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FI RST ACT

SCENE

Morni ng-roomin Algernon's flat in Half-Mon Street. The roomis
luxuriously and artistically furnished. The sound of a piano is

heard in the adjoi ning room

[LANE is arranging afternoon tea on the table, and after the nusic

has ceased, ALGERNON enters.]

ALCERNON. Did you hear what | was playing, Lane?

LANE. | didn't think it polite to listen, sir.

ALCGERNON. I'msorry for that, for your sake. | don't play



accurately - any one can play accurately - but | play with
wonder ful expression. As far as the piano is concerned, sentinent

is my forte. | keep science for Life.

LANE. Yes, sir.

ALCGERNON. And, speaking of the science of Life, have you got the

cucunber sandwi ches cut for Lady Bracknell?

LANE. Yes, sir. [Hands themon a salver.]

ALGERNON. [Inspects them takes two, and sits down on the sofa.]
n! . . . by the way, Lane, | see fromyour book that on Thursday
ni ght, when Lord Shoreman and M. Worthing were dining with ne,

ei ght bottles of chanpagne are entered as havi ng been consuned.

LANE. Yes, sir; eight bottles and a pint.

ALGERNON. Way is it that at a bachelor's establishment the
servants invariably drink the chanpagne? | ask nerely for

i nformati on.

LANE. | attribute it to the superior quality of the wine, sir. |
have often observed that in married househol ds the chanpagne is

rarely of a first-rate brand.

ALCERNON. Good heavens! |Is nmarriage so denoralising as that?
LANE. | believe it IS a very pleasant state, sir. | have had very
little experience of it nyself up to the present. | have only been

married once. That was in consequence of a mi sunderstandi ng

bet ween mysel f and a young person

ALGERNON. [Languidly.] | don't know that | am nuch interested in



your fanmily life, Lane.

LANE. No, sir; it is not a very interesting subject. | never

think of it myself.

ALCERNON. Very natural, | amsure. That will do, Lane, thank you

LANE. Thank you, sir. [LANE goes out.]

ALCERNON. Lanes views on marriage seem sonewhat lax. Really, if
the | ower orders don't set us a good exanple, what on earth is the
use of then? They seem as a class, to have absolutely no sense of

nmoral responsibility.

[ Enter LANE. ]

LANE. M. Ernest Wbrthing.

[Enter JACK. ]

[ LANE goes out. ]

ALGERNON. How are you, ny dear Ernest? What brings you up to

t own?

JACK. Onh, pleasure, pleasure! Wat else should bring one

anywhere? Eating as usual, | see, Al gy!

ALGERNON. [Stiffly.] | believe it is customary in good society to
take sonme slight refreshnent at five o' clock. Where have you been

since | ast Thursday?

JACK. [Sitting down on the sofa.] |In the country.



ALGERNON. \What on earth do you do there?

JACK. [Pulling off his gloves.] Wen one is in town one anuses
oneself. Wen one is in the country one anuses other people. It

i s excessively boring.

ALCGERNON. And who are the people you anuse?

JACK. JAirily.] ©h, neighbours, neighbours.

ALCGERNON. Got nice neighbours in your part of Shropshire?

JACK. Perfectly horrid! Never speak to one of them

ALCERNON. How i mrensely you nust amuse theml [ Goes over and takes

sandwi ch.] By the way, Shropshire is your county, is it not?

JACK. Eh? Shropshire? Yes, of course. Hallo! Wy all these
cups? Why cucunber sandwi ches? Wy such reckl ess extravagance in

one so young? W is conming to tea?

ALGERNON. Ch! nerely Aunt Augusta and Gaendol en.

JACK. How perfectly delightful!

ALGERNON. Yes, that is all very well; but | amafraid Aunt Augusta

won't quite approve of your being here.

JACK. May | ask why?

ALGERNON. My dear fellow, the way you flirt with Gmendolen is
perfectly disgraceful. It is alnost as bad as the way Gaendol en

flirts with you.



JACK. | amin love with Gaendolen. | have come up to town

expressly to propose to her

ALGERNON. | thought you had conme up for pleasure? . . . | call

t hat busi ness.

JACK. How utterly unromantic you are!

ALGERNON. | really don't see anything romantic in proposing. It

is very romantic to be in love. But there is nothing romantic

about a definite proposal. Wy, one may be accepted. One usually
is, | believe. Then the excitenent is all over. The very essence
of romance is uncertainty. |If ever | get married, I'll certainly

try to forget the fact

JACK. | have no doubt about that, dear Algy. The Divorce Court
was specially invented for people whose nenories are so curiously

constituted.

ALGERNON. Oh! there is no use speculating on that subject.

Di vorces are nade in Heaven - [JACK puts out his hand to take a
sandwi ch. ALCGERNON at once interferes.] Please don't touch the
cucunber sandwi ches. They are ordered specially for Aunt Augusta.

[ Takes one and eats it.]

JACK. Well, you have been eating themall the tine.

ALCERNON. That is quite a different matter. She is ny aunt.
[ Takes plate frombelow.] Have sone bread and butter. The bread
and butter is for Gaendol en. Gmendolen is devoted to bread and

butter.

JACK. [Advancing to table and helping hinself.] And very good



bread and butter it is too.

ALCGERNON. Well, ny dear fellow, you need not eat as if you were
going to eat it all. You behave as if you were married to her
already. You are not married to her already, and I don't think you

ever will be.

JACK. Wiy on earth do you say that?

ALGERNON. Well, in the first place girls never nmarry the nen they

flirt with. Grls don't think it right.

JACK. Oh, that is nonsense!

ALGERNON. It isn't. It is a great truth. |t accounts for the
extraordi nary nunber of bachel ors that one sees all over the place.

In the second place, | don't give ny consent.

JACK. Your consent!

ALGERNON. My dear fellow, Gmendolen is ny first cousin. And
before | allow you to marry her, you will have to clear up the

whol e question of Cecily. [Rings bell.]

JACK. Cecily! What on earth do you nean? What do you nean, Al gy,

by Cecily! | don't know any one of the nanme of Cecily.

[ Enter LANE. ]

ALCGERNON. Bring nme that cigarette case M. Wirthing left in the

smoki ng-room the | ast tinme he dined here.

LANE. Yes, sir. [LANE goes out.]



JACK. Do you nean to say you have had ny cigarette case all this
time? | wish to goodness you had let me know. | have been witing
frantic letters to Scotland Yard about it. | was very nearly

offering a large reward

ALGERNON. Well, | wish you would offer one. | happen to be nore

than usually hard up

JACK. There is no good offering a large reward now that the thing

i s found.

[Enter LANE with the cigarette case on a salver. ALGERNON takes it

at once. LANE goes out.]

ALGERNON. | think that is rather nean of you, Ernest, | nust say.
[ Opens case and exanmines it.] However, it nmakes no matter, for
now that | look at the inscription inside, |I find that the thing

isn't yours after all

JACK. O course it's mne. [Mving to him] You have seen ne
with it a hundred tinmes, and you have no right whatsoever to read
what is witten inside. It is a very ungentlemanly thing to read a

private cigarette case

ALGERNON. On! it is absurd to have a hard and fast rul e about what
one should read and what one shouldn't. Mre than half of nbdern

cul ture depends on what one shoul dn't read.

JACK. | amquite aware of the fact, and | don't propose to discuss
nmodern culture. It isn't the sort of thing one should talk of in
private. | sinply want ny cigarette case back

ALCERNON. Yes; but this isn't your cigarette case. This cigarette

case is a present fromsone one of the name of Cecily, and you said



you didn't know any one of that nane.

JACK. Well, if you want to know, Cecily happens to be ny aunt.

ALGERNON. Your aunt!

JACK. Yes. Charnming old lady she is, too. Lives at Tunbridge

Wells. Just give it back to ne, Algy.

ALCERNON. [Retreating to back of sofa.] But why does she cal
herself little Cecily if she is your aunt and |ives at Tunbridge

Wells? [Reading.] 'Fromlittle Cecily with her fondest |ove.

JACK. [Mywving to sofa and kneeling upon it.] M dear fellow, what
on earth is there in that? Sone aunts are tall, some aunts are not
tall. That is a matter that surely an aunt nmay be allowed to
decide for herself. You seemto think that every aunt should be
exactly like your aunt! That is absurd! For Heaven's sake give ne

back nmy cigarette case. [Follows ALGERNON round the room/]

ALGERNON. Yes. But why does your aunt call you her uncle? 'From
little Cecily, with her fondest |love to her dear Uncle Jack.

There is no objection, | adnmit, to an aunt being a small aunt, but
why an aunt, no nmatter what her size nmay be, should call her own
nephew her uncle, | can't quite rmake out. Besides, your nane isn't

Jack at all; it is Ernest.

JACK. It isn't Ernest; it's Jack

ALCERNON. You have always told ne it was Ernest. | have
i ntroduced you to every one as Ernest. You answer to the nane of
Ernest. You look as if your nane was Ernest. You are the nost

earnest-1looking person | ever sawin ny life. It is perfectly



absurd your saying that your nanme isn't Ernest. It's on your
cards. Here is one of them [Taking it fromcase.] 'M. Ernest
Wrthing, B. 4, The Albany." 1'Il keep this as a proof that your
nane is Ernest if ever you attenpt to deny it to ne, or to

Gmendol en, or to any one else. [Puts the card in his pocket.]

JACK. Well, ny name is Ernest in town and Jack in the country, and

the cigarette case was given to ne in the country.

ALCERNON. Yes, but that does not account for the fact that your
smal | Aunt Cecily, who lives at Tunbridge Wlls, calls you her dear

uncle. Cone, old boy, you had nuch better have the thing out at

once.
JACK. My dear Al gy, you talk exactly as if you were a dentist. It
is very vulgar to talk Iike a dentist when one isn't a dentist. It

produces a fal se inpression,

ALGERNON. Well, that is exactly what dentists always do. Now, go
on! Tell me the whole thing. | may nmention that | have al ways
suspected you of being a confirnmed and secret Bunburyist; and | am

quite sure of it now

JACK. Bunburyist? What on earth do you nmean by a Bunburyist?

ALGERNON. I'Ill reveal to you the neaning of that inconparable
expression as soon as you are kind enough to informme why you are

Ernest in town and Jack in the country.

JACK. Well, produce ny cigarette case first.

ALCERNON. Here it is. [Hands cigarette case.] Now produce your

expl anation, and pray nake it inprobable. [Sits on sofa.]



JACK. My dear fellow, there is nothing inprobable about ny
explanation at all. |In fact it's perfectly ordinary. dd M.
Thomas Cardew, who adopted ne when | was a little boy, nade ne in
his will guardian to his grand-daughter, Mss Cecily Cardew.

Cecily, who addresses ne as her uncle fromnotives of respect that
you coul d not possibly appreciate, lives at ny place in the country

under the charge of her admirable governess, Mss Prism

ALGERNON.  Where in that place in the country, by the way?

JACK. That is nothing to you, dear boy. You are not going to be

invited . . . | may tell you candidly that the place is not in
Shropshire
ALGERNON. | suspected that, ny dear fellow | have Bunburyed all

over Shropshire on two separate occasions. Now, go on. Wy are

you Ernest in town and Jack in the country?

JACK. My dear Algy, | don't know whether you will be able to
understand ny real notives. You are hardly serious enough. Wen
one is placed in the position of guardian, one has to adopt a very
hi gh noral tone on all subjects. It's one's duty to do so. And as
a high noral tone can hardly be said to conduce very nuch to either
one's health or one's happiness, in order to get up to town | have
al ways pretended to have a younger brother of the name of Ernest,
who lives in the Al bany, and gets into the nost dreadful scrapes.

That, ny dear Algy, is the whole truth pure and sinple.

ALGERNON. The truth is rarely pure and never sinple. Mdern life
woul d be very tedious if it were either, and nodern literature a

conpl ete inpossibility!

JACK. That wouldn't be at all a bad thing.



ALCERNON. Literary criticismis not your forte, ny dear fellow.
Don't try it. You should | eave that to people who haven't been at
a University. They do it so well in the daily papers. What you
really are is a Bunburyist. | was quite right in saying you were a

Bunburyist. You are one of the nbst advanced Bunburyists | know

JACK. What on earth do you nean?

ALGERNON. You have invented a very useful younger brother called
Ernest, in order that you nay be able to conme up to town as often
as you like. | have invented an inval uabl e permanent invalid

call ed Bunbury, in order that | may be able to go down into the
country whenever | choose. Bunbury is perfectly invaluable. If it
wasn't for Bunbury's extraordinary bad health, for instance,

woul dn't be able to dine with you at WIllis's to-night, for | have

been really engaged to Aunt Augusta for nore than a week.

JACK. | haven't asked you to dine with ne anywhere to-night.
ALGERNON. | know. You are absurdly carel ess about sendi ng out
invitations. It is very foolish of you. Nothing annoys people so

much as not receiving invitations.

JACK. You had rnuch better dine with your Aunt Augusta.

ALGERNON. | haven't the snallest intention of doing anything of
the kind. To begin with, | dined there on Mnday, and once a week
is quite enough to dine with one's own relations. |In the second

pl ace, whenever | do dine there | amalways treated as a nenber of
the fanmily, and sent down with either no woman at all, or two. In
the third place, | know perfectly well whom she will place me next
to, to-night. She will place nme next Mary Farquhar, who al ways

flirts with her own husband across the dinner-table. That is not



very pleasant. |Indeed, it is not even decent . . . and that sort
of thing is enormously on the increase. The amount of women in
London who flirt with their own husbands is perfectly scandal ous.
It looks so bad. It in sinply washing one's clean linen in public.

Besi des, now that | know you to be a confirmed Bunburyist |

naturally want to talk to you about Bunburying. | want to tell you
the rul es.

JACK. |I'mnot a Bunburyist at all. |If Gaendolen accepts me, | am
going to kill ny brother, indeed | think I'Il kill himin any case.

Cecily is alittle too nuch interested in him It is rather a
bore. So | amgoing to get rid of Ernest. And | strongly advise
you to do the sane with M . . . with your invalid friend who has

t he absurd nane.

ALGERNON. Nothing will induce nme to part with Bunbury, and if you
ever get nmarried, which seens to nme extrenmely problematic, you will
be very glad to know Bunbury. A man who narries w thout know ng

Bunbury has a very tedious tinme of it.

JACK. That is nonsense. |If | marry a charnming girl |ike
Gmendol en, and she is the only girl | ever sawin ny life that |
would marry, | certainly won't want to know Bunbury.

ALGERNON. Then your wife will. You don't seemto realise, that in

married life three is conpany and two i s none.

JACK. [Sententiously.] That, nmy dear young friend, is the theory
that the corrupt French Drama has been propounding for the |ast

fifty years.

