AUTHOR'S FOREWORD

Theatre has long seemed to me—in common with much
other art—a Biblia Pauperum, a Bible in pictures for those
who cannot read what is written or printed; and I see
the playwright as a lay preacher peddling the ideas of
his time in popular form, popular enough for the middle-
classes, mainstay of theatre audiences, to grasp the gist
of the matter without troubling their brains too much.
For this reason theatre has always been an elementary
school for the young, the semi-educated and for women
who still have a primitive capacity for deceiving them-
selves and letting themselves be deceived—who, that is to
say, are susceptible to illusion and to suggestion from the
author, I have therefore thought it not unlikely that in
these days, when that rudimentary and immature thought-
process operating through fantasy appears to be develop-
ing into reflection, research and analysis, that theatve,
like religion, might be discarded as an outworn form for
whose appreciation we lack the necessary conditions. This
opinion is confirmed by the major crisis still prevailing in
the theatres of Europe, and still more by the fact that in
those countries of culture, producing the greatest thinkers
of the age, namely England and Germany, drama—like
other fine arts—is dead.

Some countries, it is true, have attempted to create a
new drama by using the old forms with up-to-date con-
tents, but not only has there been insufficient time for
these new ideas to be popularized, so that the audience
can grasp them, but also people have been so wrought up
by the taking of sides that pure, disinterested appreciation
has become impossible. One’s deepest impressions are up-
set when an applauding or a hissing majority dominates
as forcefully and openly as it can in the theatre. Moreover,
as no new form has been devised for these new contents,
the new wine has burst the old bottles.
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In this play I have not tried to do anything new, for
this cannot be done, but only to modernize the form to
meet the demands which may, I think, be made on this
art today. To this end I chose—or surrendered myself to—
a theme which claims to be outside the controversial
issues of today, since questions of social climbing or fall-
ing, of higher or lower, better or worse, of man and woman,
are, have been and will be of lasting interest. When I
took this theme from a true story told me some years ago,
which made a deep impression, I saw it as a subject for
tragedy, for as yet it is tragic to see one favoured by
fortune go under, and still more to see a family heritage
die out, although a time may come when we have grown
so developed and enlightened that we shall view with
indifference life’s spectacle, now seeming so brutal, cynical
and heartless. Then we shall have dispensed with those
inferior, unreliable instruments of thought called feelings,
which become harmful and superfluous as reasoning
develops.

The fact that my heroine rouses pity is solely due to
weakness; we cannot resist fear of the same fate over-
taking us. The hyper-sensitive spectator may, it is true,
go beyond this kind of pity, while the man with belief in
the future may actually demand some suggestion for
remedying the evil-in other words some kind of policy.
But, to begin with, there is no such thing as absolute evil;
the downfall of one family is the good fortune of another,
which thereby gets a chance to rise, and, fortune being
only comparative, the alternation of rising and falling is
one of life’s principal charms. Also, to the man of policy,
who wants to remedy the painful fact that the bird of
prey devours the dove, and lice the bird of prey, I should
like to put the question: why should it be remedied? Life
is not so mathematically idiotic as only to permit the big
to eat the small; it happens just as often that the bee kills
the lion or at least drives it mad.

That my tragedy depresses many people is their own
fault. When we have grown strong as the pioneers of the
French revolution, we shall be happy and relieved to see
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the national parks cleared of ancient rotting trees which
have stood too long in the way of others equally entitled
to a period of growth—as relieved as we are when an in-
curable invalid dies.

My tragedy “The Father” was recently criticised for
being too sad—as if one wants cheerful tragedies! Every-
body is clamouring for this supposed “joy of life,” and
theatre managers demand farces, as if the joy of life con-
sisted in being ridiculous and portraying all human beings
as suffering from St. Vitus’s dance or total idiocy. I myself
find the joy of life in its strong and cruel struggles, and
my pleasure in learning, in adding to my knowledge. For
this reason I have chosen for this play an unusual situa-
tion, but an instructive one—an exception, that is to say,
but a great exception, one proving the rule, which will no
doubt annoy all lovers of the commonplace. What will
offend simple minds is that my plot is not simple, nor its
point of view single. In real life an action—this, by the
way, is a somewhat new discovery—is generally caused by
a whole series of motives, more or less fundamental, but
as a rule the spectator chooses just one of these—the one
which his mind can most easily grasp or that does most
credit to his intelligence. A suicide is committed. Business
troubles, says the man of affairs. Unrequited love, say
the women. Sickness, says the invalid. Despair, says the
down-and-out. But it is possible that the motive lay in all
or none of these directions, or that the dead man concealed
his actual motive by revealing quite another, likely to
reflect more to his glory.

