ERNARD SHAW REWRITES SHAKESPEARESHACBETH

England’s Brilliant Social Philosopher and
Playwright Explains in the April
Cosmopolitan Magazine How Much Easier

It Is to Write a Novel Than a Play

“He turned and saw Macduff there, glaring
at him.”
By George Bernard Shaw

In The APRIL COBMOPOLITAN MAGAZINE.

N a pleasant Nttle book Arnold Bennett talks shop
and debita harminss tosh about technique for the
entertalament of lllerary amateurs in & very

agrecable and soggestive manner, as he haa every
right to do, being so distingulehed & master of the
eraft.

But when I found the words, "One reason why a
play is eanler to write than & novel"— 1 need have
read po further. 1 did not want to know “one reason”
for #0 outrageous a pleca of novellst's bluff, But the
impetus of my reading carried me on, in spite of the
shook, and #o I learned that this one reason la “that
a play 1a shorter than a novel” N is, and so in the
Bible shorter than the London Directory. “Excuse the
length of my letter,” sald Pascal, “I had no time to
writs & short one,”

Now, 1 am not golng to argue, I never do. 1 will
just take one of the whortest, mont Intense and moat

famous scenos tn English dramatio ltersture and
of & novel In the atyle of my

rowrile It An & omnr

friends Bonnett Walla and Galsworthy when they
are 100 lazy to write plays, It ls the scens from
Bhakespoarc's “Macbeth” in the Afth act beginning
with the lines “Why should IIII.’ the Roman fool,”
and ending with “firet cries hold enough!”

MACBETH.
A Novel, by Anybody. The Last

' Chapter.

" Mo was to fall, after all, then, The day was golng
against him, His men wers not really Aghting. They
had conveyed to old Siward thal they were open to
an ofter of quarter; and the hint had not been lost
on that aneient csmpalgner, whose ot be had Just

slaln.

What waa the use of killing? Duncan, Bangue, the
Macduft people! Mo had waded throngh thelr blood ,
and how much batter would it not be if it were all &
dream and thay were alive and kind 1o him?

How t(he martens wers singing! Danquo, Alwars a
bit of & tool, had been sentimonlal about the mArteis
Oruach, b desr, dead wila whom the Southrons per
siated 10 onlling Lady Macbeth, bad arguod with Ban
quo ahout thew, telitng Bim thel their habita were in
saniiary, sod thal (hey wore tnfesied with small bugs
which got Into the eastle, already too vieh In Insect
fife. But Dunssn hisd sgresd with Bangue; and when
Uruach besame quesn, alie would wat lel the martsus
pexis ba brokan down, belng snxious o copy Lunean s
tanios t0 every way, leat sny ofs sbhould say (hat she
dld mot khaw how L'mu Yyed  And s0 Lhe marisns
were slnging, sloging, alwars slnging whou (hey ware
pol My vaiehing

I entne 10 him, with o twlal ol the heart, (that he had
paver (oM Uruach the trulh ahiutl Banges.  ile had
It hor (g belisse tnd be Kad killed him baeauss Lhe
witohes badl taretobd (BBt la poatariiy ahosld be Klugs
Phat the real roason was Lhal Banguo had glven hlmssll
warsl gire Thal s BArd b0 bear 40 a0) Ve bal wh
you wre wilhin ten minuies of ommiiting a Burdo
e lasuBerel Morality wae eaay lod & mab wha Jdid
ot Imbend o 40 anviling, but & man of setlen could
pot sland on ssrapiea Thess Wlis thahns whe satl
dusm an their hitleo patrimoiies and had wo ambition
1y hed invenied 1hie mosnd twadd ) sRruse Lhel
latlvpns

What an esquisite maming W was
INing 88 Glue as & Biae sk, BAYISing s while an &
whites el any awdd s gviden &8 (e gald o! the
gt  Fram \he summit of Duisiaans ba o L and
sl s \he Romau wall o8 1 sowlh, and
Fotth Betdge o Lhe naildh The wind had batiked a
e o the e, pethape N would mia 'ats

Bl no ssinh l-n-\u.liu. irpablad the woesl pig

Was there any

hal o oalled ta him. “Tab Voa o |t tak tw
e, Taly He smlied gvimly. Mo bad takon, N
Aeet A0 laad, ol poas Than Twe Lhausand soos skl 1
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haye done. It seemed all so uselass. You strove aod
strove, and killed and killed, and made Jotrneys Lo
consult witches; aod at the end of it all the wood-
pigoon had go more to say to you than befors; and the
uky was no bluer, the cloud no whiter, the whins no
yallower,

