia is going from success to success and justifying
our trips to the tip top. The Foreign Office is licking Stalin’s
boots; and Communist China, which we have been desperately trying
to ignore, is sweeping away the wretched Kuomintang and bringing up
a solid bit of the real China against Japan. You can say ‘I told
you so’ twice a week to our own Kuomintang.



I can no more. They are making up the mail for Aden, which we
expect to reach tomorrow morning. Not the dim and distant Aidenn
where a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore—no such
luck, but at least a place where one can post a letter to you.



 



G.B.S.



 



 



3/ To lifelong friends Beatrice and Sidney Webb



20th April 1935



My dear Webby



. . . I finished the Millionairess play in Mombasa and
(having now three plays unpublished) am starting to work at
prefaces. Beatrice will have to revise the Millionairess, as she
has a scene in a sweater’s den! . . . 



 



G. Bernard Shaw



 



 



4/ To an English theatre director, entrepreneur, the founder of the
Birmingham Repertory Theatre and the Malvern Festival, and close
friend Barry Jackson



4th May 1935



 



My dear Barry



From Mombasa, which is within six days of London by Air Mail, I
sent to Miss [Blanche] Patch on the 15th April, the full revision
and extension of The Millionairess. It is quite unlike the
Simpleton and very like Volpone and The Alchemist, except, of
course, that the characters are ultra-modern. It is, however, a
star play in respect of its dependence on a single actress with a
very heavy part and a termagant personality: either Edith Evans or
the young woman in Love On the Dole [Wendy Hiller], whose name I
forget.



If the fate of The Simpleton is too
discouraging, a sensational change of plans is always a good
advertisement; and it is all the same to me whether The Simpleton
or The Millionairess goes up at Malvern, provided you can get your
star. I have seen in the Jewish paper [Jewish Chronicle] some
quotations from notices of The Simpleton in Germany which are
comparatively favourable. I do not know what happened finally in
New York: before I left I saw only the first fortnights returns,
according to which absolutely nobody but the Guild Subscribers
entered the theatre. I presume it has gone on the subscription for
the few weeks and then been taken off. However, Miss Patch will
tell you what has actually happened. She mentioned in her last
letter something about using the New York flashlights for the Press
preliminaries to Malvern. . . . 



Always,



G. Bernard Shaw



 



 



5/ To Barry Jackson



30th May 1935



Telegram



 



CONCENTRATE ON MILLIONAIRESS CUT OUT SIMPLETON COMBINATION.
EXTRAVAGANT AND UNCASTABLE AT MALVERN.



G.B.S



 



 



6/ To Siegfried Trebitsch



22nd June 1935



My dear Trebitsch



 



. . . On my voyage I got through a lot of work. I have
finished The Millionairess, which was only half completed. I have
written two prefaces, one of which will get you into trouble if you
translate it, as it contains an exposure of the silliness of
Anti-Semitism. I have offered to prove that it would have been
better for the world if the Jews had never existed, and then to
prove exactly the same thing of the Germans or any other human
group.



The Millionairess is a play with a very strong part for a female
star, and, if you can get the right woman, it will be a moneymaker
and cover [your wife] Tina with diamonds. I hope to get it printed
and to send you a copy in the course of the next few weeks.



Hans Rothe has sent me photographs of the Leipzig production of The
Simpleton, with which I am greatly pleased. If only the German
producer had been in America the horrible failure in New York would
have been impossible.



The Malvern Festival, of which I enclose a program, will not begin
until the 29th July, and will last until the 24th of August. Is
there any chance of seeing you there, or would you prefer to wait
until later on, on the chance of seeing The Millionairess? It is
only a chance so far, as I have made no arrangements for its
production yet.



I did not get your last two letters until we landed on our return
from South Africa.



What is the new book? A novel?



ever



G. Bernard Shaw



 



 



7/ Beatrice Webb to Bernard Shaw



30th July 1935



 



My dear GBS



In my brightest moment—after the early cup of tea, I have amused
myself by reading and pondering over The Milionairess. Here are
observations and reflections.