I see Miss Julie’s tragic fate to be the result of many
circumstances: the mother’s character, the father’s mis-
taken upbringing of the girl, her own nature, and the
influence of her fiancé on a weak, degenerate mind. Also,
more directly, the festive mood of Midsummer Eve, her
father’s absence, her monthly indisposition, her pre-occu-
pation with animals, the excitement of dancing, the magic
of dusk, the strongly aphrodisiac influence of flowers, and
finally the chance that drives the couple into a room alone
—to which must be added the urgency of the excited man.
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) My treatment of the theme, moreover, is neither exclu-
sively physiological nor psychological. I have not put the
blame wholly on the inheritance from her mother, nor on
her physical condition at the time, nor on immorality. I
bave not even preached a moral sermon; in the absence of
a priest I leave this to the cook.

.H congratulate myself on this multiplicity of motives as
being up-to-date, and if others have done the same thing
MummoHo me, then I congratulate myself on not being alone
in my “paradozes,” as all innovations are called.

In regard to the drawing of the characters, I have made
my people somewhat “characterless” for the following
Hmmmonmw In nnmmu Moﬁmm of time the word character has
assumed manifold meanings. It must have originally sioni-
fied the dominating trait om the soul-complex, MMM nwa mMm
confused with temperament. Later it became the middle-
class term for the automaton, one whose nature had be-
come fixed or who had adapted himself to a particular
réle in life. In fact a person who had ceased to grow was
called a character, while one continuing to develop—the
skilful navigator of life’s river, sailing not with sheets set
fast, but veering before the wind to luff again—was called
characterless, in a derogatory sense, of course, because he
was 5o hard to catch, classify and keep track of. This
middle-class conception of the immobility of the soul was
transferred to the stage where the middle-class has always
ruled. A character came to signify a man fixed and
finished: one who invariably appeared either drunk or
jocular or melancholy, and characterization required noth-
ing more than a physical defect such as a club-foot, a
wooden leg, a red nose; or the fellow might be made to
repeat some such phrase as: “That’s capitall” or: “Barkis
is willin’l” This simple way of regarding human beings
still survives in the great Molidre. Harpagon is nothing
but a miser, although Harpagon might have been not only
a miser, but also a first-rate financier, an excellent father
and a good citizen. Worse still, his “failing” is a distinct
advantage to his son-in-law and his daughter, who are his
heirs, and who therefore cannot criticise him, even if they
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have to wait a while to get to bed. I do not believe, there-
fore, in simple stage characters; and the summary judg-
ments of authors—this man is stupid, that one brutal, this
jealous, that stingy, and so forth—should be challenged
by the Naturalists who know the richness of the soul-
complex and realise that vice has a reverse side very much
like virtue.

Because they are modern characters, living in a period
of transition more feverishly hysterical than its predeces-
sor at least, I have drawn my figures vacillating, dis-
integrated, a blend of old and new. Nor does it seem to
me unlikely that, through newspapers and conversations,
modern ideas may have filtered down to the level of the
domestic servant.

My souls (characters) are conglomerations of past and
present stages of civilization, bits from books and news-
papers, scraps of humanity, rags and tatters of fine cloth-
ing, patched together as is the human soul. And I have
added a little evolutionary history by making the weaker
steal and repeat the words of the stronger, and by making
the characters borrow ideas or “suggestions” from one an-
other.

Miss Julie is a modern character, not that the half-
woman, the man-hater, has not existed always, but be-
cause now that she has been discovered she has stepped
to the front and begun to make a noise. The half-woman
is a type who thrusts herself forward, selling herself now-
adays for power, decorations, distinctions, diplomas, as
formerly for money. The type implies degeneration; it is
not a good type and it does not endure; but it can unfor-
tunately transmit its misery, and degenerate men seem in-
stinctively to choose their mates from among such women,
and so they breed, producing offspring of indeterminate
sex to whom life is torture. But fortunately they perish,
either because they cannot come to terms with reality, or
because their repressed instincts break out uncontrollably,
or again because their hopes of catching up with men are
shattered. The type is tragic, revealing a desperate fight
against nature, tragic too in its Romantic inheritance now
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dissipated by Naturalism, which wants nothing but happi-
ness—and for happiness strong and sound species are re-
quired.

