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Lawmn in front of the terrace at Hunstanton

[SIR JOHN and LADY CARCLI NE PONTEFRACT, M SS WORSLEY, on chairs

under |arge yew tree.]

LADY CAROLINE. | believe this is the first English country house

you have stayed at, M ss Wrsley?

HESTER.  Yes, Lady Caroli ne.

LADY CAROLINE. You have no country houses, | amtold, in America?

HESTER. We have not nany.

LADY CAROLINE. Have you any country? \What we should call country?

HESTER. [Smiling.] W have the largest country in the world, Lady
Caroline. They used to tell us at school that sone of our states

are as big as France and Engl and put together.

LADY CAROLINE. Ah! you must find it very draughty, | should fancy.
[To SIR JOHN.] John, you should have your nmuffler. What is the

use of ny always knitting nufflers for you if you won't wear then?

SIRJOHN. | amquite warm Caroline, | assure you.

LADY CAROLINE. | think not, John. Well, you couldn't cone to a
nmore charnming place than this, Mss Wrsley, though the house is
excessi vely danp, quite unpardonably danp, and dear Lady Hunstanton
is sonetines a little |lax about the people she asks down here. [To
SIR JOHN.] Jane nmixes too nuch. Lord Illingworth, of course, is a
man of high distinction. It is a privilege to meet him And that

menber of Parlianent, M. Kettle -



SIR JOHN. Kelvil, ny love, Kelvil

LADY CAROLINE. He must be quite respectable. One has never heard
his name before in the whole course of one's life, which speaks
vol umes for a man, nowadays. But Ms. Allonby is hardly a very

sui tabl e person.

HESTER. | dislike Ms. Allonby. | dislike her nore than | can
say.
LADY CAROLINE. | amnot sure, Mss Wrsley, that foreigners |ike

yoursel f should cultivate |likes or dislikes about the people they
are invited to neet. Ms. Allonby is very well born. She is a

ni ece of Lord Brancaster's. It is said, of course, that she ran
away twi ce before she was married. But you know how unfair people

often are. | nyself don't believe she ran away nore than once.

HESTER. M. Arbuthnot is very charning.

LADY CAROLINE. Ah, yes! the young man who has a post in a bank
Lady Hunstanton is nost kind in asking himhere, and Lord
Illingworth seenms to have taken quite a fancy to him | am not

sure, however, that Jane is right in taking himout of his

position. In nmy young days, M ss Wrsley, one never met any one in
soci ety who worked for their living. It was not considered the
t hi ng.

HESTER. I n Anerica those are the people we respect nost.

LADY CARCLINE. | have no doubt of it.

HESTER. M. Arbuthnot has a beautiful nature! He is so sinple, so
sincere. He has one of the npbst beautiful natures | have ever cone

across. It is a privilege to neet H M



LADY CAROLINE. It is not customary in England, Mss Wrsley, for a
young |l ady to speak with such enthusiasm of any person of the
opposite sex. English wonen conceal their feelings till after they

are narried. They show themthen

HESTER. Do you, in England, allow no friendship to exi st between a

young man and a young girl?

[ Enter LADY HUNSTANTON, followed by Footman with shawl s and a

cushi on. ]

LADY CAROLINE. We think it very inadvisable. Jane, | was just
sayi ng what a pl easant party you have asked us to neet. You have a

wonder ful power of selection. It is quite a gift.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Dear Caroline, how kind of you! | think we all
do fit in very nicely together. And | hope our charm ng American
visitor will carry back pl easant recoll ections of our English
country life. [To Footman.] The cushion, there, Francis. And ny

shawl . The Shetland. Get the Shetland. [Exit Footman for shaw .]

[Enter GERALD ARBUTHNOT. ]

GERALD. Lady Hunstanton, | have such good news to tell you. Lord

Illingworth has just offered to make ne his secretary.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Hi s secretary? That is good news indeed, Gerald.
It means a very brilliant future in store for you. Your dear
mother will be delighted. | really nmust try and induce her to come
up here to-night. Do you think she would, Gerald? | know how

difficult it is to get her to go anywhere.

GERALD. Oh! | amsure she would, Lady Hunstanton, if she knew



Lord Illingworth had nade ne such an offer.

[Enter Footrman with shaw .|

LADY HUNSTANTON. | will wite and tell her about it, and ask her
to come up and neet him [To Footman.] Just wait, Francis.

[Wites letter.]

LADY CAROLINE. That is a very wonderful opening for so young a man

as you are, M. Arbuthnot.

GERALD. It is indeed, Lady Caroline. | trust | shall be able to

show nysel f worthy of it.

LADY CARCLI NE. | trust so.

GERALD. [To HESTER.] YQU have not congratul ated ne yet, M ss

Wor sl ey.

HESTER. Are you very pl eased about it?

GERALD. O course | am It means everything to nme - things that
were out of the reach of hope before nay be within hope's reach

now.

HESTER.  Not hi ng shoul d be out of the reach of hope. Life is a

hope.

LADY HUNSTANTON. | fancy, Caroline, that Diplomacy is what Lord
Illingwmorth is aiming at. | heard that he was offered Vienna. But

that may not be true.

LADY CAROLINE. | don't think that England should be represented

abroad by an unmarried man, Jane. It might |ead to conplications.



LADY HUNSTANTON. You are too nervous, Caroline. Believe ne, you
are too nervous. Besides, Lord Illingworth may marry any day. |

was in hopes he would have married | ady Kel so. But | believe he

said her famly was too large. O was it her feet? | forget
which. | regret it very nuch. She was made to be an anbassador's
wife.

LADY CAROLINE. She certainly has a wonderful faculty of

renenberi ng people's nanes, and forgetting their faces.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Well, that is very natural, Caroline, is it not?
[To Footman.] Tell Henry to wait for an answer. | have witten a
line to your dear nother, Gerald, to tell her your good news, and

to say she really nust come to dinner

[ Exit Foot man. ]

GERALD. That is awfully kind of you, Lady Hunstanton. [To

HESTER.] WIIl you cone for a stroll, Mss Wrsley?

HESTER. Wth pleasure [Exit w th CGERALD.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. | amvery nuch gratified at Gerald Arbuthnot's
good fortune. He is quite a PROTECE of mne. And | am
particularly pleased that Lord Illingworth shoul d have nade the

of fer of his own accord wi thout ny suggesting anything. Nobody
likes to be asked favours. | renenber poor Charlotte Pagden maki ng
hersel f quite unpopul ar one season, because she had a French

governess she wanted to recommend to every one.

LADY CAROLINE. | saw the governess, Jane. Lady Pagden sent her to

me. It was before Eleanor canme out. She was far too good-| ooking



to be in any respectabl e household. | don't wonder Lady Pagden was

so anxious to get rid of her.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, that explains it.

LADY CAROLINE. John, the grass is too danmp for you. You had

better go and put on your overshoes at once.

SIRJOHN. | amquite confortable, Caroline, | assure you.

LADY CAROLINE. You nust allow ne to be the best judge of that,

John. Pray do as | tell you.

[SIR JOHN gets up and goes of f.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. You spoil him Caroline, you do indeed!

[Enter MRS. ALLONBY and LADY STUTFI ELD. ]

[To MRS. ALLONBY.] Well, dear, | hope you like the park. It is

said to be well tinbered.

MRS. ALLONBY. The trees are wonderful, Lady Hunstanton.

LADY STUTFIELD. Quite, quite wonderful.

MRS. ALLONBY. But sonehow, | feel sure that if |I lived in the
country for six nmonths, | should becone so unsophisticated that no

one woul d take the slightest notice of ne.

LADY HUNSTANTON. | assure you, dear, that the country has not that
effect at all. Wy, it was fromMelthorpe, which is only two nmiles
fromhere, that Lady Belton eloped with Lord Fethersdale. |

renenber the occurrence perfectly. Poor Lord Belton died three



days afterwards of joy, or gout. | forget which. W had a large
party staying here at the time, so we were all very nmuch interested

in the whole affair.

MRS. ALLONBY. | think to elope is cowardly. [It's running away

from danger. And danger has becone so rare in nodern life.

LADY CAROLINE. As far as | can nmake out, the young woren of the
present day seemto make it the sole object of their lives to be

al ways playing with fire.

MRS. ALLONBY. The one advantage of playing with fire, Lady
Caroline, is that one never gets even singed. It is the people who

don't know how to play with it who get burned up.

LADY STUTFIELD. Yes; | see that. It is very, very hel pful.

LADY HUNSTANTON. | don't know how the world would get on with such

a theory as that, dear Ms. Allonby.

LADY STUTFI ELD. Ah! The world was nmade for nen and not for wonen.

MRS. ALLONBY. ©Ch, don't say that, Lady Stutfield. W have a nuch
better tine than they have. There are far nore things forbidden to

us than are forbidden to them

LADY STUTFI ELD. Yes; that is quite, quite true. | had not thought

of that.

[Enter SIR JOAN and MR KELVIL.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Well, M. Kelvil, have you got through your work?

KELVIL. | have finished ny witing for the day, Lady Hunstanton.



It has been an arduous task. The demands on the tine of a public
man are very heavy nowadays, very heavy indeed. And | don't think

they nmeet with adequate recognition

LADY CAROLI NE. John, have you got your overshoes on?

SIR JOHN. Yes, ny |ove.

LADY CAROLINE. | think you had better conme over here, John. It is

nore shel tered.

SIR JOHN. | amquite confortable, Caroline.

LADY CARCLINE. | think not, John. You had better sit beside ne.

[SIR JOHN rises and goes across. ]

LADY STUTFI ELD. And what have you been writing about this norning,

M. Kelvil?

KELVIL. On the usual subject, Lady Stutfield. On Purity.

LADY STUTFI ELD. That nust be such a very, very interesting thing

to wite about.

KELVIL. It is the one subject of really national inportance,
nowadays, Lady Stutfield. | purpose addressing ny constituents on
the question before Parlianment neets. | find that the poorer

classes of this country display a narked desire for a higher

et hi cal standard.

LADY STUTFI ELD. How quite, quite nice of them

LADY CAROLINE. Are you in favour of wonen taking part in politics,

M. Kettle?



SIR JOHN. Kelvil, ny love, Kelvil

KELVIL. The growi ng influence of wonen is the one reassuring thing
inour political life, Lady Caroline. Wnen are always on the side

of nmorality, public and private.

LADY STUTFIELD. It is so very, very gratifying to hear you say

t hat .

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, yes! - the noral qualities in wonen - that is
the inportant thing. | amafraid, Caroline, that dear Lord
Il'lingworth doesn't value the noral qualities in wonmen as nuch as

he shoul d.

[Enter LORD | LLI NGAORTH. ]

LADY STUTFI ELD. The world says that Lord Illingworth is very, very

wi cked.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  But what world says that, Lady Stutfield? It
nust be the next world. This world and | are on excellent terns.

[Sits down beside MRS. ALLONBY. ]

LADY STUTFI ELD. Every one | know says you are very, very w cked

LORD I LLI NGAORTH. It is perfectly nonstrous the way people go
about, nowadays, saying things agai nst one behind one's back that

are absolutely and entirely true.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Dear Lord Illingworth is quite hopel ess, Lady
Stutfield. | have given up trying to reformhim It would take a
Public Conpany with a Board of Directors and a paid Secretary to do

that. But you have the secretary already, Lord Illingworth,



haven't you? GCerald Arbuthnot has told us of his good fortune; it

is really nost kind of you

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Onh, don't say that, Lady Hunstanton. Kind is a
dreadful word. | took a great fancy to young Arbuthnot the nmonent
I nmet him and he'll be of considerable use to ne in sonething I am

foolish enough to think of doing.

LADY HUNSTANTON. He is an adnirable young man. And his nother is
one of ny dearest friends. He has just gone for a walk with our

pretty American. She is very pretty, is she not?

LADY CAROLINE. Far too pretty. These American girls carry off all
the good matches. Wiy can't they stay in their own country? They

are always telling us it is the Paradi se of wonen.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. It is, Lady Caroline. That is why, |ike Eve,

they are so extrenely anxious to get out of it.

LADY CAROLINE. Who are M ss Wrsley's parents?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Aneri can wonen are wonderfully clever in

conceal ing their parents.

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear Lord Illingworth, what do you nmean? M ss
Wirsl ey, Caroline, is an orphan. Her father was a very weal thy

mllionaire or philanthropist, or both, | believe, who entertained
my son quite hospitably, when he visited Boston. | don't know how

he made his noney, originally.

KELVIL. | fancy in Anerican dry goods.

LADY HUNSTANTON. \What are Anerican dry goods?



LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Amreri can novel s.

LADY HUNSTANTON. How very singular! . . . Wll, fromwhatever
source her large fortune cane, | have a great esteemfor M ss
Wirsl ey. She dresses exceedingly well. Al Americans do dress
well. They get their clothes in Paris.

MRS. ALLONBY. They say, Lady Hunstanton, that when good Anericans

die they go to Paris.

LADY HUNSTANTON. | ndeed? And when bad Anericans die, where do

they go to?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Oh, they go to Ameri ca.

KELVIL. | amafraid you don't appreciate America, Lord
Illingworth. It is a very renarkabl e country, especially

considering its youth.

LORD | LLI NGAMORTH. The youth of America is their oldest tradition
It has been going on now for three hundred years. To hear them
talk one would inagine they were in their first childhood. As far

as civilisation goes they are in their second.

KELVIL. There is undoubtedly a great deal of corruption in

Anmerican politics. | suppose you allude to that?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | wonder.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Politics are in a sad way everywhere, | amtold.
They certainly are in England. Dear M. Cardew is ruining the
country. | wonder Ms. Cardew allows him | amsure, Lord
Il1lingworth, you don't think that uneducated people should be

all oned to have votes?



LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | think they are the only people who shoul d.

KELVIL. Do you take no side then in nodern politics, Lord

I'I'li ngworth?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. One shoul d never take sides in anything, M.
Kelvil. Taking sides is the beginning of sincerity, and
earnestness follows shortly afterwards, and the human bei ng becones
a bore. However, the House of Commons really does very little
harm You can't nmake peopl e good by Act of Parlianment, - that is

sonet hi ng

KELVIL. You cannot deny that the House of Commons has al ways shown

great synpathy with the sufferings of the poor

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. That is its special vice. That is the specia
vice of the age. One should synpathise with the joy, the beauty,
the colour of Iife. The less said about life's sores the better

M. Kelvil.

KELVIL. Still our East End is a very inportant problem

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Quite so. It is the problemof slavery. And we

are trying to solve it by anusing the slaves.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Certainly, a great deal may be done by neans of
cheap entertai nments, as you say, Lord Illingworth. Dear Dr.
Daubeny, our rector here, provides, with the assistance of his
curates, really admrable recreations for the poor during the
winter. And nuch good may be done by neans of a magic |antern, or

a mssionary, or sone popul ar amusenent of that Kkind.