The Sweater’s Den (in some ways the best scene in the book). A
workshop is a workplace where
no power is used:
if power be introduced the workplace
becomes a factory, subject to all the restrictions and penalties of
the Factory Acts, many of which do not apply to workshops. The
Clothing industry is subject to a Wages Board, which fixes minimum
wages, and any employer, whether in a workshop or a factory, paying
less, is not only fined, but has to pay his workers arrears of
wages.



About your ‘man’s’ workplace. I doubt
this introduction of a gas engine into such a workshop: with only
six machines it would be far too costly and the older the engine
the worse it would be. When I knew the ready-made clothing
industry, that part of it conducted in workshops—even large
workshops employing 50 workers, survived, just because no power was
used; they lived on cheap labour. What has happened to the clothing
industry in particular I do not know. But generally speaking
throughout industry, chronic under-employment and low wages alike
have been altogether superseded, as causes of destitution, by
unemployment. Not because wages have risen—as they undoubtedly
have, but because increased productivity depends on the perfecting
of machinery and the use of power—with fewer and fewer human beings
working it. That is why the person with an effective demand
is today the all-important factor in
promoting the wealth of nations. Hence the success of Soviet
Communism, which provides this effective demand continuously and permanently—by planning production for
community consumption. Under this system it is the machine that
becomes the slave of humanity: all that is needed is skilled
workers who can control more and more machines, and who are
provided with more and more commodities and services, or,
alternatively, with more and more leisure in which to enjoy life
and develop their personalities. Hence the drive among the youth in
the U.S.S.R. for ‘improving their qualifications’ and the T.U.
delight in piecework, and socialist competition and voluntary work,
so that the total national product may be larger and larger—to meet
the effective demand
on the part of all the inhabitants,
able-bodied and non-able-bodied, for more and more commodities and
services, and longer and longer holidays. Forgive this return to
the subject matter of our own book!



Now about the play itself. Frankly, I
don’t like it—perhaps I am too obsessed with our highly specialised
work, or too lacking in sense of humour, or both. My complaint is,
its intolerable ugliness. In the Unexpected Island and
in Too True to be Good
there is a strain of beauty, which
compensates for, or balances, the burlesque situation and lampooned
personalities. But in The Millionairess, every character is
detestable, and every scene an ugly farce—which seems to lead
nowhere, Of course, the dialogue is often witty and illuminating
—but even here you are not at your best. I hope the distinguished
actress will not accept the part and then you will not stage it.
Anyway it is too short to be more than a curtain-raiser? Leave it
to be discovered after your death, as a neglected spark from the
genius of Bernard Shaw!



 



Always your loving and admiring friend



Beatrice Webb



I have tried to write legibly sitting up in bed.



 



 



8/ Charlotte Shaw to Nancy Astor



25th August 1935



 



Dearest Nancy



. . . We have been having a busy time here. The
[Malvern] Festival very bright & the play [The Simpleton of the
Unexpected Isles] a success. At least it filled the House, &
the people said they 1iked it. It was a bit over their heads. It
has been a joy driving about this lovely country—& the weather
has been just right for us. We stay here for the Three Choirs
Festival at Worcester next week: after that we may go back to Ayot
& London anytime. G.B.S. sends his best of love. He is well
& busy & rather enjoying himself. His second new play, The
Millionairess will probably be done soon in London. Let us go to
see that together. . . . 



ever



Love



Charlotte



 



 



9/ To Siegfried Trebitsch



30th December 1935



My dear Trebitsch



I am appalled at your unhappy bargain with [Eberhard] Klagemann.
You will get nothing, because in the film business [it] is not the
manufacturer who makes the profit but the distributor. The
manufacturer is ruined unless he has shares in the distributing
company, which of course he takes care to secure before he does the
work. As Klagemann is no novice he must have known perfectly well
that he was taking advantage of your innocence when he offered you
a profit sharing agreement—unless indeed you asked him one, in
which case he is entitled to plead Caveat Emptor.



