
Audition Piece:  
The Importance Of Being Earnest 

ALGY/ LANE 
ALGERNON: Did you hear what I was 

playing, Lane? 

LANE: I didn’t think it polite to listen, sir. 

ALGERNON: I’m sorry for that, for your 
sake. I don’t play accurately—anyone 
can play accurately—but I play with 
wonderful expression. As far as the piano 
is concerned, sentiment is my forte. I 
keep science for Life. 

LANE: Yes, sir. 

ALGERNON: And, speaking of the science of 
Life, have you got the cucumber 
sandwiches cut for Lady Bracknell? 

LANE: Yes, sir. (Hands them on a salver.) 

ALGERNON: (Inspects them, takes two, and 
sits down on the sofa.) Oh! … by the way, 
Lane, I see from your book that on 
Thursday night, when Lord Shoreman 
and Mr. Worthing were dining with me, 
eight bottles of champagne are entered 
as having been consumed. 

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

ALGERNON: Why is it that at a bachelor’s 
establishment the servants invariably 
drink the champagne? I ask merely for 
information. 

LANE: I attribute it to the superior quality 
of the wine, sir. I have often observed 
that in married households the 
champagne is rarely of a first-rate brand. 

ALGERNON: Good heavens! Is marriage so 
demoralising as that? 

LANE: I believe it is a very pleasant state, 
sir. I have had very little experience of it 
myself up to the present. I have only 
been married once. That was in 
consequence of a misunderstanding 
between myself and a young person. 

ALGERNON: (Languidly.) I don’t know that I 
am much interested in your family life, 
Lane. 

LANE: No, sir; it is not a very interesting 
subject. I never think of it myself. 

ALGERNON: Very natural, I am sure. That 
will do, Lane, thank you. 

LANE: Thank you, sir. (LANE goes out.) 

ALGERNON: Lane’s views on marriage 
seem somewhat lax. Really, if the lower 
orders don’t set us a good example, what 
on earth is the use of them? They seem, 
as a class, to have absolutely no sense of 
moral responsibility.   
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ALGY/ JACK 
ALGERNON: My dear fellow, Gwendolen is 

my first cousin. And before I allow you to 
marry her, you will have to clear up the 
whole question of Cecily. (Rings bell.) 

JACK: Cecily! What on earth do you mean? 
What do you mean, Algy, by Cecily! I 
don’t know anyone of the name of Cecily. 

(Enter LANE.) 

ALGERNON: Bring me that cigarette case 
Mr. Worthing left in the smoking-room 
the last time he dined here. 

JACK: Do you mean to say you have had my 
cigarette case all this time? I wish to 
goodness you had let me know. I have 
been writing frantic letters to Scotland 
Yard about it. I was very nearly offering a 
large reward. 

ALGERNON: Well, I wish you would offer 
one. I happen to be more than usually 
hard up. 

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

ALGERNON: I think that is rather mean of 
you, Ernest, I must say. (Opens case and 
examines it.) However, it makes no 
matter, for, now that I look at the 
inscription inside, I find that the thing 
isn’t yours after all. 

JACK: Of course it’s mine. (Moving to him.) 
You have seen me with it a hundred 
times, and you have no right whatsoever 
to read what is written inside. It is a very 
ungentlemanly thing to read a private 
cigarette case. 

ALGERNON: Oh! it is absurd to have a hard 
and fast rule about what one should read 
and what one shouldn’t. More than half 
of modern culture depends on what one 
shouldn’t read. 

JACK: I am quite aware of the fact, and I 
don’t propose to discuss modern culture. 

It isn’t the sort of thing one should talk of 
in private. I simply want my cigarette 
case back. 

ALGERNON: Yes; but this isn’t your 
cigarette case. This cigarette case is a 
present from Someone of the name of 
Cecily, and you said you didn’t know 
anyone of that name. 

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

ALGERNON: Your aunt! 

JACK: Yes. Charming old lady she is, too. 
Lives at Tunbridge Wells. Just give it 
back to me, Algy. 