LADY CAROLINE. | amnot at all in favour of anusenents for the



poor, Jane. Blankets and coals are sufficient. There is too nuch
| ove of pleasure anpbngst the upper classes as it is. Health is
what we want in nodern life. The tone is not healthy, not healthy

at all.

KELVIL. You are quite right, Lady Caroline.

LADY CAROLINE. | believe | amusually right.

MRS. ALLONBY. Horrid word 'heal th.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Silliest word in our |anguage, and one knows so
wel | the popular idea of health. The English country gentl enman
galloping after a fox - the unspeakable in full pursuit of the

uneat abl e.

KELVIL. My | ask, Lord Illingworth, if you regard the House of

Lords as a better institution than the House of Compns?

LORD | LLI NGAMORTH. A much better institution, of course. W in the
House of Lords are never in touch with public opinion. That makes

us a civilised body.

KELVIL. Are you serious in putting forward such a vi ew?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Quite serious, M. Kelvil. [To MRS. ALLONBY.]
Vul gar habit that is people have nowadays of asking one, after one
has given them an idea, whether one is serious or not. Nothing is

serious except passion. The intellect is not a serious thing, and

never has been. It is an instrument on which one plays, that is
all. The only serious formof intellect I knowis the British
intellect. And on the British intellect the illiterates play the

drum



LADY HUNSTANTON. \What are you saying, Lord Illingworth, about the

drunf

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | was nerely talking to Ms. Allonby about the

| eading articles in the London newspapers.

LADY HUNSTANTON. But do you believe all that is witten in the

newspapers?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | do. Nowadays it is only the unreadabl e that

occurs. [Rises with MRS. ALLONBY. ]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Are you going, Ms. Allonby?

MRS. ALLONBY. Just as far as the conservatory. Lord Illingworth
told ne this norning that there was an orchid there mbeautiful as

the seven deadly sins.

LADY HUNSTANTON. M dear, | hope there is nothing of the kind. |

will certainly speak to the gardener.

[Exit MRS. ALLONBY and LORD | LLI NGWORTH. ]

LADY CAROLINE. Renarkable type, Ms. Allonby.

LADY HUNSTANTON. She lets her clever tongue run away with her

soneti nes.

LADY CAROLINE. 1Is that the only thing, Jane, Ms. Allonby allows

to run away with her?

LADY HUNSTANTON. | hope so, Caroline, |I am sure.



[Enter LORD ALFRED.]

Dear Lord Alfred, do join us. [LORD ALFRED sits down besi de LADY

STUTFI ELD. ]

LADY CAROLINE. You believe good of every one, Jane. It is a great

fault.

LADY STUTFI ELD. Do you really, really think, Lady Caroline, that

one should believe evil of every one?

LADY CAROLINE. | think it is nmuch safer to do so, Lady Stutfield.
Until, of course, people are found out to be good. But that

requires a great deal of investigation nowadays

LADY STUTFI ELD. But there is so much unki nd scandal in npbdern

life.

LADY CAROLINE. Lord Illingworth remarked to nme |ast night at
di nner that the basis of every scandal is an absolutely immoral

certainty.

KELVIL. Lord Illingworth is, of course, a very brilliant man, but
he seens to ne to be lacking in that fine faith in the nobility and

purity of life which is so inportant in this century.

LADY STUTFI ELD. Yes, quite, quite inportant, is it not?

KELVIL. He gives nme the inpression of a man who does not
appreci ate the beauty of our English home-life. | would say that

he was tainted with foreign ideas on the subject.

LADY STUTFI ELD. There is nothing, nothing like the beauty of hone-

life, is there?



KELVIL. It is the mainstay of our noral systemin England, Lady

Stutfield. Wthout it we would becone |ike our neighbours.

LADY STUTFI ELD. That woul d be so, so sad, would it not?

KELVIL. | amafraid, too, that Lord Illingworth regards wonan
simply as a toy. Now, | have never regarded worman as a toy. Wnman
is the intellectual hel prmeet of man in public as in private life.
Wthout her we should forget the true ideals. [Sits down beside

LADY STUTFI ELD. ]

LADY STUTFIELD. | amso very, very glad to hear you say that.

LADY CAROLINE. You a married man, M. Kettle?

SI R JOHN. Kelvil, dear, Kelvil.

KELVIL. | ammarried, Lady Caroline.

LADY CARCLINE. Family?

KELVI L. Yes.

LADY CARCLI NE. How nmany?

KELVI L. Eight.

[ LADY STUTFI ELD turns her attention to LORD ALFRED. ]

LADY CAROLINE. Ms. Kettle and the children are, | suppose, at the

seaside? [SIR JOHN shrugs his shoul ders.]

KELVIL. My wife is at the seaside with the children, Lady



Carol i ne.

LADY CAROLINE. You will join themlater on, no doubt?

KELVIL. |If my public engagenents permt ne.

LADY CAROLINE. Your public life nust be a great source of

gratification to Ms. Kettle.

SIR JOHN. Kelvil, ny love, Kelvil.

LADY STUTFI ELD. [To LORD ALFRED.] How very, very charm ng those

gol d-ti pped cigarettes of yours are, Lord Alfred.

LORD ALFRED. They are awfully expensive. | can only afford them

when |'min debt.

LADY STUTFIELD. It nust be terribly, terribly distressing to be in

debt .

LORD ALFRED. One nust have some occupati on nowadays. |If | hadn't
my debts | shouldn't have anything to think about. Al the chaps I

know are in debt.

LADY STUTFI ELD. But don't the people to whomyou owe the noney

give you a great, great deal of annoyance?

[ Ent er Foot man. ]

LORD ALFRED. Oh, no, they wite; | don't.

LADY STUTFI ELD. How very, very strange.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, here is a letter, Caroline, fromdear Ms.



Arbuthnot. She won't dine. | amso sorry. But she will cone in
the evening. | amvery pleased indeed. She is one of the sweetest
of wonmen. Wites a beautiful hand, too, so large, so firm [Hands

letter to LADY CAROLI NE. ]

LADY CAROLINE. [Looking at it.] Alittle lacking in femninity,

Jane. Femininity is the quality | admire nobst in wonen.

LADY HUNSTANTON. [Taking back letter and leaving it on table.]

Oh! she is very femnine, Caroline, and so good too. You should
hear what the Archdeacon says of her. He regards her as his right
hand in the parish. [Footman speaks to her.] 1In the Yellow

Drawi ng-room Shall we all go in? Lady Stutfield, shall we go in

to tea?

LADY STUTFI ELD. Wth pleasure, Lady Hunstanton. [They rise and
proceed to go off. SIR JOHN offers to carry LADY STUTFI ELD S

cl oak. ]

LADY CAROLINE. John! If you would allow your nephew to | ook after

Lady Stutfield' s cloak, you might help ne with ny workbasket.

[Enter LORD | LLI NGWORTH and MRS. ALLONBY. ]

SIR JOHN. Certainly, ny love. [Exeunt.]

MRS. ALLONBY. Curious thing, plain wonen are al ways jeal ous of

their husbands, beautiful wonen never are!

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Beauti ful wonen never have time. They are

al ways so occupied in being jeal ous of other people's husbands.

MRS. ALLONBY. | shoul d have thought Lady Caroline would have grown

tired of conjugal anxiety by this tinme! Sir John is her fourth!



LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  So nuch marriage is certainly not becom ng.
Twenty years of romance make a wonman | ook like a ruin; but twenty

years of marriage make her sonething |like a public building.

MRS. ALLONBY. Twenty years of romance! |s there such a thing?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Not in our day. Wnen have becone too
brilliant. Nothing spoils a ronmance so nmuch as a sense of hunour

in the woman.

MRS. ALLONBY. O the want of it in the man.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  You are quite right. In a Tenple every one

shoul d be serious, except the thing that is worshi pped.

MRS. ALLONBY. And that should be nan?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Wonen kneel so gracefully; nmen don't.

MRS. ALLONBY. You are thinking of Lady Stutfield!

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | assure you | have not thought of Lady

Stutfield for the last quarter of an hour.

MRS. ALLONBY. |s she such a nystery?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  She is nore than a nystery - she is a nood.

MRS. ALLONBY. Moods don't | ast.

LORD | LLINGWORTH. It is their chief charm

[ Enter HESTER and GERALD. ]



GERALD. Lord Illingworth, every one has been congratul ating ne,
Lady Hunstanton and Lady Caroline, and . . . every one. | hope

shal | make a good secretary.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  You will be the pattern secretary, Cerald.

[Tal ks to him]

MRS. ALLONBY. You enjoy country life, Mss Wrsley?

HESTER. Very nuch i ndeed.

MRS. ALLONBY. Don't find yourself longing for a London dinner-

party?
HESTER. | dislike London dinner-parties.
MRS. ALLONBY. | adore them The clever people never listen, and

the stupid peopl e never talk.

HESTER. | think the stupid people talk a great deal

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, | never listen

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. My dear boy, if | didn't like you I wouldn't
have nmade you the offer. It is because | like you so nuch that |

want to have you with ne.

[Exit HESTER with GERALD.]

Charming fellow, Gerald Arbuthnot!

MRS. ALLONBY. He is very nice; very nice indeed. But | can't

stand the Anmerican young | ady.



LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Wy ?

MRS. ALLONBY. She told nme yesterday, and in quite a | oud voice

too, that she was only eighteen. It was nobst annoyi ng.

LORD | LLI NGAWORTH.  One shoul d never trust a wonan who tells one her
real age. A wonan who would tell one that, would tell one

anyt hi ng.

MRS. ALLONBY. She is a Puritan besides -

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Ah, that is inexcusable. | don't mind plain
wonen being Puritans. It is the only excuse they have for being
plain. But she is decidedly pretty. | admire her inmmensely.

[ Looks steadfastly at MRS. ALLONBY. ]

MRS. ALLONBY. What a thoroughly bad man you nust be!

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  What do you call a bad nman?

MRS. ALLONBY. The sort of man who admires innocence.

LORD | LLI NGWORTH.  And a bad woman?

MRS. ALLONBY. OCh! the sort of worman a nman never gets tired of.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  You are severe - on yourself.

MRS. ALLONBY. Define us as a sex.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Sphi nxes wi t hout secrets.

MRS. ALLONBY. Does that include the Puritan wonmen?



LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Do you know, | don't believe in the existence of
Puritan wonmen? | don't think there is a woman in the world who
would not be alittle flattered if one nade |ove to her. It is

that whi ch nakes wonen so irresistibly adorable.

MRS. ALLONBY. You think there is no wonan in the world who woul d

obj ect to being kissed?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Very few

MRS. ALLONBY. M ss Wirsley would not |et you kiss her.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Are you sure?

MRS. ALLONBY. CQuite.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  What do you think she'd do if | kissed her?

MRS. ALLONBY. Either marry you, or strike you across the face with
her glove. What would you do if she struck you across the face

with her glove?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Fall in love with her, probably.

MRS. ALLONBY. Then it is lucky you are not going to kiss her!

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  |Is that a chall enge?

MRS. ALLONBY. It is an arrow shot into the air.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Don't you know that | always succeed in whatever

I try?



MRS. ALLONBY. | amsorry to hear it. W wonen adore fail ures.

They | ean on us.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  You worshi p successes. You cling to them

MRS. ALLONBY. W are the laurels to hide their bal dness.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. And they need you al ways, except at the nonent

of triunph.

MRS. ALLONBY. They are uninteresting then.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. How tantalising you are! [A pause.]

MRS. ALLONBY. Lord Illingworth, there is one thing |I shall always

like you for.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Only one thing? And | have so many bad

qualities.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, don't be too conceited about them You may | ose

them as you grow ol d.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | never intend to grow old. The soul is born

old but grows young. That is the comedy of life.

MRS. ALLONBY. And the body is born young and grows old. That is

life' s tragedy.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Its conedy al so, sonetines. But what is the

mysterious reason why you will always |ike nme?

MRS. ALLONBY. It is that you have never nade |ove to ne.



LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | have never done anything el se.

MRS. ALLONBY. Really? | have not noticed it.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  How fortunate! It might have been a tragedy for

bot h of us.

MRS. ALLONBY. W shoul d each have survi ved.

LORD I LLI NGAORTH. One can survive everything nowadays, except

death, and live down anything except a good reputation.

MRS. ALLONBY. Have you tried a good reputation?

LORD | LLINGAORTH. It is one of the nmany annoyances to which | have

never been subjected.

MRS. ALLONBY. It may cone.

LORD | LLI NGAMORTH. Why do you threaten ne?

MRS. ALLONBY. | will tell you when you have kissed the Puritan.

[ Ent er Foot man. ]

FRANCIS. Tea is served in the Yellow Drawi ng-room ny |ord.

LORD | LLI NGAMORTH. Tell her ladyship we are coning in.

FRANCI S. Yes, ny lord.

[Exit.]

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Shall we go in to tea?



MRS. ALLONBY. Do you like such sinple pleasures?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | adore sinple pleasures. They are the |ast
refuge of the conplex. But, if you wish, let us stay here. Yes,
l et us stay here. The Book of Life begins with a nman and a wonan

in a garden.

MRS. ALLONBY. It ends with Revel ati ons.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  You fence divinely. But the button has come of

your foil.

MRS. ALLONBY. | have still the mask.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. It nakes your eyes |lovelier.

MRS. ALLONBY. Thank you. Cone.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. [ Sees MRS. ARBUTHNOT' S | etter on table, and
takes it up and | ooks at envelope.] What a curious handwiting!
It rem nds me of the handwiting of a woman | used to know years

ago.

MRS. ALLONBY. Who?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  On! no one. No one in particular. A worman of
no inportance. [Throws letter down, and passes up the steps of the

terrace with MRS. ALLONBY. They smile at each other.]

ACT DROP.



SECOND ACT

SCENE

Drawi ng-room at Hunstanton, after dinner, lanps Iit. Door L.C

Door R. C.

[ Ladi es seated on sofas.]

MRS. ALLONBY. What a confort it is to have got rid of the nmen for

alittlel!

LADY STUTFI ELD. Yes; nmen persecute us dreadfully, don't they?

MRS. ALLONBY. Persecute us? | w sh they did.

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear!

MRS. ALLONBY. The annoying thing is that the wetches can be
perfectly happy without us. That is why | think it is every
worman' s duty never to | eave them alone for a single nmonment, except
during this short breathing space after dinner; w thout which I

bel i eve we poor wonen woul d be absolutely worn to shadows.

[Enter Servants with coffee.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Worn to shadows, dear?