A notice of The Millionairess has appeared here in The Observer and
made me rather nervous, because, though its quotations from the
text prove that the writer had access either to the prompt book or
to the rehearsals, his account of the plot is extraordinarily
confused and incomplete. Are you sure they are not tampering with
it? If you allow them the smallest latitude they will spoil it and
the play will be a ghastly failure. If they have found the right
woman for Epifania, and she sticks faithfully to her part as I have
written it, it will be a success; and you will make some money. But
if you let them talk you into accepting the smallest variations,
the danger of failure will be very great. The play is not like the
Apple Cart. Infamous as Reinhardt’s travesty of that play was, it
at least made money, though it dragged my reputation through the
mud. But this cannot happen with The Millionairess. Unless it is
pure Shaw, it is doomed.



I have not yet seen the Pygmalion film: the exhibition has been put
off until next Friday the third January. [Gabriel] Pascal has told
me some things about it that make me uneasy. I have your solemn
assurance that it follows my scenario exactly; but Pascal denies
this. If Klagemann has betrayed me, and humbugged you into
believing that his changes dont matter, I shall not trust him
again.



All film adventurers denounce one
another as crooks, mostly quite justly. To my great surprise Pascal
made an exception in the case of Klagemann, who is, he says, a
gentleman. He claims to have met you, but no more. He is a
Hungarian, apparently a man of birth and education, and an
extraordinarily clever and dramatic talker. He reminds me of Frank
Harris, though he has certainly been better brought up. I am taking
a big chance with him; but I should have to do that with
anybody. . . . 



Be sure you tell the Academie management that if they alter a
single word or incident in The Millionairess they shall never have
another play of mine to murder.



ever



G. Bernard Shaw



 



 



10/ To Siegfried Trebitsch



16th January 1936



My dear Siegfried



You will certainly drive me crazy with your changes of front. You
assured me repeatedly that I need have no fear; that Klagemann was
a perfect gentleman and that my scenario was being faithfully
followed in every particular. And all the time, as you now tell me,
you were in Berlin in a nest of scoundrels fighting to prevent them
from making changes even more monstrous than those they have
actually made! If you had given me the smallest hint of this I
could have tackled K. before it was too late. But you kept patting
me on the back and telling me not to worry—that it was all
right—and that the film would be just what I wanted it to be. And
this, you say, was to save me from being disturbed by your
conflicts with K!



Klagemann very wisely says nothing. He has sent more money: that is
his best argument.



Why should not the hundred stages of Germany produce The
Millionairess? If the Pygmalion film is not banned, why should The
Millionairess be banned? In any case persecutions do not last for
ever. What I feared was that you had property which had been
confiscated.



Since writing the above I have received your letter of the 14th, in
which you promise me that when you come to London in October you
will tell me how you have been deceiving me [by permitting the cuts
in order to assure success and to achieve productions] for the last
30 years. But the present trouble is about your deceiving me for
the last 30 weeks. Why dwell on your past crimes?



I must make my own scenarios to avoid intolerable complications.
You forget that I have to deal with all the countries on earth,
with authorised translators in several of them. If I had to arrange
for a rake-off for you in all these countries in addition to what
my translators could claim the transaction would be impossible. But
it does not matter, as Klagemann is the only bidder for C & C;
and I do not propose to trust him with another film.



If Koretz will give me the name and address of any film producer
who is not a crook (according to all the others) I shall be obliged
to him. This particular one [Klagemann] has deeply engraved on his
frontal sinus the vertical wrinkles which are made by the human
conscience. What a contrast with you, who have no conscience
whatever!



your long suffering



G. Bernard Shaw



 



 



11/ To Barry Jackson



7th May 1936



My dear Barry



I should say Leonora [Corbett], unhesitatingly. She is my second
string for The Millionairess



 



G.B.S.



 



 



12/ To Barry Jackson



 



Telegram



9th May 1936



 



WHY NOT TRY ELISABETH BERGNER [for The Millionairess]. SHAW



 



 



13/ To Barry Jackson



22nd May 1936



My dear Barry



I had a gay morning with, in
succession, Zillah [Carter]
and Earth.



Zillah looks to me as if, like her father, she could throw the
heavy stuff. She is anxious to come to Malvern on the chance of
Wendy [Hiller] losing her voice or being a motor casualty. And she
would be a tremendous understudy (or principal) for Aloysia [in On
the Rocks].
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