ALCERNON. Yes; and that the happy English hone has proved in half

the tine.



JACK. For heaven's sake, don't try to be cynical. |It's perfectly

easy to be cynical

ALGERNON. M dear fellow, it isn't easy to be anythi ng nowadays.
There's such a |l ot of beastly conpetition about. [The sound of an
electric bell is heard.] Ah! that nust be Aunt Augusta. Only
relatives, or creditors, ever ring in that Wagnerian manner. Now,
if | get her out of the way for ten nminutes, so that you can have
an opportunity for proposing to Gaendolen, may | dine with you to-

night at Wllis's?

JACK. | suppose so, if you want to.
ALCERNON. Yes, but you nust be serious about it. | hate people
who are not serious about nmeals. It is so shallow of them

[ Enter LANE.]

Lady Bracknell and M ss Fairfax.

[ ALGERNON goes forward to nmeet them Enter LADY BRACKNELL and

GWENDCOLEN. ]

LADY BRACKNELL. Good afternoon, dear Al gernon, | hope you are

behavi ng very wel | .

ALGERNON. |I'mfeeling very well, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL. That's not quite the sanme thing. |In fact the two
things rarely go together. [Sees JACK and bows to himwth icy

col dness. ]

ALGERNON. [To GAENDOLEN.] Dear me, you are smart!



GMENDOLEN. | am always smart! Am| not, M. Wrthing?

JACK. You're quite perfect, Mss Fairfax.

GMAENDOLEN. Oh! | hope | amnot that. It would | eave no room for
devel opnents, and | intend to develop in nmany directions.

[ GAENDCLEN and JACK sit down together in the corner.]

LADY BRACKNELL. |'msorry if we are a little late, Al gernon, but I
was obliged to call on dear Lady Harbury. | hadn't been there
since her poor husband's death. | never saw a wonman so altered;
she | ooks quite twenty years younger. And now |'ll have a cup of

tea, and one of those nice cucunber sandw ches you prom sed ne.

ALCERNON. Certainly, Aunt Augusta. |[Goes over to tea-table.]

LADY BRACKNELL. Won't you cone and sit here, Gaendol en?

GMENDOLEN. Thanks, mamma, |'mquite confortable where | am

ALCERNON. [Picking up enpty plate in horror.] Good heavens!
Lane! Wy are there no cucunber sandwi ches? | ordered them

speci al | y.

LANE. [Gavely.] There were no cucunbers in the market this

morning, sir. | went down tw ce

AL GERNON. No cucunbers

LANE. No, sir. Not even for ready noney.

ALCERNON. That will do, Lane, thank you



LANE. Thank you, sir. [CGoes out.]

ALGERNON. | amgreatly distressed, Aunt Augusta, about there being

no cucunbers, not even for ready noney.

LADY BRACKNELL. It really makes no matter, Algernon. | had sone
crunpets with Lady Harbury, who seens to me to be living entirely

for pleasure now.

ALGERNON. | hear her hair has turned quite gold fromgrief.

LADY BRACKNELL. It certainly has changed its colour. From what
cause |, of course, cannot say. [ALGERNON crosses and hands tea.]
Thank you. 1've quite a treat for you to-night, Al gernon. | am

going to send you down with Mary Farquhar. She is such a nice

woman, and so attentive to her husband. |It's delightful to watch
t hem
ALCERNON. | am afraid, Aunt Augusta, | shall have to give up the

pl easure of dining with you to-night after all

LADY BRACKNELL. [Frowning.] | hope not, Algernon. It would put
my table conpletely out. Your uncle would have to dine upstairs.

Fortunately he is accustoned to that.

ALCERNON. It is a great bore, and, | need hardly say, a terrible
di sappointnment to ne, but the fact is | have just had a telegramto
say that my poor friend Bunbury is very ill again. [Exchanges

gl ances with JACK.] They seemto think I should be with him

LADY BRACKNELL. It is very strange. This M. Bunbury seens to

suffer fromcuriously bad health.

ALGERNON. Yes; poor Bunbury is a dreadful invalid.



LADY BRACKNELL. Well, | mnmust say, Algernon, that | think it is
high tine that M. Bunbury made up his mnd whether he was going to

live or to die. This shilly-shallying with the question is absurd.

Nor do | in any way approve of the nodern synpathy with invalids.
I consider it nmorbid. |Illness of any kind is hardly a thing to be
encouraged in others. Health is the primary duty of life. | am

always telling that to your poor uncle, but he never seens to take
much notice . . . as far as any inprovenent in his ailnent goes. |
shoul d be much obliged if you would ask M. Bunbury, fromnme, to be
ki nd enough not to have a relapse on Saturday, for | rely on you to
arrange nmy nmusic for me. It is ny last reception, and one wants

somet hing that will encourage conversation, particularly at the end
of the season when every one has practically said whatever they had

to say, which, in nost cases, was probably not nuch.

ALGERNON. |I'Ill speak to Bunbury, Aunt Augusta, if he is stil
conscious, and | think I can prom se you he'll be all right by
Saturday. O course the nusic is a great difficulty. You see, if
one plays good music, people don't listen, and if one plays bad
musi ¢ people don't talk. But I'll ran over the progranme |'ve

drawn out, if you will kindly cone into the next roomfor a nonent.

LADY BRACKNELL. Thank you, Algernon. It is very thoughtful of

you. [Rising, and following ALGERNON.] |'m sure the programe
will be delightful, after a few expurgations. French songs

cannot possibly allow. People always seemto think that they are

i nproper, and either | ook shocked, which is vulgar, or |augh, which
is worse. But German sounds a thoroughly respectabl e | anguage, and

i ndeed, | believe is so. Onendolen, you will acconpany ne.

GMENDOLEN. Certainly, namma.



[ LADY BRACKNELL and ALGERNON go into the nusic-room GAENDCLEN

remai ns behind. ]

JACK. Charming day it has been, M ss Fairfax.

GNENDOLEN. Pray don't talk to ne about the weather, M. Wrthing.
Whenever people talk to ne about the weather, | always feel quite

certain that they nean sonething else. And that nakes ne so

nervous.
JACK. | do nean sonething el se
GWNENDOLEN. | thought so. In fact, | am never w ong.

JACK. And | would Iike to be allowed to take advantage of Lady

Bracknel | 's tenporary absence

GMENDOLEN. | would certainly advise you to do so. Manma has a way
of coming back suddenly into a roomthat | have often had to speak

to her about.

JACK. [Nervously.] Mss Fairfax, ever since | net you | have
admred you nore than any girl . . . | have ever net since . . . |

met you.

GMENDOLEN. Yes, | amquite well aware of the fact. And | often
wish that in public, at any rate, you had been nore denonstrative.
For me you have always had an irresistible fascination. Even
before I nmet you |l was far fromindifferent to you. [JACK | ooks at
her in amazenment.] W live, as | hope you know, M Wrthing, in an
age of ideals. The fact is constantly mentioned in the nore
expensi ve nonthly naegazi nes, and has reached the provincial

pul pits, | amtold; and ny ideal has always been to | ove sone one

of the nane of Ernest. There is sonething in that nane that



i nspi res absolute confidence. The nonment Al gernon first mentioned
to ne that he had a friend called Ernest, | knew | was destined to

| ove you.

JACK. You really love ne, Gnendol en?

GVWENDOLEN. Passi onat el y!

JACK. Darling! You don't know how happy you've nmade ne.

GAENDOLEN. My own Ernest!

JACK. But you don't really nean to say that you couldn't |ove ne

if ny name wasn't Ernest?

GWENDOLEN. But your nane is Ernest.

JACK. Yes, | knowit is. But supposing it was sonething else? Do

you mean to say you couldn't |ove nme then?

GMENDOLEN. [dibly.] Ah! that is clearly a metaphysical
specul ation, and |ike nobst netaphysical specul ations has very
little reference at all to the actual facts of real life, as we

know t hem

JACK. Personally, darling, to speak quite candidly, | don't nuch
care about the nane of Ernest . . . | don't think the nane suits ne

at all.

GNENDOLEN. It suits you perfectly. It is a divine name. It has a

music of its own. It produces vibrations.

JACK. Well, really, Gaendolen, | nust say that | think there are

| ots of other nuch nicer nanes. | think Jack, for instance, a



char m ng nane.

GMENDOLEN. Jack? . . . No, there is very little nusic in the nane
Jack, if any at all, indeed. It does not thrill. It produces
absolutely no vibrations . . . | have known several Jacks, and they
all, wthout exception, were nore than usually plain. Besides,

Jack is a notorious donmesticity for John! And | pity any woman who
is married to a man called John. She woul d probably never be
all owed to know the entrancing pleasure of a single noment's

solitude. The only really safe name is Ernest

JACK. Gwendol en, | nust get christened at once - | nmean we nust

get nmarried at once. There is no tinme to be |ost.

GWENDOLEN. Married, M. Wrthing?

JACK. [Astounded.] Well . . . surely. You knowthat | |ove you
and you led me to believe, Mss Fairfax, that you were not

absolutely indifferent to ne.

GAENDOLEN. | adore you. But you haven't proposed to ne yet.
Not hi ng has been said at all about nmarriage. The subject has not

even been touched on

JACK. Well . . . may | propose to you now?

GMENDOLEN. | think it would be an adnirabl e opportunity. And to
spare you any possi bl e disappointnment, M. Wrthing, | think it
only fair to tell you quite frankly before-hand that | amfully

determined to accept you

JACK. Gnendol en

GMENDOLEN. Yes, M. Worthing, what have you got to say to ne?



JACK. You know what | have got to say to you

GMENDOLEN.  Yes, but you don't say it.

JACK. OGwendolen, will you marry nme? [Goes on his knees.]

GMENDOLEN. O course | will, darling. How long you have been
about it! | amafraid you have had very little experience in how

t o propose.

JACK. My own one, | have never |oved any one in the world but you

GWNENDOLEN.  Yes, but nmen often propose for practice. | know ny
brother Gerald does. Al my girl-friends tell me so. What
wonderful ly blue eyes you have, Ernest! They are quite, quite,
blue. | hope you will always look at ne just |like that, especially

when there are other people present. [Enter LADY BRACKNELL. ]

LADY BRACKNELL. M. Wrthing! Rise, sir, fromthis senm -recunbent

posture. It is nost indecorous.

GMENDOLEN. Mamma! [He tries to rise; she restrains him] | nust
beg you to retire. This is no place for you. Besides, M.

Wirthing has not quite finished yet.

LADY BRACKNELL. Finished what, may | ask?

GMENDOLEN. | amengaged to M. Wrthing, manma. [They rise

t oget her . ]

LADY BRACKNELL. Pardon nme, you are not engaged to any one. Wen
you do becone engaged to sone one, |, or your father, should his

health permit him wll informyou of the fact. An engagenent



shoul d cone on a young girl as a surprise, pleasant or unpleasant,
as the case may be. It is hardly a matter that she could be

all owed to arrange for herself . . . And now | have a few questions
to put to you, M. Wrthing. Wile | am nmaking these inquiries,

you, Gaendolen, will wait for me below in the carriage.

GMENDOLEN. [ Reproachfully.] Manmma!

LADY BRACKNELL. In the carriage, Gmendol en! [ GAENDOLEN goes to
the door. She and JACK bl ow ki sses to each other behind LADY
BRACKNELL' S back. LADY BRACKNELL | ooks vaguely about as if she
coul d not understand what the noise was. Finally turns round.]

Gnendol en, the carriage!

GWENDOLEN. Yes, mamma. [ Goes out, |ooking back at JACK. ]

LADY BRACKNELL. [Sitting down.] You can take a seat, M.

Wor t hi ng.

[ Looks in her pocket for note-book and pencil.]

JACK. Thank you, Lady Bracknell, | prefer standing.

LADY BRACKNELL. [Pencil and note-book in hand.] | feel bound to
tell you that you are not down on ny list of eligible young nen,

al though | have the sane |ist as the dear Duchess of Bolton has.

W work together, in fact. However, | amquite ready to enter your
nane, should your answers be what a really affectionate nother

requires. Do you snoke?

JACK. Well, yes, | nust adnit | snoke.

LADY BRACKNELL. | amglad to hear it. A nman should al ways have an

occupation of some kind. There are far too nmany idle nen in London



as it is. Howold are you?

JACK. Twenty-ni ne.

LADY BRACKNELL. A very good age to be narried at. | have al ways
been of opinion that a nman who desires to get married should know

ei ther everything or nothing. Wich do you know?

JACK. [After sone hesitation.] | know nothing, Lady Bracknell.
LADY BRACKNELL. | am pleased to hear it. | do not approve of
anything that tanpers with natural ignorance. Ilgnorance is like a

delicate exotic fruit; touch it and the bloomis gone. The whole
theory of nodern education is radically unsound. Fortunately in
Engl and, at any rate, education produces no effect whatsoever. |If
it did, it would prove a serious danger to the upper classes, and
probably lead to acts of violence in Gosvenor Square. What is

your incone?

JACK. Between seven and ei ght thousand a year

LADY BRACKNELL. [Makes a note in her book.] In land, or in

i nvest ment s?

JACK. In investnments, chiefly.

LADY BRACKNELL. That is satisfactory. Wat between the duties
expected of one during one's lifetine, and the duties exacted from
one after one's death, land has ceased to be either a profit or a
pl easure. It gives one position, and prevents one fromkeeping it

up. That's all that can be said about I|and.

JACK. | have a country house with sone |and, of course, attached



toit, about fifteen hundred acres, | believe; but | don't depend
on that for ny real inconme. |In fact, as far as | can nake out, the

poachers are the only people who nake anything out of it.

LADY BRACKNELL. A country house! How nmany bedroons? Well, that
poi nt can be cleared up afterwards. You have a town house, | hope?
Agirl with a sinple, unspoiled nature, |ike Gaendol en, could

hardly be expected to reside in the country.

JACK. Well, | own a house in Belgrave Square, but it is let by the
year to Lady Bloxham O course, | can get it back whenever |

like, at six nmonths' noti ce.

LADY BRACKNELL. Lady Bl oxhan? | don't know her.

JACK. Onh, she goes about very little. She is a |lady considerably

advanced in years.

LADY BRACKNELL. Ah, nowadays that is no guarantee of

respectability of character. What nunber in Bel grave Square?

JACK. 149

LADY BRACKNELL. [Shaking her head.] The unfashi onabl e si de.
t hought there was sonething. However, that could easily be

al tered.

JACK. Do you nean the fashion, or the side?

LADY BRACKNELL. [Sternly.] Both, if necessary, | presune. What

are your polities?

JACK. Well, | amafraid | really have none. | ama Libera

Uni oni st.