But Miss Julie is also a relic of the old warrior nobility
now giving way to the new nobility of nerve and brain.
She is a victim of the discord which a mother’s “crime”
has produced in a family, a victim too of the day’s com-
plaisance, of circumstances, of her own defective consti-
tution, all of which are equivalent to the Fate or Universal
Law of former days. The Naturalist has abolished guilt
with God, but the consequences of the action—punish-
ment, imprisonment or the fear of it~he cannot abolish,
for the simple reason that they remain whether he is
acquitted or not. An injured fellow-being is not so com-
placent as outsiders, who have not been injured, can
afford to be. Even if the father had felt impelied to take
no vengeance, the daughter would have taken vengeance
on herself, as she does here, from that innate or acquired
sense of honour which the upper-classes inherit—whether
from Barbarism or Aryan forebears, or from the chivalry
of the Middle Ages, who knows? It is a very beautiful
thing, but it has become a danger nowadays to the preser-
vation of the race. It is the nobleman’s hara-kiri, the
Japanese law of inner conscience which compels him to
cut his own stomach open at the insult of another, and
which survives in modified form in the duel, a privilege
of the nobility. And so the valet Jean lives on, but Miss
Julie cannot live without honour. This is the thrall’s ad-
vantage over the nobleman, that he lacks this fatal pre-
occupation with honour. And in all of us Aryans there is
something of the nobleman, or the Don Quixzote, which
makes us sympathize with the man who commits suicide
because he has done something ignoble and lost his
honour. And we are noblemen enough to suffer at the
sight of fallen greatness littering the earth like a corpse—
yes, even if the fallen rise again and make restitution by

honourable deeds. Jean, the valet, is a race-builder, a

man of marked characteristics. He was a labourer’s son
v/ho has educated himself towards becoming a gentleman,
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He has learnt easily, through his well-developed senses
(smell, taste, vision)—and he also has a sense of beauty.
He has already bettered himself, and is thick-skinned
enough to have no scruples about using other people’s
services. He is already foreign to his associates, despising
them as part of the life he has turned his back on, yet also
fearing and fleeing from them because they know his
secrets, pry into his plans, watch his rise with envy, and
look forward with pleasure to his fall. Hence his dual, in-
determinate character, vacillating between love of the
heights and hatred of those who have already achieved
them. He is, he says himself, an aristocrat; he has learned
the secrets of good society. He is polished, but vulgar
within; he already wears his tails with taste, but there is
no guarantee of his personal cleanliness.

He has some respect for his young lady, but he is
frightened of Kristin, who knows his dangerous secrets,
and he is sufficiently callous not to allowthe night’s events
to wreck his plans for the future. Having both the slave’s
brutality and the master’s lack of squeamishness, he can
see blood without fainting and take disaster by the horns.
Consequently he emerges from the battle unscathed, and
probably ends his days as a hotel-keeper. And even if he
does not become a Roumanian Count, his son will doubt-
less go to the university and perhaps become a county
attorney.

The light which Jean sheds on a lower-class conception
of life, life seen from below, is on the whole illuminating
—when he speaks the truth, which is not often, for he says
what is favourable to himself rather than what is true.
#hen Miss Julie suggests that the lower-classes must be
oppressed by the attitude of their superiors, Jean naturally
agrees, as his object is to gain her sympathy; but when
he perceives the advantage of separating himself from the
common herd, he at once takes back his words.

/It is not because Jean is now rising that he has the
upper hand of Miss Julie, but because he is a man. Sexu-
ally he is the aristocrat because of his virility, his keener
senses and his capacity for taking the initiative. His in-
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feriority is mainly due to the social environment in which
he lives, and he can probably shed it with his valet’s
livery.

The slave mentality expresses itself in his worship of
the Count (the boots), and his religious superstition; but
he worships the Count chiefly because he holds that
higher position for which Jean himself is striving. And this
worship remains even when he has won the daughter of
the house and seen how empty is that lovely shell.

I do not believe that a love relationship in the “higher”

sense could exist between two individuals of such different
quality, but I have made Miss Julie imagine that she is
in love, se as to lessen her sense of guilt, and I let Jean
suppose that if his social position were altered he would
truly love her. I think love is like the hyacinth which has
to strike roots in darkness before it can produce a vig-
orous flower. In this case it shoots up quickly, blossoms
and goes to seed all at the same time, which is why the
. plant dies so soon.
" As for Kristin, she is a female slave, full of servility
and sluggishness acquired in front of the kitchen fire, and
stuffed full of morality and religion, which are her cloak
and scape-goat. She goes to church as a quick and easy
way of unloading her household thefts on to Jesus and
taking on a fresh cargo of guiltlessness. For the rest she
is a minor character, and I have therefore sketched her
in the same manner as the Pastor and the Doctor in “The
Father,” where I wanted ordinary human beings, as are
most country pastors and provincial doctors. If these
minor characters seem abstract to some people this is
due to the fact that ordinary people are to a certain eXtent
abstract in pursuit of their work; that is to say, they are
without individuality, showing, while working, only one
side of themselves. And as long as the spectator does not
feel a need to sce them from other sides, there is nothing
wrong with my abstract presentation.