MRS. ALLONBY. Yes, Lady Hunstanton. It is such a strain keeping

men up to the mark. They are always trying to escape from us.

LADY STUTFIELD. It seens to ne that it is we who are always trying



to escape fromthem Men are so very, very heartless. They know

their power and use it.

LADY CAROLI NE. [Takes coffee from Servant.] Wat stuff and
nonsense all this about nmen is! The thing to do is to keep men in

their proper place.

MRS. ALLONBY. But what is their proper place, Lady Caroline?

LADY CAROLINE. Looking after their wives, Ms. Al lonby.

MRS. ALLONBY. [Takes coffee from Servant.] Really? And if

they're not married?

LADY CAROLINE. |If they are not nmarried, they should be | ooking
after a wife. It's perfectly scandal ous the anount of bachel ors
who are goi ng about society. There should be a | aw passed to

conpel themall to marry within twelve nonths.

LADY STUTFI ELD. [Refuses coffee.] But if they're in love with

some one who, perhaps, is tied to another?

LADY CAROLINE. In that case, Lady Stutfield, they should be
married off in a week to sone plain respectable girl, in order to

teach themnot to neddle with other people's property.

MRS. ALLONBY. | don't think that we should ever be spoken of as
ot her people's property. Al nen are married wonen's property.
That is the only true definition of what nmarried wonmen's property

really is. But we don't belong to any one.

LADY STUTFIELD. ©Oh, | amso very, very glad to hear you say so.

LADY HUNSTANTON. But do you really think, dear Caroline, that



| egi slation would inprove matters in any way? | amtold that,
nowadays, all the married nmen live like bachelors, and all the

bachelors |like married nen.

MRS. ALLONBY. | certainly never know one fromthe other

LADY STUTFIELD. Onh, | think one can always know at once whether a
man has hone clains upon his life or not. | have noticed a very,

very sad expression in the eyes of so many married nen.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, all that | have noticed is that they are
horribly tedi ous when they are good husbands, and abom nably

concei ted when they are not.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Well, | suppose the type of husband has
compl etely changed since ny young days, but |I'mbound to state that
poor dear Hunstanton was the nost delightful of creatures, and as

good as gol d.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, ny husband is a sort of promissory note; I'm

tired of neeting him

LADY CAROLI NE. But you renew himfromtinme to time, don't you?

MRS. ALLONBY. ©Ch no, Lady Caroline. | have only had one husband

as yet. | suppose you | ook upon nme as quite an amateur.

LADY CAROLINE. Wth your views on life | wonder you married at

all.

MRS. ALLONBY. So do |.

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear child, | believe you are really very

happy in your married life, but that you like to hide your



happi ness from ot hers.

MRS. ALLONBY. | assure you | was horribly deceived in Ernest.
LADY HUNSTANTON. Ch, | hope not, dear. | knew his nother quite
well. She was a Stratton, Caroline, one of Lord Crow and's
daughters

LADY CAROLINE. Victoria Stratton? | remenber her perfectly. A

silly fair-haired woman with no chin.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, Ernest has a chin. He has a very strong chin, a

square chin. FErnest's chin is far too square.

LADY STUTFI ELD. But do you really think a man's chin can be too
square? | think a man should | ook very, very strong, and that his

chin should be quite, quite square.

MRS. ALLONBY. Then you should certainly know Ernest, Lady
Stutfield. It is only fair to tell you beforehand he has got no

conversation at all.

LADY STUTFI ELD. | adore silent men.

MRS. ALLONBY. ©OCh, Ernest isn't silent. He talks the whole tine.
But he has got no conversation. What he tal ks about | don't know.

I haven't listened to himfor years.

LADY STUTFI ELD. Have you never forgiven himthen? How sad that

seens! But all life is very, very sad, is it not?

MRS. ALLONBY. Life, Lady Stutfield, is sinply a MAUVAI S QUART

D HEURE nade up of exquisite nonents.



LADY STUTFI ELD. Yes, there are nonents, certainly. But was it
somet hing very, very wong that M. Allonby did? Did he becone

angry with you, and say anything that was unkind or true?

MRS. ALLONBY. ©Ch dear, no. FErnest is invariably calm That is
one of the reasons he always gets on ny nerves. Nothing is so
aggravating as cal mess. There is sonething positively bruta
about the good tenper of nobst nodern nmen. | wonder we wonen stand

it as well as we do.

LADY STUTFIELD. Yes; nen's good tenper shows they are not so
sensitive as we are, not so finely strung. It makes a great
barrier often between husband and wife, does it not? But |I would

so much like to know what was the wong thing M. Allonby did.

MRS. ALLONBY. Well, | will tell you, if you solemly promse to

tell everybody el se

LADY STUTFI ELD. Thank you, thank you. | wll nake a point of

repeating it.

MRS. ALLONBY. \When Ernest and | were engaged, he swore to ne
positively on his knees that he had never |oved any one before in
the whole course of his life. | was very young at the tinme, so
didn't believe him | needn't tell you. Unfortunately, however, |
made no enquiries of any kind till after | had been actually
married four or five nonths. | found out then that what he had
told me was perfectly true. And that sort of thing makes a man so

absol utely uninteresting.

LADY HUNSTANTON. M dear!

MRS. ALLONBY. Men always want to be a woman's first love. That is



their clunmsy vanity. W wonen have a nore subtle instinct about

things. What we like is to be a nan's |ast romance.

LADY STUTFIELD. | see what you mean. |It's very, very beautiful

LADY HUNSTANTON. M dear child, you don't nmean to tell nme that you
won't forgive your husband because he never |oved any one el se?

Did you ever hear such a thing, Caroline? | amaquite surprised.

LADY CAROLINE. Gh, wonen have becone so highly educated, Jane,
t hat not hing shoul d surprise us nowadays, except happy marriages.

They apparently are getting remarkably rare.

MRS. ALLONBY. ©Ch, they're quite out of date.

LADY STUTFI ELD. Except anongst the mddle classes, | have been

t ol d.

MRS. ALLONBY. How |like the middle classes!

LADY STUTFIELD. Yes - is it not? - very, very like them

LADY CAROLINE. If what you tell us about the middle classes is
true, Lady Stutfield, it redounds greatly to their credit. It is
much to be regretted that in our rank of life the wife should be so
persistently frivolous, under the inpression apparently that it is
the proper thing to be. It is to that | attribute the unhappiness

of so many marriages we all know of in society.

MRS. ALLONBY. Do you know, Lady Caroline, | don't think the
frivolity of the wife has ever anything to do with it. Mre
marri ages are rui ned nowadays by the conmon sense of the husband
than by anything el se. How can a worman be expected to be happy

with a man who insists on treating her as if she were a perfectly



rational being?

LADY HUNSTANTON. M dear!

MRS. ALLONBY. Man, poor, awkward, reliable, necessary nan bel ongs
to a sex that has been rational for mllions and nmillions of years.
He can't help hinself. It is in his race. The History of Wnman is
very different. We have al ways been pi cturesque protests against
the mere existence of conmon sense. W saw its dangers fromthe

first.

LADY STUTFI ELD. Yes, the comobn sense of husbands is certainly
nmost, nost trying. Do tell ne your conception of the |dea

Husband. | think it would be so very, very hel pful

MRS. ALLONBY. The |deal Husband? There couldn't be such a thing.

The institution is wong.

LADY STUTFI ELD. The Ideal Man, then, in his relations to US

LADY CAROLINE. He would probably be extrenely realistic.

MRS. CARCLINE. The ldeal Man! Ch, the Ideal Man should talk to us
as if we were goddesses, and treat us as if we were children. He
shoul d refuse all our serious requests, and gratify every one of
our whins. He should encourage us to have caprices, and forbid us
to have m ssions. He should always say nuch nore than he neans,

and al ways nmean nuch nore than he says.

LADY HUNSTANTON. But how could he do both, dear?

MRS. ALLONBY. He should never run down other pretty wonen. That
woul d show he had no taste, or nake one suspect that he had too

much. No; he should be nice about themall, but say that somehow



they don't attract him

LADY STUTFI ELD. Yes, that is always very, very pleasant to hear

about ot her wonen.

MRS. ALLONBY. |If we ask hima question about anything, he should
give us an answer all about ourselves. He should invariably praise
us for whatever qualities he knows we haven't got. But he should
be pitiless, quite pitiless, in reproaching us for the virtues that
we have never dreaned of possessing. He should never believe that
we know the use of useful things. That woul d be unforgiveable.

But he should shower on us everything we don't want.

LADY CAROLINE. As far as | can see, he is to do nothing but pay

bills and conpliments.

MRS. ALLONBY. He should persistently conmprom se us in public, and
treat us with absolute respect when we are alone. And yet he
shoul d be always ready to have a perfectly terrible scene, whenever
we want one, and to becone niserable, absolutely miserable, at a
monent's notice, and to overwhel mus with just reproaches in |ess
than twenty minutes, and to be positively violent at the end of
hal f an hour, and to |l eave us for ever at a quarter to eight, when
we have to go and dress for dinner. And when, after that, one has
seen himfor really the last time, and he has refused to take back
the little things he has given one, and prom sed never to

communi cate with one again, or to wite one any foolish letters, he
shoul d be perfectly broken-hearted, and telegraph to one all day

Il ong, and send one little notes every half-hour by a private
hansom and dine quite alone at the club, so that every one should
know how unhappy he was. And after a whol e dreadful week, during
whi ch one has gone about everywhere with one's husband, just to

show how absolutely I onely one was, he nmay be given a third | ast



parting, in the evening, and then, if his conduct has been quite

i rreproachabl e, and one has behaved really badly to him he should
be allowed to adnit that he has been entirely in the wong, and
when he has adnitted that, it becomes a woman's duty to forgive
and one can do it all over again fromthe beginning, with

vari ati ons.

LADY HUNSTANTON. How cl ever you are, ny dear! You never nean a

single word you say.

LADY STUTFI ELD. Thank you, thank you. It has been quite, quite
entrancing. | must try and renenber it all. There are such a

nunber of details that are so very, very inportant.

LADY CAROLINE. But you have not told us yet what the reward of the

I deal Man is to be

MRS. ALLONBY. His reward? OCh, infinite expectation. That is

qui te enough for him

LADY STUTFI ELD. But nen are so terribly, terribly exacting, are

t hey not?

MRS. ALLONBY. That makes no matter. One shoul d never surrender

LADY STUTFI ELD. Not even to the Ideal Man?

MRS. ALLONBY. Certainly not to him Unless, of course, one wants

to grow tired of him

LADY STUTFIELD. On! . . . yes. | see that. It is very, very
hel pful. Do you think, Ms. Alonby, |I shall ever neet the |dea

Man? O are there nore than one?



MRS. ALLONBY. There are just four in London, Lady Stutfield.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ch, ny dear!

MRS. ALLONBY. [Going over to her.] Wat has happened? Do tel

ne.
LADY HUNSTANTON [in a low voice] | had conpletely forgotten that
the Anerican young |ady has been in the roomall the tine. | am

afraid sone of this clever talk may have shocked her a little.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, that will do her so nuch good

LADY HUNSTANTON. Let us hope she didn't understand nuch. | think
I had better go over and talk to her. [Rises and goes across to
HESTER WORSLEY.] Well, dear Mss Wrsley. [Sitting down beside
her.] How qui et you have been in your nice little corner all this
time! | suppose you have been reading a book? There are so many

books here in the library.

HESTER. No, | have been listening to the conversation

LADY HUNSTANTON. You nustn't believe everything that was said, you

know, dear.

HESTER. | didn't believe any of it

LADY HUNSTANTON. That is quite right, dear

HESTER [Continuing.] | couldn't believe that any wonmen could
really hold such views of life as | have heard to-night from some

of your guests. [An awkward pause.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. | hear you have such pl easant society in Anerica



Quite like our own in places, ny son wote to ne.

HESTER  There are cliques in Arerica as el sewhere, Lady
Hunstanton. But true Anerican society consists sinply of all the

good wonmen and good nmen we have in our country.

LADY HUNSTANTON. What a sensible system and | dare say quite
pl easant too. | amafraid in England we have too many artificia
social barriers. W don't see as nuch as we should of the niddle

and | ower cl asses.

HESTER. In Anerica we have no | ower cl asses.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Really? What a very strange arrangenent!

MRS. ALLONBY. What is that dreadful girl tal king about?

LADY STUTFI ELD. She is painfully natural, is she not?

LADY CAROLINE. There are a great nany things you haven't got in
Anerica, | amtold, Mss Wrsley. They say you have no ruins, and

no curiosities.

MRS. ALLONBY. [To LADY STUTFIELD.] What nonsense! They have

their nothers and their manners.

HESTER. The English aristocracy supply us with our curiosities,
Lady Caroline. They are sent over to us every sunmer, regularly,
in the steaners, and propose to us the day after they land. As for
ruins, we are trying to build up sonmething that will |ast |onger

than brick or stone. [CGets up to take her fan fromtable.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. What is that, dear? Ah, yes, an iron Exhibition

is it not, at that place that has the curious nane?



HESTER. [Standing by table.] W are trying to build up life, Lady
Hunstanton, on a better, truer, purer basis than life rests on
here. This sounds strange to you all, no doubt. How could it
sound ot her than strange? You rich people in England, you don't
know how you are living. How could you know? You shut out from
your society the gentle and the good. You laugh at the sinple and
the pure. Living, as you all do, on others and by them you sneer
at self-sacrifice, and if you throw bread to the poor, it is nerely
to keep themquiet for a season. Wth all your ponp and weal th and
art you don't know howto live - you don't even know that. You

| ove the beauty that you can see and touch and handl e, the beauty
that you can destroy, and do destroy, but of the unseen beauty of
life, of the unseen beauty of a higher life, you know nothing. You

have lost life's secret. Oh, your English society seens to me

shal l ow, selfish, foolish. It has blinded its eyes, and stopped
its ears. It lies like a leper in purple. 1t sits |ike a dead
thing smeared with gold. It is all wong, all wong.

LADY STUTFIELD. | don't think one should know of these things. It

is not very, very nice, is it?

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear M ss Wirsley, | thought you liked English
society so nuch. You were such a success init. And you were so
much admired by the best people. | quite forget what Lord Henry
Weston said of you - but it was nost conplinmentary, and you know

what an authority he is on beauty.

HESTER. Lord Henry Weston! | renmenber him Lady Hunstanton. A
man with a hideous smle and a hideous past. He is asked
everywhere. No dinner-party is conplete without him \What of
those whose ruin is due to hin? They are outcasts. They are

nanel ess. |If you net themin the street you would turn your head



away. | don't conplain of their punishnent. Let all wonen who

have sinned be punished.