LADY BRACKNELL. ©Onh, they count as Tories. They dine with us. O
come in the evening, at any rate. Now to minor nmatters. Are your

parents |iving?

JACK. | have lost both ny parents.

LADY BRACKNELL. To |ose one parent, M. Wrthing, rmay be regarded
as a msfortune; to |lose both |ooks |ike carel essness. W was

your father? He was evidently a man of sone wealth. Ws he born
in what the Radical papers call the purple of commerce, or did he

rise fromthe ranks of the aristocracy?

JACK. | amafraid | really don't know The fact is, Lady
Bracknell, | said | had lost ny parents. It would be nearer the
truth to say that ny parents seemto have lost ne . . . | don't
actually know who I amby birth. | was . . . well, | was found.

LADY BRACKNELL. Found!

JACK. The late M. Thormas Cardew, an old gentleman of a very
charitable and kindly disposition, found nme, and gave ne the nane
of Worthing, because he happened to have a first-class ticket for
Wrthing in his pocket at the tine. Wrthing is a place in Sussex.

It is a seaside resort.

LADY BRACKNELL. Where did the charitable gentleman who had a

first-class ticket for this seaside resort find you?

JACK. [Gavely.] In a hand-bag.

LADY BRACKNELL. A hand- bag?

JACK. [Very seriously.] Yes, Lady Bracknell. | was in a hand-bag



- a sonewhat |arge, black |eather hand-bag, with handles to it - an

ordi nary hand-bag in fact.

LADY BRACKNELL. In what locality did this M. Janes, or Thonas,

Cardew cone across this ordi nary hand-bag?

JACK. In the cloak-roomat Victoria Station. It was given to him

in mstake for his own.

LADY BRACKNELL. The cloak-roomat Victoria Station?

JACK. Yes. The Brighton line.

LADY BRACKNELL. The line is immaterial. M. Wrthing, | confess
feel somewhat bewi |l dered by what you have just told me. To be
born, or at any rate bred, in a hand-bag, whether it had handl es or
not, seens to nme to display a contenpt for the ordinary decencies
of family life that rem nds one of the worst excesses of the French
Revol ution. And | presunme you know what that unfortunate novenent
led to? As for the particular locality in which the hand-bag was
found, a cloak-roomat a railway station might serve to conceal a
soci al indiscretion - has probably, indeed, been used for that

pur pose before nowbut it could hardly be regarded as an assured

basis for a recogni sed position in good society.

JACK. May | ask you then what you would advise me to do? | need
hardly say | would do anything in the world to ensure Gmendol en's

happi ness.

LADY BRACKNELL. | would strongly advise you, M. Wrthing, to try
and acquire sone relations as soon as possible, and to make a
definite effort to produce at any rate one parent, of either sex,

before the season is quite over



JACK. Well, | don't see how | could possibly manage to do that. |
can produce the hand-bag at any nonent. It is in ny dressing-room

at hone. | really think that should satisfy you, Lady Bracknell.

LADY BRACKNELL. Me, sir! What has it to do with ne? You can
hardly imagine that | and Lord Bracknell would dream of allow ng
our only daughter - a girl brought up with the utnost care - to
marry into a cloak-room and forman alliance with a parcel? Good

nmor ni ng, M. Worthing!

[ LADY BRACKNELL sweeps out in majestic indignation.]

JACK. Good norning! [ALGERNON, fromthe other room strikes up
the Weddi ng March. Jack | ooks perfectly furious, and goes to the
door.] For goodness' sake don't play that ghastly tune, Al gy. How

idiotic you are!

[ The music stops and ALGERNON enters cheerily.]

ALGERNON. Didn't it go off all right, old boy? You don't nmean to
say Gmendol en refused you? | knowit is a way she has. She is

al ways refusing people. | think it is nost ill-natured of her.

JACK. Oh, Gmendolen is as right as a trivet. As far as she is
concerned, we are engaged. Her nother is perfectly unbearable.
Never met such a Gorgon . . . | don't really know what a Gorgon is
like, but | amquite sure that Lady Bracknell is one. |n any case,
she is a nonster, without being a nyth, which is rather unfair

| beg your pardon, Algy, | suppose | shouldn't talk about your

own aunt in that way before you.

ALGERNON. My dear boy, | love hearing ny relations abused. It is

the only thing that makes me put up with themat all. Relations



are sinply a tedi ous pack of people, who haven't got the renotest
know edge of how to live, nor the smallest instinct about when to

di e.

JACK. Ch, that is nonsense!

ALGERNON. It isn't!

JACK. Well, | won't argue about the matter. You always want to

argue about things.

ALCGERNON. That is exactly what things were originally nade for.

JACK. Upon ny word, if | thought that, I'd shoot nyself . . . [A
pause.] You don't think there is any chance of Gaendol en beconi ng

i ke her nmother in about a hundred and fifty years, do you, Algy?

ALGERNON. All wonen beconme |ike their nbthers. That is their

tragedy. No man does. That's his.

JACK. |Is that clever?

ALGERNON. It is perfectly phrased! and quite as true as any

observation in civilised |ife should be.

JACK. | amsick to death of cleverness. Everybody is clever
nowadays. You can't go anywhere w thout neeting clever people.
The thing has becone an absolute public nuisance. | wish to

goodness we had a few fools left.

ALGERNON. W have

JACK. | should extrenely like to neet them Wat do they talk

about ?



ALCERNON. The fool s? Oh! about the clever people, of course.

JACK. What f ool s!

ALCERNON. By the way, did you tell Gaendolen the truth about your

being Ernest in town, and Jack in the country?

JACK. [In a very patronising manner.] M dear fellow, the truth
isn't quite the sort of thing one tells to a nice, sweet, refined
girl. What extraordinary ideas you have about the way to behave to

a wonan!

ALGERNON. The only way to behave to a woman is to nake | ove to

her, if she is pretty, and to sonme one else, if she is plain.

JACK. OCh, that is nonsense.

ALGERNON. \What about your brother? What about the profligate

Er nest ?

JACK. Onh, before the end of the week | shall have got rid of him
I'"l'l say he died in Paris of apoplexy. Lots of people die of

apopl exy, quite suddenly, don't they?

ALGERNON. Yes, but it's hereditary, ny dear fellow It's a sort

of thing that runs in famlies. You had nmuch better say a severe

chill.
JACK. You are sure a severe chill isn't hereditary, or anything of
t hat ki nd?

ALGERNON. O course it isn't!



JACK. Very well, then. My poor brother Ernest to carried off

suddenly, in Paris, by a severe chill. That gets rid of him

ALGERNON. But | thought you said that . . . Mss Cardew was a
little too much interested in your poor brother Ernest? Whn't she

feel his | oss a good deal ?

JACK. Onh, that is all right. Cecily is not a silly romantic girl,
I amglad to say. She has got a capital appetite, goes |ong wal ks,

and pays no attention at all to her |essons.

ALGERNON. | would rather like to see Cecily.

JACK. | will take very good care you never do. She is excessively

pretty, and she is only just eighteen

ALGERNON. Have you told Gaendol en yet that you have an excessively

pretty ward who is only just eighteen?

JACK. On! one doesn't blurt these things out to people. Cecily
and Gmendol en are perfectly certain to be extrenely great friends.
I'"l'l bet you anything you |like that half an hour after they have

met, they will be calling each other sister

ALGERNON.  Wdnen only do that when they have called each other a
Il ot of other things first. Now, ny dear boy, if we want to get a
good table at WIllis's, we really nust go and dress. Do you know

it is nearly seven?

JACK. Jlrritably.] Oh! It always is nearly seven

ALGERNON.  Well, 1'm hungry.

JACK. | never knew you when you weren't



ALGERNON. What shall we do after dinner? Go to a theatre?

JACK. Oh no! | loathe |listening.
ALGERNON. Well, let us go to the d ub?
JACK. Oh, no! | hate talKking.

ALCERNON. Well, we might trot round to the Enpire at ten?

JACK. Oh, no! | can't bear looking at things. It is so silly.

ALGERNON. Wl l, what shall we do?

JACK.  Not hi ng!

ALGERNON. It is awfully hard work doing not hing. However, | don't

m nd hard work where there is no definite object of any kind.

[ Enter LANE. ]

LANE. M ss Fairfax.

[ Enter GWENDOLEN. LANE goes out. ]

ALGERNON. Gmendol en, upon ny wor d!

GAENDOLEN. Al gy, kindly turn your back. | have sonething very

particular to say to M. Wrthing.

ALGERNON. Really, OGaendolen, | don't think I can allow this at

all.

GMENDOLEN. Al gy, you always adopt a strictly imoral attitude



towards life. You are not quite old enough to do that. [ALGERNON

retires to the firepl ace.]

JACK. My own darling!

GMENDOLEN. Ernest, we may never be married. Fromthe expression
on mmnmma's face | fear we never shall. Few parents nowadays pay
any regard to what their children say to them The ol d-fashioned
respect for the young is fast dying out. Watever influence | ever
had over manma, | lost at the age of three. But although she may
prevent us from beconing man and wife, and | nmay nmarry sonme one

el se, and marry often, nothing that she can possibly do can alter

my eternal devotion to you

JACK. Dear Gnaendol en

GWENDOLEN. The story of your romantic origin, as related to ne by
manma, W th unpl easing coments, has naturally stirred the deeper
fibres of ny nature. Your Christian name has an irresistible
fascination. The sinplicity of your character nakes you
exquisitely inconprehensible to me. Your town address at the

Al bany | have. VWhat is your address in the country?

JACK. The Manor House, Wholton, Hertfordshire.

[ ALGERNON, who has been carefully listening, smles to hinself, and
wites the address on his shirt-cuff. Then picks up the Railway

Gui de. ]

GMENDOLEN. There is a good postal service, | suppose? It may be
necessary to do sonething desperate. That of course will require

serious consideration. | wll conmunicate with you daily.



JACK. My own one!

GWENDOLEN. How | ong do you renmain in town?

JACK. Till Monday.

GWENDOLEN. Good! Algy, you may turn round now.

ALGERNON. Thanks, 1've turned round al ready.

GWENDOLEN. You nmay also ring the bell.

JACK. You will let nme see you to your carriage, nmy own darling?

GMENDOLEN. Certainly.

JACK. [To LANE, who now enters.] | will see Mss Fairfax out.

LANE. Yes, sir. [JACK and GAENDOLEN go off.]

[ LANE presents several letters on a salver to ALCERNON. It is to
be surmised that they are bills, as ALCERNON, after |ooking at the

envel opes, tears them up.]

ALCERNON. A gl ass of sherry, Lane.

LANE. Yes, sir.

ALCERNON. To-norrow, Lane, |'m going Bunburyi ng.

LANE. Yes, sir.

ALGERNON. | shall probably not be back till Mnday. You can put

up ny dress clothes, nmy snoking jacket, and all the Bunbury suits .



LANE. Yes, sir. [Handing sherry.]

ALCGERNON. | hope to-norrow will be a fine day, Lane.

LANE. It never is, sir.

ALCERNON. Lane, you're a perfect pessimst.

LANE. | do ny best to give satisfaction, sir.

[Enter JACK. LANE goes off.]

JACK. There's a sensible, intellectual girl! the only girl | ever
cared for in nmy life. [ALGERNON is |aughing inmoderately.] What

on earth are you so anused at?

ALGERNON. Onh, I'ma little anxi ous about poor Bunbury, that in

all.

JACK. If you don't take care, your friend Bunbury will get you

into a serious scrape sone day.

ALCERNON. | love scrapes. They are the only things that are never

seri ous.

JACK. Onh, that's nonsense, Algy. You never talk anything but

nonsense.

ALCERNON. Nobody ever does.

[JACK | ooks indignantly at him and | eaves the room ALGERNON

lights a cigarette, reads his shirt-cuff, and sniles.]



ACT DROP

SECOND ACT

SCENE

Garden at the Manor House. A flight of grey stone steps |eads up
to the house. The garden, an ol d-fashi oned one, full of roses.
Time of year, July. Basket chairs, and a table covered w th books,

are set under a large yewtree.

[MSS PRI SM di scovered seated at the table. CECILY is at the back

watering flowers.]

MSS PRRSM [Calling.] Cecily, Cecily! Surely such a utilitarian
occupation as the watering of flowers is rather Muulton's duty than
yours? Especially at a nonent when intellectual pleasures await
you. Your German grammar is on the table. Pray open it at page

fifteen. W will repeat yesterday's |esson.

CECILY. [Comi ng over very slowy.] But | don't like German. It
isn't at all a beconming |anguage. | know perfectly well that |

|l ook quite plain after ny German | esson.

MSS PRISM  Child, you know how anxi ous your guardian is that you
shoul d i nprove yourself in every way. He laid particular stress on
your Cerman, as he was |leaving for town yesterday. |ndeed, he

al ways | ays stress on your Gernman when he is |eaving for town.

CECILY. Dear Uncle Jack is so very serious! Sometinmes he is so



serious that | think he cannot be quite well

MSS PRISM [Drawi ng herself up.] Your guardi an enjoys the best
of health, and his gravity of deneanour is especially to be
commanded in one so conparatively young as he is. | know no one

who has a hi gher sense of duty and responsibility.

CECI LY. | suppose that is why he often looks a little bored when

we three are together

MSS PRISM Cecily! | amsurprised at you. M. Wrthing has many
troubles in his life. |Idle nerrinment and triviality would be out
of place in his conversation. You nust renenber his constant

anxi ety about that unfortunate young man his brother.

CECILY. | w sh Uncle Jack would allow that unfortunate young nman,
his brother, to come down here sonetines. W mght have a good
i nfluence over him Mss Prism | amsure you certainly would.
You know Ger man, and geol ogy, and things of that kind influence a

man very nmuch. [CECILY begins to wite in her diary.]

M SS PRISM [ Shaking her head.] | do not think that even | could
produce any effect on a character that according to his own
brother's adm ssion is irretrievably weak and vacillating. |ndeed
| amnot sure that | would desire to reclaimhim | amnot in
favour of this nodern mania for turning bad people into good people
at a nonment's notice. As a man sows so |let himreap. You nust put
away your diary, Cecily. | really don't see why you should keep a

diary at all.

CECILY. | keep a diary in order to enter the wonderful secrets of
my life. 1f | didn't wite themdown, | should probably forget all

about them



MSS PRISM  Menory, ny dear Cecily, is the diary that we all carry

about with us.

CECILY. Yes, but it usually chronicles the things that have never
happened, and coul dn't possibly have happened. | believe that
Menory is responsible for nearly all the three-volunme novel s that

Mudi e sends us.

M SS PRISM Do not speak slightingly of the three-vol une novel

Cecily. | wote one nyself in earlier days.

CECILY. Didyou really, Mss Prisn? How wonderfully clever you
are! | hope it did not end happily? | don't |like novels that end

happily. They depress ne so nuch.