Carpe the sky! Curse the whina! Doubly damn the
wood pigeon! Why not make an end of It, like the
Itoman fool st Phiippl? He wstood his claymors on

plgeon might coo tself black in the face! Macheth
would be al rest with Duncan. Whero had he hoard
nbout Philippi? It seemed un-
|ikely that he conld have
lsarpod Homan history; and
yot ho found that he 4id know,
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“The innocent blunder gave him an impulse to untimely laughter.”

slnging, and Mstened In astonished, suspiclous allence
Only a Jay laughed

Macheth heard it, Bomething stirred In him, wnd
dlatorted his lips lolo & grin. It sesmed to bBlm that
he suddenly opensd & book that bhad snlways leer
wenled o him., When Groach was dying, he had avked
tha doctor for some physile for the mind; and the
doetor had falled him. Then he had asked the porter,
becsuse he had poticed that the porter, anlone among

in the

ity hilt oo the flag and bant over the polnt. Just to ‘;’ﬂ';.":" "“"I than It Is 10 o5 the men of his scqualntance, was Ighthearted,
loan on it, and let it go through him; then the wood Mr. H:.'.'. delightful essay and would lavgh, sven when nobody was belog hurt

or ridiouled, and seomed to desplse ambitlon. And
the porter had told him that 1ife s not ao bad If you
pee Lhe fun of it

Old Biward had nalled the
porter to the door that mory
ing, becaune he refusnd to open

Do men know everything be-
fore death? Ha shuddered.
Btrunge that he, who rather
onjoyed killlpg other people,
should fesl an Intense repug
nancas to kill himeslf! Besides,
there was an advaniage o wpul
clde that no thrifty HSeot would
wiste. You could kill as many
peoplo as you liked frst, with-
out copsideripg the conse-
quences, He would, pleass
God, spit & few mors of his
epemies on that sword before
his own turn came. Hae tossed
it into the alr by the point and
caught the hilt as It came
down. He no longer heard the
wood-plgeon.

And yet, what was that?
Had the woodplgeon called
him a hell-hound? He turned
and saw Macduff there, be-
tween him and the sun, glar-
fng ot him, If the sun had
beon in his ayes, he could not
have glared. It was claver of
him to come that way and get
the ndvantage of the sun.

Macduff!  Yes, Macduft—
the man of whom the apirit
ealled up by the wiiches had
pade him beware the man
whoss wile and ohlld he had
sinughtered. Could he blame
him for glaring? Would not
any man glare after such an
oxparience?

Macduff had stopped to
sharpen his claymore on the
flagn. He was squatting down
in an attitude which brought
his bony koees into promi-

nenos just below his kilt, and
drawing his blade to and fro
with a harsh, rhythmical grat
ing on the granite, By the
more lostinet of Imitation,
Macheth did the samo. His

it to the epnemy. DId he ses
the fun of that, Macbeth won.
dersd?

Yet here, an he squatted be-
fore Macduff, and they both
sharpensd thelr blades on the
finge, & deep mense of some-
thing laughable In the sliuation
totiched him, though, God
inows, there was nothing to
lntigh at if the warning witches
wara trustwarthy. The apirit
had sald that no man born of
woman should harm Macbeth
Fhat seamed protty conclupive,

But they bad also sald that
he would not bhe wvanquished
untill Biroam Wood came to
Dupsinans, Tbat also scemed
concloglve; yot the thing had
happened; he had seen the
wood walking,

He decided to glve Macduff a
‘hance. He waa tired of killing
peopls >pamed Macduff. He
said so. He advised Macduft
10 KO AWAY,

Macduft tried to speak,
gulped, and came on. His
volce was in his sword.

Macheth wam not afrald,
though he knew he wus not the
man he had been. He had
drunk heavily since he had
solzed the throne; tha Boots
expected that from a king. But
he could fght as well an éver
for fortyfiva seconds; and
try to get in his dirk some.
whare.

After all, Macduff was no
teetotaler, if one might judge
by his nowse, which was red
and swollen. Only, the donbt
cama; was the redness and the
swolling from driuk or from
weeping over his slaughtered
fumily? With that thought
came Macduft's first blow—a
feint, followed by a viclous
thrust at the groin.