[ MRS. ARBUTHNOT enters fromterrace behind in a cloak with a | ace

veil over her head. She hears the last words and starts.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear young | ady!

HESTER. It is right that they should be punished, but don't |et
them be the only ones to suffer. |[|If a man and wonman have si nned,
let themboth go forth into the desert to |ove or |oathe each other
there. Let themboth be branded. Set a mark, if you w sh, on
each, but don't punish the one and |let the other go free. Don't
have one law for nen and another for wonmen. You are unjust to
worren in England. And till you count what is a shame in a woman to
be an infany in a man, you will always be unjust, and Right, that
pillar of fire, and Wong, that pillar of cloud, will be made dim

to your eyes, or be not seen at all, or if seen, not regarded

LADY CAROLINE. Mght I, dear Mss Wrsley, as you are standing up,

ask you for ny cotton that is just behind you? Thank you.

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear M's. Arbuthnot! | amso pleased you have

cone up. But | didn't hear you announced.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ch, | cane straight in fromthe terrace, Lady

Hunstanton, just as | was. You didn't tell ne you had a party.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Not a party. Only a few guests who are staying
in the house, and whom you nust know. Allow ne. [Tries to help
her. Rings bell.] Caroline, this is Ms. Arbuthnot, one of ny

sweetest friends. Lady Caroline Pontefract, Lady Stutfield, Ms.
Al l onby, and ny young Anerican friend, Mss Wrsley, who has just

been telling us all how w cked we are.



HESTER. | amafraid you think | spoke too strongly, Lady

Hunstanton. But there are sone things in England -

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear young |l ady, there was a great deal of
truth, | dare say, in what you said, and you | ooked very pretty
while you said it, which is nmuch nore inportant, Lord Illingworth
would tell us. The only point where |I thought you were a little
hard was about Lady Caroline's brother, about poor Lord Henry. He

is really such good conpany.

[ Ent er Foot man. ]

Take Ms. Arbuthnot's things.

[Exit Footnman with waps.]

HESTER. Lady Caroline, | had no idea it was your brother. | am

sorry for the pain | nust have caused you - | -

LADY CAROLINE. My dear M ss Wrsley, the only part of your little
speech, if | may so termit, with which | thoroughly agreed, was
the part about nmy brother. Nothing that you coul d possibly say
could be too bad for him | regard Henry as infanous, absolutely

i nfanous. But | am bound to state, as you were remarking, Jane,
that he is excellent conpany, and he has one of the best cooks in
London, and after a good di nner one can forgive anybody, even one's

own relations.

LADY HUNSTANTON [to M SS WORSLEY] Now, do conme, dear, and nake
friends with Ms. Arbuthnot. She is one of the good, sweet, sinple
peopl e you told us we never admitted into society. | amsorry to

say Ms. Arbuthnot cones very rarely to ne. But that is not ny



faul t.

MRS. ALLONBY. What a bore it is the nmen staying so |long after
dinner! | expect they are saying the nost dreadful things about

us.

LADY STUTFI ELD. Do you really think so?

MRS. ALLONBY. I was sure of it.

LADY STUTFI ELD. How very, very horrid of them Shall we go onto

the terrace?

MRS. ALLONBY. ©Ch, anything to get away fromthe dowagers and the
dowdi es. [Rises and goes with LADY STUTFIELD to door L.C.] W are

only going to |l ook at the stars, Lady Hunstanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON. You will find a great many, dear, a great nany.
But don't catch cold. [To MRS. ARBUTHNOT.] We shall all niss

Cerald so nuch, dear Ms. Arbuthnot.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. But has Lord Illingworth really offered to nake

Gerald his secretary?

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ch, yes! He has been nost charm ng about it. He
has the hi ghest possible opinion of your boy. You don't know Lord

Il'lingworth, | believe, dear.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | have never net him

LADY HUNSTANTON. You know hi m by nane, no doubt ?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | amafraid | don't. | live so nuch out of the

worl d, and see so few people. | remenber hearing years ago of an



old Lord Illingworth who lived in Yorkshire, | think

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, yes. That would be the last Earl but one.

He was a very curious man. He wanted to marry beneath him O

woul dn't, | believe. There was sone scandal about it. The present
Lord Illingworth is quite different. He is very distinguished. He
does - well, he does nothing, which | amafraid our pretty American

visitor here thinks very wong of anybody, and | don't know that he
cares nuch for the subjects in which you are so interested, dear
Ms. Arbuthnot. Do you think, Caroline, that Lord Illingworth is

interested in the Housing of the Poor?

LADY CAROLINE. | should fancy not at all, Jane.

LADY HUNSTANTON. We all have our different tastes, have we not?
But Lord Illingworth has a very high position, and there is nothing

he couldn't get if he chose to ask for it. O course, he is

comparatively a young man still, and he has only cone to his title
within - how long exactly is it, Caroline, since Lord Illingworth
succeeded?

LADY CAROLI NE. About four years, | think, Jane. | know it was the

same year in which ny brother had his |ast exposure in the evening

newspapers.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, | renenber. That would be about four years
ago. O course, there were a great many peopl e between the present
Lord Illingworth and the title, Ms. Arbuthnot. There was - who

was there, Caroline?

LADY CAROLINE. There was poor Margaret's baby. You renenber how
anxi ous she was to have a boy, and it was a boy, but it died, and
her husband died shortly afterwards, and she married al nost

i medi ately one of Lord Ascot's sons, who, | amtold, beats her



LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, that is in the famly, dear, that is in the
famly. And there was also, | renmenber, a clergyman who wanted to
be a lunatic, or a lunatic who wanted to be a clergyman, | forget
whi ch, but | know the Court of Chancery investigated the matter,
and decided that he was quite sane. And | saw him afterwards at
poor Lord Plunstead's with straws in his hair, or sonething very
odd about him | can't recall what. | often regret, Lady
Caroline, that dear Lady Cecilia never lived to see her son get the

title.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Lady Cecilia?

LADY HUNSTANTON. Lord Illingworth's nother, dear Ms. Arbuthnot,
was one of the Duchess of Jerninghamis pretty daughters, and she
married Sir Thomas Harford, who wasn't considered a very good nmatch
for her at the time, though he was said to be the handsonest man in
London. | knew themall quite intimately, and both the sons,

Arthur and George.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It was the eldest son who succeeded, of course,

Lady Hunstanton?

LADY HUNSTANTON. No, dear, he was killed in the hunting field. O
was it fishing, Caroline? | forget. But George cane in for
everything. | always tell himthat no younger son has ever had

such good luck as he has had.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Lady Hunstanton, | want to speak to Gerald at

once. Mght | see hin? Can he be sent for?

LADY HUNSTANTON. Certainly, dear. | will send one of the servants

into the dining-roomto fetch him | don't know what keeps the



gentlenen so long. [Rings bell.] Wwen | knew Lord Illingworth
first as plain George Harford, he was sinply a very brilliant young
man about town, with not a penny of nobney except what poor dear
Lady Cecilia gave him She was quite devoted to him Chiefly, |
fancy, because he was on bad terns with his father. GCh, here is

the dear Archdeacon. [To Servant.] It doesn't matter.

[Enter SIR JOHN and DOCTOR DAUBENY. SIR JOHN goes over to LADY

STUTFI ELD, DOCTOR DAUBENY to LADY HUNSTANTON. ]

THE ARCHDEACON. Lord Illingworth has been nobst entertaining. |
have never enjoyed nyself nore. [Sees MRS. ARBUTHNOT.] Ah, Ms.

Ar but hnot .

LADY HUNSTANTON. [To DOCTOR DAUBENY.] You see | have got Ms.

Arbut hnot to cone to ne at | ast.

THE ARCHDEACON. That is a great honour, Lady Hunstanton. Ms.

Daubeny will be quite jeal ous of you.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, | amso sorry Ms. Daubeny could not comne

with you to-night. Headache as usual, | suppose.

THE ARCHDEACON. Yes, Lady Hunstanton; a perfect martyr. But she

i s happi est alone. She is happiest alone.

LADY CAROLINE. [To her husband.] John! [SIR JOHN goes over to
his wife. DOCTOR DAUBENY tal ks to LADY HUNSTANTON and MRS.

ARBUTHNCT. ]

[ MRS. ARBUTHNOT wat ches LORD | LLI NGAORTH t he whol e tinme. He has
passed across the roomw thout noticing her, and approaches MRS.
ALLONBY, who with LADY STUTFI ELD i s standing by the door | ooking on

to the terrace.]



LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  How i s the nost charm ng worman in the worl d?

MRS. ALLONBY. [Taking LADY STUTFIELD by the hand.] W are both
quite well, thank you, Lord Illingworth. But what a short tinme you
have been in the dining-room It seens as if we had only just

left.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | was bored to death. Never opened ny lips the

whole tine. Absolutely longing to cone in to you

MRS. ALLONBY. You should have. The Anmerican girl has been giving

us a lecture.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Really? Al Anmericans lecture, | believe. |
suppose it is something in their climate. Wat did she lecture

about ?

MRS. ALLONBY. ©h, Puritanism of course.

LORD | LLI NGAMORTH. | amgoing to convert her, aml not? How |ong

do you give nme?

MRS. ALLONBY. A week.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. A week is nore than enough

[ Enter GERALD and LORD ALFRED. ]

GERALD. [Going to MRS. ARBUTHNOT.] Dear nother

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Gerald, | don't feel at all well. See ne hone,

Cerald. | shouldn't have cone.



GERALD. | amso sorry, nother. Certainly. But you rmust know Lord

Illingmorth first. [Goes across room]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Not to-night, Gerald.

GERALD. Lord Illingworth, I want you so nuch to know ny nother.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Wth the greatest pleasure. [To MRS. ALLONBY. ]
I'"ll be back in a nonent. People's nothers always bore ne to
death. Al wonen becone like their mothers. That is their

tragedy.

MRS. ALLONBY. No man does. That is his.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. What a delightful nmobod you are in to-night!
[ Turns round and goes across with GERALD to MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Wien
he sees her, he starts back in wonder. Then slowy his eyes turn

t owar ds GERALD. ]

GERALD. Mbdther, this is Lord Illingworth, who has offered to take
me as his private secretary. [MRS. ARBUTHNOT bows coldly.] It is
a wonderful opening for nme, isn't it? | hope he won't be

di sappointed in nme, that is all. You'll thank Lord IlIlingworth,

nmot her, won't you?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Lord Illingworth in very good, | amsure, to

interest hinself in you for the nonent.

LORD | LLI NGAMORTH. [Putting his hand on GERALD s shoul der.] Oh,

Gerald and | are great friends already, Ms . . . Arbuthnot.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. There can be nothing in common between you and ny

son, Lord IlIlingworth.



GERALD. Dear nother, how can you say so? O course Lord
I1lingmorth is awfully clever and that sort of thing. There is

not hing Lord Illingworth doesn't know.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. My dear boy!

GERALD. He knows nore about life than any one | have ever net. |

feel an awful duffer when | amw th you, Lord Illingworth. O
course, | have had so few advantages. | have not been to Eton or
Oxford Iike other chaps. But Lord Illingworth doesn't seemto mnd

that. He has been awfully good to ne, nother.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Lord Illingworth nmay change his mnd. He may not

really want you as his secretary.

GERALD. Mot her!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. You nust renenber, as you said yourself, you have

had so few advant ages

MRS. ALLONBY. Lord Illingworth, | want to speak to you for a

nmonent . Do cone over.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. W1l you excuse me, Ms. Arbuthnot? Now, don't
| et your charm ng nother nmake any nore difficulties, Gerald. The

thing is quite settled, isn't it?

GERALD. | hope so. [LORD |ILLI NGAORTH goes across to MRS
ARBUTHNOT. ]
MRS. ALLONBY. | thought you were never going to |l eave the lady in

bl ack vel vet.

LORD I LLI NGAORTH.  She is excessively handsone. [Looks at MRS



ARBUTHNQOT. ]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Caroline, shall we all make a nove to the nusic-
roon? Mss Wirsley is going to play. You'll cone too, dear Ms.
Arbuthnot, won't you? You don't know what a treat is in store for
you. [To DOCTOR DAUBENY.] | must really take Mss Wrsley down
some afternoon to the rectory. | should so much |ike dear Ms.
Daubeny to hear her on the violin. Ah, | forgot. Dear Ms.

Daubeny's hearing is a little defective, is it not?

THE ARCHDEACON. Her deafness is a great privation to her. She
can't even hear ny sernons now. She reads them at hone. But she

has many resources in herself, nmany resources.

LADY HUNSTANTON. She reads a good deal, | suppose?

THE ARCHDEACON. Just the very largest print. The eyesight is

rapidly going. But she's never norbid, never norbid.

GERALD. [To LORD I LLI NGAORTH.] Do speak to ny nother, Lord
Illingworth, before you go into the nusic-room She seens to

t hi nk, sonmehow, you don't nean what you said to ne.

MRS. ALLONBY. Aren't you com ng?

LORD | LLINGAORTH. I n a few nmonents. Lady Hunstanton, if Ms.
Arbut hnot would allow nme, | would Iike to say a few words to her,

and we will join you later on.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, of course. You will have a great deal to say
to her, and she will have a great deal to thank you for. It is not
every son who gets such an offer, Ms. Arbuthnot. But | know you

appreci ate that, dear.



LADY CAROLI NE. John!

LADY HUNSTANTON. Now, don't keep M's. Arbuthnot too |ong, Lord

Illingworth. W can't spare her.

[Exit follow ng the other guests. Sound of violin heard from

nmusi c-room |

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. So that is our son, Rachel! Well, | amvery
proud of him He in a Harford, every inch of him By the way, why

Ar but hnot, Rachel ?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. One nane is as good as another, when one has no

right to any nane.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | suppose so - but why Geral d?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. After a man whose heart | broke - after ny father.

LORD | LLI NGAMORTH. Wl |, Rachel, what in over is over. Al | have
got to say nowin that I amvery, very nmuch pleased with our boy.

The world will know himnerely as ny private secretary, but to ne

he will be something very near, and very dear. It is a curious
thing, Rachel; ny life seenmed to be quite conplete. It was not so.
It |acked sonmething, it |acked a son. | have found ny son now, |

amglad | have found him

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. You have no right to claimhim or the small est

part of him The boy is entirely mne, and shall remain nine.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. My dear Rachel, you have had himto yourself for
over twenty years. Wy not let ne have himfor a little now? He

is quite as nmuch mine as yours.



MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Are you talking of the child you abandoned? O
the child who, as far as you are concerned, m ght have died of

hunger and of want?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  You forget, Rachel, it was you who left nme. It

was not | who left you

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | left you because you refused to give the child a

nane. Before ny son was born, | inplored you to marry ne.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | had no expectations then. And besi des,
Rachel , | wasn't much ol der than you were. | was only twenty-two.
I was twenty-one, | believe, when the whole thing began in your

father's garden.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Wien a man is ol d enough to do wong he should be

ol d enough to do right also.