M SS PRISM The good ended happily, and the bad unhappily. That

is what Fiction neans.

CECI LY. | suppose so. But it seens very unfair. And was your

novel ever published?

MSS PRISM Al as! no. The manuscript unfortunately was abandoned.
[CECILY starts.] | use the word in the sense of |ost or mslaid.

To your work, child, these speculations are profitless.

CECILY. [Smiling.] But | see dear Dr. Chasuble coning up through

t he garden.

MSS PRISM [Rising and advancing.] Dr. Chasuble! This is indeed

a pl easure.

[ Ent er CANON CHASUBLE. ]



CHASUBLE. And how are we this norning? Mss Prism you are, |

trust, well?

CECILY. Mss Prismhas just been conplaining of a slight headache.
I think it would do her so nuch good to have a short stroll wth

you in the Park, Dr. Chasuble.

MSS PRISM Cecily, | have not nmentioned anything about a

headache.

CECILY. No, dear Mss Prism | know that, but |I felt instinctively
that you had a headache. |Indeed | was thinking about that, and not

about ny Gernman | esson, when the Rector cane in.

CHASUBLE. | hope, Cecily, you are not inattentive.

CECILY. Oh, | amafraid | am

CHASUBLE. That is strange. Wre | fortunate enough to be M ss

Prisms pupil, | would hang upon her lips. [MSS PRISMglares.] |
spoke netaphorically. - My netaphor was drawn from bees. Ahem

M. Worthing, | suppose, has not returned fromtown yet?

MSS PRISM W do not expect himtill Mnday afternoon.

CHASUBLE. Ah yes, he usually likes to spend his Sunday in London.
He is not one of those whose sole aimis enjoynent, as, by all
accounts, that unfortunate young man his brother seems to be. But

I nust not disturb Egeria and her pupil any |onger.

MSS PRISM Egeria? M name is Laetitia, Doctor.

CHASUBLE. [Bowing.] A classical allusion nerely, drawn fromthe

Pagan authors. | shall see you both no doubt at Evensong?



MSS PRISM | think, dear Doctor, I will have a stroll with you.

I find | have a headache after all, and a walk night do it good.

CHASUBLE. Wth pleasure, Mss Prism with pleasure. W night go

as far as the schools and back.

MSS PRISM That would be delightful. Cecily, you will read your
Political Econony in ny absence. The chapter on the Fall of the
Rupee you may onmit. It is sonewhat too sensational. Even these

metal lic problens have their nel odramatic side.

[ Goes down the garden with DR CHASUBLE. ]

CECI LY. [Picks up books and throws them back on table.] Horrid

Political Econony! Horrid Geography! Horrid, horrid Gernan!

[Enter MERRIMAN with a card on a sal ver.]

MERRI MAN. M. Ernest Wrthing has just driven over fromthe

station. He has brought his luggage with him

CECILY. [Takes the card and reads it.] 'M. Ernest Wrthing, B.
4, The Al bany, W' Uncle Jack's brother! Did you tell himM.

Wirthing was in town?

MERRI MAN.  Yes, Mss. He seened very nuch di sappointed. |
mentioned that you and Mss Prismwere in the garden. He said he

was anxi ous to speak to you privately for a nmoment.

CECILY. Ask M. Ernest Wrthing to come here. | suppose you had

better talk to the housekeeper about a roomfor him

MERRI MAN.  Yes, M ss.



[ MERRI MAN goes off.]

CECILY. | have never nmet any really w cked person before. | fee
rather frightened. | amso afraid he will look just |ike every one
el se.

[Enter ALGERNON, very gay and debonnair.] He does!

ALGERNON. [Raising his hat.] You are ny little cousin Cecily, |I'm

sure.
CECILY. You are under sone strange nmistake. | amnot little. 1In
fact, | believe | amnore than usually tall for my age. [ALGERNON
is rather taken aback.] But | amyour cousin Cecily. You, | see

fromyour card, are Uncle Jack's brother, ny cousin Ernest, ny

wi cked cousin Ernest.

ALGERNON. Ch! | amnot really wicked at all, cousin Cecily. You

mustn't think that | am w cked

CECILY. If you are not, then you have certainly been deceiving us
all in a very inexcusable manner. | hope you have not been | eading
a double life, pretending to be wicked and being really good all

the time. That woul d be hypocrisy.

ALGERNON. [Looks at her in amazenent.] GCh! O course | have been

rat her reckl ess.

CECILY. | amglad to hear it

ALGERNON. In fact, now you nention the subject, | have been very

bad in ny owm snall way.



CECILY. | don't think you should be so proud of that, though I am

sure it nust have been very pl easant.

ALGERNON. It is much pleasanter being here with you

CECILY. | can't understand how you are here at all. Uncle Jack
won't be back till Mnday afternoon

ALCERNON. That is a great disappointnent. | amobliged to go up
by the first train on Monday norning. | have a business

appoi ntnment that | amanxious . . . to miss?

CECILY. Couldn't you miss it anywhere but in London?

ALGERNON. No: the appointment is in London.

CECILY. Well, | know, of course, howinportant it is not to keep a
busi ness engagenent, if one wants to retain any sense of the beauty
of life, but still I think you had better wait till Uncle Jack

arrives. | know he wants to speak to you about your enigrating.

ALGERNON.  About my what ?

CECILY. Your enmigrating. He has gone up to buy your outfit.

ALGERNON. | certainly wouldn't et Jack buy ny outfit. He has no

taste in neckties at all.

CECILY. | don't think you will require neckties. Uncle Jack is

sendi ng you to Australi a.

ALGERNON. Australia! 1'd sooner die.

CECILY. Well, he said at dinner on Wdnesday ni ght, that you woul d



have to choose between this world, the next world, and Australia.

ALGERNON. Oh, well! The accounts | have received of Australia and
the next world, are not particularly encouraging. This world is

good enough for me, cousin Cecily.

CECILY. Yes, but are you good enough for it?

ALCERNON. [I'mafraid I'mnot that. That is why | want you to
reformne. You might make that your mission, if you don't mnd,

cousin Cecily.

CECILY. |I'mafraid |'ve no tine, this afternoon

ALGERNON.  Well, would you mind ny reforming nyself this afternoon?

CECILY. It is rather Quixotic of you. But | think you should try.

ALGERNON. | will. | feel better already.

CECILY. You are looking a little worse.

ALGERNON. That is because | am hungry.

CECI LY. How thoughtless of me. | should have renmenbered that when
one is going to lead an entirely new life, one requires regular and

whol esone neals. Wn't you cone in?

ALGERNON. Thank you. M ght | have a buttonhole first? | never

have any appetite unless | have a buttonhole first.

CECILY. A Marechal N el? [Picks up scissors.]

ALGERNON. No, |'d sooner have a pink rose.



CECILY. \Why? [Cuts a flower.]

ALCERNON. Because you are like a pink rose, Cousin Cecily.

CECILY. | don't think it can be right for you to talk to me like

that. Mss Prismnever says such things to ne.

ALGERNON. Then Mss Prismis a short-sighted old |lady. [CECILY
puts the rose in his buttonhole.] You are the prettiest girl |

ever saw.

CECILY. Mss Prismsays that all good | ooks are a snare.

ALCERNON. They are a snare that every sensible man would like to

be caught in.

CECILY. Oh, | don't think | would care to catch a sensible man. |

shoul dn't know what to talk to hi m about.

[ They pass into the house. MSS PRI SM and DR CHASUBLE return.]

MSS PRISM You are too nmuch alone, dear Dr. Chasuble. You should
get married. A misanthrope | can understand - a womant hrope,

never!

CHASUBLE. [Wth a scholar's shudder.] Believe ne, | do not
deserve so neol ogistic a phrase. The precept as well as the

practice of the Primtive Church was distinctly against matrinony.

MSS PRISM [Sententiously.] That is obviously the reason why the
Primtive Church has not lasted up to the present day. And you do
not seemto realise, dear Doctor, that by persistently remnaining

single, a man converts hinself into a permanent public tenptation



Men shoul d be nore careful; this very celibacy | eads weaker vessels

astray.

CHASUBLE. But is a man not equally attractive when married?

MSS PRRSM No married man is ever attractive except to his wife.

CHASUBLE. And often, |'ve been told, not even to her.

M SS PRISM That depends on the intellectual synpathies of the
worman. Maturity can al ways be depended on. Ripeness can be
trusted. Young wonen are green. [DR CHASUBLE starts.] | spoke
horticulturally. M netaphor was drawn fromfruits. But where is

Cecily?

CHASUBLE. Perhaps she followed us to the schools.

[Enter JACK slowly fromthe back of the garden. He is dressed in

t he deepest nourning, with crape hatband and bl ack gl oves. ]

MSS PRISM M. Wrthing!

CHASUBLE. M. Wbrt hing?

MSS PRISM This is indeed a surprise. W did not look for you

till Monday afternoon.

JACK. [Shakes MSS PRISM S hand in a tragic nmanner.] | have
returned sooner than | expected. Dr. Chasuble, | hope you are

wel | ?

CHASUBLE. Dear M. Wrthing, | trust this garb of woe does not

bet oken sone terrible calamity?



JACK. My brother.

M SS PRISM Mre shaneful debts and extravagance?

CHASUBLE. Still leading his Iife of pleasure?

JACK. [Shaking his head.] Dead!

CHASUBLE. Your brother Ernest dead?

JACK. CQuite dead.

MSS PRISM \What a lesson for him | trust he will profit by it.

CHASUBLE. M. Wrthing, | offer you ny sincere condol ence. You
have at | east the consol ation of knowing that you were al ways the

nmost generous and forgiving of brothers.

JACK. Poor Ernest! He had many faults, but it is a sad, sad bl ow.

CHASUBLE. Very sad indeed. Wre you with himat the end?

JACK. No. He died abroad; in Paris, in fact. | had a tel egram

| ast night fromthe nanager of the Grand Hotel.

CHASUBLE. Was the cause of death nentioned?

JACK. A severe chill, it seens.

MSS PRISM As a nman sows, so shall he reap.

CHASUBLE. [Raising his hand.] Charity, dear Mss Prism charity!
None of us are perfect. | myself ampeculiarly susceptible to

draughts. WIIl the internent take place here?



JACK. No. He seens to have expressed a desire to be buried in

Pari s.

CHASUBLE. In Paris! [Shakes his head.] | fear that hardly points
to any very serious state of mnd at the last. You would no doubt
wi sh me to nake sone slight allusion to this tragic domestic
affliction next Sunday. [JACK presses his hand convul sively.] W
sernmon on the neaning of the manna in the wilderness can be adapted
to al nost any occasion, joyful, or, as in the present case,
distressing. [Al sigh.] | have preached it at harvest

cel ebrations, christenings, confirmations, on days of humiliation
and festal days. The last time | delivered it was in the

Cat hedral, as a charity sernmon on behalf of the Society for the
Prevention of Discontent anong the Upper Orders. The Bishop, who

was present, was much struck by sone of the anal ogies | drew.

JACK. Ah! that rem nds ne, you nentioned christenings | think, Dr.
Chasubl e? | suppose you know how to christen all right? [DR
CHASUBLE | ooks astounded.] | mean, of course, you are continually

christening, aren't you?

MSS PRISM It is, | regret to say, one of the Rector's nost
constant duties in this parish. | have often spoken to the poorer
cl asses on the subject. But they don't seemto know what thrift

is.

CHASUBLE. But is there any particular infant in whomyou are
interested, M. Worthing? Your brother was, | believe, unnarried,

was he not?

JACK. On yes.

MSS PRISM [Bitterly.] People who live entirely for pleasure



usual ly are.

JACK. But it is not for any child, dear Doctor. | amvery fond of
children. No! the fact is, | would Iike to be christened nyself,

this afternoon, if you have nothing better to do.

CHASUBLE. But surely, M. Wrthing, you have been chri stened

al ready?

JACK. | don't remenber anything about it.

CHASUBLE. But have you any grave doubts on the subject?

JACK. | certainly intend to have. O course | don't know if the
thing woul d bother you in any way, or if you think | ama little

too ol d now

CHASUBLE. Not at all. The sprinkling, and, indeed, the imersion

of adults is a perfectly canonical practice.

JACK. | nmer si on!

CHASUBLE. You need have no apprehensions. Sprinkling is all that
is necessary, or indeed | think advisable. Qur weather is so

changeable. At what hour would you wi sh the cerenony perforned?

JACK. Oh, | might trot round about five if that would suit you

CHASUBLE. Perfectly, perfectly! 1In fact | have two simlar
cerenmonies to performat that time. A case of twins that occurred
recently in one of the outlying cottages on your own estate. Poor

Jenkins the carter, a nost hard-working nan.

JACK. On! | don't see nuch fun in being christened along with



other babies. It would be childish. Wuld half-past five do?

CHASUBLE. Adnirably! Adnirably! [Takes out watch.] And now,
dear M. Worthing, | will not intrude any |longer into a house of
sorrow. | would nerely beg you not to be too nuch bowed down by
grief. What seemto us bitter trials are often blessings in

di sgui se.

MSS PRISM This seens to me a bl essing of an extrenely obvious

ki nd.

[Enter CECILY fromthe house.]

CECILY. Uncle Jack! ©Oh, | ampleased to see you back. But what

horrid cl othes you have got on! Do go and change them

M SS PRISM  Cecily!

CHASUBLE. M child! my child! [CECILY goes towards JACK; he

ki sses her brow in a nmelancholy manner.]

CECILY. What is the matter, Uncle Jack? Do |ook happy! You |ook
as if you had toothache, and | have got such a surprise for you.

Who do you think is in the dining-roon? Your brother!

JACK.  Who?

CECI LY. Your brother Ernest. He arrived about half an hour ago.

JACK. What nonsense! | haven't got a brother

CECILY. Ch, don't say that. However badly he may have behaved to
you in the past he is still your brother. You couldn't be so

heartless as to disown him [1'Il tell himto conme out. And you



wi Il shake hands with him won't you, Uncle Jack? [Runs back into

t he house.]

CHASUBLE. These are very joyful tidings.

MSS PRISM After we had all been resigned to his |oss, his sudden

return seens to ne peculiarly distressing.

JACK. My brother is in the dining-roon? | don't know what it al

means. | think it is perfectly absurd.

[Enter ALGERNON and CECILY hand in hand. They cone slowy up to

JACK. |

JACK. Good heavens! [Mbdtions ALGERNON away. ]

ALCERNON. Brot her John, | have cone down fromtown to tell you
that | amvery sorry for all the trouble | have given you, and that
I intend to lead a better life in the future. [JACK glares at him

and does not take his hand.]