ALGERNON: (Retreating to back of sofa.) 
But why does she call herself little Cecily 
if she is your aunt and lives at Tunbridge 
Wells? (Reading.) ‘From little Cecily with 
her fondest love.’ 

JACK: (Moving to sofa and kneeling upon it.) 
My dear fellow, what on earth is there in 
that? Some aunts are tall, some aunts are 
not tall. That is a matter that surely an 
aunt may be allowed to decide for 
herself. You seem to think that every 
aunt should be exactly like your aunt! 
That is absurd! For Heaven’s sake give 
me back my cigarette case. (Follows 
ALGERNON round the room.) 

ALGERNON: Yes. But why does your aunt 
call you her uncle? ‘From little Cecily, 
with her fondest love to her dear Uncle 
Jack.’ There is no objection, I admit, to an 
aunt being a small aunt, but why an aunt, 
no matter what her size may be, should 
call her own nephew her uncle, I can’t 
quite make out. Besides, your name isn’t 
Jack at all; it is Ernest. 

JACK: It isn’t Ernest; it’s Jack. 

ALGERNON: You have always told me it 
was Ernest. I have introduced you to 
every one as Ernest. You answer to the 
name of Ernest. You look as if your name 
was Ernest. You are the most earnest-
looking person I ever saw in my life. It is 
perfectly absurd your saying that your 
name isn’t Ernest. It’s on your cards. 



Here is one of them. (Taking it from 
case.) ‘Mr. Ernest Worthing, B. 4, The 
Albany.’ I’ll keep this as a proof that your 
name is Ernest if ever you attempt to 
deny it to me, or to Gwendolen, or to 
anyone else. (Puts the card in his pocket.) 

JACK: Well, my name is Ernest in town and 
Jack in the country, and the cigarette 
case was given to me in the country. 

ALGERNON: Yes, but that does not account 
for the fact that your small Aunt Cecily, 
who lives at Tunbridge Wells, calls you 
her dear uncle. Come, old boy, you had 
much better have the thing out at once. 

JACK: My dear Algy, you talk exactly as if 
you were a dentist. It is very vulgar to 
talk like a dentist when one isn’t a 
dentist. It produces a false impression. 

ALGERNON: Well, that is exactly what 
dentists always do. Now, go on! Tell me 
the whole thing. I may mention that I 
have always suspected you of being a 
confirmed and secret Bunburyist; and I 
am quite sure of it now. 

JACK: Bunburyist? What on earth do you 
mean by a Bunburyist? 

ALGERNON: I’ll reveal to you the meaning 
of that incomparable expression as soon 
as you are kind enough to inform me 
why you are Ernest in town and Jack in 
the country. 

JACK: Well, produce my cigarette case first. 

ALGERNON: Here it is. (Hands cigarette 
case.) Now produce your explanation, 
and pray make it improbable. (Sits on 
sofa.) 
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CECILY/GWENDOLEN 
CECILY: (Advancing to meet her.) Pray let 

me introduce myself to you. My name is 
Cecily Cardew. 

GWENDOLEN: Cecily Cardew? (Moving to 
her and shaking hands.) What a very 
sweet name! Something tells me that we 
are going to be great friends. I like you 
already more than I can say. My first 
impressions of people are never wrong. 

CECILY: How nice of you to like me so much 
after we have known each other such a 
comparatively short time. Pray sit down. 

GWENDOLEN: (Still standing up.) I may call 
you Cecily, may I not? 

CECILY: With pleasure! 

GWENDOLEN: And you will always call me 
Gwendolen, won’t you? 

CECILY: If you wish. 

GWENDOLEN: Then that is all quite settled, 
is it not? 

CECILY: I hope so. (A pause. They both sit 
down together.) 

GWENDOLEN: Perhaps this might be a 
favourable opportunity for my 
mentioning who I am. My father is Lord 
Bracknell. You have never heard of papa, 
I suppose? 

CECILY: I don’t think so. 

