
Side #1: Algernon and Jack 
Algernon.  Where is that place in the country, by the way? 
Jack.  That is nothing to you, dear boy.  You are not going to be invited . . . I may tell 
you candidly that the place is not in Shropshire. 
Algernon.  I suspected that, my dear fellow!  I have Bunburyed all over Shropshire on 
two separate occasions.  Now, go on.  Why are you Ernest in town and Jack in the 
country? 
Jack.  My dear Algy, I don’t know whether you will be able to understand my real 
motives.  You are hardly serious enough.  When one is placed in the position of guardian, 
one has to adopt a very high moral tone on all subjects.  It’s one’s duty to do so.  And as a 
high moral tone can hardly be said to conduce very much to either one’s health or one’s 
happiness, in order to get up to town I have always pretended to have a younger brother 
of the name of Ernest, who lives in the Albany, and gets into the most dreadful scrapes.  
That, my dear Algy, is the whole truth pure and simple. 
Algernon.  The truth is rarely pure and never simple.  Modern life would be very tedious 
if it were either, and modern literature a complete impossibility! 
Jack.  That wouldn’t be at all a bad thing. 
Algernon.  Literary criticism is not your forte, my dear fellow.  Don’t try it.  You should 
leave that to people who haven’t been at a University.  They do it so well in the daily 
papers.  What you really are is a Bunburyist.  I was quite right in saying you were a 
Bunburyist.  You are one of the most advanced Bunburyists I know. 
Jack.  What on earth do you mean? 
Algernon.  You have invented a very useful younger brother called Ernest, in order that 
you may be able to come up to town as often as you like.  I have invented an invaluable 
permanent invalid called Bunbury, in order that I may be able to go down into the 
country whenever I choose.  Bunbury is perfectly invaluable.  If it wasn’t for Bunbury’s 
extraordinary bad health, for instance, I wouldn’t be able to dine with you at Willis’s to-
night, for I have been really engaged to Aunt Augusta for more than a week. 
Jack.  I haven’t asked you to dine with me anywhere to-night. 
Algernon.  I know.  You are absurdly careless about sending out invitations.  It is very 
foolish of you.  Nothing annoys people so much as not receiving invitations. 
Jack.  You had much better dine with your Aunt Augusta. 
Algernon.  I haven’t the smallest intention of doing anything of the kind.  To begin with, 
I dined there on Monday, and once a week is quite enough to dine with one’s own 
relations.  In the second place, whenever I do dine there I am always treated as a member 



of the family, and sent down with either no woman at all, or two.  In the third place, I 
know perfectly well whom she will place me next to, to-night.  She will place me next 
Mary Farquhar, who always flirts with her own husband across the dinner-table.  That is 
not very pleasant.  Indeed, it is not even decent . . . and that sort of thing is enormously 
on the increase.  The amount of women in London who flirt with their own husbands is 
perfectly scandalous.  It looks so bad.  It is simply washing one’s clean linen in public.  
Besides, now that I know you to be a confirmed Bunburyist I naturally want to talk to you 
about Bunburying.  I want to tell you the rules. 
Jack.  I’m not a Bunburyist at all.  If Gwendolen accepts me, I am going to kill my 
brother, indeed I think I’ll kill him in any case.  Cecily is a little too much interested in 
him.  It is rather a bore.  So I am going to get rid of Ernest.  And I strongly advise you to 
do the same with Mr. . . . with your invalid friend who has the absurd name. 
Algernon.  Nothing will induce me to part with Bunbury, and if you ever get married, 
which seems to me extremely problematic, you will be very glad to know Bunbury.  A 
man who marries without knowing Bunbury has a very tedious time of it. 
Jack.  That is nonsense.  If I marry a charming girl like Gwendolen, and she is the only 
girl I ever saw in my life that I would marry, I certainly won’t want to know Bunbury. 
Algernon.  Then your wife will.  You don’t seem to realise, that in married life three is 
company and two is none. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Side #2: Gwendolen and Jack 
 