LORD | LLI NGAMORTH. My dear Rachel, intellectual generalities are

al ways interesting, but generalities in norals nmean absolutely
nothing. As for saying | left our child to starve, that, of

course, is untrue and silly. M nother offered you six hundred a
year. But you wouldn't take anything. You sinply di sappeared, and

carried the child away with you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | woul dn't have accepted a penny from her. Your
father was different. He told you, in ny presence, when we were in

Paris, that it was your duty to marry ne.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Onh, duty is what one expects fromothers, it is
not what one does oneself. O course, | was influenced by ny

nmot her. Every man is when he is young.



MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | amglad to hear you say so. Gerald shal

certainly not go away with you.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  What nonsense, Rachel

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Do you think | would allow ny son -

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  OUR son.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. My son [LORD | LLI NGAORTH shrugs hi s shoul ders] -
to go anay with the man who spoiled ny youth, who ruined ny life,
who has tainted every nonent of ny days? You don't realise what ny

past has been in suffering and in shane.

LORD I LLI NGAORTH. My dear Rachel, | nust candidly say that | think

Gerald's future considerably nore inportant than your past.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Cerald cannot separate his future fromny past.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  That is exactly what he should do. That is
exactly what you should help himto do. Wat a typical woman you
are! You talk sentinmentally, and you are thoroughly selfish the
whole tine. But don't let us have a scene. Rachel, | want you to
look at this matter fromthe conmon-sense point of view, fromthe
poi nt of view of what is best for our son, |eaving you and ne out
of the question. What is our son at present? An underpaid clerk
in a smll Provincial Bank in a third-rate English towmn. [|f you

i magine he is quite happy in such a position, you are nistaken. He

i s thoroughly discontented.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He was not discontented till he net you. You have

made hi m so.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. O course, | made himso. Discontent is the



first step in the progress of a nan or a nation. But | did not

|l eave himwith a nere longing for things he could not get. No,
made hima charming offer. He junped at it, | need hardly say.
Any young man woul d. And now, sinply because it turns out that |
am the boy's own father and he my own son, you propose practically
to ruin his career. That is to say, if | were a perfect stranger
you would allow Gerald to go away with ne, but as he is nmy own

flesh and bl ood you won't. How utterly illogical you are!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | will not allow himto go.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. How can you prevent it? What excuse can you
give to himfor making himdecline such an offer as mne? | won't
tell himin what relations | stand to him | need hardly say. But
you daren't tell him You know that. Look how you have brought

hi m up.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | have brought himup to be a good nman.

LORD | LLI NGAMORTH. Quite so. And what is the result? You have
educated himto be your judge if he ever finds you out. And a
bitter, an unjust judge he will be to you. Don't be deceived,
Rachel . Children begin by loving their parents. After a tine they

judge them Rarely, if ever, do they forgive them

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. George, don't take ny son away fromme. | have
had twenty years of sorrow, and | have only had one thing to | ove
me, only one thing to love. You have had a life of joy, and

pl easure, and success. You have been quite happy, you have never
t hought of us. There was no reason, according to your views of
life, why you should have renenbered us at all. Your neeting us
was a nere accident, a horrible accident. Forget it. Don't cone

now, and rob ne of . . . of all | have in the whole world. You are



so rich in other things. Leave ne the little vineyard of ny life;
| eave me the walled-in garden and the well of water; the ewe-lanb
CGod sent nme, in pity or in wath, oh! |leave nme that. George, don't

take Gerald from ne.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Rachel, at the present nonent you are not
necessary to Gerald' s career; | am There is nothing nore to be

said on the subject.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | will not |let him go.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Here is Gerald. He has a right to decide for

hi nsel f.

[ Ent er GERALD. ]

GERALD. Well, dear nother, | hope you have settled it all with

Lord I1lingworth?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | have not, Gerald.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Your nother seens not to |ike your coming with

me, for sone reason.

GERALD. Wy, nother?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | thought you were quite happy here with ne,

Gerald. | didn't know you were so anxious to | eave ne.

GERALD. Mbther, how can you talk like that? O course | have been
quite happy with you. But a man can't stay always with his nother.
No chap does. | want to nmake nyself a position, to do sonething.
| thought you would have been proud to see ne Lord Illingworth's

secretary.



MRS. ARBUTHNOT. |

secretary to Lord Illingworth.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. |
M's. Arbut hnot,

surely amthe best judge.

has all the qualifications I
than | had even thought of.
silent.] Have you any ot her

wi sh your son to accept this

GERALD. Have you, nother?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.

We are quite by ourselves here.

will not repeat it.

GERALD. Mot her ?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.
will |eave you.

to hear.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. |

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Then,

settled. Cone, you and I
together. And Ms.

you have acted very,

[Exit with GERALD.

And |

I f you have,

have no ot her

my dear boy,

wi | |

Ar but hnot ,

MRS. ARBUTHNOT is | eft al one.

do not think you would be suitable as a private

You have no qualifications.

don't wish to seemto interfere for a nonent,

but as far as your |last objection is concerned, |

can only tell you that your son

had hoped for. He has nore, in fact,

Far nmore. [MRS. ARBUTHNOT renains
reason, Ms. Arbuthnot, why you don't
post ?
Do answer.
Ms. Arbuthnot, pray, pray say it.
Whatever it is, | need not say |

If you would like to be alone with your son, |

You nay have sone ot her reason you don't w sh ne

reason.

we may | ook on the thing as
snoke a cigarette on the terrace

pray let nme tell you, that | think

very wi sely.

She st ands

imobile with a | ook of unutterable sorrow on her face.]



ACT DROP

THI RD ACT

SCENE

The Picture Gallery at Hunstanton. Door at back | eading on to

terrace.

[LORD I LLI NGAORTH and CGERALD, R C. LORD |ILLINGAORTH lolling on a

sofa. GERALD in a chair.]

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Thor oughl y sensi bl e woman, your nother, Cerald.

I knew she would cone round in the end.

GERALD. My nother is awfully conscientious, Lord Illingwrth, and
I know she doesn't think | am educated enough to be your secretary.
She is perfectly right, too. | was fearfully idle when | was at

school, and | couldn't pass an exami nation now to save ny life.

LORD | LLI NGMORTH. My dear Ceral d, exaninations are of no val ue
what soever. If a man is a gentleman, he knows quite enough, and if

he is not a gentlenman, whatever he knows is bad for him

GERALD. But | amso ignorant of the world, Lord Illingworth.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Don't be afraid, CGerald. Renenber that you've
got on your side the nost wonderful thing in the world - youth!

There is nothing Iike youth. The m ddl e-aged are nortgaged to



Life. The old are in life's lunber-room But youth is the Lord of
Life. Youth has a kingdomwaiting for it. Every one is born a

ki ng, and nost people die in exile, like nost kings. To wi n back
my youth, Gerald, there is nothing | wouldn't do - except take

exercise, get up early, or be a useful nenber of the comunity.

GERALD. But you don't call yourself old, Lord Illingworth?
LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | am ol d enough to be your father, Cerald.
GERALD. | don't renenber mny father; he died years ago.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  So Lady Hunstanton told rme.

GERALD. It is very curious, my nother never talks to ne about ny

f at her. | sometinmes think she nust have nmarri ed beneath her

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. [Wnces slightly.] Really? [CGoes over and puts
his hand on GERALD S shoulder.] You have mi ssed not having a

father, | suppose, Geral d?

GERALD. Onh, no; ny nother has been so good to ne. No one ever had

such a nother as | have had.

LORD | LLINGAORTH. | amquite sure of that. Still | should inagine
that nost nothers don't quite understand their sons. Don't

realise, | nean, that a son has anbitions, a desire to see life, to
make hinself a name. After all, Gerald, you couldn't be expected

to pass all your life in such a hole as Wockl ey, could you?

GCERALD. Ch, no! It would be dreadful

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. A nother's love is very touching, of course, but

it is often curiously selfish. | mean, there is a good deal of



selfishness in it.

GERALD. [Slowy.] | suppose there is.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Your nother is a thoroughly good worman. But
good wonen have such limted views of life, their horizon is so

small, their interests are so petty, aren't they?

GERALD. They are awfully interested, certainly, in things we don't

care nuch about.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | suppose your nother is very religious, and

that sort of thing.

GERALD. Ch, yes, she's always going to church

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Ah! she is not nodern, and to be nodern is the
only thing worth bei ng nowadays. You want to be nodern, don't you
Gerald? You want to know life as it really is. Not to be put of
with any ol d-fashioned theories about Iife. WIlIl, what you have to
do at present is sinply to fit yourself for the best society. A
man who can doni nate a London di nner-table can domi nate the world.
The future belongs to the dandy. It is the exquisites who are

going to rule.

GERALD. | should like to wear nice things awfully, but | have
al ways been told that a man should not think too nmuch about his

cl ot hes.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Peopl e nowadays are so absolutely superficia
that they don't understand the phil osophy of the superficial. By
the way, Gerald, you should learn howto tie your tie better
Sentiment is all very well for the button-hole. But the essentia

thing for a necktie is style. A well-tied tieis the first serious



step in life.

GERALD. [Laughing.] | night be able to learn howto tie a tie,
Lord Illingworth, but I should never be able to talk as you do. |

don't know how to tal k.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. On! talk to every wonan as if you | oved her, and
to every man as if he bored you, and at the end of your first
season you will have the reputation of possessing the nost perfect

soci al tact.

GERALD. But it is very difficult to get into society isn't it?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. To get into the best society, nowadays, one has

either to feed people, anuse people, or shock people - that is all!

GERALD. | suppose society is wonderfully delightful

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. To be in it is nerely a bore. But to be out of
it sinply a tragedy. Society is a necessary thing. No man has any
real success in this world unless he has got wonen to back him and
worren rul e society. |If you have not got wonmen on your side you are
quite over. You might just as well be a barrister, or a

stockbroker, or a journalist at once.

GERALD. It is very difficult to understand wonen, is it not?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  You shoul d never try to understand them Wnen
are pictures. Men are problens. |f you want to know what a woman
really neans - which, by the way, is always a dangerous thing to do

- look at her, don't listen to her

GERALD. But wonen are awfully clever, aren't they?



LORD | LLI NGAORTH. One shoul d al ways tell themso. But, to the
phi | osopher, ny dear Gerald, wonen represent the triunph of matter

over mind - just as nen represent the triunph of mnd over norals.

GERALD. How then can wonen have so nuch power as you say they

have?

LORD | LLI NGAMORTH. The history of wonen is the history of the worst
formof tyranny the world has ever known. The tyranny of the weak

over the strong. It is the only tyranny that |asts.

GERALD. But haven't wonen got a refining influence?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Not hing refines but the intellect.

GERALD. Still, there are many different kinds of wonen, aren't

t here?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Only two kinds in society: the plain and the

col our ed.

GERALD. But there are good wonen in society, aren't there?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Far too many.

GERALD. But do you think wonen shouldn't be good?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  One shoul d never tell themso, they'd all becone
good at once. Wnen are a fascinatingly wilful sex. Every wonan

is arebel, and usually in wild revolt against herself.

GERALD. You have never been married, Lord Illingworth, have you?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Men nmarry because they are tired; wonen because



they are curious. Both are di sappointed.

GERALD. But don't you think one can be happy when one is married?

LORD | LLI NGAMORTH. Perfectly happy. But the happiness of a narried

man, ny dear Gerald, depends on the people he has not narried.

GERALD. But if oneis in |ove?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. One shoul d al ways be in love. That is the

reason one should never narry.

GERALD. Love is a very wonderful thing, isn't it?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  When one is in | ove one begins by deceiving
oneself. And one ends by deceiving others. That is what the world
calls a romance. But a really GRANDE PASSION is conparatively rare
nowadays. It is the privilege of people who have nothing to do.
That is the one use of the idle classes in a country, and the only

possi bl e expl anati on of us Harfords.

GERALD. Harfords, Lord IlIlingworth?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. That is my famly nane. You should study the
Peerage, Gerald. It is the one book a young man about town shoul d
know thoroughly, and it is the best thing in fiction the English
have ever done. And now, Gerald, you are going into a perfectly
new life with ne, and | want you to know how to live. [MS
ARBUTHNOT appears on terrace behind.] For the world has been made

by fools that wise nmen should live in it!

[Enter L.C. LADY HUNSTANTON and DR. DAUBENY. ]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! here you are, dear Lord Illingworth. Well, |



suppose you have been telling our young friend, Gerald, what his
new duties are to be, and giving hima great deal of good advice

over a pleasant cigarette.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | have been giving himthe best of advice, Lady

Hunst ant on, and the best of cigarettes.

LADY HUNSTANTON. | amso sorry | was not here to listen to you

but | suppose | amtoo old nowto |earn. Except fromyou, dear
Archdeacon, when you are in your nice pulpit. But then | always
know what you are going to say, so | don't feel alarned. [Sees
MRS. ARBUTHNOT.] Ah! dear Ms. Arbuthnot, do come and join us.
Cone, dear. [Enter MRS. ARBUTHNOT.] Gerald has been having such a
long talk with Lord Illingworth; | amsure you nust feel very nuch
flattered at the pleasant way in which everything has turned out
for him Let us sit down. [They sit down.] And how is your

beautiful enbroidery going on?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | am al ways at work, Lady Hunstanton

LADY HUNSTANTON. M s. Daubeny enmbroiders a little, too, doesn't

she?

THE ARCHDEACON. She was very deft with her needle once, quite a
Dorcas. But the gout has crippled her fingers a good deal. She
has not touched the tambour frane for nine or ten years. But she
has many ot her anusenents. She is very nmuch interested in her own

heal t h.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! that is always a nice distraction, in it not?

Now, what are you tal king about, Lord Illingwrth? Do tell us.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | was on the point of explaining to Gerald that



the world has always | aughed at its own tragedies, that being the
only way in which it has been able to bear them And that,
consequently, whatever the world has treated seriously belongs to

the conedy side of things

LADY HUNSTANTON. Now | amquite out of my depth. | usually am
when Lord Illingworth says anything. And the Humane Society is
nmost carel ess. They never rescue me. | amleft to sink. | have a
dimidea, dear Lord Illingworth, that you are always on the side of

the sinners, and I know | always try to be on the side of the
saints, but that is as far as | get. And after all, it my be

merely the fancy of a drowni ng person

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. The only difference between the saint and the
sinner is that every saint has a past, and every sinner has a

future.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! that quite does for me. | haven't a word to

say. You and |, dear Ms. Arbuthnot, are behind the age. W can't

follow Lord Illingworth. Too nmuch care was taken w th our
education, | amafraid. To have been well brought up is a great
drawback nowadays. It shuts one out fromso nuch.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | should be sorry to follow Lord Illingworth in

any of his opinions.

