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PREFACE
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St. Jean, Cap Ferrat, A. M.
14th May, 1956.
Dear Klaus,

It is a difficult job you have given me . I do not know whether you wish to
place this piece you ask me to write as a preface to what you have written or as
a postscript. [ have a great dislike to reading anything that is concerned with
myself or my works. Several books have been written about me; I have not read
them. When first I had books published, I subscribed to a press agency, but
when the first world war broke out it happened that I was here and there, and
out of reach, and afterwards I took long journeys to distant countries. The re-
sult was that often I did not get my press cuttings for several weeks, and some-
times for months, after they had appeared. They came then in a large packet
and I found them of no great inferest. I ceased to subscribe to the agency and
since then I have never read a review of anything I have written except when by
chance I happened to find one in'the newspaper I was reading. The advantage of
that is that when I am told that an old friend of mine has violently attacked me
in some paper I can greet him, when [ run across him, with my usual cordiality.
The fact is that when I have written something, corrected the proof and pub-
lished it, I am no longer interested in it and don’t really care what people say
about it.

I have never pretended to be anything but a story writer. I have little patience
with the novelists who preach or philosophise. I think it much better to leave
philosophy to the philosophers and social reform to the social reformer. It has
amused me to write stories, plays and novels. With the exception of the last
war, when I was called upon to write propaganda, a thing for which I had no
gift and so found a distressing burden, I have only written for my own pleasure.
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Do not suppose I mean by this that I have found it easy to write. Over and over
again [ have spent a whole day writing and rewriting a single page and in the
end left it, not because I was satisfied with it, but because I could do no better.
So far as [ know, there are but two ways of writing English, the plain and the
ornate. When I began to write, the ornate was in vogue and, as was natural in
a very young man, I sought to follow it. I had no bent for it. After wasting a
good deal of time, I came to the conclusion that it suited me better to eschew the
flowery, the precious, the artificial, and to write as simply and naturally as I
could, to write as far as possible as I would talk. I should like to think that I
have not entirely failed. The most pleasing compliment I have ever received
came from a G. I. in the last war who was stationed in New Guinea; he wrote
to tell me that he had greatly enjoyed a book of mine that he had been reading
because he had never had to look out a single word in the dictionary.

During the sixty years I have been writing, I have written a great deal. I have
written over a hundred stories, between twenty and thirty plays and between
twenty and thirty novels. It has been borne in upon me that a good many people
are angry with me because my various works have brought me in a great deal
of money. That is silly. They ought rather to be angry with the people all over
the world who buy my books and pay to go to see my plays. I have written be-
cause [ had a fertile invention and the ideas for plays and stories that thronged
my brain would not let me rest till I had god rid of them by writing them. But
that is a thing of the past. With age one’s inventiveness leaves one and it is long
since I have been troubled with any subject that insisted on being turned into a
piece of fiction.

But I like writing. For well over half a century I have been in the habit of shut-
ting myself up in a room every morning and writing till lunch time. Do you
know the story of the elderly Frenchman who had been accustomed for twenty
years to spend every evening with his mistress? One day a friend asked him:
“But after all these years why on earth don’t you marry her?” His face fell.
“Where then should I spend my evenings?” he answered. I am like the elderly
Frenchman; if I didn’t write, how should I pass my mornings? I am well aware
that I have lost any talent I may have had. There was only one thing for me to
do —to turn critic.

Yours sincerely,
W. S. MaugHAM. ()
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In my twenties the critics said I was brutal, in my thirties they said I was flip-
pant, in my forties they said I was cynical, in my fifties they said I was compe-
tent, and now in my sixties they say I am superficial. I have gone my way,
following the course I had mapped out for myself, and trying with my works to
fill out the pattern I looked for. I think authors are unwise who do not read criti-
cisms. It is salutary to train oneself to be no more affected by censure than by
praise; for of course it is easy to shrug one’s shoulders when one finds oneself
described as a genius, but not so easy to be unconcerned when one is treated as
a nincompoop. The history of criticism is there to show that contemporary
criticism 1is fallible. It is a nice point to decide how far the author should con-
sider it and how far ignore it. And such is the diversity of opinion that it is very
difficult for an author to arrive at any conclusion about his merit.