Jack.  You really love me, Gwendolen? 
Gwendolen.  Passionately! 
Jack.  Darling!  You don’t know how happy you’ve made me. 
Gwendolen.  My own Ernest! 
Jack.  But you don’t really mean to say that you couldn’t love me if my name wasn’t 
Ernest? 
Gwendolen.  But your name is Ernest. 
Jack.  Yes, I know it is.  But supposing it was something else?  Do you mean to say you 
couldn’t love me then? 
Gwendolen.  [Glibly.]  Ah! that is clearly a metaphysical speculation, and like most 
metaphysical speculations has very little reference at all to the actual facts of real life, as 
we know them. 
Jack.  Personally, darling, to speak quite candidly, I don’t much care about the name of 
Ernest . . . I don’t think the name suits me at all. 
Gwendolen.  It suits you perfectly.  It is a divine name.  It has a music of its own.  It 
produces vibrations. 
Jack.  Well, really, Gwendolen, I must say that I think there are lots of other much nicer 
names.  I think Jack, for instance, a charming name. 
Gwendolen.  Jack? . . . No, there is very little music in the name Jack, if any at all, 
indeed.  It does not thrill.  It produces absolutely no vibrations . . . I have known several 
Jacks, and they all, without exception, were more than usually plain.  Besides, Jack is a 
notorious domesticity for John!  And I pity any woman who is married to a man called 
John.  She would probably never be allowed to know the entrancing pleasure of a single 
moment’s solitude.  The only really safe name is Ernest. 
Jack.  Gwendolen, I must get christened at once—I mean we must get married at once.  
There is no time to be lost. 
Gwendolen.  Married, Mr. Worthing? 
Jack.  [Astounded.]  Well . . . surely.  You know that I love you, and you led me to 
believe, Miss Fairfax, that you were not absolutely indifferent to me. 
Gwendolen.  I adore you.  But you haven’t proposed to me yet.  Nothing has been said at 
all about marriage.  The subject has not even been touched on. 
Jack.  Well . . . may I propose to you now? 



Gwendolen.  I think it would be an admirable opportunity.  And to spare you any 
possible disappointment, Mr. Worthing, I think it only fair to tell you quite frankly 
before-hand that I am fully determined to accept you. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Side #3: Lady Bracknell and Jack 
 
 
Lady Bracknell.  [Sitting down.]  You can take a seat, Mr. Worthing. 
[Looks in her pocket for note-book and pencil.] 
Jack.  Thank you, Lady Bracknell, I prefer standing. 
Lady Bracknell.  [Pencil and note-book in hand.]  I feel bound to tell you that you are 
not down on my list of eligible young men, although I have the same list as the dear 
Duchess of Bolton has.  We work together, in fact.  However, I am quite ready to enter 
your name, should your answers be what a really affectionate mother requires.  Do you 
smoke? 
Jack.  Well, yes, I must admit I smoke. 
Lady Bracknell.  I am glad to hear it.  A man should always have an occupation of some 
kind.  There are far too many idle men in London as it is.  How old are you? 
Jack.  Twenty-nine. 
Lady Bracknell.  A very good age to be married at.  I have always been of opinion that a 
man who desires to get married should know either everything or nothing.  Which do you 
know? 
Jack.  [After some hesitation.]  I know nothing, Lady Bracknell. 
Lady Bracknell.  I am pleased to hear it.  I do not approve of anything that tampers with 
natural ignorance.  Ignorance is like a delicate exotic fruit; touch it and the bloom is 
gone.  The whole theory of modern education is radically unsound.  Fortunately in 
England, at any rate, education produces no effect whatsoever.  If it did, it would prove a 
serious danger to the upper classes, and probably lead to acts of violence in Grosvenor 
Square.  What is your income? 
Jack.  Between seven and eight thousand a year. 
Lady Bracknell.  [Makes a note in her book.]  In land, or in investments? 
Jack.  In investments, chiefly. 
Lady Bracknell.  That is satisfactory.  What between the duties expected of one during 
one’s lifetime, and the duties exacted from one after one’s death, land has ceased to be 
either a profit or a pleasure.  It gives one position, and prevents one from keeping it up.  
That’s all that can be said about land. 
Jack.  I have a country house with some land, of course, attached to it, about fifteen 
hundred acres, I believe; but I don’t depend on that for my real income.  In fact, as far as 
I can make out, the poachers are the only people who make anything out of it. 