GWENDOLEN: Outside the family circle, 
papa, I am glad to say, is entirely 
unknown. I think that is quite as it 
should be. The home seems to me to be 
the proper sphere for the man. And 
certainly once a man begins to neglect 
his domestic duties he becomes painfully 
effeminate, does he not? And I don’t like 
that. It makes men so very attractive. 
Cecily, mamma, whose views on 
education are remarkably strict, has 
brought me up to be extremely short-
sighted; it is part of her system; so do 

you mind my looking at you through my 
glasses? 

CECILY: Oh! not at all, Gwendolen. I am very 
fond of being looked at. 

GWENDOLEN: (After examining CECILY 
carefully through a lorgnette.) You are 
here on a short visit, I suppose. 

CECILY: Oh no! I live here. 

GWENDOLEN: (Severely.) Really? Your 
mother, no doubt, or some female 
relative of advanced years, resides here 
also? 

CECILY: Oh no! I have no mother, nor, in 
fact, any relations. 

GWENDOLEN: Indeed? 

CECILY: My dear guardian, with the 
assistance of Miss Prism, has the arduous 
task of looking after me. 

GWENDOLEN: Your guardian? 

CECILY: Yes, I am Mr. Worthing’s ward. 

GWENDOLEN: Oh! It is strange he never 
mentioned to me that he had a ward. 
How secretive of him! He grows more 
interesting hourly. I am not sure, 
however, that the news inspires me with 
feelings of unmixed delight. (Rising and 
going to her.) I am very fond of you, 
Cecily; I have liked you ever since I met 
you! But I am bound to state that now 
that I know that you are Mr. Worthing’s 
ward, I cannot help expressing a wish 
you were—well, just a little older than 
you seem to be—and not quite so very 
alluring in appearance. In fact, if I may 
speak candidly— 

CECILY: Pray do! I think that whenever one 
has anything unpleasant to say, one 
should always be quite candid. 

GWENDOLEN: Well, to speak with perfect 
candour, Cecily, I wish that you were 
fully forty-two, and more than usually 
plain for your age. Ernest has a strong 
upright nature. He is the very soul of 
truth and honour. Disloyalty would be as 
impossible to him as deception. But even 



men of the noblest possible moral 
character are extremely susceptible to 
the influence of the physical charms of 
others. Modern, no less than Ancient 
History, supplies us with many most 
painful examples of what I refer to. If it 
were not so, indeed, History would be 
quite unreadable. 

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.   
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LADY BRACKNELL 
GWENDOLEN / ALGY / JACK / CECILY 

LADY BRACKNELL: Gwendolen! What does 
this mean? 

GWENDOLEN: Merely that I am engaged to 
be married to Mr. Worthing, mamma. 

LADY BRACKNELL: Come here. Sit down. 
Sit down immediately. Hesitation of any 
kind is a sign of mental decay in the 
young, of physical weakness in the old. 
(Turns to JACK.) Apprised, sir, of my 
daughter’s sudden flight by her trusty 
maid, whose confidence I purchased by 
means of a small coin, I followed her at 
once by a luggage train. Her unhappy 
father is, I am glad to say, under the 
impression that she is attending a more 
than usually lengthy lecture by the 
University Extension Scheme on the 
Influence of a permanent income on 
Thought. I do not propose to undeceive 
him. Indeed I have never undeceived him 
on any question. I would consider it 
wrong. But of course, you will clearly 
understand that all communication 
between yourself and my daughter must 
cease immediately from this moment. On 
this point, as indeed on all points, I am 
firm. 

JACK: I am engaged to be married to 
Gwendolen Lady Bracknell! 

LADY BRACKNELL: You are nothing of the 
kind, sir. And now, as regards Algernon! 
… Algernon! 

ALGERNON: Yes, Aunt Augusta. 

LADY BRACKNELL: May I ask if it is in this 
house that your invalid friend Mr. 
Bunbury resides? 

ALGERNON: (Stammering.) Oh! No! 
Bunbury doesn’t live here. Bunbury is 
somewhere else at present. In fact, 
Bunbury is dead. 

LADY BRACKNELL: Dead! When did Mr. 
Bunbury die? His death must have been 
extremely sudden. 