Macheth was qulck enough
to drop his targe and stop the
thrust, even whila he guarded
tho blow did not come.

kneen were fleshier, and It was
hardor for him to stoop; but
he did 1t, It wan néever easy
for & king to stoop; but fate
will have it mo sometimes.
Now thers wera two blades
soraping. » The birds stopped

“Me eould fight ns well as over for forty-five seconds, and
then he could clineh and try to got In
his dirk somewhere."

- ————

-

“Macduff had stooped to sharpen his claymore
on the flags.”

That reassured him and toak some of the hounce _
out of Macduft, He was egually wuccessful the next :
tyme, and the next. He became elated, At lnst ]
Iils pride in his charmed life got the better of his 1
prudence. Hae told Macduff that he was losing his
ishor, and told him why. The efect wan exactly \
the contrary of what he had anticipated. A gleam of b
wavage dolight came Into Macdufi's eyes. What did
it mean?

Macheth was mnot Jeft long in doubt, THe stood /
petrifled while a tals poured from Macduff's lps such
a8 had nevar Lefore blasted the ears of mortal man
It cannot be repeated here—thera Is nuch o thing as
the Nurary censorsiilp, Lot [t suffice thet I was &
tale of the ruda but efficlent obstetric surgery of thosa
anelent times, and that it established, beyond all gues-
tlon, the fact that Macdufl had never beon born.

After that, Macheth felt that he slmply could not ) ‘
fight with him. It was pot that he was afraid, even
now. Nor was it that he was utterly disgusted at Lhe
way the wilches had let him down again, He Just
could not bring himself to hack st a man who Wwas
not naturn). It was like (rylog to eat a cat, He >
flatly refused further combat.

Of eourse, Macduff called him coward. Hae did not
mind that so much; for he had glven his proofs, and
nobody would belleve Macduff; nor, Indeed, would
any reasonable man expect him to fight an unborn
gdversary, But Macduff hinted at unboarable things,
At defeat, disgrace, the pillory, even

A surge of wrath went through Macbeth. He was,
above all things, a country gentleman, and that an-
other country gentloman should move his timber with-
out aequiring any rights infuristed him, He hecamo
reckless. Birnam Wood—his wood—hud been taken
to Dunsinane! Was that & thing he could be ex- y
pected to stand? \,‘ -

What though Macduff had not been properly born? ;
Was It not all the more ltkely that e had a wealk
constitution and could not stlck It out If he were
prossed hard in the fight? Anyhow, Macbeth would
try. He braced himself, graspod hia claymore power- /

-

fully, thrust his shield under the chin of his ad-
versary, and cried, “Lay on, Macdult!”
He could not have chosen & more unfortunate form
of deflance. When the naws had come to Macduff of ! f
the alaughter of his wife and boy, he had astonlshed
the messenger by exclalming: “What! All my proetty
chickens and thelr dam at one fell swoop!" Ac
customad from his earifest youth to deal with horses,
ho knew hardly anything of poultry, which was

woman's business, When he used the word “dam,” 1
properly applicable only to a mare, In referring to o ‘
hen, Malcolm, though deeply moved by his distress, "
had a narrow escape from a fit of hysteries; for the
{nnocent blunder gave him an lmpulse to untimely |
Inughter,
The story had bean repeated; and something of it
had come to Macduft's ears. He wis a highly strung -‘
man, exquisitely sensitive to ridicule inee  that |
time. the slightest allusion to chickens had driven him
to transporta of fury At the waorde, “Lay on!” he
waw ridd. Macbheth, from the instant t o futal words
passod hie lips, had not a dog's chat
1u any casd, ha would not have been ready to most
n wdden atiack. Al his Mfe he had besn subloct to & \
pirange disoursiveness which wsent his mind sander
ihg 1o Lhe landscape, and to the fauna and forn of
the district, st the most axciting crises of his fale
When he meant to te jmich that he had ar
ranged to have Banguo killed had mid to b in
ead. “Light thickens; and the crow nms Ing Lo
rooky wood And h iontlon sl wtruved 1o
ho wood-plgeon when A 1 1 ! 1 hin
arn. andd, Al Lhe & “ Iy
wie Lhirough his nose and hin Tos ‘h
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