In England there is a natural tendency to despise the novel. The autobiogra-
phy of an insignificant politician, the life of a royal courtesan will receive seri-
ous critical consideration, whereas half a dozen novels will be reviewed in a
bunch by a reviewer who is concerned only too often to be amusing at their ex-
pense. The fact is simply that the English are more interested in works of infor-
mation than in works of art. This makes it difficult for the novelist to gain from
criticisms of his work anything that will be useful to his own development. (2)
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On the whole, Maugham has cast his search-light more frequently on women;
the more respectable they appear to be, the less comfortably can they face the
glare. To this group belong Mrs. Strickland of The Moon and Sixpence; Mrs.
Garstin of The Painted Veil; Mrs. Driffield of Cakes and Ale; and most of the
wives of colonials encountered in his tales. Irrespective of their social standing
or their accomplishments, these women share certain traits: they are cold,
grasping, petty, vindictive and hypocritical; they have no attachment to their
husbands save as breadwinners; they have no patience with or sympathy for
ideals; and, like so many of the author’s ‘good’ women, they combine a sedate
manner with a Strindbergian frenzy to dominate, for only by breaking the
spirit of the opposite sex can they confirm their superiority.

Another ubiquitous species in Maugham’s album is the woman who uninten-
tionally brings grief to her unloved votary. In Of Human Bondage, Mildred, by
using Philip for her own sordid ends, forever wrecks his peace of mind; in The
Narrow Corner, Liouise, by shattering Erik’s image of her, causes him to take
his life; in The Moon and Sixpence, Blanche, by abandoning her husband, not
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only destroys their domestic harmony but ultimately precipitates her suicide.
These women inflict pain not because they are parched by a thirst for authority
but because they are so blinded by the overpowering urge they feel for other men
that all sense of decency or responsibility is obliterated. Regardless of what-
ever impulse quickens it, woman’s power is not a Shavian joke but a cosmic dis-
aster. )

Whenever Maugham draws pleasant women, they fall into one of two catego-
ries. The first embraces the good-tempered girls of easy virtue who bring com-
fort and understanding to the men they love, although society does not
recognise them. Rosie, the endearing principal of Cakes and Ale, with her
sloppy dress, her ‘live and let live’ philosophy, her kindness and her forbear-
ance, is the finest of these creations. Amiable and gentle too are Ata, the
Polynesian heroine of The Moon and Sixpence, who tends the leprosy-stricken,
blind and irascible artist whose life she has chosen to share; the little
sempstress of Christmas Holiday, who loves Simon selflessly though he finally
turns her away; the French model, Suzanne, of The Razor’s Edge, who joyfully
sets up house with Larry until she realises that she counts for nothing in his life
and resignedly looks about for a more permanent connexion. In every case,
these women are outside the pale: one is a tart, another a native, another a bo-
hemian. And precisely because convention pours its wrath upon them,
Maugham offers them the umbrella of his tolerance.

His second classification is composed of women who can be friends as well as
lovers. Norah, of Of Human Bondage, not only gives Philip a maternal devotion
but uncomplainingly surrenders him when Mildred re-appears. Norah’s proto-
type, Susie, of The Magician, suffers in silence when the man she adores remains
captivated by a less worthy female and even furthers his romantic attachment at
the expense of her own tranquillity. Mrs. Frith, of THe Narrow Corner, proves
her unquestioning faith in her husband by sacrificing her well-being to his ca-
prices; although he is only a poseur and a failure, she regards him as a childlike
genius who must be protected from the shafts of criticism. All of Maugham’s
magnanimous women are either mothers or filles de joie. (4)
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He glanced quickly at Sally, he wondered what she was thinking, and then
looked away again. ) .

“I was going to ask you to marry me,” he said.

“I thought p’raps you might, but I shouldn’t have liked to stand in your way.”

“You wouldn’t have done that.”

“How about your travels, Spain and-all that?”

“How d’you know I want to travel?”

“I ought to know something about it. I've heard you and Dad talk about it till
you were blue in the face.” ‘

“Idon’t care a damn about all that,” He paused for an instant and then spoke
in a low, hoarse whisper. “I don’t want to leave you! I can’t leave you.”

She did not answer. He could not tell what she thought.

“I wonder if you’ll marry me, Sally.”

She did not move and there was no flicker of emotion on her face, but she did
not look at him when she answered: '

“If you like.”

“Don’t you want to?”