LADY HUNSTANTON. You are quite right, dear

[ GERALD shrugs his shoul ders and | ooks irritably over at his

nmot her. Enter LADY CAROLI NE. ]

LADY CAROLINE. Jane, have you seen John anywhere?

LADY HUNSTANTON. You needn't be anxi ous about him dear. He is



with Lady Stutfield; | saw them some tinme ago, in the Yell ow
Drawi ng-room They seem quite happy together. You are not going,

Caroline? Pray sit down.

LADY CARCLINE. | think | had better | ook after John

[Exit LADY CAROLI NE.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. It doesn't do to pay nen so nuch attention. And
Caroline has really nothing to be anxi ous about. Lady Stutfield is
very synpathetic. She is just as synpathetic about one thing as

she is about another. A beautiful nature.

[Enter SIR JOHN and MRS. ALLONBY. ]

Ah! here is Sir John! And with Ms. Allonby too! | suppose it was
Ms. Allonby | saw himwith. Sir John, Caroline has been | ooking

everywhere for you.

MRS. ALLONBY. We have been waiting for her in the Misic-room dear

Lady Hunstanton

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! the Miusic-room of course. | thought it was
the Yell ow Drawi ng-room my nmenory is getting so defective. [To

the ARCHDEACON.] Ms. Daubeny has a wonderful nenory, hasn't she?

THE ARCHDEACON. She used to be quite remarkable for her nenory,
but since her last attack she recalls chiefly the events of her
early childhood. But she finds great pleasure in such

retrospections, great pleasure.

[ Enter LADY STUTFI ELD and MR KELVIL. ]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! dear Lady Stutfield! and what has M. Kelvi



been tal king to you about?

LADY STUTFI ELD. About Binetallism as well as | renenber.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Binetallism |Is that quite a nice subject?
However, | know peopl e discuss everything very freely nowadays.

What did Sir John talk to you about, dear Ms. Allonby?

VMRS. ALLONBY. About Patagoni a.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Really? Wat a renote topic! But very

i mproving, | have no doubt.

MRS. ALLONBY. He has been npbst interesting on the subject of
Pat agoni a. Savages seemto have quite the same views as cul tured

peopl e on alnost all subjects. They are excessively advanced.

LADY HUNSTANTON. \What do they do?

MRS. ALLONBY. Apparently everything.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Well, it is very gratifying, dear Archdeacon, is
it not, to find that Human Nature is permanently one. - On the

whole, the world is the sane world, is it not?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  The world is sinply divided into two cl asses -
those who believe the incredible, like the public - and those who

do the inprobable -

MRS. ALLONBY. Like yourself?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Yes; | am always astonishing nyself. It is the

only thing that makes life worth |iving.



LADY STUTFI ELD. And what have you been doing lately that

ast oni shes you?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | have been di scovering all kinds of beautiful

qualities in my own nature.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah! don't becone quite perfect all at once. Do it

gradual | y!

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | don't intend to grow perfect at all. At

least, | hope | shan't. It would be nost inconvenient. Wnen |ove
us for our defects. |If we have enough of them they will forgive

us everything, even our gigantic intellects.

MRS. ALLONBY. It is premature to ask us to forgive analysis. W
forgive adoration; that is quite as nmuch as shoul d be expected from

us.

[Enter LORD ALFRED. He joins LADY STUTFI ELD. ]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! we wonen shoul d forgive everything, shouldn't

we, dear Ms. Arbuthnot? | amsure you agree with me in that.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | do not, Lady Hunstanton. | think there are many

t hi ngs wonmen shoul d never forgive.

LADY HUNSTANTON. What sort of things?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. The ruin of another woman's |ife.

[ Moves slowy away to back of stage.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah! those things are very sad, no doubt, but I

bel i eve there are adm rabl e hones where people of that kind are



| ooked after and reformed, and | think on the whole that the secret

of life is to take things very, very easily.

MRS. ALLONBY. The secret of |life is never to have an enotion that

i s unbecom ng.

LADY STUTFI ELD. The secret of life is to appreciate the pleasure

of being terribly, terribly deceived.

KELVIL. The secret of life is to resist tenptation, Lady

Stutfield.

LORD | LLI NGAMORTH. There is no secret of life. Life's aim if it
has one, is sinply to be always | ooking for tenptations. There are
not nearly enough. | sonetines pass a whole day w thout com ng
across a single one. It is quite dreadful. It nakes one so

nervous about the future.

LADY HUNSTANTON. [ Shakes her fan at him] | don't know how it is,
dear Lord Illingworth, but everything you have said to-day seens to
me excessively imoral. It has been nost interesting, listening to
you.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Al thought is immoral. |Its very essence is
destruction. If you think of anything, you kill it. Nothing

survives bei ng thought of.

LADY HUNSTANTON. | don't understand a word, Lord Illingworth. But
| have no doubt it is all quite true. Personally, | have very
little to reproach nyself with, on the score of thinking. | don't

believe in wonmen thinking too nmuch. Wnen should think in

noder ation, as they should do all things in noderation



LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Moderation is a fatal thing, Lady Hunstanton.

Not hi ng succeeds |ike excess.

LADY HUNSTANTON. | hope | shall renmenber that. It sounds an
admrable maxim But |'mbeginning to forget everything. It's a

great m sfortune.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. It is one of your npbst fascinating qualities,
Lady Hunstanton. No woman should have a nenory. Menory in a wonan
i s the beginning of dowdi ness. One can always tell froma woman's

bonnet whet her she has got a nmenory or not.

LADY HUNSTANTON. How charm ng you are, dear Lord Illingworth. You
al ways find out that one's nost glaring fault is one's nost

important virtue. You have the nost conforting views of life.

[ Enter FARQUHAR ]

FARQUHAR. Doct or Daubeny's carri age!

LADY HUNSTANTON. M dear Archdeacon! It is only half-past ten.

THE ARCHDEACON. [Rising.] | amafraid | nust go, Lady Hunstanton.

Tuesday is always one of Ms. Daubeny's bad nights.

LADY HUNSTANTON. [Rising.] Well, | won't keep you from her.
[Goes with himtowards door.] | have told Farquhar to put a brace

of partridge into the carriage. Ms. Daubeny may fancy them

THE ARCHDEACON. It is very kind of you, but Ms. Daubeny never
touches solids now. Lives entirely on jellies. But she is
wonderfully cheerful, wonderfully cheerful. She has nothing to

compl ai n of.



[Exit with LADY HUNSTANTON.]

MRS. ALLONBY. [Goes over to LORD I LLINGAORTH.] There is a

beautiful moon to-night.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Let us go and look at it. To |ook at anything

that is inconstant is charm ng nowadays.

MRS. ALLONBY. You have your | ooking-gl ass.

LORD I LLINGAORTH. It is unkind. 1t nmerely shows nme my winkles.

MRS. ALLONBY. M ne is better behaved. It never tells ne the

truth.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Then it is in love with you.

[ Exeunt SIR JCHN, LADY STUTFI ELD, MR KELVIL and LORD ALFRED. ]

GERALD. [To LORD I LLI NGAMORTH] May | cone too?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Do, ny dear boy. [Moves towards with MRS.

ALLONBY and GERALD. ]

[ LADY CAROLI NE enters, looks rapidly round and goes off in opposite

direction to that taken by SIR JOHN and LADY STUTFI ELD. ]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Geral d!

GERALD. Wat, nother!

[Exit LORD I LLI NGAORTH with MRS. ALLONBY. ]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It is getting late. Let us go hone.



GERALD. My dear nother. Do let us wait a little longer. Lord
Illingwmorth is so delightful, and, by the way, nother, | have a
great surprise for you. W are starting for India at the end of

this nonth.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Let us go hone.

GERALD. If you really want to, of course, nother, but | nust bid
good-bye to Lord Illingworth first. [|'Il be back in five mnutes.
[Exit.]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Let himleave ne if he chooses, but not with him-

not with him | couldn't bear it. [Wlks up and down.]

[ Ent er HESTER ]

HESTER. What a lovely night it is, Ms. Arbuthnot.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Is it?

HESTER. Ms. Arbuthnot, | w sh you would let us be friends. You
are so different fromthe other wonen here. When you cane into the
Drawi ng-room thi s eveni ng, sonehow you brought with you a sense of
what is good and pure in life. | had been foolish. There are
things that are right to say, but that may be said at the wong

time and to the wong peopl e.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | heard what you said. | agree with it, Mss
Wor sl ey.
HESTER. | didn't know you had heard it. But | knew you would

agree with ne. A wonman who has sinned shoul d be puni shed,

shoul dn't she?



MRS. ARBUTHNOT.  Yes.

HESTER.  She shouldn't be allowed to cone into the society of good

men and wonen?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. She shoul d not.

HESTER. And the nman shoul d be punished in the sane way?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. |In the sane way. And the children, if there are

children, in the sane way al so?

HESTER.  Yes, it is right that the sins of the parents should be

visited on the children. It is ajust law. It is God s |aw.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It is one of God's terrible | ans.

[ Moves away to firepl ace.]

HESTER. You are distressed about your son |eaving you, Ms.

Ar but hnot ?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Yes.

HESTER. Do you like himgoing away with Lord Illingwrth? O
course there is position, no doubt, and noney, but position and

nmoney are not everything, are they?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. They are nothing; they bring msery.

HESTER. Then why do you let your son go with hinf

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He wi shes it hinself.



HESTER. But if you asked him he would stay, would he not?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He has set his heart on going.

HESTER. He couldn't refuse you anything. He |oves you too nuch.
Ask himto stay. Let nme send himin to you. He is on the terrace
at this nmonent with Lord Illingworth. | heard them | aughing

together as | passed through the Misic-room

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Don't trouble, Mss Wrsley, | can wait. It is of

no consequence.

HESTER. No, I'Il tell himyou want him Do - do ask himto stay.

[ Exit HESTER. ]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He won't conme - | know he won't cone.

[Enter LADY CAROLI NE. She | ooks round anxiously. Enter CGERALD.]

LADY CAROLINE. M. Arbuthnot, may | ask you is Sir John anywhere

on the terrace?

GERALD. No, Lady Caroline, he is not on the terrace.

LADY CAROLINE. It is very curious. It is time for himto retire.

[Exit LADY CAROLI NE.]

GERALD. Dear nother, | amafraid | kept you waiting. | forgot all
about it. | amso happy to-night, nother; | have never been so
happy.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. At the prospect of going away?



GERALD. Don't put it like that, nother. O course | amsorry to

| eave you. Wiy, you are the best nother in the whole world. But
after all, as Lord Illingworth says, it is inmpossible to live in
such a place as Wockley. You don't mind it. But |I'manbitions; I
want sonething nore than that. | want to have a career. | want to
do sonething that will make you proud of me, and Lord Illingworth

is going to help me. He is going to do everything for ne.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. CGerald, don't go away with Lord IIlingworth.

i mpl ore you not to. Gerald, | beg you

GERALD. Mbther, how changeabl e you are! You don't seemto know
your own nmind for a single nonent. An hour and a half ago in the
Dr awi ng-room you agreed to the whol e thing; now you turn round and
make objections, and try to force me to give up ny one chance in
life. Yes, ny one chance. You don't suppose that men |like Lord
Illingmorth are to be found every day, do you, nother? It is very
strange that when | have had such a wonderful piece of good | uck

the one person to put difficulties in my way should be ny own

nmot her. Besi des, you know, nother, | |ove Hester Wrsley. Wo
could help loving her? | love her nore than | have ever told you
far more. And if | had a position, if | had prospects, | could - |

could ask her to - Don't you understand now, nother, what it neans

to ne to be Lord Illingworth's secretary? To start like that is to
find a career ready for one - before one - waiting for one. If |
were Lord Illingworth's secretary | could ask Hester to be nmy wife.

As a wetched bank clerk with a hundred a year it would be an

i npertinence.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | fear you need have no hopes of M ss Wrsley.

know her views on life. She has just told themto nme. [A pause.]

GERALD. Then | have my anbition left, at any rate. That is



something - | amglad | have that! You have always tried to crush
my anbition, nmother - haven't you? You have told nme that the world

is a wcked place, that success is not worth having, that society

is shallow, and all that sort of thing - well, | don't believe it,
mother. | think the world nust be delightful. | think society
must be exquisite. | think success is a thing worth having. You

have been wrong in all that you taught nme, nother, quite wong.

Lord Illingworth is a successful man. He is a fashionable man. He
is anmn who lives in the world and for it. Well, | would give
anything to be just like Lord Illingworth.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | woul d sooner see you dead.

GERALD. Mdther, what is your objection to Lord Illingwrth? Tel

me - tell me right out. What is it?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He is a bad man.

GERALD. I n what way bad? | don't understand what you mnean.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | will tell you

GERALD. | suppose you think himbad, because he doesn't believe
the sane things as you do. Well, nen are different from wonen,
mother. It is natural that they should have different views.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It is not what Lord Illingworth believes, or what
he does not believe, that makes himbad. It is what he is.

GERALD. Mpther, is it sonething you know of hinf? Somnething you

actual ly know?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It is sonmething | know.



GERALD. Something you are quite sure of?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Quite sure of.

GERALD. How | ong have you known it?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. For twenty years

GERALD. Is it fair to go back twenty years in any man's career?
And what have you or | to do with Lord Illingworth's early life?

What business is it of ours?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. VWhat this man has been, he is now, and will be

al ways.
GERALD. Mbdther, tell me what Lord Illingworth did? |f he did
anyt hing shameful, I will not go away with him Surely you know me

wel | enough for that?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Gerald, cone near to ne. Quite close to ne, as
you used to do when you were a little boy, when you were nother's
own boy. [GERALD sits down betide his nother. She runs her
fingers through his hair, and strokes his hands.] Gerald, there
was a girl once, she was very young, she was little over eighteen
at the tine. George Harford - that was Lord Illingworth's nane
then - George Harford nmet her. She knew nothing about life. He -
knew everything. He made this girl love him He nmade her |ove him
so much that she left her father's house with himone norning. She
| oved him so much, and he had promised to marry her! He had
solemly pronmised to marry her, and she had believed him She was
very young, and - and ignorant of what life really is. But he put
the marriage off fromweek to week, and nonth to nonth. - She

trusted in himall the while. She loved him - Before her child



was born - for she had a child - she inplored himfor the child's
sake to marry her, that the child nmight have a name, that her sin
m ght not be visited on the child, who was innocent. He refused.
After the child was born she left him taking the child away, and
her life was ruined, and her soul ruined, and all that was sweet,
and good, and pure in her ruined also. She suffered terribly - she
suffers now. She will always suffer. For her there is no joy, no
peace, no atonenent. She is a wonman who drags a chain like a
guilty thing. She is a woman who wears a nmask, l|ike a thing that
is aleper. The fire cannot purify her. The waters cannot quench
her angui sh. Nothing can heal her! no anodyne can give her sleep
no poppies forgetfulness! She is lost! She is a lost soul! - That
is why | call Lord Illingworth a bad nman. That is why | don't want

my boy to be with him

GERALD. My dear nother, it all sounds very tragic, of course. But

| dare say the girl was just as much to blanme as Lord Illingworth
was. - After all, would a really nice girl, a girl with any nice
feelings at all, go away from her home with a man to whom she was

not married, and live with himas his wife? No nice girl would.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. [After a pause.] Gerald, | withdraw all ny
objections. You are at liberty to go anay with Lord IIlingworth,

when and where you choose.