Lady Bracknell.  A country house!  How many bedrooms?  Well, that point can be 
cleared up afterwards.  You have a town house, I hope?  A girl with a simple, unspoiled 
nature, like Gwendolen, could hardly be expected to reside in the country. 
Jack.  Well, I own a house in Belgrave Square, but it is let by the year to Lady Bloxham.  
Of course, I can get it back whenever I like, at six months’ notice. 
Lady Bracknell.  Lady Bloxham?  I don’t know her. 
Jack.  Oh, she goes about very little.  She is a lady considerably advanced in years. 
Lady Bracknell.  Ah, nowadays that is no guarantee of respectability of character.  What 
number in Belgrave Square? 
Jack.  149. 
Lady Bracknell.  [Shaking her head.]  The unfashionable side.  I thought there was 
something.  However, that could easily be altered. 
Jack.  Do you mean the fashion, or the side? 
Lady Bracknell.  [Sternly.]  Both, if necessary, I presume.  What are your politics? 
Jack.  Well, I am afraid I really have none.  I am a Liberal Unionist. 
Lady Bracknell.  Oh, they count as Tories.  They dine with us.  Or come in the evening, 
at any rate.  Now to minor matters.  Are your parents living? 
Jack.  I have lost both my parents. 
Lady Bracknell.  To lose one parent, Mr. Worthing, may be regarded as a misfortune; to 
lose both looks like carelessness.  Who was your father?  He was evidently a man of 
some wealth.  Was he born in what the Radical papers call the purple of commerce, or 
did he rise from the ranks of the aristocracy? 
Jack.  I am afraid I really don’t know.  The fact is, Lady Bracknell, I said I had lost my 
parents.  It would be nearer the truth to say that my parents seem to have lost me . . . I 
don’t actually know who I am by birth.  I was . . . well, I was found. 
Lady Bracknell.  Found! 
Jack.  The late Mr. Thomas Cardew, an old gentleman of a very charitable and kindly 
disposition, found me, and gave me the name of Worthing, because he happened to have 
a first-class ticket for Worthing in his pocket at the time.  Worthing is a place in Sussex.  
It is a seaside resort. 
Lady Bracknell.  Where did the charitable gentleman who had a first-class ticket for this 
seaside resort find you? 
Jack.  [Gravely.]  In a hand-bag. 
Lady Bracknell.  A hand-bag? 
Jack.  [Very seriously.]  Yes, Lady Bracknell.  I was in a hand-bag—a somewhat large, 
black leather hand-bag, with handles to it—an ordinary hand-bag in fact. 



Lady Bracknell.  In what locality did this Mr. James, or Thomas, Cardew come across 
this ordinary hand-bag? 
Jack.  In the cloak-room at Victoria Station.  It was given to him in mistake for his own. 
Lady Bracknell.  The cloak-room at Victoria Station? 
Jack.  Yes.  The Brighton line. 
Lady Bracknell.  The line is immaterial.   
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Side #4: Cecily and Miss Prism 
 
SECOND ACT 
SCENE 
Garden at the Manor House.  A flight of grey stone steps leads up to the house.  The 
garden, an old-fashioned one, full of roses.  Time of year, July.  Basket chairs, and a table 
covered with books, are set under a large yew-tree. 
[Miss Prism discovered seated at the table.  Cecily is at the back watering flowers.] 
Miss Prism.  [Calling.]  Cecily, Cecily!  Surely such a utilitarian occupation as the 
watering of flowers is rather Moulton’s duty than yours?  Especially at a moment when 
intellectual pleasures await you.  Your German grammar is on the table.  Pray open it at 
page fifteen.  We will repeat yesterday’s lesson. 
Cecily.  [Coming over very slowly.]  But I don’t like German.  It isn’t at all a becoming 
language.  I know perfectly well that I look quite plain after my German lesson. 
Miss Prism.  Child, you know how anxious your guardian is that you should improve 
yourself in every way.  He laid particular stress on your German, as he was leaving for 
town yesterday.  Indeed, he always lays stress on your German when he is leaving for 
town. 
Cecily.  Dear Uncle Jack is so very serious!  Sometimes he is so serious that I think he 
cannot be quite well. 
Miss Prism.  [Drawing herself up.]  Your guardian enjoys the best of health, and his 
gravity of demeanour is especially to be commended in one so comparatively young as he 
is.  I know no one who has a higher sense of duty and responsibility. 
Cecily.  I suppose that is why he often looks a little bored when we three are together. 
Miss Prism.  Cecily!  I am surprised at you.  Mr. Worthing has many troubles in his life.  
Idle merriment and triviality would be out of place in his conversation.  You must 
remember his constant anxiety about that unfortunate young man his brother. 
Cecily.  I wish Uncle Jack would allow that unfortunate young man, his brother, to come 
down here sometimes.  We might have a good influence over him, Miss Prism.  I am sure 
you certainly would.  You know German, and geology, and things of that kind influence a 
man very much.  [Cecily begins to write in her diary.] 
Miss Prism.  [Shaking her head.]  I do not think that even I could produce any effect on a 
character that according to his own brother’s admission is irretrievably weak and 
vacillating.  Indeed I am not sure that I would desire to reclaim him.  I am not in favour 
of this modern mania for turning bad people into good people at a moment’s notice.  As a 



man sows so let him reap.  You must put away your diary, Cecily.  I really don’t see why 
you should keep a diary at all. 
Cecily.  I keep a diary in order to enter the wonderful secrets of my life.  If I didn’t write 
them down, I should probably forget all about them. 
Miss Prism.  Memory, my dear Cecily, is the diary that we all carry about with us. 
Cecily.  Yes, but it usually chronicles the things that have never happened, and couldn’t 
possibly have happened.  I believe that Memory is responsible for nearly all the three-
volume novels that Mudie sends us. 
Miss Prism.  Do not speak slightingly of the three-volume novel, Cecily.  I wrote one 
myself in earlier days. 
Cecily.  Did you really, Miss Prism?  How wonderfully clever you are!  I hope it did not 
end happily?  I don’t like novels that end happily.  They depress me so much. 
Miss Prism.  The good ended happily, and the bad unhappily.  That is what Fiction 
means. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Side #5: Dr. Chasuble and Miss Prism 
 