In regard to the dialogue, I have departed somewhat
from tradition by not making my characters catechists
who ask stupid questions in order to elicit a smart reply.
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I have avoided the symmetrical, mathematical construc-
tion of French dialogue, and let people’s minds work
irregularly, as they do in real life where, during a con-
versation, no topic is drained to the dregs, and one mind
finds in another a chance cog to engage in. So too the
dialogue wanders, gathering in the opening scenes mate-
rial which is later picked up, worked over, repeated, ex-
pounded and developed like the theme in a musical com-
position.

The plot speaks for itself, and as it really only concerns
two people, I have concentrated on these, introducing
only one minor character, the cook, and keeping the
unhappy spirit of the father above and behind the action.
I have done this because it seems to me that the psycho-
logical process is what interests people most today. Our
inquisitive souls are no longer satisfed with seeing a
thing happen; we must also know how it happens. We
want to see the wires themselves, to watch the machinery,
to examine the box with the false bottom, to take hold of
the magic ring in order to find the join, and look at the
cards to see how they are marked. .

In this connection I have had in view the documentary
novels of the brothers de Goncourt, which appeal to me
more than any other modern literature.

As far as the technical side of the work is concerned
I have made the experiment of abolishing the division
into acts. This is because I have come to the conclusion
that our capacity for illusion is disturbed by the intervals,
during which the audience has time to reflect and escape
from the suggestive influence of the author-hypnotist. My
play will probably take an hour and a half, and as one
can listen to a lecture, a sermon or a parliamentary de-
bate for as long as that or longer, I do not think a theatri-
cal performance will be fatiguing in the same length of
time. As early as 1872, in one of my first dramatic at-
tempts, “The Outlaw,” I tried this concentrated form,
although with scant success. The play was written in five
acts, and only when finished did I become aware of the
restless, disjointed effect that it produced. The script
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was burnt and from the ashes rose a single well-knit act—
fifty pages of print, playable in one hour. The form of
the present play is, therefore, not new, but it appears to
be my own, and changing tastes may make it timely, My
hope is one day to have an audience educated enough to
sit through a whole evening’s entertainment in one act,
but one would have to try this out to see. Meanwhile, in
order to provide respite for the audience and the players,
without allowing the audience to escape from the illusion,
I have introduced three art forms: monologue, mime and
ballet. These are 2ll part of drama, having their origins
in classic tragedy, monody having become monologue
and the chorus, ballet.

Monologue is now condemned by our realists as un-
natural, but if one provides motives for it one makes it
natural, and then can use it to advantage. It is, surely,
natural for a public speaker to walk up and down the
room practicing his speech, natural for an actor to read
his part aloud, for a servant girl to talk to her cat, a
mother to prattle to her child, an old maid to chatter to
her parrot, and a sleeper to talk in his sleep. And in order
that the actor may have a chance, for once, of working
independently, free from the author’s direction, it is better
that the monologue should not be written, but only indi-
cated. For since it is of small importance what is said in
one’s sleep or to the parrot or to the cat—none of it influ-
ences the action—a talented actor, identifying himself
with the atmosphere and the situation, may improvise
better than the author, who cannot calculate ahead how
much may be said or how long taken without waking the
audience from the illusion.

Some Itelian theatres have, as we know, returned to
improvisation, thereby producing actors who are creative,
although within the bounds set by the author. This may
well be a step forward, or even the beginning of a new
art-form worthy to be called productive.

In places where monologue would be unnatural I have
used mime, leaving here an even wider scope for the
actor’s imagination, and more chance for him to win
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independent laurels. But so as not to try the audience
beyond endurance, I have introduced music—fully justified
by the Midsummer Eve dance—to exercise its powers of
persuasion during the dumb show. But I beg the musical
director to consider carefully his choice of compositions,
so that conflicting moods are not induced by selections
from the current operetta or dance show, or by folk-tunes
of too local a character.