ALGERNON: (Airily.) Oh! I killed Bunbury 
this afternoon. I mean poor Bunbury 
died this afternoon. 

LADY BRACKNELL: What did he die of? 

ALGERNON: Bunbury? Oh, he was quite 
exploded. 

LADY BRACKNELL: Exploded! Was he the 
victim of a revolutionary outrage? I was 
not aware that Mr. Bunbury was 
interested in social legislation. If so, he is 
well punished for his morbidity. 

ALGERNON: My dear Aunt Augusta, I mean 
he was found out! The doctors found out 
that Bunbury could not live, that is what 
I mean—so Bunbury died. 

LADY BRACKNELL: He seems to have had 
great confidence in the opinion of his 
physicians. I am glad, however, that he 
made up his mind at the last to some 
definite course of action, and acted under 
proper medical advice. And now that we 
have finally got rid of this Mr. Bunbury, 
may I ask, Mr. Worthing, who is that 
young person whose hand my nephew 
Algernon is now holding in what seems 
to me a peculiarly unnecessary manner? 

JACK: That lady is Miss Cecily Cardew, my 
ward. (LADY BRACKNELL bows coldly to 
CECILY.) 

ALGERNON: I am engaged to be married to 
Cecily, Aunt Augusta. 

LADY BRACKNELL: I beg your pardon? 

CECILY: Mr. Moncrieff and I are engaged to 
be married, Lady Bracknell. 

LADY BRACKNELL: (With a shiver, crossing 
to the sofa and sitting down.) I do not 
know whether there is anything 
peculiarly exciting in the air of this 
particular part of Hertfordshire, but the 
number of engagements that go on 
seems to me considerably above the 
proper average that statistics have laid 
down for our guidance. I think some 



preliminary inquiry on my part would 
not be out of place. Mr. Worthing, is Miss 
Cardew at all connected with any of the 
larger railway stations in London? I 
merely desire information. Until 
yesterday I had no idea that there were 
any families or persons whose origin was 
a Terminus. (JACK looks perfectly furious, 
but restrains himself.) 

JACK: (In a clear, cold voice.) Miss Cardew is 
the grand-daughter of the late Mr. 
Thomas Cardew of 149 Belgrave Square, 
S.W.; Gervase Park, Dorking, Surrey; and 
the Sporran, Fifeshire, N.B. 

LADY BRACKNELL: That sounds not 
unsatisfactory. Three addresses always 
inspire confidence, even in tradesmen. 
But what proof have I of their 
authenticity? 

JACK: I have carefully preserved the Court 
Guides of the period. They are open to 
your inspection, Lady Bracknell. 

LADY BRACKNELL: (Grimly.) I have known 
strange errors in that publication. 

JACK: Miss Cardew’s family solicitors are 
Messrs. Markby, Markby, and Markby. 

LADY BRACKNELL: Markby, Markby, and 
Markby? A firm of the very highest 
position in their profession. Indeed I am 
told that one of the Mr. Markby’s is 
occasionally to be seen at dinner parties. 
So far I am satisfied. 

JACK: (Very irritably.) How extremely kind 
of you, Lady Bracknell! I have also in my 
possession, you will be pleased to hear, 
certificates of Miss Cardew’s birth, 
baptism, whooping cough, registration, 
vaccination, confirmation, and the 
measles; both the German and the 
English variety. 

LADY BRACKNELL: Ah! A life crowded with 
incident, I see; though perhaps 
somewhat too exciting for a young girl. I 
am not myself in favour of premature 
experiences. (Rises, looks at her watch.) 
Gwendolen! the time approaches for our 
departure. We have not a moment to 
lose. As a matter of form, Mr. Worthing, I 

had better ask you if Miss Cardew has 
any little fortune? 