GERALD. Dear mother, | knew you wouldn't stand in ny way. You are
the best wonman God ever nade. And, as for Lord Illingworth,

don't believe he is capable of anything infanmous or base. | can't
believe it of him- | can't.

HESTER [CQutside.] Let me go! Let me go! [Enter HESTER in

terror, and rushes over to GERALD and flings herself in his arns.]

HESTER. Ch! save ne - save ne fromhim



CGERALD. From whont

HESTER. He has insulted ne! Horribly insulted ne! Save ne!

CGERALD. VWho? Who has dared - ?

[LORD | LLI NGAORTH enters at back of stage. HESTER breaks from

GERALD S arns and points to him]

GERALD [He is quite beside hinmself with rage and indignation.]
Lord Illingworth, you have insulted the purest thing on God' s
earth, a thing as pure as ny own nother. You have insulted the
worman | love nost in the world with my own nother. As there is a

God in Heaven, | will kill you!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. [Rushing across and catching hold of hinm No! no!

GERALD. [Thrusting her back.] Don't hold ne, nmother. Don't hold

me - 111 kill him

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Ceral d!

GERALD. Let ne go, | say!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Stop, CGerald, stop! He is your own father!

[ GERALD cl utches his nother's hands and | ooks into her face. She
sinks slowy on the ground in shane. HESTER steals towards the
door. LORD ILLI NGMORTH frowns and bites his lip. After a tine
GERALD rai ses his nother up, puts his amround her, and | eads her

fromthe room]

ACT DROP



FOURTH ACT

SCENE

Sitting-roomat Ms. Arbuthnot's. Large open French w ndow at

back, |ooking on to garden. Doors R C and L.C

[ GERALD ARBUTHNOT writing at table.]

[Enter ALICE R C. foll owed by LADY HUNSTANTON and MRS. ALLONBY. ]

ALI CE. Lady Hunstanton and Ms. Allonby.

[Exit L.C.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. Good norni ng, Geral d.

GERALD. [Rising.] Good norning, Lady Hunstanton. Good norning,

Ms. Al onby.

LADY HUNSTANTON. [Sitting down.] W cane to inquire for your dear

nmot her, Gerald. | hope she is better?

GERALD. My not her has not come down yet, Lady Hunstanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Ah, | amafraid the heat was too nuch for her
last night. | think there nust have been thunder in the air. O
perhaps it was the nusic. Misic nmakes one feel so romantic - at

|l east it always gets on one's nerves.



MRS. ALLONBY. It's the sane thing, nowadays

LADY HUNSTANTON. | amso glad I don't know what you mean, dear. |
am afrai d you nean sonething wong. Ah, | see you're exanining

Ms. Arbuthnot's pretty room Isn't it nice and ol d-fashi oned?

MRS. ALLONBY. [Surveying the roomthrough her lorgnette.] It

| ooks quite the happy English hone.

LADY HUNSTANTON. That's just the word, dear; that just describes
it. One feels your nother's good influence in everything she has

about her, Gerald.

MRS. ALLONBY. Lord Illingworth says that all influence is bad, but

that a good influence is the worst in the world.

LADY HUNSTANTON. When Lord Illingworth knows Ms. Arbuthnot better
he will change his nmind. | nust certainly bring himhere.
MRS. ALLONBY. | should like to see Lord Illingworth in a happy

Engl i sh hone.

LADY HUNSTANTON. It would do hima great deal of good, dear. Most
worren i n London, nowadays, seemto furnish their roonms w th nothing
but orchids, foreigners, and French novels. But here we have the
roomof a sweet saint. Fresh natural flowers, books that don't

shock one, pictures that one can | ook at w thout bl ushing.

MRS. ALLONBY. But | |ike bl ushing.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Well, there IS a good deal to be said for
blushing, if one can do it at the proper nonent. Poor dear

Hunstanton used to tell ne | didn't blush nearly often enough. But



then he was so very particular. He wouldn't let me know any of his
men friends, except those who were over seventy, |ike poor Lord
Ashton: who afterwards, by the way, was brought into the Divorce

Court. A nost unfortunate case.

MRS. ALLONBY. | delight in nmen over seventy. They always offer
one the devotion of a lifetime. | think seventy an ideal age for a
man.

LADY HUNSTANTON. She is quite incorrigible, Gerald, isn't she?
By-the-by, Gerald, | hope your dear nother will cone and see ne
nmore often now. You and Lord Illingworth start alnost inmediately,

don't you?

GERALD. | have given up ny intention of being Lord Illingworth's

secretary.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Surely not, CGerald! It would be nost unw se of

you. \What reason can you have?

GERALD. | don't think |I should be suitable for the post.

MRS. ALLONBY. | wish Lord Illingworth would ask me to be his

secretary. But he says | am not serious enough

LADY HUNSTANTON. My dear, you really nmustn't talk like that in

this house. Ms. Arbuthnot doesn't know anything about the wi cked

society in which we all live. She won't go into it. Sheis far
too good. | consider it was a great honour her comng to ne |ast
night. It gave quite an atnosphere of respectability to the party.

MRS. ALLONBY. Ah, that nust have been what you thought was thunder

in the air.



LADY HUNSTANTON. M dear, how can you say that? There is no
resenbl ance between the two things at all. But really, Cerald,

what do you nean by not being suitable?

GERALD. Lord Illingworth's views of life and mne are too

different.

LADY HUNSTANTON. But, ny dear Gerald, at your age you shoul dn't
have any views of life. They are quite out of place. You nust be
gui ded by others in this natter. Lord Illingworth has nade you the
nost flattering offer, and travelling with himyou wuld see the
world - as nuch of it, at |east, as one should | ook at - under the
best auspices possible, and stay with all the right people, which

is so inportant at this solem nonent in your career

GERALD. | don't want to see the world: |'ve seen enough of it.

MRS. ALLONBY. | hope you don't think you have exhausted life, M.
Arbut hnot. Wen a man says that, one knows that |ife has exhausted

hi m

GERALD. | don't wish to | eave ny not her.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Now, Cerald, that is pure | aziness on your part.
Not | eave your nmother! If | were your nother | would insist on

your goi ng.

[Enter ALICE L.C. ]

ALICE. Ms. Arbuthnot's conplinments, my |ady, but she has a bad

headache, and cannot see any one this norning. [Exit R C.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. [Rising.] A bad headache! | amso sorry!

Perhaps you'll bring her up to Hunstanton this afternoon, if she is



better, Cerald.

GERALD. | amafraid not this afternoon, Lady Hunstanton.

LADY HUNSTANTON. Well, to-norrow, then. Ah, if you had a father,
Gerald, he wouldn't let you waste your life here. He would send
you off with Lord Illingworth at once. But nothers are so weak.

They give up to their sons in everything. W are all heart, all

heart. Come, dear, | nmust call at the rectory and inquire for Ms.
Daubeny, who, | amafraid, is far fromwell. It is wonderful how
the Archdeacon bears up, quite wonderful. He is the nost

synpat heti c of husbands. Quite a nodel. Good-bye, Gerald, give ny

fondest |ove to your nother.

MRS. ALLONBY. Cood-bye, M. Arbuthnot.

GERALD. CGood- bye.

[ Exit LADY HUNSTANTON and MRS. ALLONBY. GERALD sits down and reads

over his letter.]

GERALD. What nanme can | sign? |, who have no right to any nane.
[Signs nanme, puts letter into envel ope, addresses it, and is about
to seal it, when door L.C opens and MRS. ARBUTHNOT enters. GERALD

| ays down sealing-wax. Mother and son | ook at each other.]

LADY HUNSTANTON. [ Through French wi ndow at the back.] Good-bye
again, Gerald. W are taking the short cut across your pretty
garden. Now, renenber my advice to you - start at once with Lord

I'1li ngworth.

MRS. ALLONBY. AU REVO R, M. Arbuthnot. Mnd you bring ne back

somet hing nice fromyour travels - not an Indian shawl - on no



account an I ndi an shaw .

[ Exeunt . ]

GERALD. Mbther, | have just witten to him

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. To whonf?

GERALD. To ny father. | have witten to tell himto cone here at

four o' clock this afternoon.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He shall not come here. He shall not cross the

threshol d of ny house.

GERALD. He nust cone.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. CGerald, if you are going away with Lord
Illingworth, go at once. Go before it kills nme: but don't ask ne

to neet him

GERALD. Mot her, you don't understand. Nothing in the world would

i nduce ne to go away with Lord Illingworth, or to | eave you.
Surely you know nme well enough for that. No: | have witten to him
to say -

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. What can you have to say to hinf

GERALD. Can't you guess, nother, what | have witten in this

letter?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT.  No.

GERALD. Mbpther, surely you can. Think, think what nust be done,

now, at once, within the next few days.



MRS. ARBUTHNOT. There is nothing to be done.

GERALD. | have witten to Lord Illingworth to tell himthat he

must marry you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Marry ne?

GERALD. Mbther, | will force himto do it. The wong that has
been done you nust be repaired. Atonenent nmust be made. Justice
may be slow, nmother, but it comes in the end. 1In a few days you

shall be Lord Illingworth's lawful wife.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. But, Gerald -

GERALD. | will insist upon his doing it. | will make himdo it:

he will not dare to refuse.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. But, Gerald, it is | who refuse. | will not marry

Lord Illingworth.

GERALD. Not marry hin? Mt her!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | will not marry him

GERALD. But you don't understand: it is for your sake | am
talking, not for mne. This nmarriage, this necessary narriage,
this marriage which for obvious reasons nust inevitably take place,
will not help me, will not give ne a nane that will be really,
rightly mine to bear. But surely it will be sonmething for you,
that you, nmy nother, should, however |ate, becone the wife of the

man who is ny father. WII not that be something?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | will not marry him



GERALD. Mbther, you nust.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | will not. You talk of atonenent for a w ong
done. What atonement can be nade to ne? There is no atonenent
possible. | amdisgraced: he is not. That is all. It is the
usual history of a man and a woman as it usually happens, as it
al ways happens. And the ending is the ordinary ending. The wonan

suffers. The nan goes free.

GERALD. | don't know if that is the ordinary ending, nother: |
hope it is not. But your life, at any rate, shall not end |like
that. The nan shall nake whatever reparation is possible. It is
not enough. It does not wi pe out the past, | know that. But at

|l east it makes the future better, better for you, nother

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | refuse to marry Lord IlIlingworth.

GERALD. If he cane to you hinself and asked you to be his wife you

would give hima different answer. Renenber, he is ny father

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. |f he cane hinself, which he will not do, ny

answer would be the sane. Renenber | am your nother.

GERALD. Mother, you nmeke it terribly difficult for me by talking
like that; and | can't understand why you won't |l ook at this matter
fromthe right, fromthe only proper standpoint. It is to take
away the bitterness out of your life, to take away the shadow t hat
lies on your nane, that this marriage nust take place. There is no
alternative: and after the nmarriage you and | can go away together
But the marriage nust take place first. It is a duty that you owe,
not nerely to yourself, but to all other wonen - yes: to all the

other wonen in the world, |est he betray nore.



MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | owe nothing to other wonen. There is not one of
themto help ne. There is not one wonan in the world to whom I
could go for pity, if I would take it, or for synpathy, if | could
winit. Wnen are hard on each other. That girl, last night, good
t hough she is, fled fromthe roomas though | were a tainted thing.
She was right. | ama tainted thing. But nmy wongs are ny own,
and | will bear themalone. | nust bear them al one. What have
wonmen who have not sinned to do with ne, or I with then? W do not

under st and each ot her.

[ Ent er HESTER behi nd. ]

GERALD. | inplore you to do what | ask you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. What son has ever asked of his npther to make so

hi deous a sacrifice? None.

GERALD. What not her has ever refused to marry the father of her

own child? None.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Let me be the first, then. I will not do it.

GERALD. Mbpther, you believe in religion, and you brought me up to
believe in it also. Well, surely your religion, the religion that
you taught ne when | was a boy, nother, nust tell you that I am

right. You know it, you feel it.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | do not know it. | do not feel it, nor will |

ever stand before God's altar and ask God's bl essing on so hideous

a nmockery as a marriage between me and George Harford. | will not
say the words the Church bids us to say. | will not say them |
dare not. How could | swear to love the man | | oathe, to honour

hi m who wrought you di shonour, to obey himwho, in his mastery,



made me to sin? No: nmarriage is a sacranment for those who | ove
each other. It is not for such as him or such as me. Gerald, to
save you fromthe world's sneers and taunts | have lied to the
world. For twenty years | have lied to the world. | could not
tell the world the truth. Wo can, ever? But not for ny own sake
will I lieto God, and in God's presence. No, Cerald, no cerenony,
Chur ch-hal | owed or State-nade, shall ever bind me to George
Harford. It nmay be that | amtoo bound to him already, who,
robbing me, yet left me richer, so that in the mre of nmy life

found the pearl of price, or what | thought would be so.