The ballet I have introduced cannot be replaced by the
usual kind of “crowd-scene,” for such scenes are too badly
played—a lot of grinning idiots seizing the opportunity to
show off and thus destroying the illusion. And as peasants
cannot improvise their taunts, but use ready-made phrases
with a double meaning, I have not composed their lam-
poon, but taken a little-known song and dance which I
myself noted down in the Stockholm district. The words
are not quite to the point, but this too is intentional, for
the cunning, i.e. weakness, of the slave prevents him from
direct attack. Nor can there be clowning in a serious
action, or coarse joking in a situation which nails the lid
on a family coffin.

As regards the scemery, I have borrowed from im-
pressionist painting its asymmetry and its economy; thus,
I think, strengthening the illusion. For the fact that one
does not see the whole room and all the furniture leaves
scope for conjecture—that is to say imagination is roused
and complements what is seen. I have succeeded too in
getting rid of those tiresome exits through doors, since
scenery doors are made of canvas, and rock at the slightest
touch. They cannot even express the wrath of an irate
head of the family who, after a bad dinner, goes out
slamming the door behind him, “so that the whole house
shakes.” On the stage it rocks. I have also kept to a single
set, both in order to let the characters develop in their
métier and to break away from over-decoration. When
one has only one set, one may expect it to be realistic;
but as a matter of fact nothing is harder than to get a
stage room that looks something like a room, however
easily the scene painter can produce flaming volcanoes
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and water-falls, Presumably the walls must be of canvas;
but it seems about time to dispense with painted shelves
and cooking utensils. We are asked to accept so many
stage conventions that we might as least be spared the
pain of painted pots and pans.

I have set the back wall and the table diagonally so
that the actors may play full-face and in half-profile when
they are sitting opposite one another at the table. In the
opera AIDA I saw a diagonal background, which led the
eye to unfamiliar perspectives and did not look Jike mere
reaction against boring straight lines,

Another much needed innovation i the abolition of
foot-lights, This lighting from below is said to have the
purpose of making the actors’ faces fatter. But why, T ask,
should all actors have fat faces? Does not this under-
lighting flatten out all the subtlety of the lower part of
the face, specially the jaw, falsify the shape of the nose
and throw shadows up over the eyes? Even if this were
not so, one thing is certain: that the lights hurt the per-
formers” eyes, so that the full play of their expression is
lost. The foot-lights strike part of the retina usually
protected—except in sailors who have to watch sunlight
on water—and therefore one seldom sees anything other
than a crude rolling of the eyes, either sideways or up
towards the gallery, showing their whites. Perhaps this too
causes that tiresome blinking of the eyelashes, especially
by actresses. And when anyone on the stage wants to
speak with his eyes, the only thing he can do is to look
straight at the audience, with whom he or she then gets
into direct communication, outside the framework of the
set—a habit called, rightly or wrongly, “greeting one’s
friends.”

Would not sufficiently strong side-lighting, with some
kind of reflectors, add to the actor’s powers of expression
by allowing him to use the face’s greatest asset:—the play
of the eyes?

I have few illusions about getting the actors to play to
the audience instead of with it, although this is what I
want. That I shall see an actor’s back throughout a critical
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scene is beyond my dreams, but I do wish crucial scenes
could be played, not in front of the prompter’s box, like
duets expecting applause, but in the place required by
the action. So, no revolutions, but just some small modifi-
cations, for to make the stage into a real room with the
fourth wall missing would be too upsetting altogether.

I dare not hope that the actresses will listen to what
I have to say about make-up, for they would rather be
beautiful than life-like, but the actor might consider
whether it is to his advantage to create an abstract char-
acter with grease-paints, and cover his face with it like
a mask. Take the case of a man who draws a choleric
charcoal line between his eyes and then, in this fived
state of wrath, has to smile at some repartee. What a
frightful grimace the result is! And equally, how is that
false forehead, smooth as a billiard ball, to wrinkle when
the old man loses his temper?

In a modern psychological drama, where the subtlest
reactions of a character need to be mirrored in the face
rather than expressed by sound and gesture, it would be
worth while experimenting with powerful side-lighting
on a small stage and a cast without make-up, or at least
with the minimum.,

If, in addition, we could abolish the visible orchestra,
with its distracting lamps and its faces turned toward the
audience; if we could have the stalls raised so that the
spectators’ eyes were higher than the players’ knees; if we
could get rid of the bozes (the centre of my target), with
their tittering diners and supper-parties, and have total
darkness in the auditorium during the performance; and
if, first and foremost, we could have a small stage and a
small house, then perhaps a new dramatic art might arise,
and theatre once more become a place of entertainment
for educated people. While waiting for such a theatre it
is as well for us to go on writing so as to stock that
repertory of the future.

I have made an attempt. If it has failed, there is time
enough to try again.