CECI LY. Uncle Jack, you are not going to refuse your own brother's

hand?
JACK. Nothing will induce ne to take his hand. | think his com ng
down here disgraceful. He knows perfectly well why.

CECI LY. Uncle Jack, do be nice. There is sonme good in every one.
Ernest has just been telling me about his poor invalid friend M.
Bunbury whom he goes to visit so often. And surely there nust be
nmuch good in one who is kind to an invalid, and | eaves the

pl easures of London to sit by a bed of pain.

JACK. On! he has been tal king about Bunbury, has he?



CECILY. Yes, he has told nme all about poor M. Bunbury, and his

terrible state of health.

JACK. Bunbury! Well, | won't have himtalk to you about Bunbury
or about anything else. It is enough to drive one perfectly
frantic.

ALGERNON. O course | admit that the faults were all on ny side.
But | nust say that | think that Brother John's coldness to ne is
peculiarly painful. | expected a nore enthusiastic wel cone,

especially considering it is the first time | have cone here.

CECILY. Uncle Jack, if you don't shake hands with Ernest | wll

never forgive you.

JACK. Never forgive ne?

CECI LY. Never, never, never!

JACK. Well, this is the last tine | shall ever do it. [Shakes

wi th ALGERNON and gl ares. ]

CHASUBLE. It's pleasant, is it not, to see so perfect a

reconciliation? | think we night |eave the two brothers together.

MSS PRISM Cecily, you will conme with us.

CECILY. Certainly, Mss Prism M little task of reconciliation

is over.

CHASUBLE. You have done a beautiful action to-day, dear child.

MSS PRISM W nust not be premature in our judgnents.



CECILY. | feel very happy. [They all go off except JACK and

ALGERNON. |

JACK. You young scoundrel, Al gy, you nust get out of this place as

soon as possible. | don't allow any Bunburying here.

[ Ent er MERRI MAN. ]

MERRI MAN. | have put M. Ernest's things in the roomnext to
yours, sir. | suppose that is all right?

JACK. What ?

MERRI MAN. M. Ernest's luggage, sir. | have unpacked it and put

it in the roomnext to your own.

JACK. His luggage?

MERRI MAN.  Yes, sir. Three portmanteaus, a dressing-case, two hat-

boxes, and a | arge | uncheon-basket.

ALCERNON. | amafraid | can't stay nore than a week this tine.

JACK. Merriman, order the dog-cart at once. M. Ernest has been

suddenly cal |l ed back to town.

MERRI MAN.  Yes, sir. [Goes back into the house.]

ALCERNON. What a fearful liar you are, Jack. | have not been

call ed back to town at all

JACK. Yes, you have



ALGERNON. | haven't heard any one call ne.

JACK. Your duty as a gentleman calls you back

ALGERNON. My duty as a gentleman has never interfered with ny

pl easures in the small est degree.

JACK. | can quite understand that.

ALCERNON. Well, Cecily is a darling.

JACK. You are not to talk of Mss Cardew |li ke that. | don't like

it.

ALGERNON. Well, | don't like your clothes. You |ook perfectly
ridiculous in them Wy on earth don't you go up and change? It
is perfectly childish to be in deep nourning for a man who is
actually staying for a whole week with you in your house as a

guest. | call it grotesque.

JACK. You are certainly not staying with ne for a whole week as a
guest or anything else. You have got to leave . . . by the four-

five train.

ALGERNON. | certainly won't | eave you so long as you are in
mourning. It would be nost unfriendly. |If | were in nourning you
would stay with ne, | suppose. | should think it very unkind if
you didn't.

JACK. Well, will you go if | change ny clothes?

ALGERNON. Yes, if you are not too long. | never saw anybody take

so long to dress, and with such little result.



JACK. Well, at any rate, that is better than being al ways over-

dressed as you are.

ALCGERNON. If | amoccasionally a little over-dressed, | make up

for it by being always i mensely over-educat ed.

JACK. Your vanity is ridiculous, your conduct an outrage, and your
presence in ny garden utterly absurd. However, you have got to
catch the four-five, and | hope you will have a pl easant journey
back to town. This Bunburying, as you call it, has not been a

great success for you.

[ Goes into the house.]

ALGERNON. | think it has been a great success. |I'min love with

Cecily, and that is everything.

[Enter CECILY at the back of the garden. She picks up the can and
begins to water the flowers.] But | nust see her before | go, and

make arrangenments for another Bunbury. Ah, there she is.

CECILY. Ch, | nerely came back to water the roses. | thought you

were with Uncle Jack

ALCERNON. He's gone to order the dog-cart for ne.

CECILY. OCh, is he going to take you for a nice drive?

ALGERNON. He's going to send nme away.

CECILY. Then have we got to part?

ALCERNON. | amafraid so. |It's a very painful parting.



CECILY. It is always painful to part from peopl e whom one has
known for a very brief space of time. The absence of old friends
one can endure with equaninity. But even a nonentary separation
from anyone to whom one has just been introduced is al nost

unbear abl e.

ALGERNON. Thank you

[ Ent er MERRI MAN. ]

MERRI MAN. The dog-cart is at the door, sir. [ALGERNON | ooks

appealingly at CECILY.]

CECILY. It can wait, Merriman for . . . five mnutes.

MERRI MAN.  Yes, Mss. [Exit MERRI MAN. ]

ALGERNON. | hope, Cecily, | shall not offend you if | state quite
frankly and openly that you seemto nme to be in every way the

vi si bl e personification of absolute perfection

CECILY. | think your frankness does you great credit, Ernest. |If
you will allowne, | will copy your remarks into ny diary. [Goes

over to table and begins witing in diary.]

ALGERNON. Do you really keep a diary? 1'd give anything to | ook

at it. May I?

CECILY. ©Ch no. [Puts her hand over it.] You see, it is sinmply a
very young girl's record of her own thoughts and inpressions, and
consequently nmeant for publication. Wen it appears in volume form
I hope you will order a copy. But pray, Ernest, don't stop.

delight in taking down fromdictation. | have reached 'absolute

perfection'. You can go on. | amaquite ready for nore.



ALCERNON. [ Sonewhat taken aback.] Ahem  Ahem

CECILY. OCh, don't cough, Ernest. \When one is dictating one should
speak fluently and not cough. Besides, | don't know how to spell a

cough. [Wites as ALGERNON speaks. ]
ALGERNON. [ Speaking very rapidly.] Cecily, ever since | first
| ooked upon your wonderful and inconparable beauty, | have dared to

| ove you wildly, passionately, devotedly, hopel essly.

CECILY. | don't think that you should tell me that you | ove ne
wi I dl'y, passionately, devotedly, hopelessly. Hopelessly doesn't

seem to nmake nuch sense, does it?

ALGERNON.  Ceci |l y!

[ Ent er MERRI MAN. ]

MERRI MAN. The dog-cart is waiting, sir.

ALGERNON. Tell it to conme round next week, at the same hour.

MERRI MAN. [ Looks at CECILY, who makes no sign.] Yes, sir.

[ MERRI MAN retires.]

CECI LY. Uncle Jack would be very much annoyed if he knew you were

staying on till next week, at the same hour.
ALGERNON. Ch, | don't care about Jack. | don't care for anybody
in the whole world but you. | love you, Cecily. You will marry

me, won't you?



CECILY. You silly boy! O course. Wy, we have been engaged for

the | ast three nonths.

AL GERNON. For the | ast three nonths?

CECILY. Yes, it will be exactly three nonths on Thursday.

ALGERNON. But how did we beconme engaged?

CECILY. Well, ever since dear Uncle Jack first confessed to us
that he had a younger brother who was very w cked and bad, you of
course have formed the chief topic of conversation between nyself
and Mss Prism And of course a man who is nuch tal ked about is

al ways very attractive. One feels there nust be sonething in him
after all. | daresay it was foolish of ne, but | fell in love with

you, Ernest.

ALCERNON. Darling! And when was the engagenent actually settled?

CECILY. On the 14th of February last. Wrn out by your entire
i gnorance of ny existence, | deternmned to end the matter one way
or the other, and after a long struggle with nyself | accepted you
under this dear old tree here. The next day | bought this little
ring in your nane, and this is the little bangle with the true

I over's knot | pronised you al ways to wear.

ALGERNON. Did | give you this? It's very pretty, isn't it?

CECILY. Yes, you've wonderfully good taste, Ernest. |It's the
excuse |'ve always given for your |eading such a bad life. And
this is the box in which | keep all your dear letters. [Kneels at

tabl e, opens box, and produces letters tied up with blue ribbon.]

ALGERNON. M letters! But, ny own sweet Cecily, | have never



witten you any |etters.

CECILY. You need hardly remind ne of that, Ernest. | renenber
only too well that | was forced to wite your letters for you.

wote always three tines a week, and sonetinmes oftener

ALGERNON. Ch, do let ne read them Cecily?

CECILY. OCh, | couldn't possibly. They would nake you far too
conceited. [Replaces box.] The three you wote nme after | had
broken of the engagenent are so beautiful, and so badly spell ed,

that even now | can hardly read themw thout crying a little.

ALCERNON. But was our engagenent ever broken off?

CECILY. O course it was. On the 22nd of |ast March. You can see
the entry if you like. [Shows diary.] 'To-day | broke off ny
engagenent with Ernest. | feel it is better to do so. The weather

still continues charning.

ALCERNON. But why on earth did you break it of? What had | done?
I had done nothing at all. Cecily, | amvery nuch hurt indeed to
hear you broke it off. Particularly when the weather was so

char nmi ng.

CECILY. It would hardly have been a really serious engagenent if
it hadn't been broken off at |east once. But | forgave you before

t he week was out.

ALGERNON. [Crossing to her, and kneeling.] What a perfect angel

you are, Cecily.

CECI LY. You dear romantic boy. [He kisses her, she puts her



fingers through his hair.] | hope your hair curls naturally, does

it?

ALGERNON. Yes, darling, with a little help from others.

CECILY. | amso gl ad.

ALGERNON.  You'll never break of our engagenent again, Cecily?

CECILY. | don't think |I could break it off now that | have
actually net you. Besides, of course, there is the question of

your namne.

ALCERNON. Yes, of course. [Nervously.]

CECILY. You nmust not laugh at me, darling, but it had al ways been
a girlish dreamof nmine to | ove sone one whose name was Ernest.
[ ALGERNON rises, CECILY also.] There is sonething in that nane
that seens to inspire absolute confidence. | pity any poor married

wonman whose husband is not call ed Ernest.

ALGERNON. But, ny dear child, do you nmean to say you coul d not

love ne if | had sone other nane?

CECI LY. But what nane?

ALGERNON. Ch, any nane you like - Algernon - for instance

CECILY. But | don't like the nanme of Al gernon

ALCGERNON. Wl l, my own dear, sweet, loving little darling,
really can't see why you should object to the nanme of Algernon. It
is not at all a bad nane. |In fact, it is rather an aristocratic

nane. Half of the chaps who get into the Bankruptcy Court are



called Algernon. But seriously, Cecily . . . [Mving to her]

if ny nanme was Al gy, couldn't you love ne?

CECILY. [Rising.] | might respect you, Ernest, | mght admre
your character, but | fear that | should not be able to give you ny

undi vi ded attention

ALGERNON. Aheml Cecily! [Picking up hat.] Your Rector here is,
| suppose, thoroughly experienced in the practice of all the rites

and cerenoni al s of the Church?

CECILY. Oh, yes. Dr. Chasuble is a nost |earned man. He has

never witten a single book, so you can inagi ne how much he knows.

ALGERNON. | nust see himat once on a nost inportant christening -

I mean on nost inportant business.

CECILY. On!

ALGERNON. | shan't be away nore than half an hour

CECILY. Considering that we have been engaged since February the
14th, and that | only met you to-day for the first time, | think it
is rather hard that you should | eave ne for so long a period as

hal f an hour. Couldn't you nake it twenty m nutes?

ALGERNON. |'Ill be back in no tine.

[ Ki sses her and rushes down the garden.]

CECI LY. What an inpetuous boy he is! | like his hair so rmuch. |

must enter his proposal in ny diary.

[ Ent er MERRI MAN. ]



MERRI MAN. A M ss Fairfax has just called to see M. Wrthing. On

very inportant business, Mss Fairfax states.

CECILY. Isn't M. Worthing in his library?

MERRI MAN. M. Worthing went over in the direction of the Rectory

some time ago.

CECILY. Pray ask the lady to conme out here; M. Wrthing is sure

to be back soon. And you can bring tea.

MERRI MAN.  Yes, M ss. [Coes out.]

CECILY. Mss Fairfax! | suppose one of the many good el derly

wonen who are associated with Uncle Jack in sone of his

phil anthropic work in London. | don't quite |like wonmen who are
interested in philanthropic work. | think it is so forward of
t hem

[ Enter MERRI MAN. ]

MERRI MAN. M ss Fai rf ax.

[ Ent er GWENDOLEN. ]

[Exit MERRI MAN.]

CECILY. [Advancing to neet her.] Pray let ne introduce nyself to

you. M nane is Cecily Cardew.

GWNENDOLEN. Cecily Cardew? [Moving to her and shaki ng hands.]
What a very sweet nanme! Sonething tells nme that we are going to be

great friends. | like you already nore than | can say. M first



i mpressi ons of people are never w ong.

CECILY. How nice of you to |like ne so nuch after we have known

each other such a conparatively short tine. Pray sit down.

GNENDOLEN. [Still standing up.] | may call you Cecily, may | not?

CECILY. Wth pleasure!

GWNENDOLEN.  And you will always call me Gmendol en, won't you?

CECI LY. |If you wi sh.

GMENDOLEN. Then that is all quite settled, is it not?

CECILY. | hope so. [A pause. They both sit down together.]

GWNENDOLEN.  Perhaps this night be a favourable opportunity for ny

mentioning who I am M father is Lord Bracknell. You have never
heard of papa, | suppose?
CECILY. | don't think so.

GMENDOLEN. CQutside the famly circle, papa, | amglad to say, is
entirely unknown. | think that is quite as it should be. The hone
seens to ne to be the proper sphere for the man. And certainly
once a nman begins to neglect his donestic duties he becones
painfully effeminate, does he not? And | don't like that. It
makes nmen so very attractive. Cecily, manma, whose views on
education are remarkably strict, has brought me up to be extrenely
short-sighted; it is part of her systemy so do you nind ny | ooking

at you through nmy gl asses?

CECILY. Oh! not at all, Gmendolen. | amvery fond of being | ooked



at .

GMENDOLEN. [After examining CECILY carefully through a lorgnette.]

You are here on a short visit, | suppose.

CECILY. Onh no! I live here.

GNENDOLEN. [Severely.] Really? Your nother, no doubt, or sone

femal e rel ative of advanced years, resides here al so?