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

LADY BRACKNELL: (Sitting down again.) A 
moment, Mr. Worthing. A hundred and 
thirty thousand pounds! And in the 
Funds! Miss Cardew seems to me a most 
attractive young lady, now that I look at 
her. Few girls of the present day have 
any really solid qualities, any of the 
qualities that last, and improve with 
time. We live, I regret to say, in an age of 
surfaces. (To CECILY.) Come over here, 
dear. (CECILY goes across.) Pretty child! 
your dress is sadly simple, and your hair 
seems almost as Nature might have left 
it. But we can soon alter all that. A 
thoroughly experienced French maid 
produces a really marvellous result in a 
very brief space of time. I remember 
recommending one to young Lady 
Lancing, and after three months her own 
husband did not know her. 

JACK: And after six months nobody knew 
her. 

LADY BRACKNELL: (Glares at JACK for a 
few moments. Then bends, with a 
practised smile, to CECILY.) Kindly turn 
round, sweet child. (CECILY turns 
completely round.) No, the side view is 
what I want. (CECILY presents her 
profile.) Yes, quite as I expected. There 
are distinct social possibilities in your 
profile. The two weak points in our age 
are its want of principle and its want of 
profile. The chin a little higher, dear. 
Style largely depends on the way the 
chin is worn. They are worn very high, 
just at present. Algernon! 

ALGERNON: Yes, Aunt Augusta! 

LADY BRACKNELL: There are distinct 
social possibilities in Miss Cardew’s 
profile.   
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CHASUBLE / PRISM / 
LADY BRACKNELL / CECILY / JACK / 
GWENDOLEN 
CHASUBLE: And how are we this morning? 

Miss Prism, you are, I trust, well? 

CECILY: Miss Prism has just been 
complaining of a slight headache. I think 
it would do her so much good to have a 
short stroll with you in the Park, Dr. 
Chasuble. 

MISS PRISM: Cecily, I have not mentioned 
anything about a headache. 

CECILY: No, dear Miss Prism, I know that, 
but I felt instinctively that you had a 
headache. Indeed I was thinking about 
that, and not about my German lesson, 
when the Rector came in. 

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. 

2 
MISS PRISM: You are too much alone, dear 

Dr. Chasuble. You should get married. A 
misanthrope I can understand—a 
womanthrope, never! 

CHASUBLE: (With a scholar’s shudder.) 
Believe me, I do not deserve so 
neologistic a phrase. The precept as well 
as the practice of the Primitive Church 
was distinctly against matrimony. 

MISS PRISM: (Sententiously.) That is 
obviously the reason why the Primitive 
Church has not lasted up to the present 
day. And you do not seem to realise, dear 
Doctor, that by persistently remaining 
single, a man converts himself into a 
permanent public temptation. Men 
should be more careful; this very 
celibacy leads weaker vessels astray. 

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

MISS PRISM: No married man is ever 
attractive except to his wife. 

CHASUBLE: And often, I’ve been told, not 
even to her. 

MISS PRISM: That depends on the 
intellectual sympathies of the woman. 
Maturity can always be depended on. 
Ripeness can be trusted. Young women 
are green. (DR. CHASUBLE starts.) I spoke 



horticulturally. My metaphor was drawn 
from fruits. But where is Cecily? 

CHASUBLE: Perhaps she followed us to the 
schools. 

(Enter JACK slowly from the back of the 
garden. He is dressed in the deepest 
mourning, with crape hatband and black 
gloves.) 

MISS PRISM: Mr. Worthing! 

CHASUBLE: Mr. Worthing? 

MISS PRISM: This is indeed a surprise. We 
did not look for you till Monday 
afternoon. 

JACK: (Shakes MISS PRISM’s hand in a tragic 
manner.) I have returned sooner than I 
expected. Dr. Chasuble, I hope you are 
well? 

CHASUBLE: Dear Mr. Worthing, I trust this 
garb of woe does not betoken some 
terrible calamity? 

JACK: My brother. 

MISS PRISM: More shameful debts and 
extravagance? 

CHASUBLE: Still leading his life of pleasure? 

JACK: (Shaking his head.) Dead! 

CHASUBLE: Your brother Ernest dead? 

JACK: Quite dead. 

MISS PRISM: What a lesson for him! I trust 
he will profit by it. 