Chasuble.  I hope, Cecily, you are not inattentive. 
Cecily.  Oh, I am afraid I am. 
Chasuble.  That is strange.  Were I fortunate enough to be Miss Prism’s pupil, I would 
hang upon her lips.  [Miss Prism glares.]  I spoke metaphorically.—My metaphor was 
drawn from bees.  Ahem!  Mr. Worthing, I suppose, has not returned from town yet? 
Miss Prism.  We do not expect him till Monday afternoon. 
Chasuble.  Ah yes, he usually likes to spend his Sunday in London.  He is not one of 
those whose sole aim is enjoyment, as, by all accounts, that unfortunate young man his 
brother seems to be.  But I must not disturb Egeria and her pupil any longer. 
Miss Prism.  Egeria?  My name is Lætitia, Doctor. 
Chasuble.  [Bowing.]  A classical allusion merely, drawn from the Pagan authors.  I shall 
see you both no doubt at Evensong? 
Miss Prism.  I think, dear Doctor, I will have a stroll with you.  I find I have a headache 
after all, and a walk might do it good. 
Chasuble.  With pleasure, Miss Prism, with pleasure.  We might go as far as the schools 
and back. 
Miss Prism.  That would be delightful.  Cecily, you will read your Political Economy in 
my absence.  The chapter on the Fall of the Rupee you may omit.  It is somewhat too 
sensational.  Even these metallic problems have their melodramatic side. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Side #6: Gwendolen and Cecily 
 
 
Cecily.  I beg your pardon, Gwendolen, did you say Ernest? 
Gwendolen.  Yes. 
Cecily.  Oh, but it is not Mr. Ernest Worthing who is my guardian.  It is his brother—his 
elder brother. 
Gwendolen.  [Sitting down again.]  Ernest never mentioned to me that he had a brother. 
Cecily.  I am sorry to say they have not been on good terms for a long time. 
Gwendolen.  Ah! that accounts for it.  And now that I think of it I have never heard any 
man mention his brother.  The subject seems distasteful to most men.  Cecily, you have 
lifted a load from my mind.  I was growing almost anxious.  It would have been terrible if 
any cloud had come across a friendship like ours, would it not?  Of course you are quite, 
quite sure that it is not Mr. Ernest Worthing who is your guardian? 
Cecily.  Quite sure.  [A pause.]  In fact, I am going to be his. 
Gwendolen.  [Inquiringly.]  I beg your pardon? 
Cecily.  [Rather shy and confidingly.]  Dearest Gwendolen, there is no reason why I 
should make a secret of it to you.  Our little county newspaper is sure to chronicle the fact 
next week.  Mr. Ernest Worthing and I are engaged to be married. 
Gwendolen.  [Quite politely, rising.]  My darling Cecily, I think there must be some 
slight error.  Mr. Ernest Worthing is engaged to me.  The announcement will appear in 
the Morning Post on Saturday at the latest. 
Cecily.  [Very politely, rising.]  I am afraid you must be under some misconception.  
Ernest proposed to me exactly ten minutes ago.  [Shows diary.] 
Gwendolen.  [Examines diary through her lorgnettte carefully.]  It is certainly very 
curious, for he asked me to be his wife yesterday afternoon at 5.30.  If you would care to 
verify the incident, pray do so.  [Produces diary of her own.]  I never travel without my 
diary.  One should always have something sensational to read in the train.  I am so sorry, 
dear Cecily, if it is any disappointment to you, but I am afraid I have the prior claim. 
Cecily.  It would distress me more than I can tell you, dear Gwendolen, if it caused you 
any mental or physical anguish, but I feel bound to point out that since Ernest proposed to 
you he clearly has changed his mind. 
Gwendolen.  [Meditatively.]  If the poor fellow has been entrapped into any foolish 
promise I shall consider it my duty to rescue him at once, and with a firm hand. 



Cecily.  [Thoughtfully and sadly.]  Whatever unfortunate entanglement my dear boy may 
have got into, I will never reproach him with it after we are married. 
Gwendolen.  Do you allude to me, Miss Cardew, as an entanglement?  You are 
presumptuous.  On an occasion of this kind it becomes more than a moral duty to speak 
one’s mind.  It becomes a pleasure. 
Cecily.  Do you suggest, Miss Fairfax, that I entrapped Ernest into an engagement?  How 
dare you?  This is no time for wearing the shallow mask of manners.  When I see a spade 
I call it a spade. 
Gwendolen.  [Satirically.]  I am glad to say that I have never seen a spade.  It is obvious 
that our social spheres have been widely different. 
 
 

 

	