CECILY. ©Ch no! | have no nother, nor, in fact, any relations.

GNENDOLEN. | ndeed?

CECILY. M dear guardian, with the assistance of Mss Prism has

the arduous task of |ooking after ne.

GWENDOLEN.  Your guardi an?

CECILY. Yes, | am M. Wrthing s ward.

GMENDOLEN. Ch! It is strange he never nentioned to nme that he had
a ward. How secretive of him He grows nore interesting hourly.

I am not sure, however, that the news inspires ne with feelings of
unnm xed delight. [Rising and going to her.] | amvery fond of

you, Cecily; | have liked you ever since | nmet you! But | am bound
to state that now that I know that you are M. Wirthing' s ward, |
cannot hel p expressing a wish you were - well, just alittle ol der
than you seemto be - and not quite so very alluring in appearance.

In fact, if | may speak candidly -

CECILY. Pray do! | think that whenever one has anyt hi ng

unpl easant to say, one should always be quite candid.



GMNENDOLEN.  Well, to speak with perfect candour, Cecily, | wish
that you were fully forty-two, and nore than usually plain for your
age. FErnest has a strong upright nature. He is the very soul of
truth and honour. Disloyalty would be as inpossible to himas
deception. But even nmen of the nobl est possible noral character
are extrenely susceptible to the influence of the physical charns
of others. Mddern, no |l ess than Ancient History, supplies us with
many nost pai nful exanples of what | refer to. If it were not so,

i ndeed, Hi story would be quite unreadabl e.

CECILY. | beg your pardon, Gmendol en, did you say Ernest?

GWNENDOLEN.  Yes.

CECILY. Ch, but it is not M. Ernest Wrthing who is ny guardi an

It is his brother - his elder brother

GMENDOLEN. [Sitting down again.] Ernest never nentioned to ne

that he had a brother

CECILY. | amsorry to say they have not been on good terns for a

long tine.

GNENDOLEN.  Ah! that accounts for it. And nowthat | think of it
have never heard any man nention his brother. The subject seens
di stasteful to nmost nmen. Cecily, you have lifted a load frommny
mnd. | was growi ng al nobst anxious. It would have been terrible
if any cl oud had cone across a friendship |ike ours, would it not?
Of course you are quite, quite sure that it is not M. Ernest

Wort hi ng who i s your guardi an?

CECILY. Quite sure. [A pause.] In fact, | amgoing to be his.

GMENDOLEN. [Inquiringly.] | beg your pardon?



CECILY. [Rather shy and confidingly.] Dearest Gaendol en, there is
no reason why | should nake a secret of it to you. Qur little
county newspaper is sure to chronicle the fact next week. M.

Ernest Worthing and | are engaged to be marri ed.

GMENDOLEN. [Quite politely, rising.] M darling Cecily, | think
there nust be sone slight error. M. Ernest Worthing is engaged to
me. The announcenent will appear in the MORNI NG POST on Sat urday

at the | atest.

CECILY. [Very politely, rising.] | amafraid you nust be under
some misconception. Ernest proposed to ne exactly ten m nutes ago.

[ Shows diary.]

GMENDOLEN. [ Examines diary through her lorgnettte carefully.] It
is certainly very curious, for he asked ne to be his wife yesterday
afternoon at 5.30. If you would care to verify the incident, pray
do so. [Produces diary of her own.] | never travel w thout ny
diary. One should always have sonething sensational to read in the
train. | amso sorry, dear Cecily, if it is any disappointnment to

you, but | amafraid | have the prior claim

CECILY. It would distress ne nore than | can tell you, dear
Gnendolen, if it caused you any nental or physical anguish, but |
feel bound to point out that since Ernest proposed to you he

clearly has changed his m nd.

GMENDOLEN. [ Meditatively.] |If the poor fell ow has been entrapped
into any foolish promse | shall consider it ny duty to rescue him

at once, and with a firm hand.

CECI LY. [Thoughtfully and sadly.] Whatever unfortunate



ent angl enent ny dear boy nay have got into, | will never reproach

himwith it after we are narri ed.

GNENDOLEN. Do you allude to me, Mss Cardew, as an entangl enent?
You are presunptuous. On an occasion of this kind it becones nore

than a noral duty to speak one's nmind. It becones a pleasure.

CECILY. Do you suggest, Mss Fairfax, that | entrapped Ernest into

an engagenent? How dare you? This is no tinme for wearing the

shal | ow mask of manners. Wen | see a spade | call it a spade.
GMENDOLEN. [Satirically.] | amglad to say that | have never seen
a spade. It is obvious that our social spheres have been widely
different.

[Enter MERRI MAN, followed by the footman. He carries a sal ver,
table cloth, and plate stand. CECILY is about to retort. The
presence of the servants exercises a restraining influence, under

whi ch both girls chafe.]

MERRI MAN. Shall | lay tea here as usual, M ss?

CECILY. [Sternly, in a calmvoice.] Yes, as usual. [MERR MAN
begins to clear table and lay cloth. A long pause. CECILY and

GWENDOLEN gl are at each other.]

GMENDOLEN. Are there many interesting walks in the vicinity, Mss

Car dew?

CECILY. Oh! yes! a great many. Fromthe top of one of the hills

quite close one can see five counties.

GVNENDOLEN. Fi ve counti es! | don't think | should |ike that; |

hat e crowds.



CECILY. [Sweetly.] | suppose that is why you live in town?
[ GAENDCLEN bites her lip, and beats her foot nervously with her

par asol .|

GMENDOLEN. [ Looking round.] Quite a well-kept garden this is,

M ss Car dew.

CECILY. So glad you like it, Mss Fairfax.

GMENDOLEN. | had no idea there were any flowers in the country.

CECILY. Ch, flowers are as comon here, Mss Fairfax, as people

are in London.

GMENDOLEN. Personally | cannot understand how anybody manages to
exist in the country, if anybody who is anybody does. The country

al ways bores ne to death.

CECILY. Ah! This is what the newspapers call agricultural
depression, is it not? | believe the aristocracy are suffering
very much fromit just at present. It is alnost an epidenic
anongst them | have been told. May | offer you sone tea, Mss

Fai rfax?

GMENDOLEN. [Wth el aborate politeness.] Thank you. [Aside.]

Detestable girl! But | require tea!

CECILY. [Sweetly.] Sugar?

GWMENDOLEN. [ Superciliously.] No, thank you. Sugar is not
fashi onabl e any nore. [CECILY | ooks angrily at her, takes up the

tongs and puts four lunps of sugar into the cup.]



CECILY. [Severely.] Cake or bread and butter?

GMENDOLEN. [In a bored manner.] Bread and butter, please. Cake

is rarely seen at the best houses nowadays.

CECILY. [Cuts a very large slice of cake, and puts it on the

tray.] Hand that to Mss Fairfax.

[ MERRI MAN does so, and goes out with footnan. GAENDOLEN drinks the
tea and nakes a grinace. Puts down cup at once, reaches out her
hand to the bread and butter, looks at it, and finds it is cake.

Ri ses in indignation.]

GWENDOLEN. You have filled ny tea with lunps of sugar, and though
| asked nost distinctly for bread and butter, you have given ne
cake. | amknown for the gentleness of ny disposition, and the
extraordi nary sweetness of ny nature, but | warn you, M ss Cardew,

you may go too far.

CECILY. [Rising.] To save ny poor, innocent, trusting boy from
the machi nati ons of any other girl there are no I engths to which

woul d not go.

GMENDOLEN. Fromthe nmonent | saw you | distrusted you. | felt
that you were fal se and deceitful. | am never deceived in such

matters. M first inpressions of people are invariably right.

CECILY. It seens to me, Mss Fairfax, that | amtrespassing on
your valuable tine. No doubt you have many other calls of a

simlar character to make in the nei ghbourhood.

[Enter JACK.]

GWNENDOLEN. [Catching sight of him] Ernest! M own Ernest!



JACK. OGwendolen! Darling! [Ofers to kiss her.]

GMENDOLEN. [Draws back.] A noment! May | ask if you are engaged

to be married to this young lady? [Points to CECILY.]

JACK. [Laughing.] To dear little Cecily! O course not! \Wat

coul d have put such an idea into your pretty little head?

GVNENDOLEN. Thank you. You may! [Ofers her cheek.]

CECILY. [Very sweetly.] | knew there nust be sone
m sunder st andi ng, M ss Fairfax. The gentl eman whose armis at

present round your waist is ny guardian, M. John Wrthing.

GWENDOLEN. | beg your pardon?

CECILY. This is Uncle Jack.

GMENDOLEN. [ Receding.] Jack! n!

[ Ent er ALGERNON. ]

CECILY. Here is FErnest.

ALCERNON. [ Goes straight over to CECILY w thout noticing any one

else.] M own love! [Ofers to kiss her.]

CECILY. [Drawing back.] A nonent, Ernest! My | ask you - are

you engaged to be married to this young | ady?

ALCERNON. [Looking round.] To what young | ady? Good heavens!

Gaendol en!



CECILY. Yes! to good heavens, Gmendolen, | nean to Gaendol en.

ALGERNON. [Laughing.] O course not! What could have put such an

idea into your pretty little head?

CECI LY. Thank you. [Presenting her cheek to be kissed.] You may.

[ ALGERNON ki sses her.]

GMENDOLEN. | felt there was sone slight error, Mss Cardew. The
gentl eman who i s now enbracing you is ny cousin, M. Al gernon

Moncri ef f.

CECILY. [Breaking away from ALGERNON.] Al gernon Moncrieff! Ch!
[The two girls nove towards each other and put their arns round

each other's waists protection.]

CECILY. Are you called Al gernon?

ALGERNON. | cannot deny it.

CECILY. On!

GWNENDOLEN. Is your nanme really John?

JACK. [Standing rather proudly.] | could deny it if | liked. I
could deny anything if | liked. But ny name certainly is John. It

has been John for years.

CECILY. |[To GMENDOLEN.] A gross deception has been practised on

bot h of us.

GMENDOLEN. My poor wounded Cecil y!

CECILY. M sweet wonged Gaendol en!



GMENDOLEN. [Slowy and seriously.] You will call ne sister, wll
you not? [They enmbrace. JACK and ALGERNON groan and wal k up and

down. |

CECILY. [Rather brightly.] There is just one question | would

like to be allowed to ask ny guardian

GMENDOLEN.  An admirable ideal M. Wrthing, there is just one
question | would like to be permitted to put to you. Were is your
brother Ernest? W are both engaged to be married to your brother
Ernest, so it is a matter of sone inportance to us to know where

your brother Ernest is at present.

JACK. [Slowy and hesitatingly.] Omendolen - Cecily - it is very
pai nful for ne to be forced to speak the truth. It is the first
time inny life that | have ever been reduced to such a painfu
position, and | amreally quite inexperienced in doing anything of
the kind. However, | will tell you quite frankly that |I have no
brother Ernest. | have no brother at all. | never had a brother
inny life, and | certainly have not the smallest intention of ever

having one in the future.

CECILY. [Surprised.] No brother at all?

JACK. [Cheerily.] None!

GMENDOLEN. [ Severely.] Had you never a brother of any kind?

JACK. [Pleasantly.] Never. Not even of an kind.

GMENDOLEN. | amafraid it is quite clear, Cecily, that neither of

us is engaged to be narried to any one.



CECILY. It is not a very pleasant position for a young girl

suddenly to find herself in. 1Is it?

GMENDOLEN. Let us go into the house. They will hardly venture to

cone after us there

CECILY. No, nmen are so cowardly, aren't they?

[They retire into the house with scornful |oo0ks.]

JACK. This ghastly state of things is what you call Bunburying,

suppose?

ALGERNON. Yes, and a perfectly wonderful Bunbury it is. The nost

wonder ful Bunbury | have ever had in ny life.

JACK. Well, you've no right whatsoever to Bunbury here.

ALCERNON. That is absurd. One has a right to Bunbury anywhere one

chooses. Every serious Bunburyist knows that.

JACK. Serious Bunburyist! Good heavens!

ALGERNON. Wl |, one nust be serious about sonething, if one wants
to have any anusenent in life. | happen to be serious about
Bunburying. \What on earth you are serious about | haven't got the
renotest idea. About everything, | should fancy. You have such an

absolutely trivial nature.

JACK. Well, the only small satisfaction | have in the whol e of
this wetched business is that your friend Bunbury is quite
expl oded. You won't be able to run down to the country quite so

often as you used to do, dear Algy. And a very good thing too.



ALGERNON.  Your brother is a little off colour, isn't he, dear
Jack? You won't be able to disappear to London quite so frequently

as your wi cked customwas. And not a bad thing either.

JACK. As for your conduct towards M ss Cardew, | nust say that
your taking in a sweet, sinple, innocent girl like that is quite

i nexcusable. To say nothing of the fact that she is ny ward.

ALCERNON. | can see no possible defence at all for your deceiving
a brilliant, clever, thoroughly experienced young lady |like M ss

Fairfax. To say nothing of the fact that she is ny cousin.

JACK. | wanted to be engaged to Gaendolen, that is all. 1 |ove
her .

ALCGERNON. Well, | sinply wanted to be engaged to Cecily. | adore
her.

JACK. There is certainly no chance of your marrying M ss Cardew

ALGERNON. | don't think there is nuch likelihood, Jack, of you and

M ss Fairfax being united.

JACK. Well, that is no business of yours.

ALGERNON. If it was ny business, | wouldn't talk about it.
[Begins to eat nuffins.] It is very vulgar to talk about one's
busi ness. Only people like stock-brokers do that, and then nerely

at dinner parties.

JACK. How can you sit there, calmy eating muffins when we are in
this horrible trouble, | can't nake out. You seemto ne to be

perfectly heartl ess.



ALGERNON. Well, | can't eat nuffins in an agitated manner. The
butter would probably get on nmy cuffs. One should al ways eat

muffins quite calmMy. It is the only way to eat them

JACK. | say it's perfectly heartless your eating nuffins at all

under the circunstances.

ALCERNON. When | amin trouble, eating is the only thing that
consoles ne. |Indeed, when | amin really great trouble, as any one
who knows nme intimately will tell you, | refuse everything except
food and drink. At the present noment | am eating nuffins because
I am unhappy. Besides, | amparticularly fond of nuffins.

[ Rising.]

JACK. [Rising.] Well, that is no reason why you should eat them

all in that greedy way. [Takes nmuffins from ALGERNON. ]

ALGERNON. [Offering tea-cake.] | w sh you woul d have tea-cake
instead. | don't |ike tea-cake.
JACK. Good heavens! | suppose a man may eat his own nuffins in

hi s own garden.

ALGERNON. But you have just said it was perfectly heartless to eat

muf fi ns.