“Oh, of course I'd like to have a house of my own, and it's about time [ was set-
tling down.”

He smiled a little. He knew her pretty well by now, and her manner did not
surprise him.
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“But don’t you want to marry me?”

“There’s no one else [ would marry.”

“Then that settles it.”

“Mother and Dad will be surprised, won’t they?”
“I'm so happy.”

“I want my lunch,” she said.

“Dear!”

He smiled and took her hand and pressed it. They got up and walked out of
the gallery. They stood for a moment at the balustrade and looked at Trafalgar
Square. Cabs and omnibuses hurried to and fro, crowds passed, hastening in
every direction, and the sun was shining. 6)
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In 1945 I was staying with Willie at Ritz-Carlton in New York, and both of us
were being treated by the same doctor. One day Willie discovered that his
appintment with Dr. Max Wolf was at five in the afternoon and mine was at
five-thirty.

“I'll wait on there for you,” Willie said. “And we can go back together.”

“Fine,” Isaid.

When Dr. Wolf had finished examining my head injury I collected Willie
from the waiting room and we left the building together. It was a bitterly cold
night, and snow was lying thickly on the sidewalk. I was just about to hail a
taxi when Willie spoke.

“Which bus stop do you find the closer?” he asked. “The one on Fifth Avenue
or the one on Park?”

“I'find them much the same,” Ireplied quite truthfully, for I had always taken
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a taxi back from Dr. Wolf’s consulting room.

“I believe the one on Fifth Avenue’s the best,” Willie said and began to trudge
slowly through the snow toward it. I followed, feeling rather guilty. If Dr. Wolf
had seen my uncle’s green, frozen face as we waited for that bus I think he
would have been most annoyed. After all, Willie had recently made half a mil-
lion dollars out of The Razor’s Edge, so for the sake of his health you might
have thought that he could afford a taxi. But no. There we stood at the bus stop
shivering in an icy wind.

But worse was to come. When at last we clambered stiffly into the bus, Willie
fumbled in his pockets and then turned to me.

“I’ve got no small change on me,” he stammered. “So you’ll have to pay for
us both.” NG
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On the way out to the terrace after lunch that day, he leaned his head against
the wall at the top of the steps and burst into tears.

“I’'m so miserable,” he said. “Why can’t they let me die?”

His grief was heart-rending, yet later that afternoon he was making plans to
visit the famous clinic in Switzerland that gave him lifepreserving injections.
Though some part of his nature clung to life almost to the end, he tried to make
himself believe that he was not afraid of death itself.

“There are moments when [ have so palpitating an eagerness for death that I
could fly to it as to the arms of lover':*.” he wrote in The Summing Up.' “I am
drunk with the thought of it. It seems to me then to offer me the final and abso-
lute freedom.”

At other times Willie treated the prospect of his demise with a deliberate flip-
pancy. An utter stranger wrote a letter to him which began: “Since I intend to
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communicate with you in the next world, perhaps I had better tell you some-
thing about myself in this one.”

Willie put down the letter and turned to me.

“Perhaps I should put an advertisement in the personal column of The
Times,” he said. “I could use words something to this effect: ‘Mr. Somerset
Maugham declines to communicate with, or receive communications from,
anyone in the next world —with or without an introduction.’” (8)
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1944 -

By way of postscript. Yesterday I was seventy years old. As one enters upon
each succeeding decade it is natural, though perhaps irrational, to look upon it .
as a significant event. When I was thirty my brother said to me: ‘Now you are
a boy no longer, you are a man and you must be a man.’ When I was forty I said
to myself: ‘That is end of youth.’ On my fiftieth birthday I said: ‘It’s no good
fooling myself, this is middle age and I may just as well accept it.” At sixty I
said: ‘Now it’s time to put my affairs in order, for this is the threshold of old
age and I must settle my accounts.’ I decided to withdraw from the theatre and
I wrote The Summing Up, in which I tried to review for my own comfort what
I had learnt of life and literature, what I had done and what satisfaction it had
brought me. But of anniversaries I think the seventieth is the most momentous.
One has reached the three score years and ten which one is accustomed to accept
as the allotted span of man, and one can but look upon such years as remain to
one as uncertain contingencies stolen while old Time with his scythe has his
head turned the other way. At seventy one is no longer on the threshold of old
age. One is just an old man. ©
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Willie dild on December 16, 1965. Looking back, I realize that though I some-
times feared him, I was fond of him; but I am afraid I never understood him.
Very few of his friends ever pierced the layers of morbid shyness caused by the
misery of his youth; few ever caught a glimpse of his real character.