CHASUBLE: Mr. Worthing, I offer you my 
sincere condolence. You have at least the 
consolation of knowing that you were 
always the most generous and forgiving 
of brothers. 

JACK: Poor Ernest! He had many faults, but 
it is a sad, sad blow. 

CHASUBLE: Very sad indeed. Were you 
with him at the end? 

JACK: No. He died abroad; in Paris, in fact. I 
had a telegram last night from the 
manager of the Grand Hotel. 

CHASUBLE: Was the cause of death 
mentioned? 

JACK: A severe chill, it seems. 

MISS PRISM: As a man sows, so shall he 
reap. 

CHASUBLE: (Raising his hand.) Charity, 
dear Miss Prism, charity! None of us are 
perfect. I myself am peculiarly 
susceptible to draughts. Will the 
interment take place here? 

JACK: No. He seems to have expressed a 
desire to be buried in Paris. 

CHASUBLE: In Paris! (Shakes his head.) I 
fear that hardly points to any very 
serious state of mind at the last. You 
would no doubt wish me to make some 
slight allusion to this tragic domestic 
affliction next Sunday. (JACK presses his 
hand convulsively.) My sermon on the 
meaning of the manna in the wilderness 
can be adapted to almost any occasion, 
joyful, or, as in the present case, 
distressing. (All sigh.) I have preached it 
at harvest celebrations, christenings, 
confirmations, on days of humiliation 
and festal days. The last time I delivered 
it was in the Cathedral, as a charity 
sermon on behalf of the Society for the 
Prevention of Discontent among the 
Upper Orders. The Bishop, who was 
present, was much struck by some of the 
analogies I drew. 

JACK: Ah! that reminds me, you mentioned 
christenings I think, Dr. Chasuble? I 
suppose you know how to christen all 
right? (DR. CHASUBLE looks astounded.) I 
mean, of course, you are continually 
christening, aren’t you? 

MISS PRISM: It is, I regret to say, one of the 
Rector’s most constant duties in this 
parish. I have often spoken to the poorer 
classes on the subject. But they don’t 
seem to know what thrift is. 

CHASUBLE: But is there any particular 
infant in whom you are interested, Mr. 
Worthing? Your brother was, I believe, 
unmarried, was he not? 



JACK: Oh yes. 

MISS PRISM: (Bitterly.) People who live 
entirely for pleasure usually are. 

JACK: But it is not for any child, dear 
Doctor. I am very fond of children. No! 
the fact is, I would like to be christened 
myself, this afternoon, if you have 
nothing better to do. 

CHASUBLE: But surely, Mr. Worthing, you 
have been christened already? 

JACK: I don’t remember anything about it. 

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

JACK: I certainly intend to have. Of course I 
don’t know if the thing would bother you 
in any way, or if you think I am a little 
too old now. 

CHASUBLE: Not at all. The sprinkling, and, 
indeed, the immersion of adults is a 
perfectly canonical practice. 

JACK: Immersion! 

CHASUBLE: You need have no 
apprehensions. Sprinkling is all that is 
necessary, or indeed I think advisable. 
Our weather is so changeable. At what 
hour would you wish the ceremony 
performed? 

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

CHASUBLE: Perfectly, perfectly! In fact I 
have two similar ceremonies to perform 
at that time. A case of twins that 
occurred recently in one of the outlying 
cottages on your own estate. Poor 
Jenkins the carter, a most hard-working 
man. 

JACK: Oh! I don’t see much fun in being 
christened along with other babies. It 
would be childish. Would half-past five 
do? 

CHASUBLE: Admirably! Admirably! (Takes 
out watch.) And now, dear Mr. Worthing, 
I will not intrude any longer into a house 
of sorrow. I would merely beg you not to 
be too much bowed down by grief. What 

seem to us bitter trials are often 
blessings in disguise. 

MISS PRISM: This seems to me a blessing of 
an extremely obvious kind. 