JACK. | said it was perfectly heartless of you, under the

circunstances. That is a very different thing.

ALCERNON. That may be. But the nmuffins are the same. [He seizes

the muffin-dish from JACK ]

JACK. Algy, | wish to goodness you woul d go.



ALGERNON. You can't possibly ask me to go w thout having somne
dinner. It's absurd. | never go without ny dinner. No one ever
does, except vegetarians and people like that. Besides | have just
made arrangenents with Dr. Chasuble to be christened at a quarter

to six under the name of Ernest.

JACK. My dear fellow, the sooner you give up that nonsense the
better. | nade arrangenents this norning with Dr. Chasuble to be
christened nyself at 5.30, and | naturally will take the name of

Ernest. Gnendolen would wish it. W can't both be christened

Ernest. It's absurd. Besides, | have a perfect right to be
christened if | like. There is no evidence at all that | have ever
been christened by anybody. | should think it extremely probable I
never was, and so does Dr. Chasuble. It is entirely different in

your case. You have been christened already.

ALGERNON. Yes, but | have not been christened for years.

JACK. Yes, but you have been christened. That is the inportant

t hi ng.

ALCERNON. Quite so. So | know ny constitution can stand it. |If
you are not quite sure about your ever having been christened,
must say | think it rather dangerous your venturing on it now It
m ght make you very unwell. You can hardly have forgotten that
some one very closely connected with you was very nearly carried

off this week in Paris by a severe chill.

JACK. Yes, but you said yourself that a severe chill was not

hereditary.

ALGERNON. It usen't to be, | know - but | daresay it is now.

Sci ence is al ways naki ng wonderful inprovenments in things.



JACK. [Picking up the muffin-dish.] Onh, that is nonsense; you are

al ways tal ki ng nonsense.

ALCGERNON. Jack, you are at the nuffins again! | w sh you
woul dn't. There are only two left. [Takes them] | told you I

was particularly fond of muffins.

JACK. But | hate tea-cake.

ALCERNON. Wy on earth then do you all ow tea-cake to be served up

for your guests? What ideas you have of hospitality!

JACK. Algernon! | have already told you to go. | don't want you

here. Wy don't you go!

ALGERNON. | haven't quite finished ny tea yet! and there is still
one nuffin left. [JACK groans, and sinks into a chair. ALGERNON

still continues eating.]

ACT DROP

THI RD ACT

SCENE

Mor ni ng-room at the Manor House.

[ GAENDCLEN and CECILY are at the wi ndow, |ooking out into the

gar den. ]



GMENDOLEN. The fact that they did not follow us at once into the
house, as any one el se would have done, seens to ne to show that

they have sone sense of shanme left.

CECILY. They have been eating nuffins. That |ooks |ike

repent ance.

GMENDOLEN. [After a pause.] They don't seemto notice us at all.

Coul dn't you cough?

CECILY. But | haven't got a cough.

GMENDOLEN. They're | ooking at us. What effrontery!

CECILY. They're approaching. That's very forward of them

GMENDOLEN. Let us preserve a dignified silence.

CECILY. Certainly. It's the only thing to do now [Enter JACK
foll owed by ALGERNON. They whistle some dreadful popular air from

a British Opera.]

GMENDOLEN. This dignified silence seens to produce an unpl easant

ef fect.

CECILY. A nost distasteful one.

GAENDOLEN.  But we will not be the first to speak.

CECILY. Certainly not.

GMAENDOLEN. M. Worthing, | have sonething very particular to ask

you. Muich depends on your reply.



CECI LY. OGaendol en, your comon sense is invaluable. M.
Moncrieff, kindly answer nme the follow ng question. Wy did you

pretend to be ny guardi an's brother?

ALGERNON. I n order that | might have an opportunity of neeting

you.

CECILY. [To GMAENDCLEN.] That certainly seenms a satisfactory

expl anation, does it not?

GMENDOLEN.  Yes, dear, if you can believe him

CECILY. | don't. But that does not affect the wonderful beauty of

hi s answer.

GMENDOLEN. True. |In matters of grave inportance, style, not

sincerity is the vital thing. M. Wrthing, what explanation can
you offer to ne for pretending to have a brother? Was it in order
that you m ght have an opportunity of comng up to town to see ne

as often as possibl e?

JACK. Can you doubt it, Mss Fairfax?

GMENDOLEN. | have the gravest doubts upon the subject. But I
intend to crush them This is not the nonment for GCernman
scepticism [Myving to CECILY.] Their explanations appear to be
quite satisfactory, especially M. Wrthing's. That seens to ne to

have the stanp of truth upon it.

CECI LY. | amnore than content with what M. Mncrieff said. H s

voi ce alone inspires one with absolute credulity.

GWENDOLEN. Then you think we should forgive then?



CECI LY. Yes. | mean no.

GMENDOLEN.  True! | had forgotten. There are principles at stake
that one cannot surrender. Wich of us should tell thenf? The task

is not a pleasant one.

CECILY. Could we not both speak at the sane tinme?

GMENDOLEN. An excellent idea! | nearly always speak at the sane

time as other people. WIIl you take the time from nme?

CECILY. Certainly. [OGAENDOLEN beats tinme with uplifted finger.]

GWNENDOLEN and CECI LY [ Speaking together.] Your Christian names are

still an insuperable barrier. That is all

JACK and ALGERNON [ Speaking together.] Qur Christian nanes! |Is

that all? But we are going to be christened this afternoon

GMENDOLEN. [To JACK.] For ny sake you are prepared to do this

terrible thing?

JACK. | am

CECILY. [To ALGERNON.] To please ne you are ready to face this

fearful ordeal ?

ALGERNON. | am

GMENDOLEN. How absurd to talk of the equality of the sexes! Were
questions of self-sacrifice are concerned, nen are infinitely

beyond us.

JACK. W are. [ asps hands with ALGERNON. ]



CECI LY. They have nonments of physical courage of which we wonen

know absol ut el y not hi ng.

GNAENDCLEN.  [To JACK.] Darling!

ALGERNON. [To CECILY.] Darling! [They fall into each other's

arns. |

[Enter MERRI MAN. When he enters he coughs |oudly, seeing the

situation.]

MERRI MAN.  Ahenl  Ahenl Lady Bracknel |!

JACK. Good heavens

[Enter LADY BRACKNELL. The couples separate in alarm Exit

MERRI MAN. ]

LADY BRACKNELL. Gwendol en! What does this nean?

GMENDOLEN. Merely that | am engaged to be married to M. Worthing,

manma.

LADY BRACKNELL. Come here. Sit down. Sit down inmediately.
Hesitation of any kind is a sign of nental decay in the young, of
physi cal weakness in the old. [Turns to JACK ] Apprised, sir, of
my daughter's sudden flight by her trusty maid, whose confidence
purchased by nmeans of a small coin, | followed her at once by a

I uggage train. Her unhappy father is, I amglad to say, under the
i npression that she is attending a nore than usually | engthy

| ecture by the University Extension Schenme on the |Influence of a
per manent income on Thought. | do not propose to undeceive him

I ndeed | have never undeceived himon any question. | would



consider it wong. But of course, you will clearly understand that
al | conmmuni cati on between yourself and my daughter nust cease
imediately fromthis monent. On this point, as indeed on all

points, I amfirm

JACK. | amengaged to be nmarried to Gmendol en Lady Bracknel|!

LADY BRACKNELL. You are nothing of the kind, sir. And now, as

regards Al gernon! . . . Al gernon!

ALGERNON.  Yes, Aunt August a.

LADY BRACKNELL. May | ask if it is in this house that your invalid

friend M. Bunbury resides?

ALCERNON. [Stammering.] ©h! No! Bunbury doesn't l|ive here.

Bunbury is sonewhere else at present. In fact, Bunbury is dead,

LADY BRACKNELL. Dead! Wen did M. Bunbury die? Hi s death nust

have been extrenely sudden.

ALGERNON. [Airily.] Oh! |1 killed Bunbury this afternoon. | nean

poor Bunbury died this afternoon.

LADY BRACKNELL. What did he die of?

ALGERNON. Bunbury? ©h, he was quite expl oded.

LADY BRACKNELL. Exploded! Was he the victimof a revolutionary
outrage? | was not aware that M. Bunbury was interested in social

legislation. |If so, he is well punished for his norbidity.

ALGERNON. My dear Aunt Augusta, | nmean he was found out! The

doctors found out that Bunbury could not live, that is what | nean



- so Bunbury di ed.

LADY BRACKNELL. He seens to have had great confidence in the

opi nion of his physicians. | amglad, however, that he nade up his
mnd at the last to sone definite course of action, and acted under
proper nedical advice. And now that we have finally got rid of
this M. Bunbury, may | ask, M. Wrthing, who is that young person
whose hand ny nephew Al gernon is now holding in what seens to ne a

pecul i arly unnecessary nanner?

JACK. That lady is Mss Cecily Cardew, ny ward. [LADY BRACKNELL

bows coldly to CECILY.]

ALCERNON. | am engaged to be married to Cecily, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL. | beg your pardon?

CECILY. M. Mncrieff and | are engaged to be married, Lady

Br acknel | .

LADY BRACKNELL. [Wth a shiver, crossing to the sofa and sitting
down.] | do not know whether there is anything peculiarly exciting
inthe air of this particular part of Hertfordshire, but the nunber
of engagenents that go on seens to ne considerably above the proper
average that statistics have laid down for our guidance. | think
some prelimnary inquiry on my part would not be out of place. M.
Wrthing, is Mss Cardew at all connected with any of the |arger
railway stations in London? | nerely desire information. Unti
yesterday | had no idea that there were any famlies or persons
whose origin was a Term nus. [JACK |ooks perfectly furious, but

restrains hinself.]

JACK. [In a clear, cold voice.] Mss Cardew is the grand-daughter



of the late M. Thomas Cardew of 149 Bel grave Square, S.W; Gervase

Par k, Dorking, Surrey; and the Sporran, Fifeshire, N. B.

LADY BRACKNELL. That sounds not unsatisfactory. Three addresses
al ways inspire confidence, even in tradesnmen. But what proof have

I of their authenticity?

JACK. | have carefully preserved the Court Cuides of the period.

They are open to your inspection, Lady Bracknell.

LADY BRACKNELL. [Gimy.] | have known strange errors in that

publi cati on.

JACK. Mss Cardew s famly solicitors are Messrs. Markby, Markby,

and Mar kby.

LADY BRACKNELL. Markby, Markby, and Markby? A firmof the very
hi ghest position in their profession. Indeed | amtold that one of
the M. Markby's is occasionally to be seen at dinner parties. So

far | amsatisfied.

JACK. [Very irritably.] How extrenely kind of you, Lady
BracknelI! | have also in my possession, you will be pleased to
hear, certificates of Mss Cardew s birth, baptism whoopi ng cough,
regi stration, vaccination, confirmation, and the neasles; both the

German and the English variety.

LADY BRACKNELL. Ah! Alife crowded with incident, | see; though
per haps sonmewhat too exciting for a young girl. 1 amnot nyself in
favour of premature experiences. [Rises, |ooks at her watch.]
Gmendol en! the tinme approaches for our departure. W have not a
monent to lose. As a matter of form M. Wrthing, | had better

ask you if Mss Cardew has any little fortune?



JACK. On! about a hundred and thirty thousand pounds in the Funds.
That is all. Goodbye, Lady Bracknell. So pleased to have seen

you.

LADY BRACKNELL. [Sitting down again.] A nonent, M. Worthing. A
hundred and thirty thousand pounds! And in the Funds! M ss Cardew
seens to ne a nost attractive young |lady, now that | | ook at her
Few girls of the present day have any really solid qualities, any
of the qualities that last, and inprove with time. W live,

regret to say, in an age of surfaces. [To CECILY.] Conme over
here, dear. [CECILY goes across.] Pretty child! your dress is
sadly sinple, and your hair seens al nost as Nature m ght have left
it. But we can soon alter all that. A thoroughly experienced
French maid produces a really nmarvellous result in a very brief
space of time. | renmenber reconmmendi ng one to young Lady Lanci ng,

and after three nonths her own husband did not know her.

JACK. And after six nonths nobody knew her.

LADY BRACKNELL. [d ares at JACK for a few noments. Then bends,
with a practised smile, to CECILY.] Kindly turn round, sweet

child. [CECILY turns conpletely round.] No, the side view is what
I want. [CECILY presents her profile.] Yes, quite as | expected.
There are distinct social possibilities in your profile. The two
weak points in our age are its want of principle and its want of
profile. The chin a little higher, dear. Style largely depends on
the way the chin is worn. They are worn very high, just at

present. Al gernon!

ALGERNON.  Yes, Aunt Augusta!

LADY BRACKNELL. There are distinct social possibilities in Mss

Cardew s profile.



ALCERNON. Cecily is the sweetest, dearest, prettiest girl in the

whole world. And | don't care twopence about social possibilities.

LADY BRACKNELL. Never speak disrespectfully of Society, Al gernon
Only people who can't get into it do that. [To CECILY.] Dear
child, of course you know that Al gernon has nothing but his debts
to depend upon. But | do not approve of nercenary nmarriages. Wen
I married Lord Bracknell | had no fortune of any kind. But | never
dreaned for a nonment of allowing that to stand in ny way. Well, |

suppose | nust give ny consent.

ALGERNON. Thank you, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL. Cecily, you nay kiss ne!

CECILY. [Kisses her.] Thank you, Lady Bracknell

LADY BRACKNELL. You nay al so address ne as Aunt Augusta for the

future.

CECI LY. Thank you, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL. The nmarriage, | think, had better take place quite

soon.

ALCERNON. Thank you, Aunt August a.

CECI LY. Thank you, Aunt Augusta.

LADY BRACKNELL. To speak frankly, I amnot in favour of |ong
engagenents. They give people the opportunity of finding out each
other's character before marriage, which | think is never

advi sabl e.



JACK. | beg your pardon for interrupting you, Lady Bracknell, but
this engagenent is quite out of the question. | am M ss Cardew s
guardi an, and she cannot marry w thout my consent until she cones

of age. That consent | absolutely decline to give.

LADY BRACKNELL. Upon what grounds may | ask? Algernon is an
extrenely, | may al nobst say an ostentatiously, eligible young nan.

He has not hing, but he | ooks everything. Wat nore can one desire?

JACK. It pains ne very nuch to have to speak frankly to you, Lady
Bracknel I, about your nephew, but the fact is that | do not approve
at all of his noral character. | suspect himof being untruthful

[ ALGERNON and CECILY | ook at himin indi gnant amazenent.]

LADY BRACKNELL. Untruthful! M nephew Al gernon? |npossible! He

is an Oxoni an.