In the most brilliant of all his novels, Cakes and Ale, published in 1930, Willie
writes this about the old and world-famous writer “Edward Driffield”:
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I had an impression that the real man, to his death unknown and lonely, was
a wraith that went a silent way unseen between the writer of his books and the
man who led his life, and smiled with an ironical detachment at the two puppets
that the world took for Edward Driffield.

For “Edward Driffield” in that quotation many pelple have substituted the
name “Thomas Hardy.” But I am convinced that it is a true description of
William Somerset Maugham. (11)
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Itisnot an autobiography, but an autobiographical novel; fact and fiction are
inextricably mingled; the emotions are my own, but not all the incidents are re-
lated as they happened, and some of them are transferred to my hero not from
my own life but from that of persons with whom I was intimate. The book did
for me what I wanted, and when it was issued to the world (a world in the
throes of a terrible war and too much concerned with its own sufferings to
bother with the adventures of a creature of fiction) Ifound myself free for ever
from those pains and unhappy recollections. I put into it everything I then knew
and having at last finished it prepared to make a fresh start. (2

FELBEIIABEOBMBRTREY o T, T-—L2BHFOBKETIEH 20 FHD
TRIHPFEEBVFELNTVE2DITEL, H5HDDIFE—LHFOEFED
LTEAEL, E—ADKBLTWE AL DEFEDPS ., MHOFENAINE ) DK
nTtwsa,

18974F |2 Liza of Lambeth® % B3 0714, EMiE W) REZREL,
BREMERIC A 6‘ ) LRE L TAn Artistic Temperament (GEMTAIRE). KIZ
The Artistic Temperament of Stephen Carey (A7 4 —7 v « 1) —D3E
WHIRE) BT /AR e BN HBAICEIZIT 5 L AP e h oz, E—
LADTDIIEHRIICINIEES > Wi D,

18744E1 A 25 H 7% 1) CHELIEEAfFAE DR 7 L Robert Ormond Maugham
REOENEE CRKFOLF L LTHE, 10FETT T v ATEELABEMRLE,
75 ANELTETOHN, EHICLTHRMIBIEFR DR T TV AFHETH-
T, EFETEHEV, SOZLEE—L2BMHT L5 ETEETH D,

T — L DEETHRIMRER L 720 A518824E D DB, DD\ TI8AENLD
FETIRIZLOF TR & 72 %

KBS & L C30FIE D AETE L, BB BB TEL TR L b3
U OHZFCIER L, /3 TOEFR LREHRHZ SO TH o7z, & THHE
V& L o7, Henry MacDonald Maughamit A4 Y & ®KentH D4



— 56— HE—ERWE BUE F4F

TZITOEFZSITOEFL—EL THIRTER, S5 ITHXEFICER
THEEE, MEHEeS LS, FRAEAZEBRIZ2VOTHSOEZ &0 &
JICEBTREE DL L EVIRETH 2,

P LT, E—AORFEREENKentNOEAE TIHT V., EHF L WHIE

R B RIS ER, TEZR OV, BEOEL LD S OB ERD 2720124
RELTCOEENEE ) ODOH o7 L EIT—FEZOELKD TI2ENS 2
FMEPTTIONFHITERET 5, Z/ASixd > TE—LATHCOREMHBEO—
AT L, W0 0H1C S - 725 2 OB B % 80 LB TR0 >
YERNVER D,

Of Human Bondageld € — LA0T ) & ) ICBGH/INHRTIEH 2B HED» 5
FIRT S 5 LM EE & bHAER D WawENAPhilipOHIZE— LB H D
FRERARRE R ST b,

Ll BEERE ¥R, €— MIMERAEFICA S 2 EAAPilipid EH I
7Y, REICIESally LR LIBR OBRICIEET 22 LICh b, Z08Sallyid
E—LADEOHBL L 0% ERMICHE L, HEDMrs. Maugham Tl
W Z EEBORobinDFEDHICHEBR 2 & & 7T & 2 A Philipn i F) ¥ v
DER LAY v B 5 OIE ) O NAEBIZE — A 340F 12 L TEZESETH
5 Z EI3IEDThe Summing UpllfRHITE 5,