3 
LADY BRACKNELL: (In a severe, judicial 

voice.) Prism! Prism! Where is that baby? 
Twenty-eight years ago, Prism, you left 
Lord Bracknell’s house, Number 104, 
Upper Grosvenor Street, in charge of a 
perambulator that contained a baby of 
the male sex. You never returned. A few 
weeks later, through the elaborate 
investigations of the Metropolitan police, 
the perambulator was discovered at 
midnight, standing by itself in a remote 
corner of Bayswater. It contained the 
manuscript of a three-volume novel of 
more than usually revolting 
sentimentality. (MISS PRISM starts in 
involuntary indignation.) But the baby 
was not there! (Every one looks at MISS 
PRISM.) Prism! Where is that baby?  

(A pause.) 

MISS PRISM: Lady Bracknell, I admit with 
shame that I do not know. I only wish I 
did. The plain facts of the case are these. 
On the morning of the day you mention, 
a day that is for ever branded on my 
memory, I prepared as usual to take the 
baby out in its perambulator. I had also 
with me a somewhat old, but capacious 
hand-bag in which I had intended to 
place the manuscript of a work of fiction 
that I had written during my few 
unoccupied hours. In a moment of 
mental abstraction, for which I never can 
forgive myself, I deposited the 
manuscript in the basinette, and placed 
the baby in the hand-bag. 

JACK: (Who has been listening attentively.) 
But where did you deposit the hand-bag? 

MISS PRISM: Do not ask me, Mr. Worthing. 

JACK: Miss Prism, this is a matter of no 
small importance to me. I insist on 
knowing where you deposited the hand-
bag that contained that infant. 



MISS PRISM: I left it in the cloak-room of 
one of the larger railway stations in 
London. 

JACK: What railway station? 

MISS PRISM: (Quite crushed.) Victoria. The 
Brighton line. (Sinks into a chair.) 

JACK: I must retire to my room for a 
moment. Gwendolen, wait here for me. 

GWENDOLEN: If you are not too long, I will 
wait here for you all my life. (Exit JACK in 
great excitement.) 

CHASUBLE: What do you think this means, 
Lady Bracknell? 

LADY BRACKNELL: I dare not even suspect, 
Dr. Chasuble. I need hardly tell you that 
in families of high position strange 
coincidences are not supposed to occur. 
They are hardly considered the thing. 

(Noises heard overhead as if Someone was 
throwing trunks about. Every one looks 
up.) 

CECILY: Uncle Jack seems strangely 
agitated. 

CHASUBLE: Your guardian has a very 
emotional nature. 

LADY BRACKNELL: This noise is extremely 
unpleasant. It sounds as if he was having 
an argument. I dislike arguments of any 
kind. They are always vulgar, and often 
convincing. 

CHASUBLE: (Looking up.) It has stopped 
now. (The noise is redoubled.) 

LADY BRACKNELL: I wish he would arrive 
at some conclusion. 

GWENDOLEN: This suspense is terrible. I 
hope it will last. (Enter JACK with a hand-
bag of black leather in his hand.) 

JACK: (Rushing over to MISS PRISM.) Is this 
the hand-bag, Miss Prism? Examine it 
carefully before you speak. The 
happiness of more than one life depends 
on your answer. 

MISS PRISM: (Calmly.) It seems to be mine. 
Yes, here is the injury it received through 
the upsetting of a Gower Street omnibus 
in younger and happier days. Here is the 
stain on the lining caused by the 
explosion of a temperance beverage, an 
incident that occurred at Leamington. 
And here, on the lock, are my initials. I 
had forgotten that in an extravagant 
mood I had had them placed there. The 
bag is undoubtedly mine. I am delighted 
to have it so unexpectedly restored to 
me. It has been a great inconvenience 
being without it all these years. 

JACK: (In a pathetic voice.) Miss Prism, more 
is restored to you than this hand-bag. I 
was the baby you placed in it. 

MISS PRISM: (Amazed.) You? 

JACK: (Embracing her.) Yes … mother! 

MISS PRISM: (Recoiling in indignant 
astonishment.) Mr. Worthing! I am 
unmarried! 

 