JACK. | fear there can be no possible doubt about the matter

This afternoon during nmy tenporary absence in London on an

i mportant question of romance, he obtained adnission to ny house by
means of the false pretence of being ny brother. Under an assuned
nane he drank, |'ve just been informed by ny butler, an entire pint
bottle of nmy Perrier-Jouet, Brut, '89; wine | was specially
reserving for nyself. Continuing his disgraceful deception, he
succeeded in the course of the afternoon in alienating the

af fections of ny only ward. He subsequently stayed to tea, and
devoured every single nuffin. And what nakes his conduct all the
nmore heartless is, that he was perfectly well aware fromthe first
that | have no brother, that | never had a brother, and that |

don't intend to have a brother, not even of any kind. | distinctly

told himso nyself yesterday afternoon

LADY BRACKNELL. Ahem M. Wirthing, after careful consideration



have decided entirely to overl ook my nephew s conduct to you

JACK. That is very generous of you, Lady Bracknell. M own

deci sion, however, is unalterable. | decline to give ny consent.

LADY BRACKNELL. [To CECILY.] Cone here, sweet child. [CECILY

goes over.] How old are you, dear?

CECILY. Well, | amreally only eighteen, but | always adnit to

twenty when | go to evening parties

LADY BRACKNELL. You are perfectly right in making some slight

alteration. |Indeed, no worman shoul d ever be quite accurate about
her age. It looks so calculating . . . [In a neditative nanner.]
Ei ghteen, but adnmitting to twenty at evening parties. Well, it

will not be very long before you are of age and free fromthe
restraints of tutelage. So | don't think your guardi an's consent

is, after all, a matter of any inportance.

JACK. Pray excuse nme, Lady Bracknell, for interrupting you again,
but it is only fair to tell you that according to the terns of her
grandfather's will Mss Cardew does not cone legally of age til

she is thirty-five

LADY BRACKNELL. That does not seemto ne to be a grave objection
Thirty-five is a very attractive age. London society is full of
wonren of the very highest birth who have, of their own free choice
remained thirty-five for years. Lady Dunbleton is an instance in
point. To ny own know edge she has been thirty-five ever since she
arrived at the age of forty, which was nany years ago now. | see
no reason why our dear Cecily should not be even still nore
attractive at the age you nention than she is at present. There

will be a large accunul ati on of property.



CECILY. Algy, could you wait for me till | was thirty-five?

ALCGERNON. O course | could, Cecily. You know I could.

CECILY. Yes, | felt it instinctively, but I couldn't wait all that
time. | hate waiting even five nminutes for anybody. It always
makes me rather cross. | amnot punctual nyself, | know, but | do
i ke punctuality in others, and waiting, even to be married, is

quite out of the question.

ALGERNON. Then what is to be done, Cecily?

CECILY. | don't know, M. Moncrieff.

LADY BRACKNELL. My dear M. Worthing, as Mss Cardew states
positively that she cannot wait till she is thirty-five - a remark
which | am bound to say seens to me to show a somewhat inpatient

nature - | would beg of you to reconsider your deci sion.

JACK. But ny dear Lady Bracknell, the matter is entirely in your
own hands. The nmonment you consent to ny marriage with Gaendol en, |
will nmost gladly allow your nephew to forman alliance with ny

war d.

LADY BRACKNELL. [Rising and drawing herself up.] You nust be

quite aware that what you propose is out of the question.

JACK. Then a passionate celibacy is all that any of us can | ook

forward to.

LADY BRACKNELL. That is not the destiny | propose for Gaendol en.
Al gernon, of course, can choose for hinself. [Pulls out her

watch.] Cone, dear, [GMAENDOLEN rises] we have al ready m ssed five,



if not six, trains. To nmiss any nore m ght expose us to comment on

the platform

[Enter DR CHASUBLE. ]

CHASUBLE. Everything is quite ready for the christenings.

LADY BRACKNELL. The christenings, sir! |Is not that sonewhat

premat ur e?

CHASUBLE. [Looking rather puzzled, and pointing to JACK and
ALGERNON.] Both these gentlenen have expressed a desire for

i medi at e baptism

LADY BRACKNELL. At their age? The idea is grotesque and
irreligious! Algernon, | forbid you to be baptized. | wll not
hear of such excesses. Lord Bracknell would be highly displeased
if he learned that that was the way in which you wasted your tinme

and noney.

CHASUBLE. Am | to understand then that there are to he no

christenings at all this afternoon?

JACK. | don't think that, as things are now, it would be of nuch

practical value to either of us, Dr. Chasuble

CHASUBLE. | amgrieved to hear such sentinments fromyou, M.
Wirthing. They savour of the heretical views of the Anabaptists,
views that | have conpletely refuted in four of my unpublished
sernons. However, as your present nood seens to be one peculiarly
secular, I will return to the church at once. Indeed, | have just
been infornmed by the pew opener that for the last hour and a half

M ss Prism has been waiting for ne in the vestry.



LADY BRACKNELL. [Starting.] Mss Prismi Did | bear you nention a

M ss Prisn?

CHASUBLE. Yes, Lady Bracknell. | amon ny way to join her

LADY BRACKNELL. Pray allow ne to detain you for a noment. This
matter may prove to be one of vital inportance to Lord Bracknel
and nyself. |Is this Mss Prisma female of repellent aspect,

renotely connected with education?

CHASUBLE. [ Sonmewhat indignantly.] She is the nost cultivated of

| adi es, and the very picture of respectability.

LADY BRACKNELL. It is obviously the sane person. My | ask what

position she holds in your househol d?

CHASUBLE. [Severely.] | ama celibate, nmadam

JACK. [lInterposing.] Mss Prism Lady Bracknell, has been for the
| ast three years M ss Cardew s esteened governess and val ued

conpani on.

LADY BRACKNELL. In spite of what | hear of her, | nust see her at

once. Let her be sent for

CHASUBLE. [Looking off.] She approaches; she is nigh

[Enter M SS PRI SM hurriedly.]

MSS PRRSM | was told you expected nme in the vestry, dear Canon
I have been waiting for you there for an hour and three-quarters.
[ Cat ches sight of LADY BRACKNELL, who has fixed her with a stony
glare. MSS PRI SM grows pale and quails. She |ooks anxiously

round as if desirous to escape.]



LADY BRACKNELL. [In a severe, judicial voice.] Prisml [MSS

PRI SM bows her head in shane.] Cone here, Prismi [MSS PRI SM
approaches in a hunble manner.] Prism \Were is that baby?

[ General consternation. The CANON starts back in horror. ALGERNON
and JACK pretend to be anxious to shield CECILY and GAENDOLEN from
hearing the details of a terrible public scandal.] Twenty-eight
years ago, Prism you left Lord Bracknell's house, Nunber 104,
Upper Grosvenor Street, in charge of a peranbul ator that contained
a baby of the nmale sex. You never returned. A few weeks |ater
through the el aborate investigations of the Metropolitan police,

t he peranbul ator was di scovered at nidnight, standing by itself in
a renote corner of Bayswater. It contained the manuscript of a

t hree-vol unme novel of nore than usually revolting sentinentality.
[MSS PRISMstarts in involuntary indignation.] But the baby was
not there! [Every one looks at MSS PRISM] Prism \ere is that

baby? [ A pause.]

M SS PRISM Lady Bracknell, | admit with shame that | do not know
I only wish | did. The plain facts of the case are these. On the
nmor ni ng of the day you nention, a day that is for ever branded on
my nmenory, | prepared as usual to take the baby out inits
peranbulator. | had also with ne a somewhat old, but capacious
hand-bag in which | had intended to place the manuscript of a work
of fiction that | had witten during ny few unoccupied hours. In a
nmoment of mental abstraction, for which | never can forgive nyself,
| deposited the manuscript in the basinette, and placed the baby in

t he hand- bag.

JACK. [Who has been listening attentively.] But where did you

deposit the hand- bag?

MSS PRISM Do not ask ne, M. Wrthing.



JACK. Mss Prism this is a matter of no small inportance to ne.
| insist on knowi ng where you deposited the hand-bag that contained

that infant.

MSS PRRISM | left it in the cloak-roomof one of the |arger

railway stations in London.

JACK. What railway station?

MSS PRISM [Quite crushed.] Victoria. The Brighton I|ine.

[Sinks into a chair.]

JACK. | nust retire to ny roomfor a nonent. Gaendolen, wait here

for ne.

GMENDOLEN. If you are not too long, | will wait here for you all

my life. [Exit JACK in great excitenent.]

CHASUBLE. What do you think this means, Lady Bracknell?

LADY BRACKNELL. | dare not even suspect, Dr. Chasuble. | need
hardly tell you that in famlies of high position strange
coi nci dences are not supposed to occur. They are hardly considered

t he thing.

[ Noi ses heard overhead as if sone one was throw ng trunks about.

Every one | ooks up.]

CECILY. Uncle Jack seens strangely agitated.

CHASUBLE. Your guardi an has a very enotional nature.

LADY BRACKNELL. This noise is extrenely unpleasant. It sounds as



if he was having an argunent. | dislike argunents of any kind.

They are always vul gar, and often convinci ng.

CHASUBLE. [Looking up.] It has stopped now. [The noise is

redoubl ed. ]

LADY BRACKNELL. I wish he would arrive at sone concl usi on

GMENDOLEN. This suspense is terrible. | hope it will |ast.

[Enter JACK with a hand-bag of black |Ieather in his hand.]

JACK. [Rushing over to MSS PRISM] Is this the handbag, M ss
Prisn? Examine it carefully before you speak. The happi ness of

nmore than one |ife depends on your answer.

MSS PRRSM [Calmy.] It seens to be mne. Yes, here is the
injury it received through the upsetting of a Gower Street ommi bus
i n younger and happier days. Here is the stain on the lining
caused by the explosion of a tenperance beverage, an incident that
occurred at Leam ngton. And here, on the lock, are ny initials. |
had forgotten that in an extravagant nood | had had t hem pl aced
there. The bag is undoubtedly mine. | amdelighted to have it so
unexpectedly restored to ne. It has been a great inconvenience

being without it all these years.

JACK. [In a pathetic voice.] Mss Prism nore is restored to you

than this hand-bag. | was the baby you placed in it.

MSS PRISM [Amazed.] You?

JACK. [Enmbracing her.] Yes . . . nother

MSS PRISM [Recoiling in indignant astonishment.] M. Worthing!

I amunmarried



JACK. Unmarried! | do not deny that is a serious blow But after
all, who has the right to cast a stone agai nst one who has
suffered? Cannot repentance w pe out an act of folly? Wy should
there be one law for nen, and another for wonen? Mther, | forgive

you. [Tries to enbrace her again.]

MSS PRISM [Still nore indignant.] M. Wrthing, there is sone
error. [Pointing to LADY BRACKNELL.] There is the |ady who can

tell you who you really are.

JACK. [After a pause.] Lady Bracknell, | hate to seem

i nquisitive, but would you kindly informme who | an?

LADY BRACKNELL. | amafraid that the news | have to give you wll
not al toget her please you. You are the son of my poor sister, Ms.

Moncri ef f, and consequently Al gernon's el der brother

JACK. Algy's elder brother! Then | have a brother after all. |
knew | had a brother! | always said | had a brother! Cecily, -
how coul d you have ever doubted that | had a brother? [Seizes hold
of ALGERNON.] Dr. Chasuble, my unfortunate brother. Mss Prism
nmy unfortunate brother. Gaendolen, mnmy unfortunate brother. Al gy,
you young scoundrel, you will have to treat me with nore respect in
the future. You have never behaved to nme like a brother in al

your life.

ALGERNON.  Well, not till to-day, old boy, | admit. | did my best,

however, though | was out of practice.

[ Shakes hands. ]

GMAENDOLEN. [To JACK.] My own! But what own are you? What is



your Christian name, now that you have beconme sone one el se?

JACK. Good heavens! . . . | had quite forgotten that point. Your
deci sion on the subject of ny name is irrevocable, | suppose?
GMENDOLEN. | never change, except in ny affections.

CECILY. \What a noble nature you have, Gaendol en

JACK. Then the question had better be cleared up at once. Aunt
Augusta, a nonent. At the tine when Mss Prismleft ne in the

hand- bag, had | been christened al ready?

LADY BRACKNELL. Every luxury that noney could buy, including
christening, had been | avished on you by your fond and doting

parents.

JACK. Then | was christened! That is settl ed. Now, what nane was

| given? Let ne know the worst.

LADY BRACKNELL. Being the eldest son you were naturally christened

after your father.

JACK. J[lrritably.] Yes, but what was ny father's Christian nane?

LADY BRACKNELL. [Meditatively.] | cannot at the present nonent
recall what the General's Christian nane was. But | have no doubt
he had one. He was eccentric, | admit. But only in later years.
And that was the result of the Indian climate, and marriage, and

i ndi gestion, and other things of that kind.

JACK. Algy! Can't you recollect what our father's Christian name

was?



ALGERNON. My dear boy, we were never even on speaking terns. He

died before | was a year old.

JACK. His nane would appear in the Arny Lists of the period,

suppose, Aunt Augusta?

LADY BRACKNELL. The General was essentially a nan of peace, except
in his donestic life. But | have no doubt his nane woul d appear in

any mlitary directory.

JACK. The Arny Lists of the last forty years are here. These
delightful records should have been my constant study. [Rushes to
bookcase and tears the books out.] M Generals . . . Mallam
Maxbohm Magl ey, what ghastly names they have - Markby, M gsby,
Mobbs, Moncrieff! Lieutenant 1840, Captain, Lieutenant- Col onel

Col onel, General 1869, Christian nanmes, Ernest John. [Puts book

very quietly down and speaks quite calmy.] | always told you
Gnendol en, ny name was Ernest, didn't I? Well, it is Ernest after
all. | nmean it naturally is Ernest.

LADY BRACKNELL. Yes, | renmenber now that the General was call ed

Ernest, | knew | had sone particular reason for disliking the nane.

GWNENDOLEN. Ernest! M own Ernest! | felt fromthe first that you

coul d have no ot her nane!

JACK. OGwendolen, it is a terrible thing for a man to find out
suddenly that all his |ife he has been speaki ng nothing but the

truth. Can you forgive ne?

GMENDOLEN. | can. For | feel that you are sure to change

JACK. My own one!



CHASUBLE. [To MSS PRISM] Laetitia! [Enbraces her]

MSS PRISM [Enthusiastically.] Frederick! At |ast!

ALGERNON. Cecily! [Enbraces her.] At |ast!

JACK. Onendol en! [Enbraces her.] At |ast!

LADY BRACKNELL. My nephew, you seemto be displaying signs of

triviality.

JACK. On the contrary, Aunt Augusta, |'ve now realised for the

first tineinny life the vital Inportance of Being Earnest.

TABLEAU

End