Of Human BondagelZl DWTE—LNRRDEIIIE>TW5E, [FAITEH D
R o TOKERIC, Ao TEW, 05 RidfiAzZELIES
T2OIENTVED T AN ol, BRIZEIVIITHREFE, H572F5%0
BBERED» ST 272010 EVTWDE 572, HRIZREBIGER SN,
EVIH DIk, RIERIZ RE22ER, 2o TOTEEIR, LT BHLED
D, COERITER L =AW S, HEIBRLAESEGFD. DXL FEEM
DLMIFEPRZ &R otz

FANAPhilipASANEIHA DD, HZHEADABOBISLHL T, HH%
NEBICHEMOBHE AHT 70 2A0ERE DT X 5,

[EE] #&F\v7/-R.L.Stevenson"HAH & BFHAE CHOEDF S & F




Maugham OEf % 8 U CHMaughamis —57—

DEEIESERE bV EHEE, BEOF T ELVAGEL o7
SMMOEREEXH T LI, T—20FENR2TERELELPTS, I6H
LEHBREICE L ARSI E LOREIZHBL %5 o 72280 Athelny R
D% & LS Athelny R D ifSally & DFEIERL EEE TR VIR FEFE L
CZETHATREBTELRV DEBL) L LD TREZWES ) P,
19154E12 & D/ IR & 7z 28, LR, RSB REEFRE O 24FH T
BETRAL T AL &2TIc, EETOFEFIIL (oo, BT A
% ©Theodore Dreiser?iThe New Republicis ETOEFOLH, —RH I N
R ENRL T KRICR 7225, 19194E 12 Moon and Sixpence® KELEIIZ & 1
WO TEEERBY, 4TRE-LORKBEEL 2072 F-o TORATDONEE
FLT NG LEFIEREL TN %,

<Bibliography>
Maugham, W. S.; The Moon Sixpence
Maugham, W. S.; The Razor’s Edge, Heineman, 1974.
Maugham, W. S.; The Partial View, Heineman, 1954.
Maugham, W. S.; The Summing Up, Heineman, 1938.
Maugham, W. S.; Of Human Bondage, Heineman, 1948.
Maugham, W. S.; Liza of Lambeth, Heineman, 1976.
Maugham, W. S.; The Painted Veil, Heineman, 1978.
Maugham, W. S.; Cake and Ale, Heineman, 1979.
Maugham, W. S.; Then and Now, Heineman, 1978.
Maugham, W. S.; The Complete Short Stories Volume One, two, three,
Heineman, 1957.-
Maugham, W. S.; The Collected plays Volume One, two, three, Heineman,
1952.
Brophy John; Somerset Maugham, Longmans, Green, London, 1952,
Calder, R. L.; W. S. Maugham and The Quest for Freedom, Hinemann 1972.
Maugham, Robin; Somerset and All the Maughams, Greenwood Press
Publishers, 1977.
Jonas Klaus W.; The World of Somerset Maugham, Greenwood Press
Publishers, 1972.
Maugham Ted; Somerset Maugham, Jonatham Cape, 1980.
Maugham Ted; Maugham A Biography, Simon and Schuster New York. 1980.



—58— B RRRE Bk B4E

Pfeiffer, Karl G.; W. Somerset Maugham: A candid Portrait London:
Gollancz, 1959.

Maugham, Robin; Conversation with Willie, Recollection of W. Somerset
Maugham New York, Simon and Schuster, 1978.

Burt, Forrest D.; W. Somerset Maugham; Twayne Publisher, Boston 1985.

Curtis, Anthony; Somerset Maugham (Writers & their Work) Windsor,

Berkshire, England, 1982.
Somerset Maugham, Macmillan Publishing Co., Inc. New York. 1977.

<Note>

(1) The World of Somerset Maugham pp.9—11
(2) The Summing Up pp.219—220
(3) The World of Somerset Maugham p.38
(4) op. cit, pp.39—40
(5) op. cit, p40.
(6) Of Human Bondage Pp.940—941
(7) Somerset and All the Maughams pp.197—198
(8) op. cit, p.210
(9) A Writer’s Notebook pp.279—280

(The Partial View)
(10) Somerset and All the Maughams p.211
(11) op. cit, p.213

(12) The Summing Up pp.188—189