GERALD. | don't understand you now.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Men don't understand what nothers are. | amno
different fromother wonmen except in the wong done nme and the
wong | did, and nmy very heavy puni shnents and great disgrace. And
yet, to bear you | had to |l ook on death. To nurture you | had to
westle with it. Death fought with ne for you. Al wonen have to
fight with death to keep their children. Death, being childless,
wants our children fromus. GCerald, when you were naked | cl othed
you, when you were hungry | gave you food. N ght and day all that
long winter I tended you. No office is too nmean, no care too lowy
for the thing we wonen |love - and oh! how | loved YOU  Not Hannah
Samuel nore. And you needed | ove, for you were weakly, and only

| ove coul d have kept you alive. Only |ove can keep any one alive.
And boys are carel ess often and without thinking give pain, and we
al ways fancy that when they cone to man's estate and know us better
they will repay us. But it is not so. The world draws them from
our side, and they nake friends with whomthey are happier than
they are with us, and have anusenents from which we are barred, and
interests that are not ours: and they are unjust to us often, for
when they find life bitter they blame us for it, and when they find

it sweet we do not taste its sweetness with them. . . You nmade



many friends and went into their houses and were glad with them
and |, knowing ny secret, did not dare to follow, but stayed at
home and cl osed the door, shut out the sun and sat in darkness.
What should | have done in honest househol ds? M past was ever
with me. . . . And you thought | didn't care for the pl easant
things of life. 1 tell youl longed for them but did not dare to
touch them feeling | had no right. You thought | was happi er
wor ki ng anongst the poor. That was ny mission, you inagined. It
was not, but where else was | to go? The sick do not ask if the

hand that snooths their pillowis pure, nor the dying care if the

lips that touch their brow have known the kiss of sin. It was you
I thought of all the tine; | gave to themthe |ove you did not
need: |avished on thema love that was not theirs . . . And you

thought | spent too rmuch of ny time in going to Church, and in
Church duties. But where else could | turn? GCod's house is the
only house where sinners are nmade wel cone, and you were always in
my heart, Gerald, too much in ny heart. For, though day after day,
at nmorn or evensong, | have knelt in God' s house, | have never
repented of ny sin. How could I repent of ny sin when you, ny
love, were its fruit! Even now that you are bitter to me | cannot
repent. | do not. You are nore to ne than innocence. | would
rat her be your nother - oh! nuch rather! - than have been al ways
pure . . . Oh, don't you see? don't you understand? It is ny

di shonour that has made you so dear to me. It is ny disgrace that
has bound you so closely to ne. It is the price | paid for you -
the price of soul and body - that nakes ne Iove you as | do. Onh,
don't ask me to do this horrible thing. Child of ny shane, be

still the child of ny shane!

GERALD. Mbther, | didn't know you |loved ne so nuch as that. And
will be a better son to you than | have been. And you and | nust
never |eave each other . . . but, mother . . . | can't help it

you nust becone ny father's wife. You nust marry him It is



your duty.

HESTER. [ Runni ng forwards and enbraci ng MRS. ARBUTHNOT.] No, no;
you shall not. That would be real dishonour, the first you have
ever known. That would be real disgrace: the first to touch you
Leave himand cone with me. There are other countries than Engl and
On! other countries over sea, better, w ser, and | ess unjust

Il ands. The world is very wi de and very big.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. No, not for ne. For me the world is shrivelled to

a palms breadth, and where | wal k there are thorns.

HESTER. It shall not be so. W shall sonmewhere find green valleys
and fresh waters, and if we weep, well, we shall weep together.

Have we not both | oved hinf?

GERALD. Hest er!

HESTER. [Waving him back.] Don't, don't! You cannot |ove ne at
all, unless you love her also. You cannot honour ne, unless she's
holier to you. 1In her all wormanhood is martyred. Not she al one,

but all of us are stricken in her house.

GERALD. Hester, Hester, what shall | do?

HESTER. Do you respect the man who is your father?

GERALD. Respect hinf? 1 despise him He is infanous.

HESTER. | thank you for saving me fromhimlast night.

GERALD. Ah, that is nothing. | would die to save you. But you

don't tell ne what to do now



HESTER. Have | not thanked you for saving ME?

CGERALD. But what should | do?

HESTER. Ask your own heart, not mine. | never had a nother to

save, or shane.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He is hard - he is hard. Let ne go away.

GERALD. [Rushes over and kneel s down bedside his nother.] Mother

forgive ne: | have been to bl ane.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Don't kiss ny hands: they are cold. M heart is

col d: sonething has broken it.

HESTER, Ah, don't say that. Hearts |ive by being wounded.

Pl easure may turn a heart to stone, riches nmay nake it callous, but
sorrow - oh, sorrow cannot break it. Besides, what sorrows have
you now? Wiy, at this noment you are nore dear to himthan ever
DEAR t hough you have BEEN, and oh! how dear you HAVE been al ways.

Ah! be kind to him

GERALD. You are ny nother and ny father all in one. | need no
second parent. It was for you | spoke, for you alone. Ch, say
somet hing, nother. Have | but found one | ove to | ose another?
Don't tell me that. O nother, you are cruel. [Gets up and flings

hi nsel f sobbing on a sofa.]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. [To HESTER ] But has he found i ndeed another

| ove?

HESTER. You know | have | oved hi m al ways.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. But we are very poor



HESTER. Who, being loved, is poor? OCh, no one. | hate ny riches.

They are a burden. Let himshare it with ne.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. But we are disgraced. W rank anong the outcasts
Gerald is nanel ess. The sins of the parents should be visited on

the chil dren. It is God' s | aw

HESTER. | was wong. God's lawis only Love.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. [Rises, and taking HESTER by the hand, goes slowy
over to where GERALD is lying on the sofa with his head buried in
hi s hands. She touches himand he | ooks up.] Gerald, | cannot

give you a father, but | have brought you a w fe.

GERALD. Mdther, | amnot worthy either of her or you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. So she cones first, you are worthy. And when you
are away, Gerald . . . with . . . her - oh, think of ne sonetines.
Don't forget ne. And when you pray, pray for me. W should pray

when we are happi est, and you will be happy, Gerald.

HESTER. Oh, you don't think of |eaving us?

GERALD. Mbdther, you won't | eave us?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | mght bring shane upon you!

GERALD. Mot her!

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. For a little then: and if you let nme, near you

al ways.

HESTER. [To MRS. ARBUTHNOT.] Cone out with us to the garden.



MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Later on, later on. [Exeunt HESTER and GERALD.
MRS. ARBUTHNOT goes towards door L.C. St ops at | ooki ng-gl ass over

mant el pi ece and looks into it. Enter ALICE R C.]

ALICE. A gentleman to see you, ma'am

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Say | amnot at home. Show nme the card. [Takes

card fromsalver and looks at it.] Say | will not see him

[LORD I LLI NGAORTH enters. NMRS. ARBUTHNOT sees himin the glass and
starts, but does not turn round. Exit ALICE.] Wat can you have
to say to nme to-day, George Harford? You can have nothing to say

to me. You nust |eave this house.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Rachel, Gerald knows everything about you and ne
now, so sone arrangenent nust be conme to that will suit us all
three. | assure you, he will find in me the nost charning and

generous of fathers.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. My son may conme in at any nmonent. | saved you
last night. | nay not be able to save you again. M son feels ny
di shonour strongly, terribly strongly. | beg you to go.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. [Sitting down.] Last night was excessively
unfortunate. That silly Puritan girl naking a scene nerely because

I wanted to kiss her. What harmis there in a kiss?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. [Turning round.] A kiss may ruin a human life,

George Harford. | know that. | know that too well.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  We won't discuss that at present. What is of
i nportance to-day, as yesterday, is still our son. | amextrenely

fond of him as you know, and odd though it may seemto you, |



adm red his conduct last night i mensely. He took up the cudgels
for that pretty prude with wonderful pronptitude. He is just what
I should have liked a son of nine to be. Except that no son of

m ne shoul d ever take the side of the Puritans: that is always an

error. Now, what | propose is this.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Lord Illingworth, no proposition of yours

i nterests ne.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  According to our ridiculous English | aws, |
can't legitinmse CGerald. But | can |leave himny property.
Illingmorth is entailed, of course, but it is a tedious barrack of
a place. He can have Ashby, which is nuch prettier, Harborough
whi ch has the best shooting in the north of England, and the house
in St. James Square. \What nore can a gentleman require in this

wor | d?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Nothing nore, | amquite sure.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  As for a title, atitle is really rather a
nui sance in these denocratic days. As George Harford | had

everything | wanted. Now | have nerely everything that other

peopl e want, which isn't nearly so pleasant. WlIlI, ny proposal is
this.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | told you | was not interested, and | beg you to
go.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  The boy is to be with you for six nmonths in the
year, and with nme for the other six. That is perfectly fair, is it
not? You can have whatever allowance you like, and |ive where you
choose. As for your past, no one knows anythi ng about it except

mysel f and Gerald. There is the Puritan, of course, the Puritan in



white nuslin, but she doesn't count. She couldn't tell the story
wi t hout expl aining that she objected to being kissed, could she?
And all the women would think her a fool and the nen think her a
bore. And you need not be afraid that Gerald won't be ny heir. |

needn't tell you | have not the slightest intention of nmarrying.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. You cone too late. M son has no need of you.

You are not necessary.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  What do you nean, Rachel ?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. That you are not necessary to Gerald's career. He

does not require you.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | do not understand you.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Look into the garden. [LORD |LLI NGAORTH rises and
goes towards wi ndow.] You had better not let them see you: you
bring unpl easant nenories. [LORD |ILLI NGAORTH | ooks out and
starts.] She loves him They | ove each other. W are safe from

you, and we are goi ng away.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  \Wher e?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. We will not tell you, and if you find us we wll
not know you. You seem surprised. Wat wel cone would you get from
the girl whose lips you tried to soil, fromthe boy whose |life you

have shamed, from the nother whose di shonour cones from you?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  You have grown hard, Rachel.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | was too weak once. It is well for nme that |

have changed.



LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | was very young at the tinme. We nen know life

too early.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. And we wonen know |l ife too late. That is the

di fference between nen and wonen. [ A pause.]

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Rachel, | want ny son. M/ noney may be of no
use to himnow. | nmay be of no use to him but | want nmy son.
Bring us together, Rachel. You can do it if you choose. [ Sees

letter on table.]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. There is no roomin ny boy's life for you. He is

not interested in YOU.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Then why does he wite to nme?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. What do you nean?

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  What letter is this? [Takes up letter.]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. That - is nothing. Gve it to ne.

LORD | LLINGWORTH. It is addressed to ME.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. You are not to open it. | forbid you to open it.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  And in Geral d's handwiting.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It was not to have been sent. It is a letter he
wote to you this nmorning, before he saw nme. But he is sorry now

he wote it, very sorry. You are not to openit. Gve it to ne.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. It belongs to ne. [Opens it, sits down and

reads it slowy. MRS. ARBUTHNOT watches himall the tine.] You



have read this letter, | suppose, Rachel?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT.  No.

LORD | LLI NGWORTH.  You know what is in it?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Yes!

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | don't adnmit for a nonent that the boy is right
in what he says. | don't adnit that it is any duty of nmine to
marry you. | deny it entirely. But to get nmy son back I am ready
- yes, | amready to marry you, Rachel - and to treat you al ways
with the deference and respect due to ny wife. | will nmarry you as
soon as you choose. | give you ny word of honour

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. You nmade that pronise to nme once before and broke

it.

LORD | LLINGAORTH. | will keep it now. And that will show you that
I love ny son, at |east as nmuch as you love him For when | marry
you, Rachel, there are some anbitions | shall have to surrender

H gh anmbitions, too, if any anmbition is high

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | decline to marry you, Lord IIlingworth.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  Are you serious?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Yes.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Do tell nme your reasons. They would interest ne

enor nousl y.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. | have al ready explained themto my son.



LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | suppose they were intensely sentinental,
weren't they? You wonen live by your enotions and for them You

have no phil osophy of life.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. You are right. W wonen |live by our enotions and

for them By our passions, and for them if you will. | have two
passions, Lord Illingworth: ny love of him ny hate of you. You
cannot kill those. They feed each other.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. What sort of love is that which needs to have

hate as its brother?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It is the sort of love | have for Gerald. Do you
think that terrible? Well it is terrible. Al love is terrible.
All love is a tragedy. | loved you once, Lord Illingworth. Oh,

what a tragedy for a worman to have | oved you!

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  So you really refuse to marry ne?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Yes.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. Because you hate ne?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Yes.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  And does ny son hate ne as you do?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. No.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. | am gl ad of that, Rachel.

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. He nerely despi ses you.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  What a pity! Wiat a pity for him | nean.



MRS. ARBUTHNOT. Don't be deceived, CGeorge. Children begin by
loving their parents. After a tine they judge them Rarely if

ever do they forgive them

LORD | LLI NGAORTH. [Reads letter over again, very slowy.] My
ask by what argunments you nade the boy who wrote this letter, this
beautiful, passionate letter, believe that you should not marry his

father, the father of your own child?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. It was not | who nade himsee it. |t was anot her

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  What FI N- DE- SI ECLE per son?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. The Puritan, Lord Illingworth. [A pause.]

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  [Wnces, then rises slowy and goes over to
tabl e where his hat and gl oves are. MRS. ARBUTHNOT is standing
close to the table. He picks up one of the gloves, and begins

pulling it on.] There is not nmuch then for ne to do here, Rachel?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT.  Not hi ng.

LORD | LLINGAORTH. It is good-bye, is it?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. For ever, | hope, this tinme, Lord IIlingworth.

LORD | LLI NGAORTH.  How curious! At this nmonment you | ook exactly as
you | ooked the night you left me twenty years ago. You have just
the sane expression in your nouth. Upon ny word, Rachel, no wonan
ever loved nme as you did. Wy, you gave yourself to ne like a
flower, to do anything |I liked with. You were the prettiest of

pl ayt hi ngs, the nost fascinating of snmall romances . . . [Pulls out

watch.] Quarter to two! Mist be strolling back to Hunstanton



Don't suppose | shall see you there again. |I'msorry, | am
really. [It's been an anusi ng experience to have net anongst people
of one's own rank, and treated quite seriously too, one's mstress,

and one's -

[ MRS. ARBUTHNOT snhatches up glove and strikes LORD I LLI NGAORTH
across the face with it. LORD ILLI NGAORTH starts. He is dazed by
the insult of his punishnent. Then he controls hinself, and goes

to wi ndow and | ooks out at his son. Sighs and | eaves the room]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. [Falls sobbing on the sofa.] He would have said

it. He would have said it.

[ Enter GERALD and HESTER from the garden.]

GERALD. Well, dear nother. You never canme out after all. So we
have cone in to fetch you. Mdther, you have not been crying?

[ Kneel s down besi de her.]

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. My boy! MW boy! My boy! [Running her fingers

through his hair.]

HESTER. [ Coming over.] But you have two children now. You'll [et

me be your daughter?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. [Looking up.] Wuld you choose nme for a nother?

HESTER. You of all wonen | have ever known.

[ They nove towards the door |eading into garden with their arns
round each other's waists. GERALD goes to table L.C. for his hat.
On turning round he sees LORD | LLI NGAMORTH S gl ove lying on the

floor, and picks it up.]



GERALD. Hallo, nother, whose glove is this? You have had a

visitor. Wi was it?

MRS. ARBUTHNOT. [Turning round.] ©Ch! no one. No one in

particular. A man of no inportance.

CURTAI' N

End



